
32nd Sunday (B)                                                                                    ‘Giving one’s all’                                                                                 11th November 2018 

1Kings 17: the widow made a little scone Ps 145: my soul, give praise to the Lord  Heb 9: Christ offers Himself to take on the faults of many 

Mk 12:38–44: the poor widow has put in more than all.   

On this centenary of the Armistice that silenced the guns and brought World War I to its close, it is right that we commemorate 

the dead of that, and subsequent wars.  Personally I have few members of my family who have fought in armed conflict.  My mother’s 

grandfather fought in the Boer War; and her uncle fought in World War I — he survived, but his lungs were affected and he died in his 

late 40s.  But neither of my grandfathers fought at the front in either of the World Wars — one was, in fact, building aircraft at the 

famous De Havilland site in Hatfield, which would come under regular bomb attack.  Some of you, however, will have quite close 

relatives who died in armed conflict, whether fighting in the British Army, or elsewhere.  Over 10% of the 6 million soldiers from this 

country from this country who were mobilized were killed, which is why every single town and village in this country has its war 

memorial.  World War I is etched onto our national memory, even 100yrs on, but for many of us now the sheer scale of the conflict — 

the numbers of dead and wounded, totalling about 38 million — is hard to comprehend.  We honour those who gave their lives for their 

country, yes — and we pray for those war dead — but we pause too to take in the devastation that war inflicts, and are reminded of the 

awful sorrows that it causes families and societies.   

The Gospel account of Our Lord’s admiration for the poor widow who gave all she had can very much put us in mind of the 

ultimate sacrifice.  Many women came out of World War I as widows — or had lost sons and grandsons, brothers and others.  And 

many of them would then have struggled, bringing up families on low incomes and without the presence of those men whose lives had 

been lost fighting at the front.  But the lesson, surely, of the widow in the Gospel, is that even in the midst of such affliction, can come 

such expressions of love and faith.  The widow that Jesus sees in Jerusalem at the Temple is giving her last pennies to contribute to the 

sacrifices and offerings to God, the prayerful service done in God’s name.  Likewise, even in the horrors of war, can come moments of 

realisation, or conversion, acts of great love and sacrifice for others, selfless giving and caring.  Sometimes, the very frailty of life, its 



precariousness, comes more to the fore in times of war.  Nothing can be relied on, then, not even the continuation of one’s life, and this 

often focusses the mind to the things that do last beyond the uncertainties of earthly life: the things of God, our preparation for heaven, 

as against the passing nature of earthly possessions.   

Back in 1915 — only a year into the Great War — the Catholic Truth Society published a pamphlet pulling together various 

accounts of divine intervention in people’s lives in the face of the unfolding tragedy of war.  Dozens of stories of faith-filled heroism 

can be found in the pages of that CTS pamphlet, any one of them which might give us an insight into how the Catholics of 100yrs ago 

coped with the horrors of this inhumanity unfolding in the trenches of the western front.  I chose just one to read to you this morning …  

 


