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Foreword 

Why This Book Had to Be Written 

This is not merely a discussion about tithing or theology. It is the story of a little boy who grew up believing 
that God required his family to give while they went hungry, and the lifelong journey that followed. 

Every family in this story is real in the sense that matters most: their hunger was real, their faith was 
real, and the guilt that sat on a mother’s shoulders long after the grocery money was gone was real. What 

follows is written as one man’s account, but it is also a composite of a thousand quiet households where 
devotion and deprivation lived under the same roof, and where no one thought to ask whether the two 
were supposed to. 

Most books about tithing begin with an argument. This one begins with a kitchen table, a mother’s 

bowed head, and an envelope that always seemed to be sealed before the refrigerator was ever filled. It 
begins there because that is where the real theological question lives, not in a seminary classroom, but in a 
child’s stomach. 

If you grew up the way this book describes, you already know the ache before you read a single chapter. 

If you did not, we ask only that you walk beside a family that did, and let their story raise the questions 
that theology too often answers before it has honestly asked. 

If God is a loving Father, could His heart ever be pleased while a faithful mother 
sends her children to bed hungry because she believed she owed Him what they 
needed to survive? 

That is the question this whole book exists to answer. Not with condemnation of anyone who has 

ever given faithfully to God, but with an honest search of the Scriptures to discover whether the system 

that shaped one family’s suffering was ever the system God actually asked for. 
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C H A P T E R  1  

The House Where Hunger Lived 

The house sat at the end of a dirt road where the streetlight never quite reached the porch. It was small 
enough that you could hear every conversation from every room, and quiet enough, some nights, that you 
could hear a stomach growl a room away. It was also, without question, a house full of faith. 

My mother raised four of us alone. She was a nurse, divorced from our father because of abuse. Her 
salary was small enough that the month was always longer than the money meant to cover it. We lived 

hand to mouth. Sometimes she worked on the Sabbath, and on those days she was convinced that 
whatever she earned that day belonged to the Lord and could not be kept for us. 

She stayed active in church and made sure her children attended Sabbath School, Adventist Youth, 

the Sabbath afternoon program, and Missionary Volunteers, MV, as it was called then. Clothes were 
limited enough that we could not afford to attend Pathfinders, or much in the way of casual outfits, and 
more often than not we wore our school pants to whatever social activities we attended. I remember the 
cheapest shoes money could buy, the kind everyone called Chinese shoes, worn to school because there 
was nothing else. 

I remember having only one pair of school pants, and when the fabric began to fade, I learned to touch 
the color up with shoe polish, worked carefully into the cloth to hide the wear. That was before I 
discovered clothing dye, which I began using each year just before school opened, to give that same faded 

pair of pants one more season of looking new. 

Most Sabbath meals were made from sandwiches, tuna, corned beef, sardines, and bread. My mother 
had a particular gift for corned beef; there was corned beef in everything, from the soup to the salads to 
the sandwiches in our school lunches. Food in the house was scarce and the cupboards were, more often 

than not, empty. I remember the Chinese shop down the road burning to the ground, and rummaging 
through the ashes afterward to collect a precious cargo of scorched cans, treasures of food we otherwise 
could not have afforded. 

For church, my mother dressed us in the best clothes we had, usually hand-me-downs, washed clean 

and pressed by nothing more than the wind, hanging on the clothesline or the fence to dry. We walked 
quite a distance to get there, every single week, and she never once let us arrive looking like we had gone 
without. 
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Faith was not decoration in our house. It was the architecture. Grace was said over meals that consisted 
of whatever could be made to look like more than it was. Scripture was read by lamplight when the 
electricity had been disconnected again. And every single month, without exception, there was an 
envelope that left our house before anything else did. 

I loved my mother, and I was her heartstring, the child who felt her pain and carried her worry as 
though it were my own. I remember sitting at the window on countless nights, watching for her to come 
home from work, praying she would arrive safely. Some nights I cried quietly while I waited, and was 
overjoyed beyond words when I finally saw her walk into the yard and to the front door. I remember, too, 

how often we moved in those years, from one house to the next. I did not understand why as a child. As a 

grown man, I do. We were being evicted, more than once, for rent we could not pay. 

I did not understand, as a boy, that our poverty and our piety were connected. I only understood that 
we were hungry, and that we were faithful, and that somehow those two facts were never allowed to be 
discussed in the same sentence. To question one felt like questioning the other. So the hunger stayed quiet. 
It hid in the pit of a child’s stomach during the second hour of a Sabbath service, in the long walk home 
past a bakery whose smell was almost unbearable, in the nights when “we’ll eat a little later” became a 
sentence I learned to translate correctly. 

This book begins in that house because every question I would eventually ask about God, about 

giving, about the church, and about Scripture itself, began there first, not as an argument, but as an ache. 
Before I ever opened a concordance or studied a Hebrew word, I knew hunger. And I would spend the 
rest of my life trying to understand how a God described as a Father who feeds the sparrows could be the 
same God my mother believed was demanding her children’s bread. 

That is not a question I ask to dishonor her faith. It is a question I ask because I believe, now more 
than I ever have, that her faith deserved better answers than the ones she was given. 

  



WHEN FAITH COST US FOOD 

10 

C H A P T E R  2  

The Envelope That Came Before Groceries 

There was an order of operations in our house that never varied, no matter how thin the paycheck was 
that month. First came the tithe envelope. Then came the offering envelope, and whatever building fund 
appeal happened to be running that quarter. Some months, church members were even encouraged from 
the pulpit to give a double tithe. Only after those were sealed and set aside did my mother even begin to 
think about what, if anything, was left for food. 

I remember watching her count bills at the kitchen table more times than I can number. Small stacks, 
carefully separated. Ten percent set aside first, off the top, before rent, before the light bill, before the 
question of what four children would eat that week had even been asked. It was not that she did not love 

us. It was that she believed, with her whole heart, that the tithe belonged to God before it belonged to 
anyone else, including her own hungry children. 

She had been taught, and taught faithfully, that withholding the tithe was a kind of theft against 
heaven itself, and that no excuse, not empty cupboards, not a shut-off notice, not four children with 
growling stomachs, was sufficient reason to keep what belonged to God. So the envelope always went first. 

Groceries, when there was money left, came after. 

But I do remember, and it is a memory I have never been able to set down easily, that there were more 
than a few times when, out of sheer desperation, and after every relative who could help had already been 

asked, she borrowed from the tithe itself. Yes: she borrowed from God to feed her family. And then I 
would watch her pray about it afterward, wrestling with what she had done. It had to be repaid, in her 
mind, down to the last cent. Every payday, she set aside what she owed until the debt to heaven was settled 
in full. She kept a perfect record. I never once saw her keep as careful a record of what she had sacrificed 

for us. 

