
Principles of the Provision of God
Text: Luke 12:22-34

Introduction: Two Stories of Providence
  Shortly after Dallas Theological Seminary was founded in 1924, it almost came to the point of bankruptcy. All the creditors were going to foreclose at noon on a particular day. That morning they met in the president's office with Dr. Chafer for prayer that God would provide. In that prayer meeting was a man by the name of Harry Ironside. When it was his turn to pray, he prayed in his characteristic manner: "Lord, we know that the cattle on a thousand hills are Thine. Please sell some of them and send us the money." 

   While they were praying, a tall Texan with boots on and an open collar stepped up to the business office and said, "I just sold two carloads of cattle in Ft. Worth. I've been trying to make a business deal but it fell through, and I feel compelled to give the money to the seminary. I don't know if you need it or not, but here's the check!" 

   A little secretary took the check and, knowing how critical things were financially, went to the door of the prayer meeting and timidly tapped. When she finally got a response, Dr. Chafer took the check out of her hand. It was exactly the amount of the debt! When he looked at the name, he recognized the cattleman in Ft. Worth, and turning to Dr. Ironside said, "Harry, God sold the cattle!" -James S. Hewett, Illustrations Unlimited (Wheaton: Tyndale House Publishers, Inc, 1988), p. 419.

   In Czechoslovakia, Vera Czermak of Prague discovered her husband was cheating on her. She contemplated both murder and suicide, and chose the latter, blindly leaping out of her third-story window. She incurred only minor injuries, however, because she landed on her husband in the street below, killing him. -James S. Hewett, Illustrations Unlimited (Wheaton: Tyndale House Publishers, Inc, 1988) p. 46. 

These two stories illustrate the difficulty of judging the providence of God. In some case it is very clear that God is working and providing. In other cases it may seem that it is just coincidental but to the Christian who understands the both fall under the providence of God. 

In Luke 22 Jesus tells the crowd the story of the rich fool who loses his life though his barns are filled with plenty. He then turns to his disciples and tells them what we will study this morning. His overriding concern is stated in vs. 22. “Take no thought…” In other words don’t be filled with anxiety, don’t be overcome with care and worry. If you understand the providence of God then you will have faith instead of worry and doubt. 
I. First Principle: God’s Concern (for life and body) vs. 22-23

A. Providence is God’s Business

1. The First Principle is to understand the one who created life and the body is able and will  provide for it. 
a) Quote: Barnes, “He has given life, a far greater blessing than meat; he has created the body, of far more consequence than raiment. Shall not he, who has conferred the greater blessing, be willing to confer the less? Shall not he, who has formed the body so curiously, and made such a display of power and goodness, see that it is properly protected and clothed? He who has displayed so great goodness as to form the body, and breathe into it the breath of life, will surely follow up the blessing, and confer the smaller favour of providing that that body should be clothed, and that life preserved. 
2. Jesus asks makes the comparison is it harder to create the body or provide the food and raiment for the body. 

3. If God created it then don’t you think he will provide for it. Don’t allow our small concerns to override the greatness of who God is and what God has and will do.

4. The provision of the necessities of life is nothing compared to the provision of life itself. 

5. Trust God who has provided life to also provide what is needed in life.

B. Do you believe that God will provide?

1. We believe he created the universe. We believe he parted the Red Sea. We believe he sent fire from Heaven. We believe he resurrected Jesus from the grave.

2. We believe these great things that God has done, yet do we believe he will provide the food on our table, the roof over our head or the clothes on our back.
3. Which is more difficult for God, Holding back the waters of the Red Sea or or putting a meat loaf and mashed potatoes on your table?

4. Jesus is telling them and now us, “Keep things in perspective! This is God you’re talking about. If He can handle the beating of your heart don’t you think he can handle the feeding of your stomach?”

5. Scripture: 
II. Second Princple: God Cares
A. Three examples of God’s General or Natural Providence
1. This is the providence, provision or care of God that is throughout the world. It is seen in nature and in the coincidents of life both in the righteous and the wicked.
2. vs.24  The Ravens

3. vs 25  Our Age, in this Body
,
4. vs. 27 The Lilies
 
5. But Jesus purpose is not just to point out God’s providence in nature but to use it to show his special providence for us. He is saying If God has provided and cares for things as insignificant as birds and flowers then we must realize he has and will provide for us.

6. Scripture: Matthew 10:29

B. Our trust in the providence of God must be as natural and unassuming as that of the birds and flowers.
1. They don’t fret or worry over these things it just is provided them.

2. If they have a natural instinct in what will be provided them don’t worry, then shouldn’t we who operate not on instinct but on faith live beyond anxiety and fear?

