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The Widow of Zarephath 
Her Son’s Monologue 

1 Kings 17:1-24 
 
 
I want to tell you a story. I remember it as if it were yesterday. I grew up in a city on the 
Mediterranean sea called Zarephath.  It is a beautiful city. I loved walking to the market with 
my mom where you could see people selling, grain, oil, wine and all kinds of fruits and 
vegetables. My dad made purple dye and my mom’s favourite dress is one he had made with 
his best vat of purple. 
 
Then he died.  And we didn’t go to the market anymore.  And we had to move out of our 
beautiful house to a little place which smelled.  It wasn’t very much fun.  The jars of food got 
smaller and smaller and smaller until one day mom said that was it. We had only enough for 
one more meal. 
 
She tried to hide it but I know she cried. 
 
The next day she told me to stay in the house.  When she returned, a strange man 
accompanied her.  It looked like he hadn’t had a bath in months.  He asked for water and 
food. Apparently, he was a prophet, or something like that. His god was different than ours 
too.   
 
I’ll never forget the look on mom’s face. Fear-.struggle-. I mean she wanted to help, to be 
hospitable. Who wouldn’t? But she had nothing to give. Except the food for our last meal. 
Our LAST meal. And, you could tell he wanted it. 
 
Why did she do it? 
Why did she believe him? 
(snort) He said her flour and oil would not run out if she did what he said. 
 
I mean- really? 
 
Maybe she did it because she had nothing left to lose.  Or maybe the kindness in his eyes 
made her think it would be ok. 
 
But she did it.  She made a small biscuit for the prophet.  And then used up the rest for us. 

 

 



 
 

We were both quiet as we ate our last meal.  We savoured every mouthful knowing that we 
would not taste bread again.  We went to bed late, not wanting the day to end. 
 
The next morning we got up and the prophet asked my mother to make another little biscuit. 
The last one had been so tasty.  Her eyes were watering as she tried to explain that she 
had used up all her food. 
 
He took the jar and held it out to her. 
 
“Look.” 
 
There was flour in the bottom of the jar.  
 
She grabbed the oil jar and saw oil in it. Her eyes went wide! 
 
Every morning there was enough flour and enough oil to feed us. 
 
I still cannot quite get my head around it, even though I am now an old man. The kindness of 
the God of Abraham and Sarah, through that old prophet astounds me to this day.  
 
Why us?  What did we ever do to deserve such a miracle?  I have been forever thankful. 
 
But, you probably don’t believe me?  It does sound a bit far fetched. The wonderings of an 
old man.  
 
But it happened.  It did happen! It really happened. 


