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Let us pray . . .  

Your Word, God. For your people. Through your Spirit. 

Amen.   

Today’s sermon text comes from Luke (chapter 20, verse 45 through chapter 21, verse 6). Hear 
God’s Word . . . 

In the hearing of all the people he [Jesus] said to the disciples, “Beware of the scribes, who like 
to walk around in long robes and love to be greeted with respect in the marketplaces and to have 
the best seats in the synagogues and places of honor at banquets. They devour widows’ houses 
and for the sake of appearance say long prayers. They will receive the greater condemnation.” 

He looked up and saw rich people putting their gifts into the treasury; he also saw a poor widow 
put in two small copper coins. He said, “Truly I tell you, this poor widow has put in more than 
all of them; for all of them have contributed out of their abundance, but she out of her poverty 
has put in all she had to live on.” 

When some were speaking about the temple, how it was adorned with beautiful stones and gifts 
dedicated to God, he said, “As for these things that you see, the day will come when not one 
stone will be left upon another; all will be thrown down.” 

The Word of the LORD . . .   

Let us pray . . . 

And now may the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts be acceptable in thy 
sight, O LORD, our Rock and our Redeemer.  

And all of God’s people said: Amen. 

This story gets preached a lot during stewardship season. Some even call it The Widow’s Mite. 
But if we’re going to name this Scripture, we might want to add and The Church’s Shame onto 
the end of it.  

Because it’s not just about giving—not even close—there’s another angle to this story. 
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When religion (or the practice of religion) becomes more about mechanical processes than 
people, we’re in trouble. When all we can think about is how to take care of the building and pay 
bills, we’re in trouble. When we stop thinking about the world outside of these walls (and our 
brothers and sisters outside these walls) we’re in big trouble, church.  

Just like we’re in trouble when we start worrying about who sits where at what function or who 
wears what robe when he or she speaks at which lectern or what greeting they receive or title 
they’re given. Listen, when that passes for religion, we are in trouble, church! 

Look at your bulletins real quick. Look at the Affirmation of Faith. Those words we’re going to 
say in 10 minutes. 

That’s from Micah, and the prophet hits the nail on the head. It’s not about burnt offerings and 
sacrifices. Not even thousands or ten thousands. He has told us what is good; and what does the 
Lord require of us but to do justice, love kindness and walk humbly with God?  

Too bad nobody told the scribes Jesus talks about in the story I just read. Or too bad they forgot. 
Whatever happened. And yes, something happened. 

B/c if they had been told and/or remembered Micah’s words, when that widow woman took out 
her two small coins somebody would’ve said something for God’s sake. Better yet, somebody, 
anybody would’ve done something, anything, for this woman’s sake.  

And stopped it from happening! Or at the very least made sure it never happened again. B/c what 
happened that day at the treasury never should have.  

Not the giving part. That was a most faithful act. That poor, powerless widow giving all she had. 
That was nothing if not faithful. The problem here is that this faithful act on the part of this most 
faithful woman highlights a faithless (or faith lost) religion.  

I mean, somehow, someway, things had gotten so turned around way back when that while poor, 
powerless widows put their last two coins in the plate, these same widows’ houses are devoured 
by the people passing those plates. 

See the problem?  

Something is wrong here. Very. And it’s not the faith (the self-emptying faith) of the widow. Not 
at all. It’s the institutional faithlessness all around her.  

Somehow, someway, the community had lost its way.  

Ministers running around in long robes making way too much of themselves while widows lose 
their homes. And not just to corrupt scribes, but the treasury as well. 
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It’s just a couple coins, right? Sure, but it’s so much more. Which is why Jesus points it out this 
morning. B/c it’s not just a couple coins, it’s faith in the midst of faithlessness. It’s an amazing 
offering, especially when we realize how little the institution offers in return. 

In thinking about this during this stewardship season, I couldn’t help thinking about a friend.  

And forget about the other institutional stuff for a while. 

In thinking about this widow (about her predicament but also her piety), I couldn’t help but think 
about a sister-in-Christ I met at 15th Street PC more than 22 years ago. 

I mentioned that to Ceska earlier this week, told her about the passage and then said I was going 
to talk about Rhetta in my sermon this morning. Ces just said yes. That’s all, church. Just Yes. 
And we both started tearing up. 

She passed a while back. And while Rhetta wasn’t a widow, that doesn’t mean she hadn’t been 
through it. Because she had. Neglected and poor, powerless and abused, I would be lying if I 
didn’t say that was part of Rhetta’s life. Not all of it, I’ll get to that, but part of it. 

