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See the widow.  Her husband had been killed in a hunting accident.  And for a solid year
afterward, every night, she took a blanket and pillow, and crawled under her kitchen table to sleep. 
It was the only safe place she knew.  Eventually, through the care of a grief support group, buckets
of tears, and God’s quiet comfort, she opened up, and found a new life.  Never quite the same.  But
she was able to build a life again.  A widow who had known the agony of loss.  And now beginning
to find the frail trust of venturing into a new future.  Now see a couple of other widows, also crossing
paths with the power of God.  In the Jerusalem Temple, of all places.  And in foreign Zarephath. 
Again, the power of God meets human need.  And lives are changed.

Well, we see Jesus there, sitting opposite the Temple.  We watch him watching the folks
giving their offerings to the Temple.  Rich, poor, young, old – everybody.  Oh, of course, He saw the
well-dressed rich in ostentatious display as they made sure everyone noticed how much they were
giving to the Temple operations.  Flashing lights, ding-ding-ding-ding, as they tossed in the weight
of their gold coins with conspicuous humility.  And, of course, He also spotted this impoverished
widow drop her two pennies into the cashbox.  And we hear him point her out to his clueless
disciples:  Be like her, guys.  In our hearing, she becomes “the patron saint of Stewardship
Sunday.”(1)  But what was a widow?  She has lost more than just a husband.  The Hebrew word for
“widow” translates to “unable to speak.”  But the Greek word rips the scab off her grievous wound,
describing her life with merciless precision:  “forsaken; left empty.”  Floating through the rest of her
days in mute grief.  And if the husband’s family chose not to support her, she had to scratch out a
living somehow on her own.  Selling trinkets — or herself.  If God didn’t take care of her, a widow
would simply die.  A nobody, going nowhere fast.(2)  You want to be like that saintly poor widow? 
Really?  Are you kidding me?  That’s nuts!  Give everything you’ve got?  Oh, yeah?  Who’s going
to take care of you then?  Your grandiose act has just created one more dependency in society, thank
you very much.  But more than that, the entire Temple sacrificial offering system was corrupt. 
Absolutely sinful, top to bottom.  Enriching the fat-cat religious leaders who fleeced the poor.  Lived
off of them like leeches.  Devouring widows’ houses.  Yes, Jesus sees what is really going on, and
He is furious!  The Temple that was designed to take care of those with nothing, itself now reduced
this widow to the point of having to drop her last two pennies into the treasury.(3)  Who is she?
What trials has she known?  What hopes does she dare unbox only in the wee hours alone at night? 
Where is she going now that she just emptied out her entire threadbare bank account?  He doesn’t
know.  He doesn’t even ask.  Even after nuking the scribes for devouring widows’ houses, He
doesn’t so much as get up off the bench to help her.  She is reduced to a mere object lesson:  be like
her.  Yes, see Jesus, watching abuse happening before his very eyes.  And doing . . . nothing.

Now zoom in on another widow, this time in Zarephath.  On the Mediterranean coast, smack
dab between notoriously sinful Tyre and Sidon.  Trying to make it the best that she can.  A single

1



2

mom, doing her utmost to keep food on the table for her son.  And you know it’s gotta be tough
during this drought.  Drought means famine in this land.  An economic downturn for the entire
nation.  And she, with no man to bring in the paycheck.  Doing her best.  But here she is, down to
her last half-cup of flour and teaspoon of oil.  Gathering sticks for the fire.  One last loaf, and
then . . . ?  A single mom, tried everything, made the supplies stretch as far as she could.  So up
comes a stranger, and orders her about, just ups and commands her to give him something to drink. 
Then a bite to eat.  Who in the heck does he think he is?  So she snaps back, stands up for herself,
not at all silent.  Wants no pity, but will not be bullied by a foreigner.  She will care for her son,
thank you very much, not bow to some arrogant outsider.  The tone of voice changes slightly, but
he still orders her to make that last half-loaf of bread for him.  She and her son can share the
leftovers.  She looks at him for a full minute.  His accent locates him from somewhere else, down
south in Israel.  And then he adds, “The Lord of Israel promises, your flour, your oil, will not run
out.”  Well, her own god Baal here in Sidon, lord of rain and fertility, has certainly been a bust.  Why
not try this stranger’s god?  And somehow . . . the supplies stretch out.  Just keep coming.  For days. 
Weeks.  The stranger moves into their household, rooms upstairs.  And they live.  And they live. 
See the Phoenecian widow, this tough, scrappy widow, recipient of God’s care.  The God of Israel
blessing beyond boundaries.

