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“Entrusted to Your Care” 

Text: Matthew 25:14-30 

 

Kenny came into my office sporting a huge smile.  He continued to look at me as he sat down 

and said, “I know what you did.”  That is always a curious way to begin a conversation.  I began 

to think what he was referring to.  Did he know that I picked up the wrong jar of peanut butter 

and rather than walking it back to its rightful place in the store, I left it at the check out counter?  

Did he know that I shared my login code for Netflix with a friend?  I learned a long time ago that 

is best not to confess until you know what you are being accused of, so I waited for Kenny to 

continue. 

 

Still beaming, he said, “I know it was you that left the bags of groceries on my doorstep.”  This 

is why it is good not to confess before knowing what one is being accused of.  With all 

seriousness, I said to him, “That sounds like a very nice gesture, but it wasn’t me.”  He 

continued, saying that I could deny it, but he knew it had to be me.  I appreciate that Kenny 

thought of me as the kind of person that would do such a kind deed.  And from time to time, 

when I am not wandering the grocery store with the wrong brand of peanut butter in my hand or 

writing the passcode to Netflix, I have sometimes done the kind of thing he was describing.  But 

in all honesty, I had to tell him that it wasn’t me.  It took some convincing, but he finally 

accepted my answer.  But then he was left wondering, “Who was it?”  Somewhere out there in 

this big world was a kind soul who had done a very thoughtful thing.  And there was something 

very reassuring about that thought.  When at times we are inclined to think the worst about 

others, to distrust people, to feel that no one cares, there are holy moments that disprove such 

assumptions and remind us that the world is filled with good people. 

 

And that is what I hear in the parable that Jesus shared with us today.  It is a parable about a man 

who was preparing to go on a long journey.  He was going to be away for a long time.  But 

before he left, he summoned three of his servants.  He gives them each a different sum of money.  

One receives five talents, another two talents and the last one a single talent.  Despite what might 

seem to be an unfair distribution, it should be noted that a talent was equal to many years’ wages 

for your average worker.  So even to receive a single talent was to receive a significant amount 

of money.  The other thing about the distribution is the important point that these gifts are not 

theirs to keep.  They are being entrusted with these funds, but with the understanding that the 

money is not theirs to keep.  It belongs to the traveler. 

 

After returning from his journey, the man summons the three servants once again.  The servant 

that had five talents is pleased to show that he has earned five more talents and presents all ten to 

the master.  The second servant, likewise is quite pleased, pointing out that while entrusted with 



two talents, he has earned two more.  He returns all four.  Hold your thoughts about the third 

servant…we will come back to him in a moment. 

 

One of the questions we must ask about this parable is what is our takeaway?  What is this 

parable supposed to teach us?  Like most parables, Jesus doesn’t explain the meaning(s) he just 

tells the story and leaves it to us to understand. 

 

As I pondered this parable, it occurred to me that at the end of the day, all three of these servants 

are still servants.  Their hard work has not earned them any change in status.  Nor does Jesus 

indicate that any of them got to keep any portion of the wealth they earned for the master.  At the 

end of the day, they returned what the master had given them and all that they had earned with it.  

So this isn’t a story about pulling oneself up by one’s boot straps and that if you work hard 

enough you too can be wealthy.  The one thing the two servants earn is respect from the master, 

appreciation for their work and greater responsibility.  And that is nice, but I can’t believe that is 

the reason Jesus told this parable.  This isn’t what made the disciples remember this particular 

story and say, “We should write this one down.”  There must be something more. 

 

I think a key to understanding this story is not to be found in how many talents they were given 

or how much they earned with what they had.  I think the key is found in their willingness to act 

so unselfishly.  They acted kindly with what was entrusted to them.  They acted not for personal 

gain but for the benefit of another.  This might be as close to altruism as one can achieve.  They 

acted solely for the benefit of another. 

 

If we approach this parable from that perspective, it becomes an encouragement to us to act in 

the same way.  Where do we have the opportunity to act in such a way that there is no direct 

benefit for ourselves, but where others may derive great joy and appreciation?  Where do we 

have the opportunity to share kindness with no expectation of anything in return?   

 

The more I consider this the less I believe that it can truly be an altruistic gift.  Because even in 

those times where I have helped someone who could never repay, I got something in return.  I 

got the deep and lasting joy of knowing that my actions were appreciated by someone.  I got the 

memory of that moment and the feeling that for all the sins and shortcomings, I always have 

within myself that capacity for incredible good.  Even if the recipient can never repay the 

kindness or never knows who the giver was, I come away with a story that I can cherish.  And 

that makes it worth the effort every time. 

