
THE WIDOW’S OIL 
 

 
I was just a lad when my father died 

I remember the day: my mother cried. 

It tested her faith like nothing else can, - 

She lost her husband, our Dad, and her man. 

It changed our lives, left then empty and sad, - 

Tried to survive on what little we had. 

But the money ran out; we fell in debt 

Creditors hovered.  But what could they get? 

 

My Dad had been faithful, his life no more; 

I asked my mother what now was in store? 

Why were we punished for Dad’s prophet role, 

Where was Elisha, Dad’s life he sure stole! 

She took brother and me hugged round each arm 

Promised that God would protect us from harm. 

But that seemed like hope that vanished in air 

Creditors hovered and they did not care. 

 

My mother fearful: Elisha she told. 

My brother and I would surely be sold. 

With love and compassion he spoke to her 

What have you in the house my dear?  

There was nothing to show for years of toil.  

“The house is quite bare save this pot of oil”. 

We’d turned to him in a desperate plight. 

Creditors hovered, would we be alright? 

 

We’d turned to Elisha, and must obey 

What the prophet ordered without delay. 

Empty vessels to our mother must bring, 

Our neighbours all thought this was a strange thing. 

I remember feeling equally odd 

But told them nothing, this was for God. 

The need for obedience testing us sore 

Creditors hovered; but we feared no more. 

 

We then shut the door as we had been told 

Our secret with God could then clear unfold. 

We brought every vessel for Mum to fill, 

She poured from her pot and followed God’s will. 

We watched amazed as the oil simply flowed, 

Our faces pictures!! Our mother she glowed! 

The presence of God made us three stand tall  

“Bring me yet a vessel” We’d used them all! 

 

We looked round the room, the vessels in store, 

Each filled to the brim: we stood there in awe! 

Mum went to Elisha. He was not surprised, 

“Now sell all the oil” was what he advised,  

“You can pay thy debt: God gives you the best. 

And live thou and thy children of the rest.” 

Since then all our needs were always well met. 

God gives us abundance and never debt. 
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