
In the passage just before our passage,  
just before Jesus watches the poor widow  
put her offering into the temple treasury,  
he speaks critically of the ostentatious self-centredness  
of the teachers of the law  
who liked to walk around in their flowing robes,  
to take the best seats in the synagogues,  
and the places of honour at banquets. 
 

And then he sits down  
opposite the place where the offerings were put  
and watches the crowd putting their money in.  
Many rich people put in large amounts,  
and no doubt some of them did so ostentatiously,  
enjoying the regard of others. 

 

But then this poor widow came, 
and quietly, humbly, unostentatiously  
put in two copper coins together worth only a few pence. 
Worth almost nothing, and yet worth so much to Jesus. 
‘Calling his disciples to him, Jesus said, 

‘Truly, I tell you, this poor widow  
has put more into the treasury than all the others.’ 
 

How can her few pence be worth more  
than all the thousands of pounds put in by the rich?  
Because, says Jesus, she put in everything she had,  
all she had to live on. 
 

 

Jesus repeats himself – ‘everything she had’,  
‘all she had to live on’ –  
to show how much what she has done means to him. 
 

She has two coins.  
She could so easily have put one in  
and kept one for herself, for her own needs.  
But she doesn’t; she puts in both –  
everything she had; all she had to live on. 

 

Some scholars suggest that perhaps what is meant is 
‘everything she had for that day’;  
‘all she had to live on for that day.’ 
Either way, the point is the same:  
her love for God is a genuine love for God,  
her response to all that God has done for her  
is a genuine response. 
Why?   
Because her gift meant she would have to go without;  
her gift was a sacrifice; her gift cost her dear.  
She would not eat that day.  
She chose to go without  
in order to express the reality and the extent of her love,  
her thankfulness,  
her devotion to the God who had opened her eyes to see the 
reality of his love for her.  
 

 

 

 



The large sums put in by the rich,  
given out of their wealth,  
might look impressive to the watching crowd,  
but not to Jesus,  
because they cost them little,  
they wouldn’t make any real difference  
to the way they lived their lives.  
No real difference to the things they would eat,  
the things they would wear, the places they would go.  
No sacrifice. No cost.  
 

Two copper coins impress Jesus,  
move Jesus, bring joy to Jesus;  
of themselves, large amounts don’t.  
 

What is it about our giving that brings joy to Jesus, to God? 

Clearly, not the amount we give.  
God does not need our money.  
Everything belongs to him already. He owns everything.  
‘If I was hungry, I wouldn’t ask you for something to eat. I own 
the cattle on a thousand hills,’ the Psalmist says of God. 
 

So what is it about our giving that gives God joy? 

One thing only.  
The extent to which our giving  
reveals the extent of our love for God.  
The extent to which our giving reveals  
the extent of our love for God. 
 

 

If I give my wife a new hoover bag for her birthday,  
she will not experience joy. 

She will experience joy  
if my gift to her speaks to her of my love for her;  
she will experience joy if my gift says to her  
that it is she who brings joy to me. 
 

What brings joy to Jesus’ heart  
is when our giving shows  
that it is he who brings joy to our hearts.  
That is what Jesus saw in the widow’s heart  
as she reached up and put in her two copper coins –  
a heart that delighted to put God first;  
a heart ready to pay the cost,  
make the sacrifice, go without,  
in order to show others not how special she was  
but how special her God is. 

 

Let me tell you a story. 
Once upon a time there was a little girl called Lucy.  
She was nearly four years old.  
One day she went to her daddy  
and asked him for some money.  
He gave her two shiny silver 50p coins;  
together they were worth a pound.  
 

 

 

 



Then Lucy asked her mummy to take her to the sweet shop. 
In the sweet shop she saw all sorts of  
brightly coloured, delicious sweets.  
Penny chews – she could buy lots of them.  
Freddos, Smarties.  
But she didn’t go to any of those.  
On the shelf above all these delights was a bar of chocolate. 
It cost a pound – all her money; everything she had.  
And she bought it.  
When she got home, she went to her daddy.  
‘Happy birthday, daddy,’ she said. ‘I love you.’   
And she gave him the bar of chocolate, his favourite kind.  
 

Of all the presents he was given for his birthday that day, 
which one do you think gave him the most joy?  
The one that was worth a pound.  
The one his own money had paid for.  
Why?  
Because this gift showed him his daughter’s heart –  
a heart that was full of love for him.  
A heart that was ready to go without  
bag-fulls of penny chews, Freddos and Smarties  
to be able to give him all that she could.  
A bar of chocolate worth a pound  
brought untold joy to his heart  
because it showed him  
that he brought joy to his daughter’s heart. 
 

 

 

What interests God is not the amount that we give.  
He doesn’t need anything from us.  
What interests him is the way we give, the motivation,  
the reason for our giving,  
the readiness to give sacrificially  
to show the reality of our love for him.  
That’s why Christian giving is so challenging –  
because no matter how much we give,  
it is the state of our heart towards him that matters to him; 
and we can’t hide our hearts from God.  
 

Before any practical needs,  
what we give matters for one reason only: 
because it gives us the opportunity to demonstrate  
how much God means to us,  
how special he is to us.  
 

We may only be able to give two coins a week, 
 we may be able to give two hundred pounds a week;  
but what the poor widow teaches us  
is that it is not the amount 

but only what our gift means  
that has the power to bring joy to our Father’s heart. 


