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Stewardship of Talent 

Prayer:  

Let the words of my mouth 
And the meditations of our hearts be acceptable in your sight, 

O Lord our strength and our redeemer 
Amen 

 
Today we continue on the theme of Stewardship the Minister began two 

weeks ago.  Our attention turns from Stewardship of Creation to that of Talents 

today. 

➢ So why is the Church inviting us to reflect on this theme?   

➢ Why is this seen as important?  

➢ And what has this to do with me and my life? 

These are all very good questions. 

Stewardship is perhaps an unusual word today. Within Christianity 

stewardship is a central part of our faith and discipleship. It lies at the heart of our 

understanding of the gifts of God and the way we use them.  We are called to grow 

in love and commitment to God and the world with Creation, our time and our 

resources, indeed our very selves. Our hearts and minds should be in a process of 

transforming into the best self we can become thus helping to build the kingdom of 

God in our lives, church, community and the wider world. 

This morning the worship offers us a rich fabric of images through our music 

and hymns as well as the readings.  I am most grateful for the music ministry helping 

us to open ourselves to God’s presence in our worship. So thank you all. 

Let us see if our Scripture readings can offer us some insight.  The first 

reading was taken from Psalm 139. Allow me to remind us of verses 1-6: 

‘Lord you have examined me and you know me. 
You know everything I do; 

From far away you understand all my thoughts 
You see me, whether I am working or resting: 

You know all my actions. 
Even before I speak, 

You already know what I will say 
You are all around me on every side; 

You protect me with your power, 
Your knowledge of me is too deep; 

It is beyond my understanding.’ 
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Within this Psalm we are reminded of God’s knowledge of every aspect of our being, 

our doing, our thinking, even what we may say before we have said it. 

Whilst we consider this text, we may become aware of that some of the 

images we may have picked up portraying God from our childhood may be unhelpful. 

Often art has depicted God as a long haired European elderly man with a long 

flowing beard rather like ‘Gandalph’ from Lord of the Rings or ‘Dumbledore’ patrolling 

the corridors in Hogwarts seeking to help Harry Potter… However skilled Ian 

McLellen is we cannot compare him to the mystery of the God who created us and 

holds us in being.  The psalmist speaks truly when he says ‘It is beyond my 

understanding’. 

So how can we know what God is calling us to do? 

The Scriptures are full of insights to draw on. Firstly within the Creation stories 

of Genesis, we know each of us has been created in God’s image and likeness. And 

what God created is ‘very good’. Psalm 139 reminds us in God we live and move 

and have our being.  Indeed God is the ‘Centre of our lives’ as the choir sang so 

beautifully for us in the introit. 

God calls us with a purpose in mind.  God calls us to service and does not 

make mistakes no matter how unworthy we may feel we are. 

The prophet Jeremiah has much to tell us how our skills will be strengthened, 

we will find wisdom, it may not be easy for us but God promises to be with us. 

As we move into the New Testament reading, we come to Luke’s version of 

the passage we heard last week from Professor Poon. When I heard the reading last 

week, I felt it was something we may gain from revisiting as it seemed to link to 

something which relates to our theme of stewardship of talent. 

As we realised, a woman bleeding was considered ritually unclean.  To touch 

such a person would make another person unclean so people would avoid this 

person.  If the person bleeding sat on a chair, the chair became ‘unclean’ so people 

would keep a distance from the woman. 

I don’t know about you but whenever I feel ill or out of sorts, I find human 

contact and a hug reassuring.  Research from years back showed Harlow’s monkeys 

preferred comfort to food. And clear evidence has shown how important ‘touch’ is for 

babies, toddlers and children. So for this woman the messages she was getting from 

her community was alienating her and exacerbating her pain and desperate 

situation. 

I would like to share her story with you as in her tenacity and within her faith, 

meeting Jesus both heals her body and restores her spirit.  So this morning I hope 
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you find a gift within her story that reminds you to look to Jesus and trust you remain 

precious in God’s eyes no matter what anyone else may say: 

 

A reflection based on Luke 8 - The woman with the haemorrhage 

(Written by Marion Murray on Retreat in 2019) 

‘After the healing, what happened next’ you ask? 

Well, if you are sitting comfortably, let me begin. 

