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 We see her in the distance—a widow—perhaps automatically, we assume her to 

be old, bent over, decrepit, a helpless victim of life’s circumstances and ready to die.  

But this is not the actual story being told today.  Not all widows are old.  As we meet 

her at the town’s edge, she is a younger woman; a boy yet at home hungry and waiting 

for food.  It was not the first time he had been hungry.  Their whole lives a day-to-day 

existence of fighting for every scrap and morsel; and she—scrappy, undaunted, hard-

working, determined, and maybe even hopeful; was not ready to lay down and die, not 

ready to give up on life—not for herself, and not for her son.   

She scurries beneath a large tree gathering branches for the fire, and a stranger 

approaches.  She does not know the man.  He does not know her.  She is surprised 

when he speaks to her—most days she goes unnoticed in the world in which she lives.  

Of course, she laughs to herself.  He wants something of me.  “Bring me some water to 

drink.”  There was no politeness in his request.  No please, or if you would; it was the 

way of things, hospitality was expected when a traveler drew near, particularly when 

that traveler was a man, and one of some importance, which obviously he was—even 

in his current weary, dusty state.  She went as was expected to draw some water.  But 

there was another request, another expectation, another need and demand.  “Oh, and 

when you come back, bring me some bread too.”   

At this, the widow turns.  “As the Lord your God lives,” she says to the man.  And 

another piece of the puzzle fits in.  Something in his appearance has given him away 

as a man of faith; as a man of God—as a prophet. Even more reason to honour his 
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requests.  Who wants to anger a man of God even if that god is not your own?  

Because it is also what she says, your God, not mine.  “As your God lives, I have 

nothing.  I was just gathering these few sticks to go home and bake the last little bit of 

what I have for my son and myself, and then we will die.”  It is not a statement seeking 

pity.  She only lays out the truth of her life and what it seems a self-absorbed prophet 

has neither acknowledged or seen.  So perhaps now he will get it.  Perhaps now he will 

see beyond his own hunger and thirst to the woman before him caught in the every day 

struggle of life and death.  The woman to which he has been sent; the woman for 

which—by the way he has a message of Good News; a message of hope.  What is 

that message?  That a God who is foreign to her has yet seen her plight, has yet seen 

her, has seen her faithfulness in the struggle of the every day.  That though this God is 

foreign to her; she is not foreign to God; that this God is about to act on her behalf in a 

miracle of oil and flour and bread that will feed both her and her son; and, by-the-way, 

the prophet who also has come hungry and asking for bread. 

And so, our eyes and our ears turn to the prophet, the one entrusted with the 

Good News, the words of the Lord his God; and we say, “speak prophet, speak the 

message you have been given of the God who cares for the widow and the orphan; 

who lifts up the lowly; and who does not turn the hungry away.”  And the prophet does 

speak.  “Go home, bake your cake, and feed me first.  Then whatever is left you can 

take for yourself and your son.”  Putting himself first, secondary to his hunger; then, 

and only then, does the promise of God of oil and flour and bread come.  It is a 

promise wrapped in a confusing and twisted message of conditional grace that 
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honours the idea of an ultimate sacrifice, but does no honour to the widow who gives 

her life and her all each and every day.  And then asks even more of her for the sake 

of an arbitrary system of class that places a prophet’s life above that of her life and the 

life of her young son.  But isn’t God’s will accomplished in the end?  After all isn’t God’s 

promise true?  And it is.  In the end, there is oil, and flour, and for a prophet, for a 

widow, and a son, there is bread.  So, the story has been written.  But do you wonder, 

is there more of this story that yet waits to be told?  Of our God who cares for widows 

and orphans, who lifts up the lowly, God, who honours and raises life in the every day?   

Well, before this day’s end there are more stories to be told, and in the distance, 

we see her now.  A young widow.   Or perhaps a single parent.  The story is the same, 

the reality, the statistics do not change no matter the millennia.  That the majority of 

those who suffer the struggle of hunger and poverty in the day-to-day are women and 

children, the widows and orphans of our world.  But she is undaunted, scrappy, hard-

working, determined, and maybe even hopeful; not ready to lay down and die, not 

ready to give up on life—not for herself, not for her son.  Working two jobs as a grocery 

clerk and a waitress.  We see her now scurrying from one table to the next, then 

gathering up French fries like sticks for a meal; beside them a hotdog; setting them in 

front of her young son in the corner, coloring pages of his homework while she works.   

