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 When I was a kid, some Bible words confused me. 
 Once when I was asked to read the passage about the 10 lepers 
Jesus healed, I thought it was 10 leapers. I was baffled why leaping 
around was such a bad thing and needed healing. 
 When I heard there was a story about the “widow’s mite”  I was 
also confused. Dogs had mites in their ears. I had heard of some kind of 
mites on plants. But it didn’t make much sense that a widow would have 
mites, much less want to put them in the offering plate or that it would 
make Jesus so happy. 
 The Bible talks a lot about the plight of widows. They didn’t have 
ear mites or plant mites; they had real problems. Without a husband, 
most widows were destitute. There were no Social Security benefits. 
Women could not easily earn an income, at least in any honorable 
profession. Life was difficult for widows. 
 In the book of Ruth, we meet three widows:  Naomi and her 
daughters-in-law Ruth and Orpah. All three husbands had died in Moab. 
While Ruth and Orpah were from Moab, Naomi was from Bethlehem in 
Israel. She needed to go home where her male relatives were if she 
hoped to survive. Ruth and Orpah would be better off staying in Moab 
and going back to their families. They’d have a better chance of re-
marrying and finding stability in their homeland. But Ruth made the 
sacrificial choice of going with Naomi to Bethlehem where she’d be a 
foreigner. 
 Life had not treated Ruth kindly. We assume she was young. Her 
husband died. She had no children. She really had nothing. She was 
empty, poor, unemployed. She had been given a raw deal. Yet Ruth 
chose to give what she had—which in her case was basically her 
presence and love– to Naomi. Ruth’s resources were scarce, but she 
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gave like they were abundant. She helped Naomi reconnect with her 
closest male relative in Bethlehem and the story ends happily for all. 
 We don’t know any particulars about the widow we read about in 
Mark. We only know that she was poor and decided to put her last 
“mites” – “two little coins worth about a penny”—into the offering at 
the temple where Jesus was visiting. Jesus uses her giving as an object 
lesson for his disciples. The poor widow put in more than the rich people 
because they gave what they had to spare; she gave all she had to live 
on. Money was scarce, but she gave like it was abundant. We don’t 
know if her story ended happily. We never hear of her again.  
 I’m always amazed when I hear stories of people who have 
suffered so much deciding to make something of their suffering to help 
others. Of course, many of these people will tell you they started out 
bitter. They had their time of grief, anger, depression. Some hit rock 
bottom. But there comes a point, they say, when they made a decision to 
offer their experience for someone else’s good. Despite the raw deal 
they’ve been given, they give what they have to help others in similar 
situations. They find a way to gradually let go of bitterness and to 
channel their grief toward positive goals to help others. Often with 
scarce emotional, creative and even financial resources, people give 
abundantly.  
 A modern-day widow by the name of Sandi Duffy writes that she 
found inspiration from Viktor Frankl’s book Man’s Search for Meaning. 
She summarizes what she found helpful:  “Frankl was reflecting on his 
initial depression and struggle as a prisoner in one of the Nazi 
concentration camps. He asked himself over and over, ‘why is this 
happening to me?’ It seems like a pretty fair question to ask in one of the 
most horrific situations of cruelty a human could endure. However, Mr. 
Frankl eventually chose to turn this question around. He reflected on 
Nietzsche’s philosophy about the ‘why’  of our lives being the reason and 
the way we are driven to live. Frankl started to seek out others in the 
camp that seemed to be worse off than him. He would share his meager 
food rations and try to help and inspire who he could. Ultimately he said 
he realized that even when a man seems to have no choices at all, he has 
the choice of his attitude and his character.”  
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 Sandi goes on to say that she spent a lot of time asking “why?” 
Why was her husband taken from her? After some time, she came to 
believe it was fruitless to ask these questions. She had to live on. She 
embraced the cause of raising funds to find a cure for pancreatic 
cancer—the disease which took her husband’s life. (from “Widowed 
Moms Can Turn Tragedy Into Triumph,”  Sandi Duffy). 

 My friend Donna suffered a number of miscarriages. They were 
devastating for her. After a time of healing, Donna co-authored a book 
to help couples cope with the pain of miscarriage and still birth. Out of 
her own loss, she chose to give abundantly to help others – even though 
it was painful for her to recall her feelings as she wrote about her 
miscarriages. 

 Bob Woodruff is a reporter / anchor for ABC World News. “In 
January of 2006, while reporting on U.S. and Iraqi security forces, Bob 
was seriously injured by a roadside bomb that struck his vehicle.” He 
suffered a traumatic brain injury. Bob and his wife Lee have written of 
their experience in a book titled In an Instant: A Family’s Journey of 
Love and Healing. At the end of their book they write:  “Because of our 
journey over the past year with traumatic brain injury (TBI), we felt 
compelled to make something positive come out of something so 
negative. Goodness and healing had to emerge from such a devastating 
event. Our immediate and extended family became committed to helping 
the members of the military who have suffered brain injuries from the 
widespread use of improvised explosive devices, many of whom are not 
receiving appropriate cognitive rehabilitation for whatever reason. 

 “We established the Bob Woodruff Family Fund for Traumatic 
Brain Injury. The money we raise will go to various established 
organizations helping individuals and families who have survived brain 
injuries as a result of service to their country, as well as their families, 
who must cope with the overwhelming consequences each and every 
day.” (p. 283) 
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 Nearly 30 years ago, “a heartbroken mother made a pledge in her 
deceased daughter’s bedroom. She would do something about the 
outrage of drunk driving—a decision that quickly inspired a handful of 
grieving, determined mothers to join in the fight. Though united in 
cause, they had no office, no money and no clout. In fact, all they had 
was sorrow, pluck and a picture of a pretty 13-year old girl killed by a 
drunk driver. Yet they initiated one of the great grassroots successes in 
American history. They were as their name suggests: MADD” (Mothers 
Against Drunk Driving) (from “25 Years of Saving Lives” by Laurie 
Davies in Driven, Fall 2005). 

 There are rape victims who go on to counsel or provide legal 
advocacy for other victims. There are cancer survivors who devote time 
to visiting those going through chemotherapy or facing a mastectomy. 
There are family members of murder victims who advocate for others 
going through the legal procedures as they seek justice for their loved 
one. There are those who’ve gone through painful divorces who comfort 
others going through the same thing. The list goes on and on. 

 When I think of Ruth and the unnamed widow in Mark, I think of 
their courage. I think of everything they lost and the life of bitterness 
they could have lived—holding on to their pain and meager resources.. 
Yet, by God’s grace, they both gave abundantly from the scarcity of 
their emotional and financial resources. They didn’t have anything to 
spare, but they still gave what they had for others. I think of so many 
other people, famous and ordinary, through whom God has done the 
same thing. We lose something or someone. We endure a painful 
experience. We face a choice. Will we be embittered? Will we hold on 
to what we have left? Or, will we choose to allow God to use our 
brokenness to help others? Will we give abundantly of ourselves and our 
seemingly scarce resources so that another may be helped and healed? A 
widow might. In fact two did. Might we? 

 
 