 

You see twelve years of haemorrhaging was a very long time.  At first I 

thought it would pass but it didn’t.  Then I prayed earnestly it would end but it 

didn’t… my spirits sank. Pain and discomfort draw in your horizons – less of life 

can seem possible.  Bleeding and women’s bleeding was seen as ritually impure. 

Women needed to stay in their own space then go through the Mikbah – the 

ritual bathing before returning to the home and near the men. 

 

Have you any idea what it feels like to be ritually impure all the time? I 

mean how could this be God’s plan for women? 

 

I watched the other women come and go to the Mikbah smiling and joking 

about being glad of a break from the men’s attention.  They came together and 

went back home together to their lives.  I stayed apart.  I became familiar with 

loneliness.  I was filled with a deep void carved out by my pain and separation. 

 

 Over time, I found my unanswered prayer for healing had added to my 

physical pain.  I wondered what kind of God allows such suffering. 

 

 The months rolled on and turned into years but the bleeding continued.  I 

came up with plans to get the best advice.  They took my money and I took their 

advice and potions but still it continued relentlessly taking my life opportunities, 

my energy, my identity, my dignity… 

 

 There was no lover for me,, no child at my breast to suckle and nurture.  

Friends had backed of so caught up in their own lives, their partner, their 

children and I think the lack of answers made me a problem for them rather 

than a companion on life’s journey. 

 

 Then I began to hear about Jesus, the prophet and healer from Galilee.  I 

was curious, very curious… Folks said he worked miracles and some wondered if 
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he might be the Messiah long foretold in the Holy Scriptures heralding God’s 

kingdom here on earth. 

 

 One day, I awoke aware of a crackle of excitement in the voices of the 

women at the well.  Soon I found out why: Jesus of Nazareth was coming here! 

 

 Oh my word, I was so very excited!  I knew I was no-one, no-one of any 

importance to meet such a holy person but if he really was the Messiah and 

could heal as they say he could perhaps, just perhaps he may heal me, stop my 

bleeding, allow me to be purified… I had nothing to lose.  I felt and energy in my 

vulnerability; a power in my powerlessness. 

 

As the crowd surged forward surrounding him with cries and entreaties I 

saw him in the distance walking slowly and smiling at the children people brought 

out to see him.  It was a joyous scene! 

 

There was nothing beautiful about me and I feared my face now wrinkled 

and well past my prime may offend. 

 

I had run as close as I could get and hid my face as he want past.  Then in 

an instant I reached out my hand to touch the hem of his garment.  Surely this 

would heal me if he truly is the Messiah.  My fingers fell on the rough cotton 

cloth, dusty from travelling on the road.  I felt a surge of power shoot through 

my whole body – from my fingers to my toes and my head felt dizzy as some 

energy spiked in my brain. 

 

Suddenly Jesus stopped and looked around and a deep silence fell on the 

crowd.  (Luke 8:46)  “Jesus said, ‘Someone touched me: for I noticed that power 

had gone out from me.’ “ 

 

I could not remain hidden, I came forward trembling and fell down before 

Jesus, declaring in the presence of all the people that I had sought healing and 

that was why I touched him.  He raised me up and lifted my head until my tear 

filled eyes met his loving gaze.  He listened but her did not speak. He looked at 

my eyes and deeply into my soul as a smile came over his face and an expectancy 

of that I would say.  ‘I am healed!  The moment I touched your garment my 

bleeding stopped! 

 

He laughed as my timidity was transformed and joy and thanksgiving 

poured forth as I sought to tell everyone and anyone who would listen that it 
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was not blood making us impure.  It was the sin in our hearts, in our lives, in our 

world that was impure.  People looked and listened, my words and my message 

held a truth so much part of the story of God’s love for his people and his 

desire for us to have broken hearts not torn garments. 

 

‘So after the healing, what happened next?’ I knew I had found a wisdom 

in my time of solitude.  I had learned to trust in God alone and in time I had 

learned from Jesus the great value of listening and not always speaking, 

trusting and remaining faithful.  SO in my own quiet and largely unseen way I 

had grown more beautiful in his sight and remain what I desired to be with all 

my heart – a faithful companion of Jesus. As to what that means each day, well 

that is another story. 
 

Amen 
 

 

 

 

 

 


