
Pentecost Sunday 2021 
 
Bible Reading 
 
1 Corinthians 12:7-14 
 
7 The Spirit's presence is shown in some way in each person for the good of all. 8 The Spirit gives one 
person a message full of wisdom, while to another person the same Spirit gives a message full of 
knowledge. 9 One and the same Spirit gives faith to one person, while to another person he gives the 
power to heal. 10 The Spirit gives one person the power to work miracles; to another, the gift of 
speaking God's message; and to yet another, the ability to tell the difference between gifts that 
come from the Spirit and those that do not. To one person he gives the ability to speak in strange 
tongues, and to another he gives the ability to explain what is said. 11 But it is one and the same Spirit 
who does all this; as he wishes, he gives a different gift to each person.  12 Christ is like a single body, 
which has many parts; it is still one body, even though it is made up of different parts. 13 In the same 
way, all of us, whether Jews or Gentiles, whether slaves or free, have been baptized into the one 
body by the same Spirit, and we have all been given the one Spirit to drink.  14 For the body itself is 
not made up of only one part, but of many parts. 
 
Sermon: Every member ministry 
 
This month’s Life and Work magazine has a feature by the very Rev James Simpson on preaching.  In 
it he emphasises the importance of including the lives of you the listener in the story and using a 
style of preaching that is more picture gallery than lecture theatre.  He closes the article reflecting 
that, “after sixty years in the ministry, I am now more persuaded than ever that truth becomes more 
intimate and relevant when presented in the guise which we humans know and understand best – 
stories and word pictures”.  So, this Pentecost Sunday I’m going to tell you a story and then finish 
with a poem that has a relevance for everyone.    
 
There was once a village chief who had three children.  Each of them had a special talent.  The oldest 
had the talent of raising olive trees and would trade olive oil for tools and cloth.  The second was a 
shepherd; when the sheep were ill, she had a great talent for making them well again.  The third, he 
was a dancer; when times were tough, winters hard and people tired, the third son would cheer 
them up with a dance.   
 
One day the father had to go away on a long journey, so he called all his kids together.  He said to 
them, "The villagers are depending on you. Each of you has a special talent for helping people.  So, 
while I am gone, see to it that you use your talents wisely and well.  When I return, I want to find our 
village happy and prosperous." He embraced his family and then went on his way.   
 
For a while things went well. Then the cold winter winds began to blow, and the blizzards came.  
First, the buds on the olive trees shrank and cracked, it would be a long time before the trees could 
recover.  Then the village, because of the especially long winter, ran out of firewood.  So, the people 
began to cut down the trees for the fire.  Even though the first son did not want to see the trees cut 
down, he knew the villagers needed heat to live, and so with a heavy heart he helped cut down the 
olive trees.   
Then, the snow and ice made it impossible for the traders to come up the river or over the mountain 
pass.  The villages were starving, so they said, "Let us kill the sheep and eat them so that we may 
live." The daughter resisted for a time, but finally she gave in to the hungry villagers because what 
good would it be to spare the sheep only to have his neighbours perish?   
 



In this way, the villagers had just enough wood for their fires and food for their tables, but the bitter 
winter broke their spirits.  They began to think that things were very much worse than they actually 
were, and they even began to lose all hope. So much so, that family by family they deserted the 
village desperate for a better place to live.   
 
As winter began to loosen its icy grip and give way to spring, the village chief, the father of the three, 
returned to a desolate village – the only chimney still smoking was his own.  "What have you done?" 
he asked when he reached home.  "What has happened to our villagers?"   
 
"Oh, father, forgive me," said the oldest son.  "The people were freezing and begged me to cut down 
the olive trees and so I did.  I gave away my talent."   "Don't be angry, father," said the daughter.  
"The sheep would have frozen to death anyway, and the people were starving, I had to send the 
flock to the slaughter to save the people."   
 
But the father understood and said, "Don't be ashamed, you did the best you could and you acted 
humbly and rightly. You used your talents wisely in trying to save the people.  But, tell me, what has 
become of them? Where are they now?"  
 
The two fixed their eyes on the youngest son who said, "Welcome home, father.  Yes, it has been a 
hard time.  There was so little to eat and so little firewood, I thought that it would be insensitive and 
improper to dance during such suffering.  Besides, I needed to conserve my strength so that I could 
dance for you when you came home."   
 
"Then, dance, my son, dance" said the father, "for my village is empty and so is my heart.  Fill it with 
joy and courage once more.  Please dance!" But as the son went to get up, he made a face of pain 
and fell down.  His legs were so stiff and sore from sitting that they were no longer fit for dancing.  
The father was so sad that he could not even be angry. He simply said to the youngest son: "Ours 
was a strong village.  It could have survived the lack of fuel and food, but it could never survive 
without hope.  And because you failed to use your talent wisely, our people gave up what little hope 
they had left.  So now?  Now the village is deserted, and you are crippled.  Your punishment has 
already fallen upon you and the community you did not serve.   
 
The story of the village chief and his children did not have to end that way, it could have ended so 
differently.  A great story of the heavy winter that brought out the best in others – a story of 
sacrifice, giving, sharing and community spirit that told of the strength and the tenacity of the 
people.  And the living, beating heart of a surviving, flourishing community.   
 
In these times of COVID, I wonder if this has been our long winter?  What have we done?  We all 
have a God given gift to share.  Gifts to give away.  We have something given by God for the 
upbuilding of our community, to use the gifts and the talents and what he has given us for his glory 
and to share his love among the people.  To fail to do so is to our loss and is to everyone’s loss.   
 
So, as an encouragement for you - When I was first setting out on the Christian journey, I was at a 
church weekend where a Nun was leading sections of the programme, she encouraged us all to think 
of our God given gifts and use them in love for others and for God.  In doing so she encouraged me 
to take those first steps that now lead me to being here with you today.  And her gift was a poem 
that I share it with you, it goes like this –  
 
God sent each person into the world  
with a special message to deliver,  
a special song to sing,  



a special love to share,  
a special beauty to show.   
 
No one else can offer my love,  
show my beauty,  
give my message,  
sing my song.   
 
These are entrusted only to me.  
 This is my calling,  
my vocation.   
Can I say the world is a better place  
because of my love  
and the song I sang?   
What a pity to let love die,  
beauty fade  
or leave your song unsung.   
 
Start today to answer your calling,  
sing your song,  
and hear the applause  
and the laughter of Christ. 
 
I hope that this too will be a catalyst, an encourager and a blessing for you and through you, to 
others, Amen.   
 

Jamie Milliken 
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