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“Stewardship Asks a Lot: Our Gifts” 

Text: Mark 10:46-52 

 

While demolishing an old house, three workers come across a large jar filled with coins and 

dollar bills.  There had to be several hundred dollars within the jar.  They were so excited, but 

felt a bit uneasy since the money didn’t really belong to them.  One of them suggested that they 

should divide the money three ways and donate some portion to charity.  This seemed like a fair 

way to resolve the issue, but then the question became how much they should donate. 

 

The first man suggested drawing a circle and throwing the jar into the middle of the circle.  

Whatever money remained in the circle they would keep for themselves and whatever fell 

outside they would give to the church.  They gave this some thought before the second man came 

up with an idea.  He suggested that they go to the top of the stairs and throw all the coins and 

money down the stairs.  Whatever fell all the way to the bottom, they would donate to the 

church.   

 

Finally, the third man, not an active church goer, suggested another alternative.  “Since you are 

so concerned about giving some of this money to God,” he began, “might I offer the following 

idea.  Let’s take all the money and throw it high into the air.  Whatever God wants, God can keep 

and whatever falls to the ground will be ours.” 

 

I remember a young man who had not grown up in the church who came to see me after 

receiving the annual stewardship letter.  Sometimes Hari would stop me after church to ask about 

things that were new to him and I found these very helpful to me as well.  For those of us 

growing up in the church, there are things we take for granted, thinking everyone knows and 

understands them.  Hari’s questions were a good reminder that I needed to pay attention to those 

assumptions. 

 

Having received the stewardship letter and the annual pledge card, Hari was puzzled and asked 

how much he was supposed to give.  He presumed that there was either a set amount that people 

pledged or that the church would tell him how much they expected.  I explained that the church 

was not like a country club or gymnasium with a set annual fee.  And, although some churches 

do tell members how much they expect them to pledge, our church didn’t work that way.  The 

amount that he would fill out was really his decision.   

 

I talked with him about the definition of a tithe and how some set a goal of donating 10% of their 

income to the church.  This is based upon several biblical stories that speak of giving 10% as a 

tribute to God.  Jacob promised to give ten percent to God in gratitude for his safe return home.  

There are other examples that have made this 10% a guide by which some measure their giving 



to God.  I explained that for many people, the tithe is a goal that they seek to achieve, perhaps 

starting at a smaller amount and working to increase their giving with time.  Some find that they 

can exceed the tithe and they delight in that extra giving.   

 

As I was having this conversation with Hari, explaining that it was really his own decision how 

much to pledge to the church, I kept hearing in my own mind a phrase that I have heard 

repeatedly.  I did not share this with Hari because it makes me uncomfortable.  It is the phrase, 

“give until it hurts.”  I have never liked that phrase.  I don’t think giving is supposed to hurt.  

Yes, it might entail sacrifice, but giving should not hurt. 

 

I know on previous occasions I have spoken about attending a church service in Johannesburg, 

South Africa.  The ushers collected the offering, just like we were accustomed to in the United 

States.  And when the offering was complete, the congregation stood for the doxology.  But here 

is where things took a very interesting turn.  The ushers didn’t walk the collection to the front of 

the church and hand it to the pastors.  The ushers danced.  Carrying these plates, they brought 

them to the altar dancing and rejoicing.  It was one of the most beautiful things I have seen in a 

worship service.  For me, it symbolized that these gifts were being offered with joy and 

appreciation.  These were not gifts given grudgingly.  They were not the source of shame 

because someone had contributed only a little and others more.  The offering was not an 

interruption into the service of worship, but an extension of the congregation’s praise.  They 

danced the offering down the aisle and up to the altar, expressing their joy at the opportunity of 

sharing their gifts with God. 

 

I didn’t want to share that phrase, “give until it hurts” with Hari because I don’t think that is what 

our giving is about.  It is not about hurting.  It should be about healing.  And perhaps that is a 

better way of imagining our stewardship and giving.  We give until it heals. 

 

This morning’s gospel reading falls on the heels of Jesus’ conversation with the disciples about 

greatness.  As we heard last Sunday, Jesus shared a message of hope with his friends telling them 

that they all have that opportunity to be great because they all have the ability to serve others.  

One might say that this morning’s story is simply an illustration of that teaching. 

 

Jesus and his friends are making their way to the historic town of Jericho.  Remember back to 

your childhood Sunday School class and you will recall an important event that happened at 

Jericho.  After wandering in the desert for a very long time, the weary nomads arrive at the 

Promised Land.  But things are not as they might have expected.  The land is already inhabited.  

And not only that, there is a massive wall surrounding the city of Jericho.  In any important 

endeavor there is often that moment in which one is tempted to lose hope and presume that the 

obstacles are insurmountable.  This is such a moment for the Hebrew people.   

 

Maybe this is a reason we tell this story in Sunday School classes and imprint it upon our 

youthful minds.  Nothing important will ever be achieved without a lot of work and 

determination.  If you are experiencing such a moment today, remember those weary travelers 

who arrive at their destination and are tempted to give up.   

 



Following the leadership of Joshua, the people march around the city blowing trumpets.  What a 

scene this must have been for those safely within the city walls.  For six days the people marched 

around the outside of the wall.  On the seventh day, they marched seven circuits around the outer 

wall, blew their trumpets and the wall came tumbling down. 

