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S-o-o Big!—Reflection for 6 February 2022, 5th Sunday After Epiphany/C 

Text: Luke 5:1-11  
Rev. Dr. Barbara Fullerton at East Plains United Church, Burlington, Ontario 
 
We are still in the Season of Epiphany. It’s especially long this year, as Lent begins 
quite late. Epiphany is the season that began with the story of the Wise Ones visiting 
the infant Jesus and continues with stories that manifest or reveal who Jesus is. The 
season also focuses on discipleship, on what it means to follow Jesus. 

In today’s gospel story, Jesus meets some fisherfolk, who drop everything to follow 
him. But that happened after Jesus high-jacked one of their boats to use it for a stage 
for a TED talk on the water, to teach a crowd of folks who had followed him to the sea-
shore and crowded him clear to the water’s edge. So he climbed in Simon’s boat. That 
was one way to get acquainted really quickly. 

Two weeks ago, Jesus read scripture in the family synagogue where he grew up. This 

week, he is preaching on a beach. A friend of mine was musing on that at a clergy 

meeting this week, relating that to our experience of no longer being in the church 

building of our faith community, but on the “beach” of the web, worshipping together on 

Zoom. Such a different place to be. And yet, look at the result of Jesus’s taking his 

message outside the synagogue! So many people followed him, and a lot of them were 

different people than the ones he would have encountered in his synagogue. 

What can we learn from this story about our own discipleship and how God invites us 

to follow Jesus? 

First of all, what IS discipleship? In this story, Jesus calls his first disciples. A disciple is 

a follower or student of a teacher, leader, or philosopher. The word disciple is 

traditionally explained to be a derivative of the Latin infinitive discere, which means "to 

learn.” That Latin word is also the root for the word “discern,” an important concept 

when an individual or a group is considering a direction for their future.  

So, a disciple is a learner, one who learns by following the teaching and ways of the 

one they follow. To be disciples of Jesus, we watch and learn from what he did and 

follow his example. 

I ask again: What can we learn from this story about our own discipleship and how God 

invites us—as individuals and a community of faith—to follow Jesus? 

My children had a toddler book with two-dimentional pictures like a young child might 

draw. In it, a mother was playing with her little boy, who was wearing a red T-shirt and 

blue shorts. If I remember correctly, on the various pages, the mother was comparing 

the sizes of various things, and to whatever question she asked, the response was 

always “So-o-o Big!” On the last page, the little guy’s round face had a huge grin and 
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his arms were spread wide, as he answered her question about “How big is baby?”— 

to which he sang out “S-o-o Big.”  

I have this picture in my mind of a mother and a child and it reminds me of how God 

tenderly urges us on. To realize how “big” we are, and that we are being called to be 

more than we thought we were capable of being and doing. 

Jesus meets the fishermen when they need help. They’ve been fishing all night and 

haven’t caught a thing. They’ve given up, have come to shore and are washing their 

nets. The Lake Gennesaret fleet has come in, but they aren’t finished. When Jesus 

comes by, they are cleaning and mending their nets and likely also thinking about what 

they’ll do next. 

Think about a time you really needed help. Maybe you were preparing something 

important and needed a little push to get going on it. Maybe you were on your way 

somewhere and your car broke down. Did someone stop and help you?  

Some years ago, during our move from Mississauga to Paris, I hit a remnant of a truck 

tire in the left lane of the 403 at dusk. It knocked off the heat shield of my then one year 

old Prius. The shield was dragging and was scraping on my right front tire, making 

sparks and smoke and a hideous noise and burning smell. Stephen and our friend Ken 

were ahead of me and didn’t realize anything had happened. I pulled off on the Paris 

Road exit and phoned for a tow-truck before I called Ken’s cell. They emptied 

Stephen’s car at our new home and came back to find me, arriving simultaneously with 

the tow-truck. The friendly driver happened to be a member of Sydenham Street 

United Church in Brantford and helped us transfer everything in the Prius into 

Stephen’s car, before he hauled my car to Brantford Toyota, while I rode home with 

Ken and Stephen in Stephen’s car. 

I remember the rush of thankfulness for their help. I was bone-weary and was so 

looking forward to climbing into bed in a few minutes and—wham—not gonna be a few 

minutes. I wasn’t sure the help I had summoned was going to be enough. Who would 

have thought that everything piled past the seat tops, front, back, and trunk in my car, 

would fit into a Ford sedan trunk and two-thirds of the back seat, leaving room for three 

passengers? I didn’t think it would work, but it did. 

