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Mark 12: 38-44 
 38As he taught, he said, “Beware of the scribes, who like to walk around 
in long robes, and to be greeted with respect in the market places, 39and to 
have the best seats in the synagogues and places of honor at banquets! 40They 
devour widows’ houses and for the sake of appearance say long prayers. They 
will receive the greater condemnation.” 
 41He sat down opposite the treasury, and watched the crowd putting 
money into the treasury. Many rich people put in large sums. 42A poor widow 
came and put in two small copper coins, which are worth a penny. 43Then he 
called his disciples and said to them, “Truly I tell you, this poor widow has 
put in more than all those who are contributing to the treasury. 44For all of 
them have contributed out of their abundance; but she out of her poverty has 
put in everything she had, all she had to live on.” 

 

I have some vague memories of church services from my childhood 

years that seem to suggest I heard this morning’s passage used for a 

Stewardship Sunday or two as I was growing up. To be honest, the more I 

study this passage, the more I’m grateful that this isn’t our Stewardship 

Sunday text assignment. Jesus seems to be sort of …unhelpful … in this text.  

I imagine the “Stewardship Rules According to Jesus” based on Mark 

Chapter 12. 1. Sit next to the offering plate and watch to see exactly how 

much each person in the church is actually dropping into the plate.   

2. Make it clear that you don’t trust those who are giving large amounts of 

money to the church because you assume they are doing so for self-serving 

reasons. Feel free to tell others about these feelings. 3. While you are sitting 

there giving your two cents on every offering, lift up and celebrate the woman 

who gives her two cents to the church, even if that means she won’t be able to 

eat anything for dinner that night. Thanks Jesus, real helpful!   

 Most often, this text is used to call into question the ulterior motives of 

our religious practice and to lift up those who make significant sacrifices in 



 

their lives. While it’s tempting to use this text to offer a strong warning 

against hypocrisy and to encourage people to demonstrate self-sacrificial 

behaviors, it serves us well to pause for a moment before doing so.   

Sacrifice is a dangerous notion. It’s dangerous because we often ask 

those who are most vulnerable to give the most. A quick reading of today’s 

text encourages us to do so once again. So I want us to pause before we put 

the poor widow on a pedestal so that we can ask ourselves, “Why do we 

celebrate sacrifice?” Often, in today’s world, sacrifice means giving up more 

than we should or less than we can, depending on our circumstances. We 

celebrate and wonder at people like Mother Teresa, or teachers in really 

rough, inner-city schools, or the families of injured or slain soldiers. We lift 

them up, high on a pedestal, as we do with the poor widow in the text, 

keeping them all distinct and distant from our daily lives. After all, sacrifice 

seems best when someone else is doing it!   

The problem with this idea of sacrifice is that we don’t really imagine 

ourselves alongside these kinds of people of faith because what they 

represent for us is often more than we can give or more than we can imagine 

we are capable of giving. The focus is on their giving and the inadequacy of 

our own. So, I want us to pause to examine our understanding of sacrifice.   

In its Latin form, sacrifice is made up of two words which mean “sacred” 

and “to make.” Sacrifice is the act of making something sacred, or holy.  

When we offer to God something of value to express our devotion and our love 

… we make sacred the offering.   

In this light, I want to reconsider today’s text. We often come to this 

text and are asked to explore whether we are more like the scribes who give 

out of their abundance in order to be seen as important, or like the poor 

widow who trusts God enough to give everything she has to the religious 

institution. And we want to say that neither is the case. We don’t often see 



 

ourselves as self-centered and power-hungry as these scribes, yet we don’t 

feel like we belong on the pedestal with the poor widow.   

What if we are not supposed to be like the scribes or the poor widow?  

What if we are actually called to be the two coins? What if we are to be what 

is offered to God in love and devotion? What if we, our lives, are what is made 

sacred through the act of giving?   

Those two coins, worth two cents, represent far more than money. They 

represent faith and belief and how those two things are lived out in concrete 

acts, for the glory of God. Those two cents represent faith-filled offering found 

in presenting all that we are and all that we hope to become - to God for 

service in the world. Sacrifice, the act of making something sacred. What if 

our offering to God is our way of being in the world that makes all things 

sacred?   

What might it look like? Perhaps our sacrifice entails assuming the best 

about someone we disagree with, instead of the worst. Perhaps it looks like a 

refusal to engage in negative conversations about someone when others are 

doing so. Maybe it’s being the first to pick up the phone to say we’re sorry or 

to bridge a gap in a relationship with someone close to us. Sacrifice, the act of 

making something sacred – such as our relationships and how we engage 

with one another.   

Maybe our offering looks like stepping outside of our comfort zone to 

serve those on the margins of our society and our experience. Perhaps it looks 

like welcoming someone to worship who doesn’t look like you, or dress like 

you, or talk like you. Or, maybe it looks like volunteering to do something 

new at church that means we engage with people here we wouldn’t normally 

engage. Maybe it looks like signing up or attending a new class that would 

require us to examine our beliefs and move us deeper into the spiritual 



 

realm. Sacrifice, the act of making something sacred – like our own ongoing 

development or even, our discomfort.   

Maybe our offering looks like a resetting of priorities so that we are able 

to be present with family more often. Perhaps it looks like saying no to some 

things, even good things, in order to live a more balanced life. Maybe it looks 

like a commitment to stay present in a conversation instead of looking at a 

phone or a TV screen. Sacrifice, the act of making something sacred – even 

our schedules.   

If we are the offering, if our very lives and our very existence is the 

sacrifice, then we have the opportunity to make all things sacred. Every 

interaction, every decision, every commitment, every new opportunity, every 

moment of every day has the possibility to become sacred and a gift we give 

in gratitude to God.   

The scribes arrive at the temple and need to wok to make themselves 

seen and revered. The poor widow shows up, gives everything she has and 

becomes even less able to care for her own basic needs. The two coins … they 

are just there … in the moment … ready to be used for the purposes of God.  

Their very being present makes the moment sacred. Maybe, we’re supposed 

to be more the like the coins, offering ourselves for God’s purpose and making 

ordinary moments holy.   

I don’t know, you may not agree with me, but that’s my two cents. 

Amen.  


