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I have a story to tell. It is my story. I want you to imagine that you are children who lived a very long time ago – at the time the prophet Elijah lived. I am a lady who lived then, too.

It was an awful time. There was no rain for three years. Everything outside was brown. No one could grow anything because we barely had water to drink. We had to buy it! Water!

One day I was out gathering up some sticks to build a fire with when a strange man came up to me. I had never seen him before. He wore sheepskins for clothes. He had long hair, and he was different. In a nice way he asked me to get him a drink of water. I thought he was a traveler, so I decided that since I had enough water, I would give him a drink. When I turned to go, he also asked me to give him some bread. I told him, “I have no baked bread. In fact, I have only a handful of flour in a jar and a little bit of oil so I can make a small loaf for my son and myself. After we have eaten that, we will surely die as we have no more food.”

“Fear not,” he said. “Go and bake a small loaf for me and a loaf for you and your son. My G-d, the Almighty G-d of Israel, says that your jar of flour will not be empty, and your bottle of oil will not be empty until the rains come to the earth.”

I must tell you that he spoke it in such a way that I really believed him. And just as he said, it was a miracle. Every day when I went to bake, there was always flour in the jar and oil in the bottle.

The man stayed with us for three years. He told me his name was Elijah. He had said that the famine was going to happen so the king wanted to kill him. That is why he traveled up north to stay with us. He was waiting to see what G-d wanted him to do next.

One day my son got sick. Lots of children had gotten sick and died. There were no fruits and vegetables to eat to keep them healthy. My son was thin even though we had bread every day. We had no eggs, cheese or meat. My son started with a fever. His body got hotter and hotter, and he stopped breathing. On, how awful I felt! I wanted to scream and cry and die. Oh, I had never hurt so much or felt so bad. So I yelled at Elijah. I blamed him. I said this wouldn’t have happened if he hadn’t come to live with us.

Elijah felt very bad. I could see it in his face. He couldn’t believe such a thing had happened. He couldn’t understand it either. Very quietly he said, “Give me our son.”

He took my son and went upstairs to the room where he slept. Through the door, I saw hi put the body of my son down on his bed. Three times he placed himself over my son’s body to force breath into his mouth. Then he looked up to heaven and prayed in a loud voice to G-d, “O Lord, my G-d, let this child’s life come back to him!”

G-d heard Elijah’s prayers because in a little while he brought my son back downstairs. He laid him on my bed, and my son opened his eyes! We couldn’t believe it but how happy we were! I thanked Elijah and I told hi that now I knew he really was a holy man of G-d. After that, whatever he said about G-d, I knew it was the truth.