I did not resent the church for this as a child. I did not even fully understand it. I only knew that 
Sabbath mornings meant a certain kind of dread mixed with devotion, dread of another week stretched 
too thin, devotion because we believed, all of us, that this was simply what faithfulness looked like. It 

would take me decades to ask the question that should have been obvious: was this actually what God 
asked of my mother? Or was it a system that had quietly confused the tithe of ancient Israel’s agricultural 
surplus with the last few dollars of a single mother’s survival? 
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That the Levite... and the stranger, and the fatherless, and the widow... shall come, 
and shall eat and be satisfied. 

Deuteronomy 14:29 

I would not discover that verse for many years. But when I finally did, it would break something open 
in me, because the tithe I had watched my mother count out first, before food, was, in its original design, 
partly meant to feed families exactly like ours. Somewhere between Moses and my mother’s kitchen table, 
the purpose of that offering had been turned inside out. 
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C H A P T E R  3  

The Long Walk to Borrow Bread 

There is a particular kind of shame that a child learns early when the walk to a relative’s house becomes a 
walk to ask for food money. I made that walk more times than I like to remember, sent by a mother too 
proud to go herself but too desperate not to send someone. 

My uncle’s house was maybe a mile away, close enough to walk, far enough that I had plenty of time 
to rehearse what I would say, and plenty of time to dread saying it. I remember standing at his door, 

knocking softly, hoping he was home and hoping, in some contradictory corner of my heart, that he was 
not. He always let me in. He always found something, a few dollars, a bag of groceries, once an entire 
chicken around the holidays, and he never once made me feel small for asking, though I felt small anyway. 

What stays with me most is not the hunger itself but the arithmetic of it. I would walk home turning 
numbers over in my head that no ten-year-old should have had to calculate: what the borrowed money 
would buy, how many days it might last, whether it would still be there by the time the next tithe envelope 
was due. Even as a child, I understood that whatever we borrowed to eat this week would be measured 
against what would leave our house again on Sabbath. 

I never once heard my mother borrow to keep the tithe. I heard her borrow, more times than I can 
count, to keep us fed. The priorities were never spoken aloud as a doctrine, no one sat me down and 
explained a theology of giving. But a child reads what is lived far more clearly than what is preached, and 

what I read, walking that mile there and that mile back, was that in the accounting of our home, God’s 
portion was untouchable and ours was negotiable. 

I do not tell this story to shame my mother. I tell it because I believe she deserved a pastor, a teacher, 
an elder, someone, who would have taken her aside and told her what I did not learn until I was a grown 

man studying Scripture for myself: that the God she was borrowing bread to obey never asked a starving 
mother to choose between His portion and her children’s plates. 
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C H A P T E R  4  

The Taste of Hunger 

Hunger has a taste. People who have never gone without a meal assume it is simply the absence of taste, 
an empty feeling, nothing more. It is not. Real hunger, the kind that settles in for days at a time, has its 
own flavor: the metallic tang at the back of your throat, the particular staleness of a shirt collar chewed 
absentmindedly through a long afternoon because chewing on something, anything, made the ache in 
your stomach quieter for a while. 

I remember lunch boxes that held nothing but a folded napkin, carried to school anyway because an 
empty lunch box drew fewer questions than no lunch box at all. I remember learning, the way children 
learn survival skills without ever naming them as such, to volunteer for errands during the lunch period, 

to say I had already eaten, to drink enough water from the fountain that my stomach would stop 
announcing itself quite so loudly. I always had stomach aches. 

I remember a particular Tuesday, I could not tell you the date, but I remember it was a Tuesday, when 
there was nothing in the house at all. Not bread, not rice, not the bottom-of-the-bag crumbs of anything. 
My mother boiled water with a bouillon cube and a little salt and called it soup, and we ate it gratefully, 

because grateful was the only posture we knew how to take toward whatever appeared on the table. 

What I did not know then, and would spend years learning to articulate, is that hunger like this 
reshapes a child’s theology whether anyone intends it to or not. You do not need a systematic framework 

to develop a doctrine of God. You develop one at the kitchen table, in the lunch line, in the long minutes 
before sleep when your stomach keeps you awake and you pray, sincerely, for God to somehow make 
tomorrow different. When tomorrow does not change, a child does not necessarily lose faith. But 
something in him begins, quietly, to keep score. 

I kept score for years without knowing that is what I was doing. It would take me until adulthood to 
bring that scorecard into the light and ask, honestly, whether the God of Scripture matched the God my 
empty stomach had learned to expect. 
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C H A P T E R  5  

“Lord, Forgive Me for Feeding My Children” 

I only heard my mother say those words once, and I was not meant to hear them at all. I had come into 
the kitchen for water and found her at the table with the tithe envelope open in front of her, several bills 
missing, her head bowed and her hands pressed together so tightly, and I saw the pain written plainly on 
her face. 

She had taken grocery money from the tithe that week. Not to buy anything extravagant, bread, milk, 

a little meat, the ordinary staples of survival, but in her theology, taking anything from that envelope was 
a transgression, regardless of the reason. And so there she sat, praying not for provision, not for strength, 
but for forgiveness. Forgiveness for feeding her own children. 

I was too young that night to understand everything I was witnessing, but I was not too young to feel 
the wrongness of it settle into my chest like a stone. Somewhere in the years since, I have come to believe 
that moment is the truest image at the center of this entire book: a mother, exhausted and devoted, 
apologizing to God for making sure her children did not go to bed hungry. 

A mother, exhausted and devoted, apologizing to God for making sure her 
children did not go to bed hungry. 

I have asked myself many times since whether God required that apology. I do not believe He did. I 
believe my mother was answering to a system of religious accounting that had been presented to her as the 

voice of God, when in fact it was the voice of a tradition, well-intentioned, sincerely held, but never 
actually spoken by the Lord she was so desperately trying not to disappoint. 

She never knew, so far as I am aware, that Scripture itself describes a portion of Israel’s tithe as food 

specifically set aside for households in exactly her situation, the fatherless, the widow, the family with 
nothing left to give. She spent her last dollars apologizing for eating from a table that the very passages she 
trusted had, in their original context, prepared for her. 

That is the tragedy this book was written to name. Not that my mother gave. She gave beautifully, 
sacrificially, and in a way that still humbles me every time I think of her. The tragedy is that no one ever 

told her she did not have to choose between her God and her children’s dinner, because in the Bible she 
loved, God never asked her to. 
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P A R T  

QUESTIONS THAT BEGAN IN CHILDHOOD 
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C H A P T E R  6  

Why Didn’t God Help Us? 

Every child eventually asks some version of this question, but for children raised the way I was raised, it 
takes on a particular sharpness. We were told, over and over, that God rewards faithfulness, that the tithe 
unlocked blessing, that giving opened the windows of heaven. We were also, week after week, hungry. 

