The Parable of The Talents



A  Jesus told The Parable of the talents to show us that we should all use the gifts we have been given. Some people are clever; some are good at sport or art. Some can make people laugh. Some can care for people. We are all good at some thing. We should NOT waste our gift.

1

A rich man went on holiday, to a foreign land, 
He packed his suitcase - and felt quite grand.
He’d get some sun - and a nice bronze tan,
He’d relax by the pool; come back a new man. 
2
He had lots of money - and was very wealthy,
A house full of servants, kept him healthy.
He didn’t trust banks; he kept money in a sac,
It had better be there, when I get back.
3
He rang for a taxi, but before he set off,
He sent for his maids - and began to cough.
I’m’ leaving money, for you to invest, 

I want a good return, now do your best.
4

A huge sac of gold, he gave to the first, 

The bag was so full, it nearly burst.
Make my money grow, he said with a grin,
To waste your talents would be a sin.

5

To the next maid he gave, a smaller bag,
If you double this, I’ll be really glad.
You’ve got a good brain, now use it well,
With a bit of thought, you’ll make my cash swell.

6

To the last he handed, five grand,
He piled it up, on her waiting hand.
Show me what you can do, don’t be shy,

I want that pile, grown up to the sky.

7

Now I’m going to Spain, to live the dream.
Cover myself, in cooling sun cream. 

I’m sure you’ll do well, and make me richer

His wife giggled, at his passport picture.

8

Off he flew, out of their sight,

He was going away, for a whole fortnight.

The maids got their money -  and made a plan,

To make their master, an even richer man.

9
He swam in the Med and made a big splash

He ate lots of Paella and spent his cash  

They lay in the sun soaking up the rays

He extended their stay to twenty eight days.

10

They sadly left - and set off for home,
“I want to stay,” his wife said with a groan!

I need to get back, and make more dough,

It doesn’t just appear its hard work you know.

11

They landed safely, and drove slowly home

They opened the door, they were not alone.

The maids were there, cleaning the place,

One had a rather frightened, look on her face.

12

I’ve asked you here, to see what you have done,

While I’ve been enjoying, my time in the sun.

I gave you money, to make me richer.

I hope you’ve done well, do you get the picture?

13

The first maid grinned; I’ve tripled your pile,

The master grinned - and gave a smile.
I knew you’d do well, you are really smart,

Your efforts have warmed - my pounding heart.

14

Maid number two - handed him a cheque,

His eyes popped out – How much by heck!

This is brilliant; you’ve been really wise,

I can hardly believe with my own eyes.

15

Out stepped three, her hands were shaking,
She whispered softly, with her voice quaking.

I’ve got your £5000, it’s safe and sound

I buried it carefully in the ground.
16

The master exploded, “This is not good

You did not act in the way you should

You didn’t use your brain you acted slow,
Leave my house, away you shall go.” 

17

“You’re fired,” he said - just like on TV,

This is because, you didn’t listen to me!

The other two maids, he showered with praise,
Both your salaries, I’m going to raise.

18

We all have something, at which we can shine,

Making money, just happens to be mine,

You used the talents God gave to you,
Just as God expects us all to do. 
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