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Kathryn Z. Johnston MPC’s Got Talent Matthew 25:14-30 
September 26, 2021  Matthew 25:31-40
   
Matthew 25:31-40 
“When the Son of Man comes in his glory, and all the angels with him, then he will sit on the throne 
of his glory. All the nations will be gathered before him, and he will separate people one from 
another as a shepherd separates the sheep from the goats, and he will put the sheep at his right 
hand and the goats at the left. Then the king will say to those at his right hand, ‘Come, you that are 
blessed by my Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the world; for I 
was hungry and you gave me food, I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a 
stranger and you welcomed me, I was naked and you gave me clothing, I was sick and you took 
care of me, I was in prison and you visited me.’ Then the righteous will answer him, ‘Lord, when 
was it that we saw you hungry and gave you food, or thirsty and gave you something to drink? And 
when was it that we saw you a stranger and welcomed you, or naked and gave you clothing? And 
when was it that we saw you sick or in prison and visited you?’ And the king will answer them, 
‘Truly I tell you, just as you did it to one of the least of these who are members of my family, you 
did it to me.’ 
 
Matthew 25:14-30 – Listen: 
“For it is as if a man, going on a journey, summoned his slaves and entrusted his property to 
them; to one he gave five talents, to another two, to another one, to each according to his ability. 
Then he went away.  
The one who had received the five talents went off at once and traded with them, and made five 
more talents. In the same way, the one who had the two talents made two more talents. But the 
one who had received the one talent went off and dug a hole in the ground and hid his master’s 
money.  
After a long time the master of those slaves came and settled accounts with them. Then the one 
who had received the five talents came forward, bringing five more talents, saying, ‘Master, you 
handed over to me five talents; see, I have made five more talents.’ His master said to him, ‘Well 
done, good and trustworthy slave; you have been trustworthy in a few things, I will put you in 
charge of many things; enter into the joy of your master.’  
And the one with the two talents also came forward, saying, ‘Master, you handed over to me two 
talents; see, I have made two more talents.’ His master said to him, ‘Well done, good and 
trustworthy slave; you have been trustworthy in a few things, I will put you in charge of many 
things; enter into the joy of your master.’  
Then the one who had received the one talent also came forward, saying, ‘Master, I knew that you 
were a harsh man, reaping where you did not sow, and gathering where you did not scatter 
seed; so I was afraid, and I went and hid your talent in the ground. Here you have what is yours.’  
But his master replied, ‘You wicked and lazy slave! You knew, did you, that I reap where I did not 
sow, and gather where I did not scatter? Then you ought to have invested my money with the 
bankers, and on my return I would have received what was my own with interest.  
So take the talent from him, and give it to the one with the ten talents. For to all those who have, 
more will be given, and they will have an abundance; but from those who have nothing, even what 
they have will be taken away. As for this worthless slave, throw him into the outer darkness, where 
there will be weeping and gnashing of teeth.’ 

 
The Story of God for the People of God… thanks be to God. 
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The writer of the Gospel of Matthew is writing to a Jewish community that is hanging on by a 
thread. They recognize Jesus as the Messiah, as the one the prophets foretold, but as they 
anxiously wait for the second coming of Jesus, morale is starting to wane a little thin. It would 
make all the sense in the world for them to hoard their resources, rather than help the 
neighbors that are in need around them. 
 
Matthew is telling them; you can’t afford to do that… but I don’t think the text is as harsh and as 
cruel as it is sometimes interpreted. To be more specific, I don’t think the Master in this parable 
is as harsh and cruel as he is sometimes interpreted. 
 
I recently heard someone describe Scripture as a mirror that reflects back to us our own 
understanding of God. So for instance, if we understand God to be about judgment and 
punishment, that’s what we see when we read Scripture. If we understand God to be about 
mercy and love, then that is what we see when we read Scripture. 
 
I think those same lenses (judgement/punishment vs. mercy/love) influence us as we look out 
at the world and those in need around us.  And when it comes to our own resources, do we see 
scarcity or abundance? 
 
In this passage, when the master returns and speaks to the first two slaves, he responds: Well 
done, good and trustworthy slave; you have been trustworthy in a few things, I will put you in 
charge of many things; enter into the joy of your master. 
 
The master compliments them and speaks of joy – this is over and above the praise that would 
have been normal for the master to offer. Then the third slave gets the peevish, tyrant god he 
believes in. 
 
I wonder if the story is not about the generous master suddenly turning cruel and punitive, but 
rather it is about living with the consequences of either the generosity or miserliness of our 
own faith. 
 