I remember sitting in a Sabbath school class where a teacher read a familiar promise about God 
pouring out blessing until there was not room enough to receive it, and I remember doing the math in my 

head against our empty cupboard at home. Something did not add up, and I was old enough by then to 
notice, even if I was not old enough to say so out loud. 

I did not conclude, as some children do, that God was not real. My conclusion was quieter and, in 

some ways, more painful: I concluded that the fault must be ours. That we were not faithful enough, not 
sacrificial enough, not somehow deserving enough of the blessing that seemed to find other families and 
pass over ours. I carried that private verdict against myself and my mother for years before I ever thought 
to question whether the framework itself, not our faithfulness, might be the problem. 

It is a heavy thing to place the failure of a broken system onto the shoulders of a child too young to 
know he is being asked to carry it. But that is precisely what happens when a promise of blessing is preached 
without the honest biblical context that surrounds it, without acknowledging that the blessing texts 
addressed to national Israel’s agricultural covenant were never a formula guaranteeing a single mother’s 

grocery bill four thousand years later. No one told me that. So I filled in the gap myself, the way children 
always do, and the story I told myself was that we simply were not good enough for God to help. 
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C H A P T E R  7  

Where Was the Church? 

We were not invisible. Everyone in our congregation knew our situation, or knew enough of it. My 
mother’s hardship was not a secret so much as it was an unspoken subject, acknowledged in sympathetic 
glances, but no one ever came to our assistance. 

I do not believe the people in our church were unkind. Many of them were themselves living close to 
the edge, giving out of their own scarcity, trusting the same system that was quietly straining my mother 

past her limits. The tragedy was not cruelty. It was a kind of collective blindness, an entire community 
trained to see faithful giving as the measure of devotion, without a matching structure trained to notice, 
and respond to, faithful giving that had tipped over into genuine harm. 

There were deacons whose job, in the earliest church described in Acts, was precisely this: to make sure 
no widow, no vulnerable family, was overlooked in the daily distribution. I did not know that history as a 
boy. I only knew that no one from the church ever sat with my mother and asked the honest question, not 
“are you giving enough,” but “are you eating enough.” 

I have come to believe that question is not a small oversight. It is, in many ways, the missing chapter 
in how tithing has been taught in Adventism and in many corners of evangelicalism more broadly, a robust 
theology of what the giver owes God, and a nearly silent theology of what the community owes the giver 
in return. Scripture holds both. Too often, our churches have only preached one. 
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C H A P T E R  8  

When Poverty Becomes a Theology 

There is a subtle shift that happens in a household like ours, one that is almost impossible to notice while 
it is happening and impossible to miss once you finally see it. Poverty stops being simply a circumstance 
and starts becoming a kind of theology, an unspoken doctrine that suffering is the ordinary cost of 
faithfulness, and that to expect otherwise is itself a spiritual failing. 

I absorbed that doctrine the way a plant absorbs water, without ever being formally taught it. Sacrifice 

was not simply something we practiced; it became, in our home, something close to identity. To be faithful 
was to go without. To go without and still smile, still sing, still show up for Sabbath, that was treated as 
the very proof of genuine faith. 

There is real spiritual beauty in that posture, and I do not want to strip it away entirely. My mother’s 
contentment in hardship was, in many respects, a genuine fruit of the Spirit. But somewhere along the 
way, contentment in suffering had been quietly transformed into an expectation of suffering, as though a 
hungry stomach were not a problem to be addressed but a badge to be worn. 

Fear and guilt did the rest of the work. Fear that withholding the tithe would bring some unnamed 
curse upon an already struggling household. Guilt whenever the money ran out before the month did. 
Between the two, an entire theology took root that was never actually taught from a pulpit in so many 
words, but was lived, breathed, and passed down all the same: God is honored by our want, and any relief 

from that want should be received with suspicion, as though ease itself might be a kind of unfaithfulness. 
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When My Family Began Walking Away 

Not everyone in my family stayed. Watching sincere faith live so close to constant hardship, for so many 
years, eventually cost us more than groceries. Two of my siblings, by the time they reached adulthood, had 
quietly walked away from Christianity altogether, not because they stopped believing in God, exactly, but 
because they could no longer make sense of a faith that had asked so much of our mother and, in their 
eyes, given so little back. 

I understood their departure even when I could not follow them into it. I had asked the same questions 
they had asked. I had watched the same envelope leave our house before the same groceries did. The 
difference, if there was one, is that I could not let go of the conviction that the God of the Bible was not 

the same as the system we had been handed in His name. My siblings, understandably, did not draw that 
distinction. To them, the system and the God who supposedly required it were the same thing, and if the 
system had failed our family this badly, then perhaps the God behind it was not worth trusting either. 

I do not think their conclusion was foolish. I think it was, in its own way, an honest response to an 
incomplete presentation of who God actually is. When suffering is preached as the price of faithfulness 

without also preaching the God who feeds ravens, clothes lilies, and specifically commands His people to 
provide for the poor among them, we should not be surprised when the next generation looks at the results 
and decides the whole framework was a lie. 

This is, if I am honest, one of the deepest reasons this book exists. Not to win an argument about ten 
percent, but to reach for my own brothers, and every person like them, and say: the God you walked away 
from because of what our family endured may not be the God who was actually there all along. There is 
another portrait of Him in the same Bible we were raised on. I would like, in these pages, to show it to 

you. 
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C H A P T E R  1 0  

The Search Began with a Question 

It began, as most honest searches do, with a question I was almost afraid to ask out loud: was the tithing 
system I had grown up under actually what the Bible taught, or was it something else, a tradition, a policy, 
a well-meaning but mistaken application, dressed in biblical language? 

I did not ask that question to attack the church that raised me. I asked it because I owed my mother, 
and myself, an honest answer. If the system was biblical, then her sacrifice, however painful to witness, 

was made in genuine obedience to God, and I needed to make peace with that. But if the system was not 
what Scripture actually taught, if somewhere along the way agricultural law given to a specific nation 
under a specific covenant had been repackaged as a universal financial obligation on every Christian 

household regardless of circumstance, then I needed to know that too, however uncomfortable the 
implications. 

I began where I believe every serious search should begin: not with a modern book about giving, not 
with a denominational position paper, but with the actual text of Scripture, read in its own context, on its 
own terms. I wanted to know what tithing meant to the people who first received the command, before I 

asked what it should mean to me. 

What I found did not fit neatly into either the system I had grown up with or the cynicism my siblings 
had settled into. It was something more interesting, more textured, and ultimately more hopeful than 

either extreme, a God whose actual instructions about giving were saturated with concern for exactly the 
kind of family mine had been. 
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Discovering Deuteronomy 14 

I still remember where I was sitting the first time I read Deuteronomy 14 slowly enough to actually see it. 
I had read the chapter before, the way most of us read familiar passages, skimming past what we assume 
we already know. This time, something stopped me. 