Unfortunately, that’s what life seemed to have in store for her. A lot of the time anyways. And it 
was a struggle. A struggle to make ends meet, a struggle to find people she could trust, a struggle 
just to get around town.  

As long as I knew her, she always carried bags with her. All sorts of bags. I can still see here, 
church, I saw her so many times. Coming in late to Bible study. Took 10 minutes just to get 
settled. Or making it to church for Gospel Choir rehearsal. Or walking into Sunday worship. And 
never quietly. 

See a pattern? In ways most of us probably can’t imagine life was full of struggles for Rhetta. 
But here’s the thing: Rhetta never quit struggling! And more than just struggling, Rhetta gave 
you all she had. ALL!  

Whether it was putting up with people who didn’t treat her right (some of whom should have 
known better). Or putting up with seat belts that didn’t fit. And I know, b/c I used to have to 
buckle her up when I drove her home. Or getting by on what little she had. And that wasn’t 
much. 

But still living and still giving. Giving everything she had, church. In worship, at fellowship 
hour, at Bible Study, in the choir.* And I could go on and on. What faith! 
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She even gave us a little something for our wedding 15 years ago. Make that a big something, 
church. We didn’t expect it. How could we? She had so little. Then again, thinking back, that 
never mattered. Rhetta never seemed to have anything, yet she gave so much.  

Anyways, you can imagine how the two of us felt when we opened her card. And read the kind 
words. And then found a $30 money order purchased at the Post Office tucked neatly inside. 
Actually, it was $30 and change.  

I showed Ces. And we just looked at each other. Words don’t do it justice, sometimes. Ceska 
began to cry. I might have, as well, I don’t know, I can’t remember. LOL.  

But that card and that gift from Rhetta, neither of us knew what to say and we still don’t. 
Seriously.  

I mean, we got a lot of wedding gifts from a lot of people. And because Ceska was moving cross 
country and we were just getting started, we got a lot of gift cards, a lot of checks and a lot of 
cash. Nice, right? Very. 

But we only received one money order from the Post Office for $30 and change. A gift we’ve 
never, ever forgotten. A gift that still brings tears to our eyes. 

More than 15 years later, confession is good for the soul, I can’t remember who hooked us up 
with the juicer or the tortilla maker or the ricer or the George Foreman grills (yep, multiple), 
sorry, but I don’t have a clue. 

But I know who gave us a gift she had no business giving us. One that we treasured. Not for it’s 
worth in dollars and cents, but for what it said about the woman who gave it. 

As a religious policy, as an institutional practice, as a church tithe or Temple tax or whatever you 
want to call it, this woman giving all she had to live on really does need to end. It’s not right, it’s 
not just, it’s not good. 

But as a most faithful act of a most faithful follower, well, it’s just that. Because that woman 
didn’t just give some, she gave everything she had. 

She trusts completely in God. Which is why we’re told this story. And why we need to listen. 

Forget about everything else. The corruption, the robes, the titles, the seating arrangements, the 
greetings, etc. Forget about all the ways in which the church has forgotten what it means to really 
be the church.  

Forget about that. Not for long, but for a moment. And just think about that widow. Maybe 
Rhetta, as well. 
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And no, don’t put every last cent you have in the plate today. Maybe you’ve never heard a 
preacher tell you to hold back, but I’m serious about that. Because you know it and I know it, we 
all have people to take care of, households to manage, bills to pay, children to raise, etc. 

So no, maybe it’s not your last two coins, but by all means, take out your ability, take out your 
time, take out your gifts, take out your blessings and give ‘em to God. And don’t just put that in 
the plate, put that to use in the service of God’s people! In the care of God’s creation! In the 
building of God’s kingdom! 

Here at Warner, because yes, we’ve got some bills we need to pay. A few at least. And next 
month at Rainbow Place, because yes, there are people to feed out there and, well, I read 
somewhere that Warner Feeds People. And into mission trips to Appalachia (we’re gonna hear 
and see about that next Sunday) and mission work in Haiti, b/c needs aren’t just local but 
national and global too. 

Put your two cents in, Warner. More than that. Put your all into that mission and witness, that 
work and ministry.   

Like that widow woman way back when. And my sister, Rhetta, more recently. Give it over to 
God, church, give it up for the sake of God’s people.  

Amen.     
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