Now take a deeper look.  Notice what has just happened.  Two widows, looking at dead-end
brick walls.  With the one widow, Elijah brings the power of God, yes, yes.  But she contributes, too. 
Oh, yes, don’t think she doesn’t.  Flour and oil, of course.  But also a family.  Elijah is admitted into
a new web of relationships.  And now the prophet of God begins a new education.  New foods – oh,
what she can do with barley flour and a bit of oil!  He plays with the boy, learns what relationships
are, really.  And that is the true miracle.  What God does is send him into a new form of blessing,
deeper, richer.  Learning a widow’s true might.  A fierce endurance that will not give up, no matter
what, and a deep caring using whatever is at hand to make a life.  Trusting in God’s bounty with
every next meal.  Playing with the boy, conversing with the widow late into the nights, learning her
life.  Learning her trust in God.  And the other widow.  She tossed in her last two pennies as an
investment beyond the Temple’s gilded corruption.  Beyond her own poverty.  The rich folks’ gifts
hollered, “Look at me!  Look at me!”  Her gift whispered, “Look at God.”  Her investment trusted
that God was at work.  That God would take care of her.(4)  Somehow.  Yes, take a deeper look, and
you learn about how lives are changed.  By silenced widows speaking trust.  Leaning into God’s
care.

Now you, says Jesus.  Now you, says Elijah.  Now you, say these widows.  God can take our
not much, and change lives.  How?  Look at one more widow.  This time my late mother-in-law,
Joan Monroe.  A few years after her husband died, she got involved with Habitat for Humanity.  You
know Habitat?  Millard Fuller saw that there were folks living in shacks, with cracks you could see
daylight through.  Not what God intended.  He saw.  So he made up his mind to enlist folks to help
build a decent house.  Raised funds for the materials, purchase land, and took whatever donated labor
came his way.   Every new owner also helped with the construction.  And volunteers, lots of
volunteers.  President Jimmy Carter.  And my mother-in-law.  Learned to swing a hammer, put up
fiberglass insulation that made your skin itch for the next few days, lay flooring, nail up siding,
everything.  It seemed like she was always working on some house.  Another widow, using what she
had, to change lives.  And how do we know lives were changed?  Millard Fuller himself told the
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story of a widow who helped build her new house.  Whenever they complete a Habitat house, they
hold a public ceremony with the new homeowner, present a Bible, and invite them to say a few
words.  This widow stepped up to the microphone, hesitated, then raised her hands and shouted,
“Yippee!  Yippee!  Yippee!”  And of course, everyone in the crowd laughed, delighted.  Again, she
hollered, “Yippee!  Yippee!  Yippee!”  And again, everyone chuckled.  And a third time:  “Yippee! 
Yippee!  Yippee!”  And this time nobody laughed, because they were too busy crying.(5)  Learn from
widows like Joan Monroe.  We look, we see, and we see into the situation.  And then we offer our
not-much to God.  Our investment in God’s constant care.  And then just stand back.  Lives will be
changed.

See the widows.  Notice those emptied of resources.  Poor widows.  Oh, but go to them, and
then see them come out from under the tables where catastrophe has shoved them.  Work with them
and see them grow into powerful partners of God.  See them invest what they have in God’s care for
others.  And look – whose lives are changed?  Whose lives really?  Theirs?  Others?  Ours?  Yes. 
By heaven, yes!  Yippee!
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