
Jesus About Town: Feathers and Dimes. A story sermon written and told by Rev. Steven Schafer on July 19, 

2015 at Mt. Hope. Texts: Tobit 4: 8-11 and 2 Corinthians 8: 11-15. 

 My in-laws are Jewish. Over the years we've noticed one of two things about them. There are some who 

are fascinated by Sue being a Christian. Calling herself a "Completed Jew" - that's even more fascinating.  Me 

being a minister makes it even more fascinating. We are obviously not just nominally Christian. They've been 

around the Christian church about as much as you have been around synagogues. Not much, I dare say. You 

know they exist. You know their big day is Saturday. You know that they sing and do some of the things we do 

in worship but that some of it is in Hebrew and that there tends to be a lot of ceremony and group recitation. 

You know that their 'high holy days' have lots of worshipers but that most Sabbaths are substantially less 

attended (not too unlike churches). You know their clergy persons are called a rabbis and that rabbis are usually 

thought to be quite learned. 

 Jews know almost as little about us and our rituals and ways as we know about them and theirs. 

 Sue's parents fall into that fascinated category. In our early days at Mt. Hope they would actually attend 

worship from time to time - probably just to see what goes on. They've shown interest and, I've got to say, to 

this very day they speak highly of Mt. Hope people. They think you are about the best people on earth. They 

haven't set foot in a synagogue for decades. They've actually attended Mt. Hope more often. Over the years they 

have asked some questions and shown some interest. Whenever we eat dinner at their house of they at ours, her 

father insists that I pray before the meal. 

 Then there is the other end of the interest spectrum. And, I dare say, this is the majority of Sue's family. 

They have expressed absolutely no curiosity whatsoever about who we are or what we believe or how we 

worship. In fact, the disinterest is so profound that we have concluded that most are simply afraid they might 

catch whatever it is we have if they show any interest. So they don't. The disinterest is so pervasive that it is not 

uncommon for us to be invited to family events on a Sunday morning. It seems to not even cross their minds 

that I tend to work on Sundays. At family dinners, not once in 40 years has anyone asked anything about 

Christianity or the church or what I do. ...Well, there was that one time at Easter dinner (yes, as peculiar as it 

may be, Sue's parents have always had the family over for dinner on Easter evening). They even call it 'Easter 

dinner.'  

 Our sister-in-law bravely chose to step into the religious mine field and make an observation she found 

very peculiar. She said, "Do you know what I heard recently? I heard that some people believe Jesus came back 

to life after he was crucified." She had never heard that before! It made me feel better. Apparently it wasn't just 

MY religion they were oblivious to. It was also rather awkward. "Yes," I said, "that's what Easter celebrates." 

There haven't been any more inquiries since. 

 One of the questions Sue's father asked after having attended one of our services was what we do with 

the money collected in the offering. "Does that go to the poor or for outreach? It seemed like people were being 

quite generous." 

 He was shocked when I told him that that is how the church budget is met. That all churches do it that 

way. He thought that that was the most foolish practice in the world. "You mean that your leaders set the budget 

then hope people give enough to pay the bills? That seems irresponsible.   What happens if people don't show 

up - like in the summer time - how will the bills get paid?" 



 You see, in the synagogues of today, you don't "give," you pay your dues. Dues are assessed on a sliding 

scale depending on your income. You can pay it in payments if you need to, but if you are a member you really 

have no choice. You pay your dues. Whether you attend or not, whether you participate in programs or not, 

whether you want to or not. Everyone pays their dues. Their financial people know, almost to the dollar, how 

much money they have to work with. 

 Today we find Jesus in church again. This time with one of his disciples, Andrew. As I mentioned 

before, Jesus loved to go to church. He found the music uplifting, the sermons sometimes interesting, the 

prayers heartfelt and meaningful. But the best part, for him, was the people watching.  

 In church there is such a variety of people. The young and the old, the cheerful and the somber, the 

spiritually alive and those who seem to have lost their spirituality somewhere along the way and just attend to 

attend. He love the processionals and the recessionals and the standing and sitting and standing again. He loved 

the responsive readings, wondering if anyone speaking paid any attention to the words they were saying and if 

so did they ever wonder what some of it meant. He loved the way the minister always schmoozed the people - 

greeting them at the door and then flitting like a butterfly during fellowship hour to make contact with as many 

of his parishioners as he could. He loved to see how the congregation responded to visitors and strangers in their 

midst. Those brave souls ventured into a building full of unknowns - what would ever make someone do that - it 

is SO difficult. He hoped they were made to feel comfortable by the people around them. 