At the end of three years thou shalt bring forth all the tithe... and the Levite... and 
the stranger, and the fatherless, and the widow, which are within thy gates, shall 

come, and shall eat and be satisfied. 
Deuteronomy 14:28–29 

I read it again. Then a third time. The tithe, in this passage, was not described as something that left 
the household and disappeared into a distant treasury, untouchable and unavailable to the giver’s own 
community. Every third year, it was gathered and stored locally, specifically so that the vulnerable within 
the gates, including families in circumstances very much like my mother’s, could eat from it and be 
satisfied. 

I sat with that word for a long time. Satisfied. Not merely surviving, not merely subsisting on 

borrowed bread and boiled water, but satisfied. The very structure of Israel’s tithe included a built-in 
provision for households exactly like ours, fatherless children, a widow or a single mother, people within 
the community with nothing else to draw on. 

This did not immediately answer every question I carried. But it cracked something open. If the tithe, 
rightly understood in its biblical context, was partly designed to feed families like mine, then the version I 
had grown up under, in which my mother’s tithe left our home while her children went without, was not 
simply a hard application of a hard command. It was, in some sense, an inversion of what the command 

had been for in the first place. 
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Did God Ever Intend Children to Go Hungry? 

Once I had seen Deuteronomy 14 clearly, I could not stop finding its companions throughout the rest of 
Scripture. The pattern was not an isolated exception. It was, in fact, one of the most consistent threads 
running through the entire Law and the Prophets: God’s explicit, repeated concern for the fatherless, the 
widow, and the poor. 

•  The corners of the field and the gleanings were to be left unharvested, specifically for the poor and 
the sojourner (Leviticus 19:9–10). 

•  Every seventh year, the land’s produce was to be left for the poor to eat freely, alongside the wild 
animals (Exodus 23:10–11). 

•  Interest was forbidden on loans to the poor, so that need could never be turned into further burden 
(Exodus 22:25). 

•  The prophets thundered against a nation that kept its religious festivals while grinding the faces of 
the poor (Isaiah 58; Amos 5). 

•  God is described, again and again, as the defender and executor of justice for the fatherless and the 
widow (Deuteronomy 10:18; Psalm 68:5). 

Reading these texts together, I could no longer sustain the idea that the God of Scripture was 
indifferent to my family’s hunger, or that He was pleased by it as some kind of spiritual refining fire. The 
consistent witness of the Law and the Prophets is the opposite: a God who structured His own people’s 
economy around the protection of exactly the households mine represented. 

If anything, the weight of Scripture suggested that a religious system which left a widow’s children 

hungry while the tithe left untouched for their benefit had strayed further from God’s heart than my 

mother, in her sacrificial obedience, ever had. The failure was not hers. It was in a teaching tradition that 
had detached the tithe from the very people it was designed, in part, to feed. 
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What Was Biblical Tithing? 

To understand where the modern practice diverged from the biblical pattern, I had to first understand 
what the biblical tithe actually was, not what centuries of tradition had assumed it to be, but what the text 
itself describes. 

An Agricultural Increase, Not a Cash Income 

The tithe commanded in the Law of Moses was drawn from the produce of the land and the increase 
of the herd, grain, wine, oil, and the firstborn of the flock (Deuteronomy 14:23; Leviticus 27:30–32). It 
was not, in its original form, ten percent of a wage, a salary, or a cash income, because for most of Israel’s 
history under the Law, there was no such thing as a regular cash wage in the modern sense. It was a tithe 
of the land’s yield, given by an agrarian nation to sustain a specific, God-ordained national structure. 

Bound to the Land and the Covenant 

The tithe was inseparable from two things that no longer exist in the same form today: the theocratic 

nation of Israel, and the Levitical priesthood that owned no inheritance of land among the tribes 
(Numbers 18:20–21). The tithe was, in essence, the Levites’ land allotment, their portion, in place of the 
fields the other tribes possessed, because their calling was to serve at the tabernacle and later the temple. 

A System With an Internal Safety Net 

As already seen in Deuteronomy 14, the system was never simply an extraction of resources from the 
nation to the sanctuary. Built into its very design was a mechanism for feeding the priesthood, the resident 
foreigner, and the fatherless and widow within the community. It was covenant care, not merely covenant 
obligation. 

Understanding this did not make me dismiss the idea of generous giving. It made me ask a much more 
careful question: when a modern church takes this specific, land-bound, priesthood-supporting, poor-

protecting agricultural system and simply renames the number “ten percent of your paycheck,” has it 
actually preserved what God commanded, or has it kept the arithmetic while discarding the mercy? 
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Was Money Ever Commanded as Tithe? 

This question surprised me more than any other in my search. I had assumed, as most people raised in a 
tithing culture assume, that the biblical tithe and the modern cash tithe were simply the same practice in 
different currency. The text tells a more complicated story. 

There is exactly one passage in the entire Law where money enters the tithing instructions at all, and 
it is not a command to tithe money. It is a concession for a specific logistical problem: a worshiper traveling 

a long distance to the appointed place, for whom carrying an actual tenth of grain, wine, and cattle was 
impractical. 

And if the way be too long for thee... then shalt thou turn it into money... and thou 
shalt bestow that money for whatsoever thy soul lusteth after. 

Deuteronomy 14:24–26 

Notice what this passage actually says. The traveler converts the agricultural tithe into money only so 
it can survive the journey, and then, on arrival, converts it back into food and drink, which is eaten in a 

covenant meal before the Lord, shared, in the very next verses, with the Levite. Money appears here as a 
temporary convenience for transport, not as the substance of the tithe itself, and certainly not as a 
permanent shift from produce to currency as the ongoing form of the command. 

This is a far cry from a modern system in which a wage-earning single mother is taught that ten percent 

of her paycheck, something that did not exist in this form in the ancient world, must be surrendered before 
rent, before light, before food, as a fixed, non-negotiable obligation under threat of curse. The text simply 
does not build that structure. Somewhere between Sinai and my mother’s kitchen table, a travel 
accommodation for a distant agricultural offering had been transformed into the defining financial law of 

the modern Christian household. 
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The New Covenant Changes Everything 

If the Old Testament tithe was a land-based, priesthood-supporting, poverty-protecting agricultural 
system bound to the covenant at Sinai, the next question was unavoidable: what does the New Testament, 
under the New Covenant sealed in Christ’s blood, actually teach about giving? 