 

Jesus is entering this city which is synonymous with overcoming obstacles, believing in unlikely 

causes, trusting that with God’s help anything is possible.  Outside the city gates, they encounter 

a blind man named Bartimaeus who called out to Jesus.  Those nearby tried to quiet him, perhaps 

not wanting Jesus to be disturbed by this distraction.  But I suspect that Bartimaeus is desperate 

enough to ignore their attempts to silence him.  And Jesus notices. 

 

He calls for Bartimaeus and asks what he wants him to do.  Do you hear the parallel here 

between the two brothers last week and the blind man this week?  Last week the brothers 

prefaced their conversation by saying to Jesus, “We want you to do whatever we ask of you.”  In 

this story Jesus uses similar words to ask, “What do you want me to do for you?”  Bartimaeus 

wants to be healed.   

 

This story is sparse in details.  Jesus doesn’t pray over the man, touch him, ask him about his 

faithfulness or require anything of him.  He simply says, “Your faith has healed you.”  The 

words would indicate that the healing came from within Bartimaeus.  But in that moment, his 

sight was restored and he continued to follow Jesus.  Another miracle in Jericho. 

 

Do you know what else happened on that road from Jerusalem to Jericho?  It is the setting for the 

parable of the good Samaritan.  The man who was beaten and robbed and left by the side of the 

road is met by a Samaritan man who rescues him, takes him to a nearby town and provides the 

resources for his full recovery.   

 

If I were a member of the Jericho Chamber of Commerce, I think I would want to draw attention 

to these things.  Jericho is the kind of place where people are healed, where the hurting are cared 

for, where seemingly insurmountable obstacles are overcome, where hope is restored.  I would 

put that on the travel brochure and lure travelers from all around the region.  But, here’s the 

thing.  It isn’t about Jericho.  It can and does happen in all places.  It happened in ancient Jericho 

and it happens still today in Columbus, Indiana.   

 

Our shared ministry is a ministry of healing, a ministry of renewing hope, a ministry of loving 

God’s people and Creation.  But that might seem a bit intimidating.  So we abbreviate that by 

saying that we share our gifts.  And when we do, healing happens, lives are changed, hope is 

renewed.  Our shared gifts make all that possible.  We are not called to give until it hurts.  We 

are called to give until it heals. 

 

I recall a trip some friends and colleagues made to Gatlinburg for a retreat.  We rented a cabin 

and hiked through the days, went whitewater rafting and visited local landmarks.  To save 

money, we made our own breakfast each day in the cabin and we packed lunches for our 

afternoons.  But each evening, we decided to visit a nice restaurant and sit down for a good meal. 

 



We enjoyed the adventure of picking different restaurants each evening and sampling some great 

food.  The last night together, we chose a nice steak restaurant.  Being a weeknight, there were 

few people there.  Our table of nine was one of the few tables occupied.  Because of this, the 

waitress dedicated a lot of time with us.  She seemed curious about our group and asked us 

where we were from and what we had done during our week. 

 

We discovered that she was new to town, having moved there only a few weeks before.  She was 

a single mother and today had been the first day of school.  When her shift was completed, she 

was going home to hear how her daughter’s first day of school had been.  By the end of the meal, 

we felt like she knew us pretty well and we knew her. 

 

The meal was all we expected and her service was excellent.  Following the meal, I proposed to 

my friends that on our last meal of the trip that we do something extravagant.  I suggested that 

we leave an incredible tip.  Not 20% or 25% but something that would express our appreciation 

to this kind soul who had treated us so well.  Everyone was in agreement.  We wanted to do this 

without fanfare, very quietly.  So when the bill came, we left an extremely generous tip and then 

slipped out before the waitress saw it. 

 

I look back at that act with a great sense of joy.  I cannot remember the name of the restaurant or 

what I ate that evening.  I cannot tell you the name of the waitress and I wouldn’t recognize her 

if our paths ever crossed again.  But what I recall with deep familiarity is the joy in giving that 

gift.  I find delight imagining the moment she opened the folder with the bill and discovering the 

tip inside.  I would like to imagine that this gift was a help to someone beginning anew, starting 

over in a new community and a new job.  I don’t know if our tip did any of these things, but I do 

believe that when we share our gifts, we are offering a bit of healing into the world. 

 

And here is where things get a bit fuzzy.  When I look back at that event, I can’t say for sure who 

was healed.  You see, I only know how that moment impacted me and my friends.  We still talk 

about it when we are together.  We remember how good it felt to be generous.  And that feeling 

has continued to inspire us to the joys of giving.  I don’t know about the waitress, but I think 

something within us was healed that evening. 

 

Jesus walked to the town of Jericho, a place with a history of inspiring hope and providing 

healing.  And while he healed a blind man that day, I would like to believe that the broader 

implication of this story is an invitation for us to do the same.  It is an invitation to caring for one 

another, reaching out to those who are hurting, seeing the needs around us and responding in the 

ways we are able.  To do so is to be a healer.  That is what happens when we share our gifts 

together in the collective ministries of this church.  And in ways we may not be able to explain, 

our ministry to others, brings a bit of healing to our own lives as well. 