A stranger calls her to bring water.  “And while you’re at it, bring some dinner 

buns,” he says.  He doesn’t glance up from his phone.  There is no politeness in his 

tone, no gratefulness for the work she does in the every day, it is the job she is 
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expected to do.  Once more she checks on her son.  A couple in the corner orders food 

and gives advice that a boy should have some fruit on his plate and play outside once 

in a while.  And she wants to tell them that one apple costs more than a whole bag of 

fries but she knows they refuse to see the truth of her life and the struggle of living 

each and every day.  And we watch her at the end of the day a waitress on a transit 

bus, he young son asleep beside her on her way home to her one-bedroom apartment 

in a world full of judgment and advice.  And our eyes and our ears turn once more to 

the modern-day prophets, the church with entrusted with the Good News, with the 

words of the Lord our God, and we say, “speak church, speak the message you have 

been given of the God who cares for the widow and orphan; who lifts up the lowly; God 

who is with us in the struggle and hunger of life, who does not turn the hungry away.” 

But the church asks the widow why she doesn’t bring her young son to church.  

That there is one more place she needs to scurry to hear the Good News she yet 

needs to hear.  In all this woman already does, in a life full of expectations, the church 

sets before her another.  The church says come to us first and then you will hear the 

promise of never-ending flour and oil, of bread and grace.  And a hungry widow is fed a 

confusing message of bread, a twisted message of conditional grace; in muddled faith 

stories of widows honoured for ultimate sacrifices of giving all they have, and we say, 

“this is what real faith looks like.”  In a world that never stops taking; in a life where at 

the end of the day I have nothing left to give; now God too, says, give me your last 

meal, your last two pennies, the last piece of yourself you have left; and then you will 

be honoured, lifted up and seen for your faith and in grace? 
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But there is yet one more story.  Of a widow.  And perhaps this is the widow we 

have expected all along.  Old and bent over and waiting for death.  And she is poor.  

And we see her there in the temple; two small coins is all she has left.  And she puts it 

all she has.  Perhaps it is resignation to a cultural and faith system that was prone to 

take all she had anyway, without permission, without thanks, without regard or thought 

or honour.  That in giving all she has, to the world that has robbed her all her life, now 

she will die.  Maybe it is just one more expectation.  Or maybe it is yet hope, that God 

will take what she gives and turn it for good.  We don’t know, and for that matter, no 

one would even have known of her offering at all.  Because this generation too, sees 

only the ones in long robes, and the ones who pray, and the ones who are honoured 

wherever they go.  The rich, the powerful.  The ones who say feed me first.  But Jesus 

says, “Look at the widow.  She has put in all that she has.”  

“Look.  Look at the widow.”  If our interpretation puts God right there with the rest 

of this world’s convoluted and confusing systems of class and merit saying, “Give me 

all you have and then I will honour you;” then it is not the Gospel we preach.  If our 

words of prophecy are a work-harder, give-more, do-better, public honour and sacrifice 

message; this is not prophecy or promise; not a message of hope.  It is not the Good 

News that has been given to prophets of every age and generation.  It is not the 

message of the Gospel given the church; not the message of hope and Good News we 

have been given to proclaim that the world; that we most need to hear.  “Look.  Look at 

the widow.”  It is a pivotal moment for prophets of all generations who are called to 

speak.  It is a pivotal call to the church, a call to a deep reimagination and retelling of 
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our faith stories.  Faith stories that always begin with the hope and promise of God, 

with the Gospel we so need to hear; of God who cares for the widow and orphan; who 

lifts up the lowly; God who is with us in the struggle and hunger of life, who does not 

turn the hungry away; that no longer are we to measure ourselves according to 

arbitrary outward standards of honour.  But by the God who says, I will honour you with 

all of who and what I am.  I will honour you with my life. 

And in the mundane but miraculous everyday stuff of life—in two small coins, in 

the gathering of sticks beneath a tree, in the crossing of sticks in a wood-hewn tree, 

God is about to honour whatever we have and who we are.  In the miracle of the 

everyday, Jesus meets us, joins us, honours us for our entire lives of faithfulness lived 

out right in the middle of the struggle of the everyday.  In the hunger and in the pain, in 

the joy and in the sorrow, Jesus lifts up the old widow on fixed income, the poor, the 

single mother who works two jobs, the single dad who brings his kids to church; the 

neighbour who mows the lawn or brings a meal next door; the student who helps their 

friend with homework;  the grocery clerk, the waitress, and housekeeping—that in the 

thick and thin of living each day—it is life Jesus honours, each person valued and 

honoured for who they are.  Each and every day Jesus feeding the hungry, feeding our 

lives with miracles of oil and flour and bread.  Each and every day Jesus raising life, 

Jesus raising hope, Jesus reimagining the stuff of our everyday lives for the sake of 

something brand new that God is about to do.  In the distance, we see her.  A widow.  

It is how the story has been written.   But we have been given a new story.  Thanks be 

to God!  It is life!  Amen. 


