: THE GOOD NEWS

been spilled upon the ground. What has |
that to do with us? Just this: it the
Lord should give us more grace than
we want for the day, we should have all
the devils 1 hell trying to rob us. We
bave enough to do, as it is, to fight with
Satan.  But what an uproar there woull
be! We should have tens of thousands
of enemics pouncing upon ounr stoek of
grace, and we should have to defead our
stock against all these assailants.  Now, I

think while it is good for us to bave a’

little ready money ou hand, to let our real,
slerling property remain in the hands of
our great Bunker above. Should thieves
break in, as they often do, and steal iny
evidences and take away my comforts—

they only take a few loose coppers, that

1 have in the house for convenience, they
cannot steal my real treasure, for it is
secured i a golden casket, the key of
which swings at the girdle of the Lord
Jesus Clivist.  Better for you to bave an
inhevitance preserved in heaven for you,
than to have it given to you to take care
of yourself; for vou would soon lose it and
become as poor as ever.

.Besides, there was another reason why
this woman had not her meal given to her
wll at once.  Any meal-man kuows that
meal will not keep in great quantities. It
*0on breads a peculiar kind of worm, and
after a Little whils it grows musty, and no
Person would think of eating it.  Now,
Hlace i3 just of the saume character. If
f;Ou have a slu?k ofv(_rmct-. it breeds a

“)fm called pride. Perhaps you mny
-ol:;e Seim{]i that worm. Tt is w very prolific
Stnc.k o Ii\ngl).euever I have a little extra
sure to bgee&’i;;‘ t_’azl;ce.rﬂlmt this worm is
it begins to smel] ' II?L“ .
for the dunoh‘n; m.us'ty, and is only fit:
th gbill.  If we had more grace

an we want, it woull be lik h o
of old, which when it w 6 the manna
worms and stank A3 laid up, bred

) tank,  Besides, b

Uer it would be, even if it ow much
to have it fresh and frod, e\" fVO\xl«l kee!),
to have the bread o ‘e!yday, Ob,
i ¢ ead of heaven liot from .

leaven's oven every day! To hav rom :
water out of the roc ave the
oin b 8 rock, not as
e, ke o ong st Vo

e sweatest water ferments, and '
omh ) through many stages of decay; but |

» to have it every hour trickling throgl i
divine rock! to have it .

y and then soon

freph from the
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divine fountain every moment, this.is to
have a happy life indeed ! )

This woman need never regret having
nothing but a handful on hand, for she
had thus the greater inducement to be fre-
quent in her plealings with God.  After
she had taken out a handful of meal, L
think I see her lifting up her streaming
eves and saying, «Great God, it is now
two vears since for the first time I put the
hand of faith into this barrel, and now
every morning, and every noon, and every
niaht, I have done the same, and I have
never lacked.  Glory be unto the God
of Israel!™ I think I se¢ her praying as
she went:—« Oh, Lord, shut not up the
bowels of compassion. Thou hast dealt
well with thy poor servant, and fed her
this many « year. Grant that the barrel
may not fuil me now, for I have no stock
in hand; graut that there may be a
handful still to spare—always enough,
always alf that my necessities can require.”
Do you not sce that she was thus brought
into constant contact with God. Sho
had more reasons for praver, and more
reasons for gratitude, than if she had re-
ceived the blessine at once. This is one
reason why God does not give you grace
to spare.  He will have you come to him
every day, nay, every hour. Are you
not glad of the plea? ” You can say each
time you come, “ Lord, berds a needy
Lewaar at the door, it is not an idle man
that is giving a ranaway knock at the door
of prayer, but, Lord, I am a needy soul:
[ want a blessing, and I come.”

I repent it, the daily journey to the well
of merev is ool for us. The band of
faith is Llessed by the exercise of knocking
at the gate.  “ Give us this day our daily
bread” 8 a right good prayer; O for grace
to use it daily with our Father who is in
heaven!

Now, what is the drift of all this? Just
this: among the thousands of letters that

I continually receive from my congregation,

[ meet wi-h this very common guestion:
— Oh, Sir, I feel such little faith, such

. ittle life, such listle grace in my heart, that
sallors have )

I am inclined to think I shall vever ho!«l
out to the end; and sometimes I am afrai
I am not a child of God n: lll-d I:‘:
my dear friend, if you want b 6Xp

t.ioyn of this it is to Kc found in the text.—
You shall have just enough faith to carry