The honest answer surprised me because it was so different from what I had assumed. Jesus references 
tithing directly only a handful of times, and each time He is addressing Jews still living under the Old 

Covenant, before the cross, criticizing not the practice of tithing itself but the way the Pharisees had used 
meticulous tithing of garden herbs to avoid the weightier matters of justice, mercy, and faith (Matthew 
23:23). 

After the resurrection, in the letters written to instruct the New Covenant church, Romans, 
Corinthians, Galatians, Ephesians, and the rest, the word “tithe” does not appear even once as a command 
to Christians. What we find instead is a different, and in many ways more demanding, standard of giving. 

Every man according as he purposeth in his heart, so let him give; not grudgingly, or 
of necessity: for God loveth a cheerful giver. 

2 Corinthians 9:7 

Paul does not lower the bar to ten percent. He removes the fixed percentage altogether and replaces it 
with something Scripture treats as far weightier: a heart set free by grace, giving cheerfully, sacrificially, 

and proportionally, as the Macedonian believers did, out of their deep poverty, beyond their ability, of 
their own accord (2 Corinthians 8:1–3). The New Covenant standard is not lower than the tithe. It is not 
a percentage at all. It is love, wisdom, and grace, applied by a Spirit-led conscience to each household’s 
actual circumstances, which would have meant, for my mother, factoring her children’s hunger into the 

equation rather than treating it as irrelevant to the calculation. 

This is the discovery that, more than any other, reframed everything for me. My mother was not living 
under a New Covenant freedom to give as she was able, guided by wisdom and love. She was living under 
an Old Covenant financial formula, detached from its original agricultural context and its original safety 

net for the poor, imposed as a fixed law on a New Covenant believer whom Christ had actually set free. 
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DISCOVERING THE HEART OF GOD 
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The God I Feared... and the God I Found 

For most of my early life, God was, in practice, someone to be managed rather than known, a heavenly 
accountant who kept a ledger of tithe paid and tithe withheld, and who could be provoked to withdraw 
His blessing over a missed or incomplete offering. I did not consciously believe this if you had asked me 
to state it as doctrine. But it is what I feared in the quiet places, and fear like that shapes a life more than 
stated doctrine ever does. 

The God I eventually found in Scripture, read patiently and on its own terms, was not less holy than 
the God I had feared, but He was profoundly different in character. He was the God who noticed a 
widow’s two mites not to calculate whether it met a quota, but to hold her up as an example of a giving 

heart worth more than the wealthy men who gave from their abundance (Mark 12:41–44). He was the 
God who fed five thousand hungry people before He taught them a single lesson (John 6). He was the 
God who told His disciples not to be anxious about what they would eat, because their Father already 
knew their need (Matthew 6:25–32). 

That last passage undid something in me. Matthew 6 was written to people, like my mother, who had 

genuine reason to worry about food. And Jesus did not tell them, “Worry less, and give more so that God 
will provide.” He told them their Father already knew what they needed, and that seeking His kingdom 
first was not a formula for extracting provision through sacrificial giving, but an invitation to trust a Father 

who was already inclined toward their good. 

I had feared a God who required proof of loyalty measured in dollars withheld from His own 
children’s mouths. I found, instead, a Father who fed sparrows, clothed lilies, and specifically, repeatedly, 
promised to care for the very people my mother had been taught to feel guilty for feeding. 
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Mercy Before Sacrifice 

There is a phrase Jesus quotes twice in the Gospel of Matthew, both times to religious leaders who had let 
precise, technical religious observance override basic human compassion. 

I will have mercy, and not sacrifice. 
Matthew 9:13 / 12:7 

Both times, Jesus is quoting the prophet Hosea to confront people who had their religious accounting 
exactly right and their hearts exactly wrong. In Matthew 9, He says it to Pharisees offended that He eats 
with sinners. In Matthew 12, He says it to Pharisees condemning His hungry disciples for plucking grain 
on the Sabbath, grain, notably, that they were eating because they were hungry. 

I cannot read that second passage now without thinking of my mother’s kitchen table. Jesus’ own 
disciples were hungry, and rather than instructing them to endure their hunger for the sake of technical 
religious compliance, He defended their right to eat, citing the precedent of David eating the consecrated 

showbread when he and his men were hungry (1 Samuel 21:1–6), bread that, strictly speaking, only the 
priests were permitted to eat. 

If Jesus defended hungry men eating consecrated bread reserved for the priesthood, on the grounds 
that mercy takes precedence over ritual precision, what would He have said to a mother agonizing in prayer 
over whether she had sinned by feeding her children from the tithe? I believe, with everything in me, that 
He would have told her what He told the Pharisees: mercy, not sacrifice. Her children’s hunger mattered 
more to God than the untouched purity of an envelope. 

  



WHEN FAITH COST US FOOD 

31 

C H A P T E R  1 8  

When Giving Becomes Grace 

The word that kept surfacing as I studied New Covenant giving was a word I had rarely heard connected 
to money in my childhood church: grace. Not obligation. Not fear. Not a percentage enforced under 
threat of curse. Grace. 

Paul, describing the Macedonian churches’ giving, uses the Greek word charis, grace, to describe their 
generosity itself (2 Corinthians 8:1). Giving, in his framework, is not a debt paid to avoid a curse; it is a 

grace received and then extended, flowing out of a heart that has already tasted the far greater gift of 
Christ’s own self-giving (2 Corinthians 8:9). 

This reframing changes everything about how giving should function in a family under real financial 

strain. Grace-shaped giving asks different questions than law-shaped giving does. Law asks: have you met 
the required percentage, regardless of your circumstances? Grace asks: given your actual circumstances, 
your children, your debts, your capacity, what does love now prompt you to give, freely and without 
compulsion? 

Under grace, my mother would have been free to look at an emptying cupboard and know, without 
guilt, that feeding her children first was not a failure of faith but an act entirely consistent with the God 
she served, the same God who commanded that gleanings be left for the poor, that debts be forgiven in 
the sabbatical year, that widows and orphans be defended, not squeezed. Under grace, giving remains a 

beautiful, vital part of the Christian life. But it is no longer a debt collector standing between a mother 
and her children’s dinner. 
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What My Mother Never Needed to Carry 

By the time I had studied enough to see all of this clearly, my mother was gone. I could not go back to that 
kitchen table and tell her what I had found. I could not undo the years of guilt she carried, the countless 
prayers of apology she offered for feeding her own children, the burden she bore as though it were the very 
cost of discipleship. 

I have had to make peace with that loss in stages, and I am not certain the process is finished even now. 

But what I can do, what this book is, in many ways, an attempt to do, is name clearly what she never 
needed to carry. She never needed to carry the guilt of an incomplete tithe. She never needed to apologize 
to God for bread on her children’s plates. She never needed to believe that her family’s hunger was the 

acceptable cost of her faithfulness. 

