
  Third Sunday after Pentecost 
  June 5, 2016 
 
 
 
 

1 Kings 7:7-16 
“The God of Enough” 

Matthew B. Reeves 
 

 Nelson Rockefeller was an heir to the great Rockefeller fortune. Someone once asked him, “How much is 
enough?” Rockefeller paused, smiled, and replied, “Just a little bit more.” It was an honest response. There are economies, 
ways of life, all kinds of hopes and desperate longings that come from “just a little more.” But God hasn’t made us to live 
for “just a little more.” God has made us to live by “God is enough.”  
 

The prophet Elijah trudged into the Mediterranean city of Zaraphath because in the place he’d been living there 
wasn’t enough. Last week we began Elijah’s story. Elijah came out of Gilead to deliver God’s message to Israel’s King 
Ahab, that the land wouldn’t receive a drop of moisture until he said so. It was a direct attack on the rain god Baal that 
King Ahab and Israel were worshiping. After he delivered the message, God sent Elijah into hiding in the Kerith Ravine 
where ravens brought him breakfast and dinner and he drank water from a brook.  

 
But even the prophet suffered the consequences of his prophecy. Eventually “the brook dried up because there 

had been no rain in the land.” So today we meet Elijah on his knees by the Kerith Brook, thinking not “just a little more,” 
but perhaps “I don’t know how much longer I can survive.” That’s when God told him, “Get up. Go to Zaraphath in 
Sidon and stay there. I have ordered a widow to take care of you.” So Elijah stumbled in to Zaraphath caught between the 
rock of starvation and the hard place of dehydration.  

 
Elijah entered the town gate and saw a woman gathering sticks. The text tells us the woman was a “widow,” 

which doesn’t tell us anything about her age. She may have been 70. She may have been 25. It does tell us that she was 
among the most vulnerable in town. That she was gathering sticks tells us she was among the poorest of the poor, which 
widows often were in those days. Add a drought to the equation and it’s no surprise what Elijah hears when he asks her for 
some water and a bite to eat.  

 
“Look,” says the woman. “As the Lord your God lives, “I don't have any food; only a handful of flour in a jar and 

a bit of oil in a bottle. Look at me. I’m collecting two sticks so that I can make some food for myself and my son. We’ll eat 
the last of the food and then die.”  

 
Why does God send Elijah to this woman? Why doesn’t God send Elijah to the wealthiest person in Zaraphath, 

whose pantry has some surplus? Why this woman with whom Elijah is in competition for the poorest person on earth? 
Perhaps to teach him––to teach us––that if God really lives, as the woman says, if God is really God, then we can live by 
God’s promise that there will be enough. 

 
Some of my springtime reading has been John Steinbeck’s Grapes of Wrath, set in the 1930s dustbowl days. It’s a 

story in which no one feels to have enough. The banks aren’t getting enough profit from the drought-stricken land farmed 
by sharecroppers like the Joad family. So they displace the likes of the Joads by sending in labor efficient tractors. Because 
there’s not enough opportunity in Oklahoma, the Joad family hits the road to find work in California. As they make their 
way across Route 66, there are gas station owners who can’t sell enough gas to make ends meet. There are car salesmen 
who overprice jalopies claiming htat the prices buyers ask for won’t put enough food in the mouths of their kids.  

 
The Joads arrive in California and discover there isn’t enough work. The family runs out of money, and Ma Joad 

tells them their next meal will be the last of their food. When they finally find work, the pay isn’t enough. The whole 
family picks peaches for most of the day at 5 cents a box. This yields a dollar, which buys just a single meal at the company 
store. They eat it and all their stomachs say, “Just a little bit more.” The whole story seems to ask what happens when a 
whole society operates on “just a little more.” From the banks and the owners, to those getting by, to the working poor, 
when everyone feels they need just a little more, no one feels to have enough and everyone is afraid. 
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How much, without our knowing it, do we live an endless quest for “just a little more?” What do we see when we 
look in on our closets and shoe racks and storages spaces? When we listen to the talk of an election year. When we 
consider our accounts and our cupboards. When think about schedules and our relationship to time, how much of our life 
seems defined by “just a little more,” or even, “please, a lot more,” and how much of our life is lived from a sense of “it is 
enough?” And where does God fit in to our measurement of those things? 

