Judges 4:1-7,  Psalm 123,  I Thessalonians 5:1-11,  Matthew 25: 14-30

In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.  Amen

When my children were born I began what I called a memory box for each of them. Into each one I would place cards that they received from family and friends marking their birthdays and first Christmas’s and other special occasions in their lives. As they got older I began to collect their school work; spelling papers, essays, math papers, not to mention report cards. The box became full and soon I realized I would need a larger box in order to continue this collection. I soon came to realize that these boxes were not simply memory boxes for them but also for me, as occasionally I would look through their box reminiscing on their early years and seeing the growth that took place with each passing year. It illustrated for me some of the gifts and talents that God had given them and how they were using them both academically and creatively in the plays and stories they wrote.
Jesus told those gathered around him one day about a man going on a journey; however before he left he entrusted his slaves each with a portion of his property. We learn what each of them did with what was given to them. The one who had received five talents traded them and doubled his investment as did the second. Yet the third one went and buried his because he was afraid. Afraid to take a risk. Afraid of the possible repercussions if he failed. Afraid of his master. His fear and lack of faith kept him back from doing not just something but anything at all.
Although the parable speaks about three individuals, I wondered as I reflected on this passage if perhaps the three individuals are one and the same person. Could it be that there are times in our life where we have used the gifts God has given us while at other times and in other circumstances our fear overwhelms us and we find ourselves doing nothing.  Those are but two ends of the spectrum. In today’s reflection in Forward Day by Day, the writer makes a keen observation and asks the question; “…what about the servant who invested his master’s money and lost it?” I’m sure there may have been times when we have prayed and asked for guidance, used the gifts we have been given and yet things don’t seem to turn out the way we thought they would. Our expectations have failed to produce the results we thought they might have. In such circumstances we may have felt that we have failed, not only others but God as well. The author points out the possible outcome of such a situation and the master’s response to this individual; “thinking that the master would run, that’s right, run to this man, and run to him first and embrace him. The mere fact that someone was down and out seemed sufficient to attract his compassion.”
Over the past month, knowing that my days here at St. Luke’s were coming to an end, I have been opening up my memory box of my time here with all of you and reflecting on the many gifts and talents that I’ve witnessed and benefitted from. There have been numerous times of sharing; Morning Prayer on Sunday mornings, audio tapes which gave me  a different perspective on St. Augustine, time spent in conversations on prayer and reconciliation, sharing our stories and how God has been a part of our lives, the love, care and concern given to one another in times of difficulties and bereavement, the gift of music that Martha and the choir share with us each week, the breaking of bread at our weekly Eucharist, your warm welcome and hospitality in opening up your homes for progressive suppers, for those of you who have been providers of coffee hour, and all the many other times when we come together and share in table fellowship. For the gifts of our young people who provide child care for our youngest member and who serve as acolytes. And for our newest members who have jumped right in and have offered workshops on wreath making. For the gift of collegiality shared and given by Paul and Sanford. All these gifts and talents which you have shared with me in the short time I have journeyed with you are but a small portion of what I have received from you. There is so much more. I think I’m going to need a bigger box. 
Before I leave there is one final thing I’d like to share and have you remember. It comes from a portion of song sung by the monks of Weston Priory that sums up for me what I am feeling about each of you and my time here at St. Luke’s;
“Deep the joy of being together in one heart and for me that’s just where it is. As we make our way through all the joys and pain. All I ask of you is to remember me as loving you.”