What she needed, and what she deserved, was a fuller picture of the God she loved, a God whose Law 
made room for families exactly like hers, whose Son fed the hungry before He taught them anything else, 
and whose grace, rightly understood, would have lifted the very burden that faithful teaching, however 
sincerely intended, had placed upon her instead. 

I was my mother’s heartstring, the child who felt her pain before I ever had words for it. I remember, 
years later, sitting in a college dorm room writing her letters, and I remember the tears that came without 
my permission while I wrote, falling onto the page, smudging the ink until the words themselves seemed 

to bleed. She asked me once, long after, why the ink always ran on the letters I sent her. I never told her the 
truth. I never told her it ran because I was crying as I wrote to her, missing her, worrying over her, wishing 
I could carry some part of what she carried alone. 

I cannot hand my mother that truth now. But I can hand it to every mother reading these pages who 

is sitting, tonight, at her own kitchen table, doing the same painful arithmetic mine once did. You do not 
have to carry what she carried. The God of Scripture was never asking you to. 
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MOM, THIS BOOK IS ABOUT YOU 
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Watching Cancer Take My Mother 

She was sick for longer than any of us wanted to admit before she finally told us how bad it had become. 
That was like her, carrying weight silently, protecting the rest of us from burdens she believed were hers 
alone to bear, right up until the very end of her life, just as she had carried the burden of that envelope for 
decades before it. 

The cancer moved slowly at first, then not slowly at all. I remember the hospital room more clearly 

than I remember most of that year, the particular quality of afternoon light through the blinds, the sound 
of the machines, the small, brave jokes she still made even in her final weeks, determined, as always, to 
spare us her fear. 

I sat with her often in those last months, and our conversations ranged over everything and nothing, 
childhood memories, old neighbors, the church, my own children she would not live to see grow up. We 
did not, in those final conversations, talk about tithing or theology. I had not yet finished the study that 
fills the earlier chapters of this book. I wish, more than almost anything, that I had finished it sooner, so 
that I could have offered her some measure of the peace those pages eventually gave me. 

She died as she had lived, with quiet faith, without complaint, trusting a God she believed, to her last 
breath, that she had never given quite enough to. I could not bear to be there for her final breath. I left the 
hospital and waited instead for the call from my aunt, who had become her caretaker in those last days. I 

did not yet have the words I have now. This book is, among other things, my late attempt to give her those 
words, even though she can no longer hear them from my mouth, only, I trust, from His. 
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Twenty-Six Years Later 

It has been twenty-six years since I stood at her graveside, and I still cry when I let myself remember her 
clearly, not the illness at the end, but the woman before it: her laugh, her hands moving quickly over a 
Bible page she had read a thousand times, the particular way she used to hum while she cooked whatever 
little we had into something that tasted, somehow, like more. I still carry her pain, too, the loneliness she 
rarely spoke of, the prayers she must have prayed in the middle of the night, asking God for nothing more 

than enough to provide for her own children. 

Grief like this does not resolve so much as it changes shape over time. In the early years it was sharp 
and constant. Now it arrives in waves, a hymn we used to sing together, the smell of a particular dish, the 

sight of an envelope on a kitchen counter that, for half a second, takes me straight back to that table and 
her bowed head. The pain never truly disappeared. I have simply learned to carry it differently, the way, I 
suppose, she carried so much else. 

What has changed most, over these twenty-six years, is not the ache of missing her but my 
understanding of what she endured, and why. For a long time after her death, my grief was tangled up 

with a kind of quiet anger, not at her, never at her, but at a system that had asked so much of her and 
explained so little. That anger has softened into something more like grief’s companion: a determination 
that her story, honestly told, might spare some other mother the same unnecessary weight. 

I do not think the pain of losing her will ever fully leave, and I have stopped expecting it to. What I 
have found instead is purpose braided into the grief, the conviction that if I can tell her story clearly 
enough, honestly enough, and biblically enough, some of what she suffered will not have been suffered 
for nothing. 
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The Journey She Began Without Knowing 

My mother never studied Hebrew. She never sat with a concordance cross-referencing every tithing 
passage in the Pentateuch. She would, I suspect, be surprised to learn that her life became the starting point 
for exactly that kind of study in her son’s. But it did, and I want to be honest about the debt I owe her for 
it. 

Every question that eventually led me to Deuteronomy 14, to the Levitical safety net for the poor, to 

the New Covenant’s grace-shaped giving, began as a child’s wordless protest against watching her suffer. 
I did not set out, as a young man, to write a biblical study on tithing. I set out to understand my mother, 
why she believed what she believed, why she gave what she gave, and whether the God she trusted so 

completely actually asked what she believed He asked. 

In that sense, this entire book is hers before it is mine. She began this journey the moment she opened 
that first tithe envelope with hungry children in the next room, though she never could have known that 
her quiet, painful faithfulness would eventually send her son searching the Scriptures for decades in search 
of an answer worthy of her sacrifice. 

I like to imagine, and I do not think it is only imagination, that she knows now what took me so long 
to learn, that the God she trusted through every hungry night was, in fact, far more tender toward her and 
her children than the system she had been taught ever let her believe. 
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Truth Should Never Leave a Child Hungry 

If this book has a single sentence I would want every pastor, elder, and church member to carry away from 
it, it is the one printed across the cover: truth should never leave a child hungry. Not because the tithe is 
unimportant, and not because sacrificial giving has no place in the Christian life, it does, and Scripture 
calls us to it in ways that go far deeper than a mere percentage. But because whatever biblical truth we 
teach about giving must never be allowed to override the even more basic biblical truth that God cares, 

urgently and repeatedly, for the hungry child in the room. 

Churches that teach tithing owe their congregations more than a demand for ten percent. They owe 
them the fuller counsel of Scripture, the agricultural context of the original command, the built-in 

provision for the poor within that very system, the shift in the New Covenant toward grace-shaped, need-
aware, Spirit-led generosity. Teaching half of a doctrine and calling it the whole truth is how families like 
mine end up starving beside a full storehouse of biblical care they were never told existed. 

And churches must recover something of the early church’s structural attentiveness to need, the 
deacons appointed specifically so no widow would be overlooked (Acts 6:1–6), the collections taken up 

specifically for the poor among the saints (Romans 15:26), the instruction that pure religion includes 
visiting orphans and widows in their affliction (James 1:27). A congregation can preach tithing correctly 
and still fail its families completely if no one is charged with noticing who among them is quietly going 

hungry. 

My mother’s faith was never the problem. The gap between what Scripture actually teaches about 
giving and what she was taught to believe it required was the problem, and it is a gap that, please God, this 
book might help close for at least one more family before hunger and faith are ever again asked to share a 

kitchen table the way they shared ours. 
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Epilogue 

Mom, I Finally Understand 

I do not know if letters to the dead accomplish anything beyond the living heart that writes them, but I 
have needed, for a long time now, to write you one anyway. 