 

I promised that we would come back to the third servant, so let’s try to understand what that 

portion of the story is about.  He received the substantial sum of a single talent, but fearing his 

master, he buried the money.  When the master returned, he was able to dig it up, clean it off and 

return it to the master.  Nothing lost, nothing gained.  But this seems to anger the master.  He 

isn’t out anything, why should he be upset? 

 

If this is a story about encouraging us to acts of goodness, then the third servant’s part of this is a 

story of grace.  I am speculating here, but I wonder what might have happened if the third 

servant had come to the master and said, “You gave me a single talent and I tried to make more 

of that, but I lost it all.  I have nothing to give you back.  I’m sorry.”  I am imagining that if that 



had happened, the master would not have been disappointed or angry.  Giving these gifts to the 

three servants was an invitation to be adventurous.  He was generous with them and his actions 

invite that same possibility for them.  If he had lost the single talent, I don’t think the master 

would have been disappointed.  In fact, I believe he might have given him another talent and 

said, “Try again.”  You see, this is not a parable about success or failure.  It is not a parable about 

earning money or losing money.  It is a parable about generosity.  Not just monetary generosity, 

but a life filled with generosity.  Be generous in your kindness.  Be generous in you care of 

others.  Be generous in all the ways that you can, not for your own personal gain, but for the 

sheer joy of showing that kindness. 

 

In the book, “Listening Is an Act of Love” there is a true story about Homer Hill, a pharmacist in 

Harvey, North Dakota.  Homer was known throughout the town, serving as the pharmacist for 

forty-four years.  Every noon he would leave the store to come home for lunch and then pull 

weeds in the garden. 

 

One afternoon while doing this an old car pulled up alongside the street.  A man got out of the 

car and called Homer by name.  The man said that someone in town had told him that Homer 

might be able to help feed his family.   

 

The young man had just graduated from the University of Minnesota.  His wife and two sons 

were in the car.  He had received a degree in engineering and said that if he could get to Fort 

Peck the next day he was assured a job would be waiting. 

 

Homer took the family to a local restaurant and saw to it that they had a good meal.  Afterward, 

he went to the local Ford dealership where he had them fill the gas tank with gas and replace a 

worn out tire.  Before departing, Homer gave the man a sackful of nonperishable foods and five 

dollars.  At the time, five dollars was a significant amount of money. 

 

Twenty-five years later there was a knock at their door.  On the porch stood a man with two 

grown sons.  When Homer answered the door the man said, “You don’t know me, do you, Mr. 

Hill?  I’m the fellow that had to get to Fort Peck.” 

 

All those years before, the traveling man had insisted on giving Homer a watch that he had 

received from his father for graduation.  When Homer realized who it was, he retrieved that 

watch from where it had been kept all those years.  The man was astounded that he still had that 

watch and said, “But you were supposed to use it.”  Home replied, “I did.  Every Sunday I 

wound it.” 

 

The man had not come back to get the watch.  He came back because he wanted his grown sons 

to meet Homer, the man who had helped them in their time of need. 

 

Homer never asked for anything from the man.  He showed him and the family a bit of kindness 

in their time of need and this was enough for him.  He received the joy of that moment, the 

feeling of fulfillment for being able to help another person, the ongoing memory that he had 

made a difference.  I think that is what Jesus is encouraging in this parable.  We have all been 

entrusted with gifts, not just the financial gifts, but the many ways in which we can make a 



difference in someone’s life.  What joy it brings to be able to embody kindness and compassion 

toward others. 

 

So, Kenny was convinced that I was the one who had secretly put a few bags of groceries on his 

front porch before quietly walking away.  I could see a bit of disappointment that he still didn’t 

know who had done this.  He had come to say thanks, but now had no idea who to thank.  We 

talked a bit about this generous gift and then I said to him, “One day you may discover who did 

this kind deed.  Or then again, you may never know.  But one way you can say thanks is to pass 

that kindness to someone else.  Do something for someone with no expectation of anything in 

return.” 

 

A few months later, I walked to the pulpit to begin Sunday morning services and found a folded 

origami dove sitting on the pulpit.  It was resting on a sheet of paper with the handwritten words, 

“Peace be with you.”  It might have been from Kenny.  It might not have been.  I have no idea.  

But I know that we keep sharing that gift over and over again. 