 The service was about half over when the minister said something unintelligible about giving and it was 

clearly time for the offering. The ushers came ceremoniously from the back with the offering plates - these were 

wooden and oiled - really nice. A soloist stood to sing (Jesus always loved it when people would use their 

talents to enhance the worship of his Father - he was pretty sure God smiled whenever someone did). The 

soloist, a male, sang a song about miracles and the mercy of God. He wasn't particularly good, but the joy with 

which he sang made his three minutes up front just wonderful. God and God's people are so gracious that way. 

THAT you do something is so much more important than a star-quality performance. 

 There was a woman sitting up in one of the front rows all by herself. It's not that people wouldn't gladly 

sit with her. She didn't have body odor or anything. It was where she sat. Up in the front. No one sits in the front 

row in church. The prime seats are in the back. No one has ever fully explained this phenomenon. At concerts 

and sporting events, at the theater and at the ball park, the front seats were the best seats in the house. They even 

usually cost more - IF they are available. NO ONE wants to be in the back row. But in church that's all reversed. 

People somehow believe the back is best.... except for those few who sit in the front.  

 This woman is sitting right in the middle of the row so the usher has to take the offering plat over to her. 

Jesus leans over and whispers to Andrew, "Andrew - watch this. Watch what she puts into the plate." Andrew 

looked at Jesus with a bit of disdain. Why was he talking in church. You're not supposed to whisper to your 

neighbor like some little kid. But, of course, Andrew looked over at the woman (they were sitting in the front 

pew on the opposite side of the sanctuary so could see quite clearly). How Jesus knew what, if anything, the 

woman was going to put in the plate was beyond him - but he often did that prescience thing where he knew 

what he couldn't possibly have known.  

 The woman was obviously among the poorer worshippers that morning. Everyone else was dressed in 

pretty nice clothes. Hers were just a bit wrinkled and somewhat out of style. Andrew saw her kind of outfit at a 

thrift store last weekend. "Nothing wrong with wearing thrift store clothes," he thought to himself. "Probably 

more people ought to. Good value. Often good quality. Last year's styles really don't matter." 



 The woman put in the plate something white and long and a coin - maybe a dime or something. Andrew 

was sure the white thing wasn't money, but he wasn't sure what it was and had no idea why she would put 

anything other than money in the plate. As the plate was taken by the usher to the second row, Andrew craned 

his neck a bit to see if he could catch a glimpse of whatever it was she had put in. As the offering plate came to 

the end of the pew near the aisle, he got just a glimpse, but just enough to see what it was. The woman had put a 

white feather in the offering plate. How strange. He looked at Jesus and Jesus just smiled. He whispered, "Keep 

watching." 

 As you know, it's rather uncouth to watch what people put into the offering plate. Some people put in 

those little offering envelopes and some put in those 'I gave online' cards - that was all anonymous. But some 

people put in cash. Those you're not supposed to see. What people put in is private and personal. It's no one's 

business. 

 Andrew felt a bit awkward looking around. Jesus wasn't. He was enjoying the solo. But he didn't see 

anything else unusual. Of course he couldn't see all the plates and what people were putting in sitting there in 

the pew but he knew Jesus wanted him to see something - but there wasn't anything, so far as he knew. He 

lowered his head and whispered to Jesus, "What?! What am I looking for?" 

 Jesus shushed him and continued to enjoy the song being sung. 

 The song ended (Jesus always wondered how they timed that so that the song ended at the same time the 

collection was complete - the song was about miracles - perhaps that was one). The organ began the first strains 

of the Doxology, or at least the doxology that was commonly sung in churches. Jesus knew that the Doxology is 

far and away the most sung song in the history of the world. Every week millions of people sing it and have 

since it was written in 1709. He thought it a shame that the modern church only knew the one verse when 

Thomas Ken, the author, wrote fourteen magnificent verses extolling the glories of God.  

 People jumped to their feet when the Doxology began to be played. The ushers brought the offering 

plates to the front of the church for the minister's blessing. Just as the last phrase of the famous hymn were 

sung, Jesus stopped singing and again whispered to Andrew, "Now! Watch." When the minister took the plates 

and was about to pray, one of the ushers reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out what was obviously a 

check. He dropped it into the plate. "Did you see that?" asked Jesus.  

 "See what?" asked Andrew. 

 "Did you see what that usher did just now?" 

 "He put his offering in the plate. Did he do something else?" 

 "No," said Jesus. "He didn't. But didn't you see it?" 

 Andrew was puzzled. He didn't have any idea what Jesus was talking about. The service continued on, 

but Andrew didn't really pay much attention.  He kept replaying the offering scene in his mind to figure out 

what it was he was supposed to have seen that he didn't. The choir sang something, but if you asked Andrew 

about it, he couldn't have told you what nor if it was good. The scripture was read but the same was true here. 