I’ve shared this story before. About 25 years ago now I took my Florida youth group on a 
mission trip to work in Mexico. We stayed in Texas at night and every morning we drove about 
an hour down to the border and after making our way across and taking some very challenging 
dirt roads, we would ride into a village made of cardboard houses that were built around the 
city dump. In my office is a picture of two little girls scouring that dump for any remnant of 
food. They turned to me and all I had was one piece of gum. They treasured it as I stood there 
awkwardly wishing I had something more to give and also, to be honest, wishing I was 
anywhere but there where I felt completely inept in the face of that extreme level of poverty. 
 
The community was amazing, with everyone in the surrounding area working with the cement 
and rebar in order to help build homes for one another. But instead of seeing the faith and hope 
that was surrounding me every day, showing me in real-time the world as it could be, I allowed 
myself to buy into the cynicism and skepticism and scarcity of the world as it too often is. 
 
On our final afternoon in Mexico all I could see was desperation and squalor, and so I climbed 
into the van, slammed the door, turned on the engine and the air conditioner. In the face of the 
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poverty we were working in – no electricity, no plumbing – that was a stunningly arrogant and 
privileged move. And yet it gets worse. 
 
The van was approached by a young woman I recognized from the village, she had been 
working on a home with us, and with her were her two young children. She was making hand 
gestures pointing to herself and to the children and then to me and I kept shaking my head no. 
“No dinero, no,” I clearly stated. No money from me. And although I didn’t say, “Go away,” my 
body language was clear. 
 
I averted my eyes and as everyone else loaded into the van, I shook my head at the woman who 
continued to smile and wave; the people of the village began to dance and sing around the van. 
How could that woman possibly have a smile on her face with all of the scarcity around her? 
How could they be singing and dancing? I convinced myself she was putting on a good show in 
case someone wanted to give a handout.  I buried my head down… along with anything else I 
had to offer the situation. 
 
 As our van mercifully drove away, I was relieved that I no longer had to mingle in their unfair 
world, somehow making their challenges an excuse for my own selfishness and anger. 
 
Sitting next to me in the van was one of our adult volunteers who was upset because his 
Polaroid camera had jammed. Now this was the 90’s, not the 70’s, so it was beyond me why 
anyone would lament a jammed Polaroid camera and as you can imagine in my state of mind I 
commented as such. He shook his head at me and reminded me that the folks where we just 
were had no access to cameras and so one thing that brings them joy is when he takes pictures 
of them and of their children and gives the pictures to them for them to keep. For most, it is the 
first time they have seen themselves clearly and an opportunity to stop time for a moment 
when their children are laughing and smiling, not worrying about the constant hunger in their 
bellies or when they will lose their innocence of youth to the violence and realities that 
surround them. 
 
As he explained this I was flung into one of those flashbacks that you see in the movies and I 
realized that the words and the hand gestures from the woman at the side of the van with her 
two young children were not about money.  
 
All she wanted was for me to take her picture.  
 
The God we serve, the one the Gospel of Matthew wants to make sure we know about, is 
beyond our capacity to fully understand. How dare we hoard our talents or hide our gifts 
because we don’t think they could possibly be enough. How dare we assume we know what God 
can do? 
 
What is our perception of God? Is God generous? Or is God exacting? 
Is God lacking? Or is God full of abundance? 
 
When our vision of God is limited by the lens of cynicism and scarcity, then we forgo the 
experience of Hope and Grace. Digging deeper, limiting God to the role of only what we believe 
we as individuals could ever achieve, keeps limits on what we are able to see, and robs us of an 
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experience of God’s generous and grand being. It also gives us an excuse to bury the gifts of God 
and keep them from the people of God. 
 
After our trip to Mexico that summer, our church organized a medical supply drive and over 
Thanksgiving break a few of us drove a Budget rental truck loaded with supplies back down to 
Mexico. There wasn’t a lot of room for our own personal items so I had a backpack with a 
change of clothes, a few toiletry items, a magazine to read… 2 Polaroid cameras and the biggest 
bag of Polaroid camera film you have ever seen. 
 
Down through Texas, hours spent trying to cross over the border with medical supplies, 
through dusty roads and finally into the area where we had worked.  
 
The village had heard we were coming – once we were spotted the truck was surrounded to the 
point where we couldn’t even get to the clinic – there was dancing and excitement and then I 
saw them… running from their home… came the mother and her two young children – all three 
flung their arms around me – and that was BEFORE they saw the camera. 
 
In exchange for their hugs and absolution of my sins I gave them pictures. Plenty of pictures. 
 
This world gives us every reason to bury our talents and hope for a better day tomorrow. But 
God says, our talents – our time, our money, our abilities – are the hope for a better day 
tomorrow. 
 
So let’s buy in… let’s enter into the joy of our master. 
 
   
 

Let us join together in a spirit of prayer:  

Holy God, by your Word and Spirit, come and transform your church to be a living sign of your love 

for the world — where the poor are filled with good things, the dividing walls are broken down, 

and the dead are raised to new life; in the name of the Creator, the Christ, and the Holy Spirit.  

Amen. 

 
 