Mom, I finally understand. I understand what it cost you to open that envelope first, every single week, 
no matter how little was left after. I understand that you were not careless with us, and you were never 

anything less than devoted. You gave because you loved God with your whole being, and I do not for one 
moment doubt the purity of that love, even now, even having spent years tracing exactly where the 
teaching that shaped your giving went astray from what Scripture actually asks. 

I wish I could tell you what I found in Deuteronomy 14 while you were still here to hear it, that the 

tithe you counted out so carefully was, in its original design, partly meant to feed families exactly like ours. 
I wish I could have told you that the God you apologized to for feeding your children was the same God 
who fed five thousand with a boy’s lunch, who told His disciples not to be anxious about what they would 
eat, who said He desired mercy and not sacrifice. I wish I could have lifted the guilt from your shoulders 

while you were still carrying it, instead of only being able to name it now that you have laid every burden 
down. 

I have written this book, in the end, as the letter I could not deliver in time. If it reaches even one 
mother still sitting where you used to sit, still praying the prayer I once overheard you pray, and helps her 

close that Bible with less guilt than she opened it, then something of your suffering will have become 
someone else’s freedom. That is the only tribute I know how to offer you now. 

Thank you for every meal you made from almost nothing. Thank you for every Sabbath you dressed 
us for church in our best clothes and walked us past that bakery without ever once complaining. Thank 

you for a faith so genuine that your son spent his life trying to understand it well enough to finally set it 
free. 

I love you. I miss you. And I finally understand. 
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If God is a loving Father, could His heart ever be pleased while a faithful mother 
sends her children to bed hungry because she believed she owed Him what they 
needed to survive? That question began with one hungry little boy. It led to a 
lifetime of searching the Scriptures. And ultimately, it led to discovering not 
merely what the Bible says about giving, but the compassionate heart of the God 
who gave His Son for us all. 
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Appendix A: Passages on Tithing in Scripture 

What follows is a working survey, arranged in canonical order, of every significant passage in Scripture 
that addresses tithing, offered as a resource for further personal study, not as an exhaustive commentary. 

Genesis 

•  Genesis 14:18–20, Abram gives Melchizedek a tenth of the spoils of battle, a voluntary act, prior to 
any Mosaic command. 

•  Genesis 28:20–22, Jacob vows a tenth to God at Bethel, conditioned on God’s future provision and 
protection. 

The Law of Moses 

•  Leviticus 27:30–33, The tithe of the land’s seed and fruit, and of the herd and flock, is declared holy 
to the Lord. 

•  Numbers 18:21–24, The tithe is given to the Levites as their inheritance, in place of a land allotment, 
for their service at the tabernacle. 

•  Numbers 18:25–32, The Levites, in turn, tithe a tenth of what they receive to the priests. 

•  Deuteronomy 12:5–19, The tithe is to be eaten in celebration before the Lord at the place He 
chooses, including the Levite, who has no inheritance. 

•  Deuteronomy 14:22–27, The annual tithe, eaten in covenant fellowship; money permitted only as a 
travel conversion for a distant journey. 

•  Deuteronomy 14:28–29, The third-year tithe, stored locally to feed the Levite, the stranger, the 
fatherless, and the widow, that they may eat and be satisfied. 

•  Deuteronomy 26:12–15, The tithing declaration, affirming the tithe has been given to the Levite, 
stranger, fatherless, and widow as commanded. 

The Prophets 

•  Amos 4:4, Tithes offered while injustice continued are treated as an ironic indictment, not a 
righteous act. 

•  Malachi 3:8–10, Israel is accused of robbing God in tithes and offerings; the famous “windows of 
heaven” promise is given in this specific national covenant context. 
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The Gospels 

•  Matthew 23:23 / Luke 11:42, Jesus condemns the Pharisees for meticulous tithing of garden herbs 
while neglecting justice, mercy, and faith, spoken to Jews still under the Old Covenant. 

•  Luke 18:9–14, The Pharisee’s prayer boasts of tithing all he possesses, contrasted unfavorably with 
the tax collector’s humble plea for mercy. 

The Epistles 

The word “tithe” does not occur in Paul’s letters to the churches, nor in the general epistles, as an 

instruction to New Covenant believers. The book of Hebrews discusses tithing only historically, in 
Hebrews 7:1–9, using Abraham’s tithe to Melchizedek to establish the superiority of Christ’s priesthood, 
not to legislate Christian financial practice. 

New Covenant giving is instead addressed through a different vocabulary entirely: grace, generosity, 
cheerful and willing giving, proportional to ability and need. See especially 2 Corinthians 8–9, Romans 

12:8, 1 Timothy 6:17–19, and 1 John 3:17–18. 
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Appendix B: The Three Tithes of Ancient Israel 

One of the most overlooked facts in modern tithing teaching is that ancient Israel did not practice a single, 
uniform ten percent tithe. Jewish tradition and the biblical text together describe what is often organized 
as three distinct tithes, layered across a multi-year cycle. 

Tithe Purpose and Timing 

The Levitical Tithe (Numbers 18:21–24) A tenth of produce given annually to support the 
Levites, who held no land inheritance among the 
tribes. 

The Festival Tithe (Deuteronomy 14:22–27) A tenth set aside and consumed in a covenant feast 
before the Lord at the central sanctuary, celebrated in 
most years of the cycle. 

The Poor Tithe (Deuteronomy 14:28–29; 26:12) Every third year, the tithe was stored locally and 
given to the Levite, the stranger, the fatherless, and 
the widow, in place of the festival tithe that year. 

When these are combined across a typical seven-year cycle, some scholars calculate that ancient 

Israelites gave considerably more than a flat ten percent overall, but the giving was structured, layered, tied 
to specific purposes, and included, by design, direct provision for the poor within the community. This is 

a far more complex and far more merciful system than the flattened “ten percent of income, no 
exceptions” model often taught today. 

Understanding these three distinct tithes matters because it shows that the poor tithe was not charity 
added on top of the “real” tithe, it was the tithe itself, in its appointed year, redirected specifically to meet 
the needs of households like the one this book describes. 
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Appendix C: What the Early Church Practiced 

If tithing, as a fixed ten percent law, was not commanded of the New Covenant church in Scripture, what 
did the earliest Christians actually practice? The New Testament and the earliest post-apostolic writings 
paint a picture markedly different from both modern mandatory tithing and modern minimal giving. 

Radical, Voluntary Sharing 

In the earliest days after Pentecost, believers held their possessions in common to such a degree that 

no one among them lacked anything, selling property as need arose and laying the proceeds at the apostles’ 
feet for distribution (Acts 2:44–45; Acts 4:32–35). This was voluntary, need-driven, and communal, not 

a fixed percentage extracted regardless of circumstance. 