He didn't hear it. The sermon was just background noise as Andrew tried to figure out what he was missing. He 

KNEW Jesus wouldn't let it go and he'd feel foolish later on if he didn't have some observation about whatever 

it was. 



 The worship time ended and people began making their way to fellowship hall or to the parking lot. 

Jesus usually went to the fellowship hour when attending a church. He always found it interesting to see if 

anyone would come up to him to chat or if they'd stay in their own little friend group and ignore him. Sad to 

say, even those churches that seemed the most welcoming often ignored him in Fellowship hour and he'd leave 

without having spoken to anyone. 

 But today he said to Andrew, "Let's skip coffee and crumpets today. I want you to see something 

outside." So they went out into the parking lot. A number of people who hadn't gone into fellowship hall were 

clustered in  little groups around the lot, talking. "See those couples over there near that Ford Exhibition?" 

 "I think it's 'Expedition,'" said Andrew. 

 "Sure. Whatever," said Jesus. "See that blond man? He was one of the ushers." 

 "Yeah. I recognize him," said Andrew. "He's the one that put that check in just before the blessing. What 

about him." 

 "So you DID see it!?" exclaimed Jesus.  

 "See what? I didn't see anything," insisted Andrew. 

 "That man put in a check for two thousand dollars. He wanted everyone to see him do it and now he is 

telling his friends how he changed the budget bottom line from red to black. They think him quite the hero." 

 "Apparently he is," said Andrew. "That's pretty generous. Most churches couldn't continue without 

people like him willing to sacrifice like that." 

 "But," said Jesus, "He didn't sacrifice. He didn't sacrifice at all. He's got more money than God. Two 

grand, to him, is a weekend away with his wife, which he'll take anyway. Do you remember that woman in the 

front pew?" 

 "Yeah. That was interesting. She put a feather in the offering plate. I wonder what they will do with it. 

Why do you suppose she did that?" 

 "Lucy is her name. Lucy is the poorest of the poor. She has three little ones, she works a minimum wage 

job, she has no husband or child support. She refuses to sign up for public assistance. This morning when she 

got up to go to church she looked in her purse and, quite literally, didn't have a penny. She told herself that God 

would provide. So she got her kids ready for Sunday School and they came to church. As they walked, one of 

her kids saw that white feather in the gutter and picked it up. Jake discovered a dime shortly thereafter. She felt 

that that feather and that dime was God's provision, so she gave it. It was all she had and she believed it came 

from God. They'll probably throw the feather out. It's probably got disease germs all over it. But listen to me. 

She gave far more than that usher. She sacrificed. He didn't. It is in how much it hurts that determines the value 

of our giving. That man has already received his reward - adulation and bragging rights. Lucy will get hers a bit 

later - directly and personally from God." 

 "That's a great philosophy, Jesus, but the church can't operate on dimes and feathers." 

 "The church can. The institution, perhaps not. The institution needs money to keep its doors open and 

the lights on. But the real church is not the building or the corporate structure. It is the people of God and, in 

God's economy, a feather and a last dime is worth far more than a couple of thousand dollars from a rich man. 



Do you remember when I told that crowd on the lake shore so long ago that when we give, God will provide for 

us in the same way? That the philosophy we use in giving is the one God will use in giving to us? We can take 

pride in buildings and programs and the Christian community and all that is accomplished in my name, but we 

must never lose God's perspective on what is truly important. God's blessing comes as abundantly as is our 

giving - not in amount, but in proportion." 

 "So," countered Andrew, "are you saying that that woman will be blessed by God and drawn out of her 

poverty because she gave her last dime?"  

 "Yes to the first but not necessarily the last. She will, most certainly, be blessed. In fact, that blessing 

has already started. Her children know her poverty and they saw her giving.  They will grow up to be young 

people of character and strength, compassion and hope. That is the greatest blessing any parent can hope for and 

can't be secured by any amount of wealth. In her old age they will tenderly care for her as she has for them. 

When they are old enough to work, they will make her life quite comfortable. She is blessed with the greatest of 

riches - children who love her - friends who care - a God who watches over her every day and a mansion being 

prepared for her in heaven. Yes, she will be blessed abundantly. Ask her. She will tell you she already is. 

 "Let me say it again, Andrew, 'give and it will be given to you, a good measure, pressed down, shaken 

together, running over, will be poured into your lap. For with the measure you use, blessings will be measured 

to you.'" 

 Andrew heard a little commotion at the church door. He turned and saw the poor woman coming out 

with her four kids. They were all - including Lucy - laughing and jostling one another and obviously having a 

great time. Truly, they were blessed.  

  


