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For every woman who has ever looked at what she had left and whispered, “It’s not enough.”

A Note Before You Begin

You picked up this book for a reason.

Maybe you are in a season where the math does not add up. Maybe you have been running on empty for so long that you have forgotten what full even feels like. Maybe someone told you to trust God with your finances, your future, your family, and you smiled and nodded, but on the inside you thought, Easy for you to say.

This book is not going to give you five steps to financial freedom. It is not going to tell you that if you just have enough faith, the money will come. And it is definitely not going to pretend that trusting God is simple when you cannot see the bottom of your jar and the famine is still raging outside.

What this book is going to do is introduce you to a woman who stood exactly where you are standing.

She had almost nothing. She was preparing for the end. And in the middle of her worst moment, a stranger asked her to give away the last thing she had.

Her name is not even recorded in Scripture. We only know her by where she lived; a small Phoenician town called Zarephath. But what she did in that moment, and what happened next, is one of the most quietly breathtaking stories in the entire Bible.

She is your proof that God has always known how to find women in survival mode.

This is not a Bible study. You will not be quizzed on the historical context of the northern kingdom or the theological implications of Elijah’s ministry. What you will find here is your own story reflected back to you through the life of a woman who lived three thousand years ago and felt everything you are feeling right now.

Read slowly. Let the words settle. Answer the questions honestly, even when the honest answer is embarrassing. Pray the prayers even when you do not feel like praying. And above all, remember this: the jar did not run out. Not for her. And God has not changed.
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The Day She Counted Her Sticks

Somewhere in a small Phoenician town, a woman bent down to pick up sticks.

That is how the story starts. Not with a dramatic speech. Not with a crying out to God. Just a woman, alone, gathering wood in the middle of a famine, doing the small and terrible task of preparing for the end.

We do not know her name. Scripture does not give us one. But we know her situation in precise detail. There was a drought across the land. Crops had failed. The brooks had dried up. Her husband was dead. And on the day the prophet Elijah walked into her life, she had nothing left but a handful of flour in a jar and a little oil in a jug.

She was gathering wood to cook one last meal. One last meal for her and her son, and then, in her own words, “that we may eat it, and die” (1 Kings 17:12).

Those words carry a weight that deserves more than a quick glance. She was not exaggerating for effect. She was not spiraling into catastrophic thinking the way our anxious minds sometimes do on a hard Tuesday. She was accurately describing her reality. She had looked at what she had. She had done the math. And the math said there was no tomorrow.

If you have ever stood in that place, whether it was financial ruin, a health crisis, a relationship collapse, or simply years of grinding scarcity that wore you down to nothing, then you already understand this woman in a way that no theological commentary can fully explain. You know what it feels like to count your sticks.

What happens next in her story is the part that should fascinate you.

A stranger walks up and asks for water. She goes to get it. Then he calls after her and asks for a piece of bread as well. And here is where it gets almost unbearable: she turns around and tells him the truth. She tells him about the handful of flour and the little oil and the son waiting at home. She tells him she is cooking their last meal.

And Elijah says, essentially, “Make mine first.”

Before yours. Before your child’s. Give it to me first.

This is the moment the book lives in. Not in the miracle that followed, as beautiful as it was. But in the impossible, terrifying, somehow-she-did-it moment of a woman who had nothing choosing to give anyway.

Her story does not end with that last meal. The flour did not run out. The oil did not run dry. And when her son died later, Elijah raised him back to life. She received more than she could have imagined.

But before any of that happened, she had to make a choice at the very bottom of everything she had.

And so, at some point, will you.

This book is about what happens in that moment. It is about the scarcity mindset that wraps itself around your chest and makes it hard to breathe. It is about the fear of not having enough that shows up not just in your bank account but in your relationships, your faith, your generosity, and your sense of self. It is about what it means to trust God not when things are comfortable, but when the jar is almost empty and someone is asking you for more than you think you can spare.

The widow of Zarephath never set out to be a hero. She was just a woman trying to survive. But God found her in the middle of her survival, and he asked her to do something that looked like foolishness. She did it. And she was never the same.

Neither will you be.
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When Survival Mode Becomes Your Address

You Know That Feeling

You know that feeling when you check your bank balance before you go to sleep, even though you checked it three hours ago and nothing has changed?

