
Draw the most beautiful building you can imagine.




	 Junia been saving for years to be able to come to Jerusalem 
for passover.

	 Her husband had come when he was 12 years old.  He told 
her many times of how beautiful the temple was, how exciting it 
was to be among people from all over the world, how much you 
felt connected to God as you listened to the priests recite the 
holy prayers.

	 As soon as they were married, they had starting saving to 
go together.  It was hard.  Her husband worked six days a week 
and Junia did other people’s laundry, but it never seemed like 
they had more than an extra penny at the end of the month to put 
away for the trip.

	 And then, ten years ago, her husband died and Junia had an 
even harder time earning enough just to live.  But at last, she had 
saved enough to travel the three days to get here.  She arrived at 
noon and came straight to the Temple.

	 The huge stone pillars glowed in the sunlight.  There were 
jewels glistening from where they were set into the walls.  The 
colors in the robes the priests and scholars glimmered.

	 Junia did not have enough money to buy a pigeon to be 
sacrificed in memory of her husband, but she would still be able 
to say a prayer as she put in her offering.  She went and stood in 
line near a treasury box.  The man in front of her was wearing one 
of those beautiful robes. He slowly emptied gold coin after gold 



coin from a silk purse, saying a prayer each time he dropped one 
in.

	 When it was Junia’s turn,  she took two copper coins, said a 
thanked God for the years she and her husband had shared, and 
dropped them in.

	 She stood aside for the next person in line, and didn’t notice 
the man watching her. She didn’t see him smiling at her and 
didn’t hear him say to the people around him, “This poor widow 
put in more than all the others.  For the others offered their gifts 
from what they had to spare of their riches; but she, poor as she 
is, gave all she had to live on.”