3. Scripture: Philippians 4: 12 I know both how to be abased, and I know how to abound: every where and in all things I am instructed both to be full and to be hungry, both to abound and to suffer need. 13  I can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth me.
C. Illustration: The example of George Mullor 

III. Third Principle: God’s Citizens vs. 29-34

A. God’s People come under his special providence

1. Jesus now brings it directly to His followers.
a) Don’t seek (don’t spend you life, your dreams, your energy) on the question of food and drink. 

b) Don’t let your life be filled with doubt. This word literally comes from the idea of a sail on a ship being filled with wind. Here it is our minds being filled with fear and doubt and then brought under and controlled by that doubt.

c) This is the way the world thinks and acts but you are not of the world.

d) Your Father knows you need these things. Jesus particularly uses the word Father here, He want them to understand the God will provide for his children, just as they as parents would provide for theirs.

e) Instead of being focused on the necessities of the world, Jesus says we are to be focused on the kingdom of God. Then these things will be taken care of.

2. Jesus then lifts their eyes and hearts away from the fear of this world to the glories of the kingdom of God.

a) Fear not little flock, for it is your Fathers good pleasure to give you the kingdom.
b) Not just food and raiment, not just what you need on earth but more than you can imagine the glories of God’s kingdom, both here on earth and in heaven.

c) He then tells them with this in mind invest in that future, invest in the kingdom of God. Sell what you have, give alms and provide yourself bags which can’t rot filled with the treasure of heaven that can’t fail, be stolen or corrupt.

d) For where you treasure is, there will your heart be also.
B. Final principle takes us from the cares of earth to the glories of heaven.
1. If we understand providence is God’s business, if we trust in God to provide the necessities of life, then we must change our focus of life.

a) Jesus tells us quit seeking the same things the world is seeking. You’re God’s children, you are not of this world, quit acting like it and especially quit thinking like it. 

b) He tells us that if we would enjoy the special providence of God, the providence of God reserved for his children, then we must Seek first the kingdom of God. It must become our focus, it must be the thing that fills our minds and controls us.

2. He goes even further telling us that God’s intent is not just to give us the necessities of this life but God’s good pleasure is to give us the glories of the Kingdom of God.
a) What are we settling for? What are we willing to accept as a trade off for the kingdom of God? God’s desire is for us to have His kingdom. The Bible says we shall rule and reign with Him. Are we willing to throw that away for cheap baubles of this day and age? 

b) Scripture: Haggai 1:6

c) Jesus challenges us, Sell what you have and give alms. He is saying drop your investment in the world and instead invest in the things of God. 

3. If we do this then we will have a true treasure. A treasure than can’t be lost or stolen, a treasure that grows more precious with each passing years, a treasure waiting for us in heaven and throughout eternity. 

4. He finishes by saying, “For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.”
C. Illustration: 
IV. Conclusion: Let me ask where is your heart this morning? Where have you invested your riches? 

A. Summary

1. Do you have the right perspective this morning? Do you understand that it’s God’s business to take care of you?

2. Do you have faith in what God will provide? Do you rely on Him in the same way that creation relies on Him?

3. Are you ready to move past doubt and worry and begin to invest in the glories of God’s kingdom? 
Introduction:

Other Illustrations
  Here's a great story about faith and action. It seems that down south, some recent excavations for a new highway had contributed to causing a flash flood.

   Volunteers risked their lives to rescue victims stranded in the deluge. One old man was up to his knees in the fast-rising waters when a rowboat came. "Hop in, we'll save you!"

   "No thanks, the Lord will provide."

   A short while later, a motor boat was sent to save him. By this time the swirling waters were over his waist, but again he declined: "No thanks, the Lord will provide."

   Soon the water was up to his chin, so a helicopter was dispatched at the last minute. "Climb aboard, this is your last chance!"

   "Thanks anyway, but I don't need you, the Lord will provide."

   Before the helicopter returned home, the old man was mad as a hornet, banging on the Pearly Gates. He bitterly complained to St. Peter, "The last thing I remember I was in trouble, praying up a storm, so why did you let me drown?"

   St. Peter looked at him, shook his head, and explained: "We sent you two boats and a helicopter. What more do you want?"

