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Good morning. Thank you all for choosing to join in worship this morning–I’m sure everyone has more 

than a few things to do before the weekend and before Thanksgiving Break, but what better way to give 

thanks than to offer our presence and prayers in worship. I have a confession to give though, giving this 

message makes me nervous, I’ve been mulling over the daunting “Senior Sermon” for about three years 

now, listening to older students share the stories they had created over the course of four years and never 

imagining I could make it to the same place – now I’m here, and I still don’t really know what I am 

supposed to bring to the table – to you. . .  

So why not start with words, it’s easy, the Bible is full of them and as an English major, I want to say I 

spend a lot of time with them, words . . . we’ll see.  

When I first read 1 Kings and Mark getting ready for today I thought, wow what powerful stories and 

vivid imagery. Stories in the Bible tend to have a big effect with little words. First, there’s the woman 

with meager amounts and flour and oil. She only has enough for a last meal with her son. About to die, 

she hangs to a last thread of dignity, accepting the worst as she explains her dire situation to Elijah. She 

feeds him and forges an insurance policy for her and her son, they will be provided for. In the gospel text, 

another woman, who is again hard pressed for anything, takes the lead. I imagine her a tottering and 

wrinkled elderly woman with gnarled fingers that shake when she pulls out two cherished coins for the 

offering. And next to the lawyers that Jesus points out to the disciples who have important business, 

busyness, and people to attend to, she would look exceptionally meek. However, Mark doesn’t mention 

an age, so maybe she’s a younger woman who has a soul like the older woman in head. Still, her immense 

and obvious poverty is enough for Jesus to pick her out of a crowd against a sea of teachers of the law. 

But unlike the mother in the Old Testament story, she doesn’t get a for sure happy ending. Her act of faith 

is preserved as one of the most humbling anecdotes in the Bible. The lesson to take away is: if she can 

give her last ounces of wealth and put herself beyond poverty, what could we do? But with two stories, 

one of a miraculously filling food supply and the other of a great sacrifice, side-by-side, a different 

message emerges – it’s about faith and it’s also about providing. It’s about being the one to provide, and 

the one to be provided for.  

I can’t say I can relate to being on the verge of life-threatening hunger and I’m guessing no one in this 

chapel has, really. Food isn’t really what I want to get at though, and a lot of times, we’re not even talking 

about money. Okay, there was a time when I was nearly penniless, or I guess I should say peso-less, in a 

foreign country. After losing my debt card my night before returning to the US, I felt a little helpless – 

what would I do for food? How would I pay for a taxi to the airport? Did I have enough change for a bus, 

even? My situation was nothing like the widow’s in Mark, of course, as it turned out, I didn’t need to 

worry, my new friends and host family, who I hadn’t even known a month before, found and provided me 

with what I needed. Their support was more than financial, it showed me, ‘no, Alison, it really be okay.’ 

The point is that now we were in this relationship of having to rely on one another for support and our 

responsibility is to raise up others and be pulled up ourselves. 

We don’t have to worry about food and money. But I do think we all have jars that need to be filled and 

our two cents to give; places where we can provide and places where we need someone to provide for us. 

My jars might have intangible things like patience, creativity, enthusiasm, curiosity, focus, motivation, 

and energy in them. To pull even more from the Old Testament metaphor of filling vessels like jars, I 

imagine that there are days when my line of vessels are all a little drained by mundane things, bad 
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weather, grumpy attitudes, and disappointment. Other days, they are brimming, inspired by people’s 

words of kindness, infectious laughter and hope. On those days, I am filled with something less like a 

liquid that can be depleted and spilled out, and more like a flame that can be passed and that can grow.  

There are some people who have an enormous capacity to spread their love and inspiration like wildfire – 

excuse the pun. During my internship at the American Cancer Society I’ve met with and heard the stories 

of countless cancer survivors whose supply of health run so low that doctors number their days. One man 

in particular had had lung cancer twice and is now battling with a tumor in his brain. He had never been a 

smoker, and should never have had this disease and could have easily been deterred by his luck – he could 

have though ‘poor me’ and no one would have blamed him. Lung cancer after all, is one of the deadliest 

forms of cancer because there’s no way to detect it early. He wasn’t given much time to live after his first 

diagnosis, but when he made it out of treatment he decided that four months later he would run his first 

marathon. Sometimes I call myself a runner, but this guy is a fighter. He got up from his hospital bed in 

defiance of a disease that nearly killed him and started training to run 26 miles with a pair of damaged, 

wrung-out lungs. Life, he knew was too precious to waste. Cancer, for him, wasn’t this horrible, black, 

twisted demon, it became his opportunity to be the best person he could be, to throw in his last two cents 

and rejoice.   

That’s all good, I think, but what happens when our cups don’t overflow with joy? When summer camp is 

over, the study abroad trip brings you home again? And on the days when your alarm doesn’t go off in 

time and you feel like you spend your whole day apologizing? What happens when your cup is nearly 

bone dry, when you only have a little flour and a little oil to make one final meal with? I’ve seen it 

happen on this campus – the zombie-students come out and take over the huddle hunched into their coffee 

and homework with glazed over eyes. We’ve all been here.  

The woman Elijah meets is ready to give up, and we wouldn’t blame her either for saying “What now, 

God? Where will I find the inspiration to be energized and motivated?” Psalm 146 says don’t put your 

trust in mortal people; Jesus’ simple solution is to love them instead. He shows us, as he does to the 

disciples that two cents, if it’s all you have, is enough. What you have is enough for the creator. What I 

am is enough.  

I think of what I have, the bronzy talents I have in my pocket – and I think they might fit into one of those 

jars. And instead of filling them and storing them away like I’m tempted to do, I could pour them out for 

others, using every ounce in service to others and in excellence. Looking down at my hands, I see my 

mom’s hands and my grandma’s hands and think of all the wonderful things they’ve created, giving 

they’ve done, and comfort they’ve given. That gives me inspiration. Looking around me, I’m surrounded 

by bright eyes with bright ideas and questions, and that inspires me, too. Turning my head up, though 

sometimes I’d like to keep looking down, I find that I really am quite small, but if all I have is two eyes to 

see, two ears to listen, two minutes to wait, or two cents to listen, that is enough. You are all enough.  

We’ve been given this gift of life, and I believe it truly is an elegant gift – complicated, but beautifully 

complex. We’ve been given responsibility, too, to come to life, work, school, and friends ready to pour 

out those gifts, be an inspiration to others, and provide for each other, too.  

I end with Matthew and a prayer, “So do not worry about tomorrow; for tomorrow will care for itself. 

Each day has enough trouble of its own.” (Would you please pray with me using the words Jesus taught 

us…Amen. 