Jesus meets the fisherfolk after a bad night of fishing and he helps them in an 

unexpected way. “Put out into deep water and let down the nets for a catch,” he says. 

It didn’t seem to make sense at first, but they did it. Even though they doubted it would 

work, with Peter pointing out that this strategy didn’t work the last time. But they do put 

out in their boats and they do catch fish.  
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Jesus’ first claim on them is this: Jesus met the fishermen when they needed help and 

he helped. 

But his help results in things they hadn’t imagined. They don’t just catch fish, they 

catch lots and lots of fish, hundreds of fish. They catch so many fish they have to call 

over another boat. They catch so many fish the nets begin to break. They are not just 

successful, they are wildly successful. It’s a miracle. They hadn’t planned on it. They 

might have hoped this teacher would bring good luck but this is more, bigger; So-o-o 

Big! Success beyond any expectation. 

They hadn’t planned on this much success. Peter finds it downright frightening. Over 

and over again Jesus speaks of a miraculous abundance and over and over again, the 

disciples and we miss the message. Think of the parable of the sower: in Palestine 

you’re lucky to get three times as much grain as you sow, but Jesus asks his hearers 

to imagine a hundred-fold increase. Who has the barns for that much?  

People come out to hear him teach and get hungry. The disciples say they don’t have 

enough food but Jesus says, “You give them something eat,” and 5,000 are fed.  

These fisherfolk would have been happy with a basket of fish to sell in the market. Now 

their nets are breaking and they’re working harder than ever just to stay even, because 

something else is happening: they almost sink, they almost drown.  

The miraculous catch they hadn’t expected swamps the boat. All fishing villages live in 

the shadow of lost sailors. Everyone who goes out in small boats knows there’s a 

chance they won’t come back. No wonder Peter tells Jesus to get away; the man has 

practically drowned them. First the miraculous catch, now the swamping, sinking boats. 

What next Jesus, what next? And Jesus says, “Don’t be afraid.” 

Like the fisherfolk, we come asking for a little help and sometimes aren’t ready for the 

result.  

A member of an ecumenical email list to which I subscribe told a story of when he was 

minister of a church in a small town that was growing by leaps and bounds. The church 

was small but it began to grow, one of the congregation’s goals. But he noticed one 

faithful woman had stopped coming to church. When he went to see her, he told her 

he’d missed her and wondered why she had been absent. She told her pastor how she 

and her husband had moved there when they were first married, raised their children 

there and always sat in the same pew. After the children grew up and left, she and her 

husband continued to sit in the same place. After she was widowed, she found it 

comforting to go to that same pew and imagine him there, next to her. “But now, 

Reverend,” she said, “Those new people get there before me and sit in my pew right 

on [top of] my husband!”i 
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We are all in favor of church growth; we all hope it doesn’t take place in our pew. We  

just want it to happen without anything changing. 

But following Jesus can stretch us. The fisherfolk are still trying to work out what to do 

about their broken nets and close brush with sinking when Jesus says casually, as if 

it’s no big deal, “By the way, from now on you’re going to be catching people.” Now 

THERE is a whole different possibility, one no one had thought of, that’s about to take 

place. Let’s get going, Jesus says.ii And they leave everything and follow him. 

EPUC is in transition. God is stretching us. Think of the fisherfolk. It just takes the 

smallest opening. One moment for God to slip in and whoosh, you’re a disciple, 

following Jesus. And trusting that all will be ok. 

S-o-o big: God is bigger than we imagined. God’s love is bigger than we 

imagined. God’s hope for us is bigger than we imagined.  

I have a picture in my mind of my daughter playing with her little Liana when she was a 

baby. Keira would smile and her little one would laugh as her Mommy gently tugged 

her arms upward as she asked, “How big is Liana?” and together, they would sing, “S-

o-o big! S-o-o big!” This picture of a mother and a child is also an image for me of how 

God urges us on, how God says to us, “How big are my kids at EPUC?” and “Don’t be 

afraid!” and chuckles and invites us to grow into that larger vision of ourselves that has 

been there all along. God has seen it all along. Thanks be to God! 
 

 

 

i So Big! Sermon by Rev. James Eaton for First Congregational Church of Albany, NY, Fifth Sunday After Epiphany/C, February 10, 2019, Luke 5:1-11, 

posted on Midrash, 9 Feb 2019. 
ii Ibid. 

                                                           