At one time J. Wilbur Chapman experienced a great sorrow that nearly shook his faith. In addition, his finances were almost depleted just when it was necessary for him to take a long trip to the western United States. One of the elders of his church who was a wealthy banker came to his home to offer a word of comfort and encouragement. As he left, he slipped a piece of paper into the pastor's hand. Chapman looked at it and was surprised to find that it was a check made out to him and signed by this rich friend. But the figures to indicate the amount of the gift were missing. "Did you really mean to give me a signed blank check?" he asked. "Yes," said the man. "I didn't know how much you'd need, and I wanted to be sure you would have enough." Later Chapman commented, "While I never had to use that check, it gave me a secure feeling to know that thousands of dollars were literally at my disposal." Someone has said, "God too has given us a signed check in Philippians 4:19 to provide for every genuine need that arises in our lives."
RETURNED FAITH

   For years I'd thought Timbuktu was just a made-up name for "the ends of the earth." When I found out it was a real place in Africa, I developed an inexplicable fascination for it.

   It was in 1986 on a fact-finding trip to West Africa for Mission Aviation Fellowship that this fascination became an irresistible urge. Timbuktu wasn't on my itinerary, but I knew I had to go there. Once I arrived, I discovered I was in trouble. I'd hitched a ride from Bamako, Mali, 500 miles away, on the only seat left on a Navajo six-seater airplane chartered by UNICEF. Two of their doctors were in Timbuktu and might fly back on the return flight, which meant I'd be bumped, but I decided to take the chance.

   Now here I was, standing by the plane on the windswept outskirts of the famous Berber outpost. There was not a spot of true green anywhere in the desolate brown Saharan landscape. Dust blew across the sky, blotting out the sun as I squinted in the 110-degree heat, trying to make out the mud-walled buildings of the village of 20,000.

   The pilot approached me as I started for town. He reported that the doctors were on their way and I'd have to find another ride to Bamako. "Try the marketplace. Someone there might have a truck. But be careful," he said.

   "Westerners don't last long in the desert if the truck breaks down, which often happens."

   I didn't relish the thought of being stranded, but perhaps it was fitting that I should wind up like this, surrounded by the Sahara. Since I arrived in Africa the strain of the harsh environment and severe suffering of the starving peoples had left me feeling lost in a spiritual and emotional desert.

   The open-air marketplace in the center of town was crowded. Men and women wore flowing robes and turbans as protection against the sun. Most of the Berbers' robes were dark blue, with 30 feet of material in their turbans alone.

The men were well-armed with scimitars and knives. I felt that eyes were watching me suspiciously. Suspicion was understandable in Timbuktu.

   Nothing could be trusted here. These people had once been prosperous and self-sufficient. Now even their land had turned against them. Drought had turned rich grasslands to desert. Unrelenting sun and windstorms had nearly annihilated all animal life. People were dying by the thousands. I went from person to person trying to find someone who spoke English, until I finally came across a local gendarme who understood my broken French. "I need a truck," I

said. "I need to go to Bamako."

Eyes widened in his shaded face. "No truck," he shrugged. Then he added, "No road. Only sand."

   By now, my presence was causing a sensation in the marketplace. I was surrounded by at least a dozen small children, jumping and dancing, begging for coins and souvenirs. The situation was extreme, I knew. I tried to think

calmly. What am I to do?

   Suddenly I had a powerful desire to talk to my father. Certainly he had known what it was like to be a foreigner in a strange land. But my father, Nate Saint, was dead. He was one of five missionary men killed by Auca Indians in the jungles of Ecuador in 1956. I was a month shy of my fifth birthday at the time, and my memories of him were almost like movie clips: a lanky, intense man with a serious goal and a quick wit. He was a dedicated jungle pilot, flying

missionaries and medical personnel in his Piper Family Cruiser. Even after his death he was a presence in my life. I'd felt the need to talk with my father before, especially since I'd married and become a father myself.

   But in recent weeks this need had become urgent. For one thing I was new to relief work. But it was more than that. I needed Dad to help answer my new questions of faith. In Mali, for the first time in my life, I was surrounded by

people who didn't share my faith, who were, in fact, hostile to the Christian faith, locals and Western relief workers alike. In a way it was a parallel to the situation Dad had faced in Ecuador. How often I'd said the same thing Dad

would have said among the Indians who killed him: "My God is real. He's a personal God who lives inside me, with whom I have a very special, one-on-one relationship." And yet the question lingered in my mind: Did my father have to

die? All my life, people had spoken of Dad with respect; he was a man willing to die for his faith.

   But at the same time I couldn't help but think the murders were capricious, an accident of bad timing. Dad and his colleagues landed just as a small band of Auca men were in a bad mood for reasons that had nothing to do with

faith or Americans. If Dad's plane had landed one day later, the massacre may not have happened. Couldn't there have been another way? It made little impact on the Aucas that I could see. To them it was just one more killing in a history of killings. Thirty years later it still had an impact on me.