 
Elijah met the widow who was planning to eat and lie down to die with her son, and they found that God’s 

“enough” fit into a jar of flour and a flask of oil. Elijah said to the woman, “Don’t be afraid.” How many times do we hear 
in the Bible, “Don’t be afraid?” We hear it from angels and prophets, from Moses and the psalms. We hear it from Jesus 
himself: Don’t be afraid. God keeps saying this across the Bible because fear is the common affliction of people who feel 
there isn’t enough.  

 
Not enough money or enough health. Not enough energy or enough love. Not enough security or enough of a 

future. Whatever the “not enough” is, living from “not enough” always means living from fear. 
 
So Elijah said to the woman, “Don’t be afraid. Go and do what you said. Only make a little loaf of bread for me 

first. Then bring it to me. You can make something for yourself and your son after that. This is what Israel’s God, the 
LORD, says: The jar of flour won’t decrease and the bottle of oil won't run out until the day the LORD sends rain on the 
earth.” 

 
How preposterous is this? Elijah asks to be fed first from the last of the widow’s flour! But Elijah doesn’t say this 

out of selfishness but out of faith in God’s promise that God will feed him. That God will be enough. He didn’t have faith 
that the widow would have enough food. He trusted that he and the widow––they both had enough God. And he was 
inviting the widow to believe this too. 

 
When we look into the place in life where we think we don’t have enough––that place where we’ve ended up 

afraid––we find the question we are really asking is, “Do we believe that God is enough?” Because if the first thing in life 
isn’t that God is enough, even if we get that thing we lacked, we’ll just end up wanting a little more of something else. 
Which means we’ve only just taken another fork on the road that leads to fear. 

 
It’s a remarkable that “the widow went and did what Elijah said.” She took the last of her flour, poured out her 

last drop of oil, and make a small cake and took it to the prophet. And the prophet’s word proved true. There was enough. 
“So the widow, Elijah, and the widow's household ate for many days. The jar of flour didn't decrease nor did the bottle of 
oil run out, just as the LORD spoke through Elijah.” 

 
But neither did the flour jar and oil bottle overflow. They didn’t end up with surplus. Maybe all that ever 

appeared in the jar and bottle were enough flour and oil to make food for that day. It matters that what God provided was 
simply enough. That Elijah and the woman received their daily bread––their daily enough––from the faithful hand of God. 

 
When Ma Joad found that the family’s dollar from the day’s work bought only potatoes, bread, coffee, and low-

grade hamburger enough just for dinner, she pled with the store clerk for just a little sugar. Please, just ten cents of sugar 
on credit from tomorrow’s wages. The clerk says, “I can’t do it, ma’am. They’d catch me. They always catch fellas. 
Always.” 

 
Steinbeck writes, “He looked pleadingly at her. And then his face lost its fear. He took ten cents out of his pocket 

and rang it up in the cash register. …He pulled a little bag from under the counter, whipped it open and scooped some 
sugar into it…. ‘There you are,’ he said. 

 
“Ma studied him,” Steinbeck writes. “…‘Thanks to you,’ she said quietly. She started for the door, and when she 

reached it, she turned about. ‘I’m learnin’ one thing good,’ she said. ‘Learnin’ it all the time, ever’ day. If you’re in trouble 
or hurt or need––go to poor people. They’re the only ones that’ll help––the only ones.’” 

 
Once, when Apostle Paul wrote to the Corinthians, he said, “You know the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, that 

though he was rich, yet for your sake he became poor, so that you through his poverty might become rich.” God knows 
how to be enough for us because the God who comes in Jesus knows what it is to be poor. God knows what it is to live 
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among people who look at the future with fear. God knows how to feed 5,000 on a hillside, not counting women and 
children, so that they walk away saying “it is enough.”  

 
It is no accident that one of church’s central acts of worship is to eat at a table that doesn’t seem to have enough 

food for so many people. But the bread that we take and bless, break and give like Jesus did on the hillside with 5,000 plus 
people, tells us that what is enough about this meal is the Christ who serves it to us. When we meet Christ as our daily 
bread, when we live by the riches of his poverty, we can look at our time, at our money, at our health––at our everything–
–in a whole new light.  

 
We see that life is still not perfect. We have need, our neighbor has need, and there are things that really are a 

struggle. But we see that, at the center of our lives, is a God who cannot give us “just a little more of himself” because he’s 
already given us all of himself that there is.  

 
Which means that we are now free to trust not only that God is enough and that God will give enough. We are 

free to live as God’s people, giving ourselves away like him We are free to give behind faces that are losing their fear to 
God’s sufficient love.   