Structured Care for the Vulnerable 

As the church grew, the apostles appointed deacons specifically to ensure fair, attentive distribution 
to widows, so that none would be overlooked (Acts 6:1–6), an institutional answer to precisely the kind 
of oversight that this book laments in Chapter 7. 

Proportional, Willing Collections 

Paul’s instructions to the Corinthian church for the Jerusalem relief offering describe a weekly, 
planned, proportional gift, “as God hath prospered him”, gathered without compulsion (1 Corinthians 
16:1–2), and explicitly not to be given “grudgingly, or of necessity” (2 Corinthians 9:7). 

Later Testimony 

Early Christian writers outside the New Testament, including the Didache and later figures such as 
Irenaeus, describe voluntary, generous giving for the support of ministers, the poor, and the church’s 

mission, but a formal, obligatory ten percent tithe as church law does not appear as standard Christian 
practice until centuries later, gradually formalized as the church merged more closely with civil structures 
in the medieval period. 

The earliest church, in other words, out-gave the tithe in generosity while never legislating it as law, 
precisely the combination this book argues the modern church should recover. 
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Appendix D: Should Christians Tithe Today? 

This is a question on which sincere, Bible-believing Christians disagree, and this appendix attempts to 
present the strongest form of each perspective fairly, before offering the conviction this book has argued 
throughout. 

The Case for Continued Tithing 

•  Abraham tithed to Melchizedek before the Law of Moses existed, suggesting the principle predates 
and may outlast the Sinai covenant. 

•  A tenth functions as a clear, teachable, disciplined starting point for giving, especially for believers 
new to the practice of generosity. 

•  Many churches and ministries rely on predictable giving to sustain their operations, and a tithing 
standard provides that predictability. 

•  Malachi’s promise of blessing for faithful tithing is, for many believers, experienced as a genuine 
testimony of God’s provision. 

The Case Against Mandatory Tithing 

•  The New Testament never commands tithing for the church, replacing it instead with grace-based, 
need-aware, proportional generosity. 

•  The Old Testament tithe was bound to a land-based agricultural economy and a Levitical priesthood 
that no longer exists in the same form. 

•  Treating the tithe as a fixed law under threat of curse risks placing believers back under Old 
Covenant obligation Christ’s sacrifice fulfilled and released them from (Galatians 3:23–25; 
Colossians 2:14). 

•  A fixed percentage, applied without regard to a family’s actual circumstances, can produce real harm, 
as this book’s account illustrates. 

A Both/And Conviction 

This book does not conclude that Christians should give less. It concludes that Christians should give 
more freely, released from the fear of curse, free to use a tenth as a wise, disciplined benchmark if that helps 
them grow in generosity, but never bound to it as an inflexible law that overrides a family’s basic ability to 
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eat. Giving under grace can be just as sacrificial as giving under law, and Scripture suggests it should often 
be more sacrificial still, but it must never be less merciful. 
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Appendix E: Twenty Questions Every Christian Should 
Ask About Giving 

This appendix is offered as a Berean study guide, for individuals, families, small groups, and pastors, to 
search the Scriptures for themselves, as the believers of Acts 17:11 were commended for doing. 

•  What does the biblical text actually say in its original context, before any modern application is 
added to it? 

•  Was the tithe, as originally commanded, tied to agricultural produce, a specific land, and a specific 
priesthood? 

•  Does the New Testament command a fixed percentage for Christian giving, or does it describe 
something else? 

•  What did Jesus mean by “mercy, not sacrifice,” and how does that principle apply to giving under 
hardship? 

•  How does 2 Corinthians 8–9 describe the manner and motive of acceptable Christian giving? 

•  What provision did the biblical tithe make for the poor, the fatherless, and the widow within the 
community? 

•  Does our church have a structure, like the deacons of Acts 6, actively watching for members in need? 

•  Is giving in our household or congregation motivated by cheerful love, or by fear of curse or shame? 

•  Have we confused a wise financial discipline with an unbreakable divine law? 

•  What did Malachi’s original audience and historical circumstance actually involve, and does that 
context transfer directly to a modern paycheck? 

•  How did the early church in Acts 2 and 4 practice generosity, and how does that compare to our 
current practice? 

•  Are we teaching people to give out of abundance, as wisdom allows, or extracting from scarcity, 
regardless of cost? 

•  What did Paul mean when he said God loves a cheerful giver, and not one who gives grudgingly or of 
necessity? 

•  Does our giving reflect proportional generosity, “as God hath prospered him”, or a flat, 
circumstance-blind formula? 
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•  How would Jesus’ defense of His hungry disciples in Matthew 12 apply to a hungry family’s giving 
decisions today? 

•  What safeguards exist in our congregation to ensure no family suffers materially because of what they 
believe they must give? 

•  Have we ever counseled someone toward guilt over an unmet giving obligation without first asking 
about their basic needs? 

•  What does James 1:27 mean by “pure religion,” and how does that shape our priorities as a church? 

•  If our tithing teaching produced the account in this book, would we consider that a faithful 
outcome, or a warning sign? 

•  What would change in our giving, and in our care for one another, if we approached it entirely 
through the lens of grace? 
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Appendix F: For Every Mother Who Chose Faith Over 
Herself 

This final word is not for pastors or theologians. It is for you, the widow, the single mother, the struggling 
parent, the believer who has ever lain awake wondering whether God saw your tears over an empty 
cupboard and a full offering envelope. 

He saw you. Every night. Every borrowed dollar, every quiet prayer of apology you never should have 

needed to pray, every meal stretched further than it should have been able to go, He saw all of it, and none 

of your suffering was invisible to Him, even when it was invisible to the people around you. 

You are not required to choose between honoring God and feeding your children. You never were. 
The God who commanded gleanings be left for the poor, who filled a widow’s jar of oil until every 
borrowed vessel was full (2 Kings 4:1–7), who multiplied a boy’s lunch to feed a hungry crowd, is not a 
God who is honored by your children’s empty stomachs. 

A father of the fatherless, and a judge of the widows, is God in his holy habitation. 
Psalm 68:5 

If you are giving from fear rather than love, from guilt rather than freedom, you have permission, not 
from this book, but from the Scriptures themselves, to lay that fear down. Feed your children. Trust that 
the same God who fed five thousand from five loaves has not changed, and has not asked you to starve in 

His name. 

And if you have already walked the road this book describes, if the hunger is behind you now, but the 
guilt still lingers, may these pages be the letter someone should have written you years ago. You were never 
required to carry what you carried. You are loved, you were seen, and the God whose heart these pages 

have tried to uncover has always, from the very beginning, been there for you. 