   And now, for the first time, I felt threatened because of who I was and what I believed. "God," I found myself praying as I looked around the market-place, "I'm in trouble here. Please keep me safe and show me a way to get back.

   Please reveal Yourself and Your love to me the way you did to my father." No bolt of lightning came from the blue. But a new thought did come to mind.

Surely there was a telecommunications office here somewhere; I could wire Bamako to send another plane. It would be costly, but I could see no other way of getting out. "Where's the telecommunications office?" I asked another

gendarme.

   He gave me instructions, then said, "Telegraph transmits only If station in Bamako has machine on, message goes through." "If not. " He shrugged. "No answer ever comes. You only hope message received."

   Now what? The sun was crossing toward the horizon. If I didn't have arrangements made by nightfall, what would happen to me? This was truly the last outpost of the world. More than a few Westerners had disappeared in the

desert without a trace.

   Then I remembered that just before I'd started for Timbuktu, a fellow worker had said, "There's a famous mosque in Timbuktu. It was built from mud in the 1500's. Many Islamic pilgrims visit it every year. But there's also a tiny Christian church, which virtually no one visits. Look it up if you get the chance."

   I asked the children, "Where is l'Eglise Evangelique Chretienne?" The youngsters were willing to help, though they were obviously confused about what I was looking for. Several times elderly men and women scolded them harshly as

we passed, but they persisted. Finally we arrived, not at the church, but at the open doorway of a tiny mud-brick house. No one was home, but on the wall opposite the door was a poster showing a cross covered by wounded hands. The French subscript said, "and by His stripes we are  healed."

   Within minutes, my army of waifs pointed out a young man approaching us in the dirt alleyway. Then the children melted back into the labyrinth of the walled alleys and compounds of Timbuktu. The young man was handsome, with dark skin and flowing robes. But there was something inexplicably different about him.

   His name was Nouh Ag Infa Yatara; that much I understood. Nouh signaled he knew someone who could translate for us. He led me to a compound on the edge of town where an American missionary lived. I was glad to meet the missionary, but from the moment I'd seen Nouh I'd had the feeling that we shared something in common.

   "How did you come to have faith?" I asked him. The missionary translated as Nouh answered. "This compound has always had a beautiful garden. One day when I was a small boy, a friend and I decided to steal some carrots. It was a

dangerous task: We'd been told that Toubabs [white men] eat nomadic children.

Despite our agility and considerable experience, I was caught by the former missionary here. Mr. Marshall didn't eat me; instead he gave me the carrots and some cards that had God's promises from the Bible written on them. He said

if I learned them, he'd give me an ink pen!"

   "You learned them?" I asked. "Oh, yes! Only government men and the headmaster of the school had a Bic pen!

   But when I showed off my pen at school, the teacher knew I must have spoken with  a Toubab, which is strictly forbidden. He severely beat me." When Nouh's parents found out he had portions of such a despised book defiling their

house, they threw him out and forbade anyone to take him in; nor was he allowed in school. But something had happened: Nouh had come to believe that what the Bible said was true.

   Nouh's mother became desperate. Her own standing, as well as her family's, was in jeopardy. Finally she decided to kill her son. She obtained poison from a sorcerer and poisoned Nouh's food at a family feast. Nouh ate the food and

wasn't affected. His brother, who unwittingly stole a morsel of meat from the deadly dish, became violently ill and remains partially paralyzed.

   Seeing God's intervention, the family and the townspeople were afraid to make further attempts on his life, but condemned him as an outcast.

   After sitting a moment, I asked Nouh the question that only hours earlier I'd wanted to ask my father: "Why is your faith so important to you that you're willing to give up everything, perhaps even your life?"

   "I know God loves me and I'll live with Him forever. I know it! Now I have peace where I used to be full of fear and uncertainty. Who wouldn't want to give up everything for this peace and security?"

   "It couldn't have been easy for you as a teenager to take a stand that made you despised by the whole community," I said. "Where did your courage come from?"

   "Mr. Marshall couldn't take me in without putting my life in jeopardy. So he gave me some books about other Christians who'd suffered for their faith. My favorite was about five young men who willingly risked their lives to take God's good news to stone age Indians in the jungles of South America." His eyes widened. "I've lived all my life in the desert. How frightening the jungle must be! The book said these men let themselves be speared to death, even though they had guns and could have killed their attackers!"

   The missionary translator said, "I remember the story. As a matter of fact, one of those men had your last name."

   "Yes," I said quietly, "the pilot was my father." "Your father?" Nouh cried.

"The story is true! Yes," I said, "it's true."

   The missionary and Nouh and I talked through the afternoon. When they accompanied me back to the airfield that night, we found that the doctors weren't able to leave Timbuktu after all, and there was room for me on the UNICEF plane.