You know that moment in the grocery store when you are standing in front of two nearly identical items and you are running the math in your head, calculating which one leaves you with more breathing room, and your hands are shaking slightly even though you are trying to look like a regular person just doing regular shopping?

You know the way a certain kind of anxiety settles into your chest around the first of the month, not a loud panic but a quiet, constant pressure, like wearing a vest that is two sizes too small? You breathe around it because you have gotten used to breathing around it, but it is always there.

Maybe your scarcity is financial. Maybe it is emotional, the sense that you never have enough love, enough energy, enough of yourself to give. Maybe it is relational, always feeling like there is never quite enough time, enough connection, enough people in your corner. Maybe it is all of it, all at once, a famine that covers more than one kind of ground.

But you know the feeling. That low, constant hum of not-enough that has been living just beneath the surface of your life for so long that it feels like a personality trait. You know the hypervigilance of someone who has learned to watch the resources carefully because she has been caught off guard before. You know what it is like to be competent, capable, functioning, and still terrified that the bottom is about to fall out.

That is what this chapter is for. Not to fix it yet. Just to name it. Because before you can begin to heal, you have to be allowed to say out loud, I have been living in survival mode, and it is exhausting.

Her Story

The woman who would become one of the most extraordinary figures in the Old Testament was not living in Jerusalem with access to the temple and the priests. She was not a daughter of Israel with a covenant history to draw on. She was a Gentile widow living in a small coastal town called Zarephath, in the region of Sidon, in the middle of a three-year drought.

Her husband was gone. The record does not tell us how or when. We only know that she was alone in a way that in the ancient world meant something very different from what it means today. Widows had no inheritance rights, no legal protection, no safety net. You depended on male relatives to survive, and when they were gone, you were exposed in ways that modern women can barely imagine.

Add to that a famine. A real, grinding, years-long famine caused by a drought that the prophet Elijah had declared over the whole region. No rain meant no crops. No crops meant no food. No food meant that every household in the land was quietly counting down to the same terrible conclusion.

On the day Elijah arrived at her gate, the widow was outside the city gathering wood. She was not crying. She was not praying loudly to any god. She was just doing the next necessary thing. Gathering sticks to build a fire. Building a fire to cook the flour and oil she had left. Cooking the last meal she would ever make.

She had moved through grief and panic and probably despair and had come out the other side into something quieter and more terrible: acceptance. She was doing what needed to be done. She was finishing the task.

Her Struggle

There is a version of survival mode that looks organized from the outside.

The widow was not curled up on the floor. She was outside. She was gathering wood. She was still doing the practical things, still taking care of her son, still moving forward in the only direction that seemed available to her. To anyone watching, she might have looked functional.

But inside, she had already said goodbye.

That is one of the most devastating things about long-term scarcity: it does not always look like a breakdown. Sometimes it looks like a woman who has gotten very good at managing a life that is slowly closing in on her. It looks like competence. It looks like showing up. It looks like getting the sticks together and making the meal and doing what needs to be done.

But underneath the doing, there is a wound. The wound of having hoped and been disappointed too many times. The wound of having stretched resources and come up short anyway. The wound of being the one who keeps it all together with no one keeping her together.

Can you recognize yourself in her at all?

Not necessarily in the extremity of her circumstances, but in the shape of her inner world? The quiet settling into survival, the low-level belief that this is just how things are going to be, the distance you have traveled from imagining abundance to just hoping for enough to get through the week?

God saw her. Not when she was in a better season. Not after she had cleaned herself up and gotten her faith in order. He saw her right there, gathering sticks, preparing for the end.

And he sent someone to her door.

Biblical Teaching

It is worth pausing here to notice something that we easily skip past in the Zarephath story.

Elijah did not show up randomly. In 1 Kings 17:9, God speaks to Elijah before he ever reaches the widow. He says, “Arise, get thee to Zarephath, which belongeth to Zidon, and dwell there: behold, I have commanded a widow woman there to sustain thee.”

God had already spoken to her. Not necessarily in the way we think of a divine voice, but something in her moved when Elijah arrived. Something












	What does survival mode feel like for you specifically? Is it financial, emotional, relational, or a combination? How long have you been living there?

	The widow was still functioning, still doing the next necessary thing, even while she had already accepted the worst. Have you ever been in that place where you were managing on the outside but had already given up on the inside?

	What would it mean to you today to believe that God knows exactly where you are, not after you get your faith together, but right now, as you actually are?
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