Harvest Service: 2 Corinthians 9 vv 6 – 15: 
 Grace, of course, symbolises all of us in the developed world: spoilt, ungrateful and selfish. 
(Child’s bedroom. Cross-looking little girl is sitting on the floor surrounded by toys)

Mother: Grace, darling. Can I have a little chat?

Grace: (rudely): No! Don’t want to! Go away!

Mother: But darling, there’s a little girl outside (indicates over her shoulder) She’d like to meet you!

Grace: Don’t care! Don’t want to!

Mother: But she’s very nice, darling. She wants to be your friend…
Grace: Don’t want no smelly friends! Go ‘way!

Mother (sighing): Very well. I’ll tell her to go away. But couldn’t you just give her one of your toy animals: she hasn’t got any toys of her own, you see.

Grace: WHAT? I NEED all my toys (hugs them protectively)
Mother: Just one, darling. You’ve got so many!

Grace: (crossly and accusingly): Mercy’s got loads more than me. Her Mummy and Daddy are much nicer! It’s not fair! (stamps foot)

Mother (coaxingly) Come on! Just a little one!

Grace (very annoyed): Humph! She can have this one (picks out the oldest and dirtiest animal which has stuffing coming out of it) But it’s not fair! I want a new one instead…(follows mother out, shouting) I said I want a new one…a new one…a new one…