   As Nouh and I hugged each other, it seemed incredible that God loved us so much that He'd arranged for us to meet "at the ends of the earth."

   Nouh and I had gifts for each other that no one else could give. I gave him the assurance that the story which had given him courage was true. He, in turn, gave me the assurance that God had used Dad's death for good. Dad, by dying, had helped give Nouh a faith worth dying for. And Nouh, in return, had helped give Dad's faith back to me. (Submitted by Stephen Saint)

   Out of the history of Napoleonic France, Leonard Griffith has given us a moving story of a political prisoner by the name of Charnet. Charnet was thrown into prison simply because he had accidentally, by a remark, offended the emperor Napoleon. Cast into a dungeon cell, presumably left to die, as the days and weeks and months passed by, Charnet became embittered at his fate. Slowly but surely he began to lose his faith in God. And one day, in a moment of rebellious anger, he scratched on the wall of his cell, "All things come by chance," which reflected the injustice that had come his way by chance. He sat in the darkness of that cell growing more bitter by the day. 

   There was one spot in the cell where a single ray of sunlight came every day and remained for a little while. And one morning, to his absolute amazement, he noticed that in the hard, earthen floor of that cell a tiny, green blade was breaking through. It was something living, struggling up toward that shaft of sunlight. It was his only living companion, and his heart went out in joy toward it. He nurtured it with his tiny ration of water, cultivated it, and encouraged its growth. That green blade became his friend. It became his teacher in a sense, and finally it burst through until one day there bloomed from the little plant a beautiful, purple and white flower. Once again Charnet found himself thinking thoughts about God. He scratched off the thing he had scribbled on the wall of his dungeon and in its place wrote, "He who made all things is God." 

   Somehow through the guards and their wives and the gossip of the community, this little story reached the ears of Josephine, Napoleon's wife. She was so moved by it and so convinced that a man who loved a flower that way could not possibly be a dangerous criminal that she persuaded Napoleon to release him. So Charnet was set free. You can be sure that he dug out his precious little prison flower and took it with him and cultivated that plant in the years to come. He also pondered in his heart a verse that he put on the little flower pot holding the plant. What would that verse be? "If God so clothe the grass of the field, which today is, and tomorrow is cast into the oven, will he not much more clothe you, O ye of little faith?" 

   -- David A. Seamands, "Instruction for Thanksgiving," Preaching Today, Tape No. 62. 

1Peter 3:10  For he that will love life, and see good days, let him refrain his tongue from evil, and his lips that they speak no guile:

11  Let him eschew evil, and do good; let him seek peace, and ensue it.

12  For the eyes of the Lord are over the righteous, and his ears are open unto their prayers: but the face of the Lord is against them that do evil.

13  And who is he that will harm you, if ye be followers of that which is good?

14  But and if ye suffer for righteousness’ sake, happy are ye: and be not afraid of their terror, neither be troubled;

15  But sanctify the Lord God in your hearts: and be ready always to give an answer to every man that asketh you a reason of the hope that is in you with meekness and fear:

Psalm 37: 23  The steps of a good man are ordered by the LORD: and he delighteth in his way.

24  Though he fall, he shall not be utterly cast down: for the LORD upholdeth him with his hand.

25  I have been young, and now am old; yet have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging bread.

26  He is ever merciful, and lendeth; and his seed is blessed.

27  Depart from evil, and do good; and dwell for evermore.

28  For the LORD loveth judgment, and forsaketh not his saints; they are preserved for ever: but the seed of the wicked shall be cut off.

Matthew 16:5 ¶  And when his disciples were come to the other side, they had forgotten to take bread.

6  Then Jesus said unto them, Take heed and beware of the leaven of the Pharisees and of the Sadducees.

7  And they reasoned among themselves, saying, It is because we have taken no bread.

8  Which when Jesus perceived, he said unto them, O ye of little faith, why reason ye among yourselves, because ye have brought no bread?

9  Do ye not yet understand, neither remember the five loaves of the five thousand, and how many baskets ye took up?

10  Neither the seven loaves of the four thousand, and how many baskets ye took up?

�22 ¶  And he said unto his disciples, Therefore I say unto you, Take no thought for your life, what ye shall eat; neither for the body, what ye shall put on.


23  The life is more than meat, and the body is more than raiment.


24  Consider the ravens: for they neither sow nor reap; which neither have storehouse nor barn; and God feedeth them: how much more are ye better than the fowls?


25  And which of you with taking thought can add to his stature one cubit?


26  If ye then be not able to do that thing which is least, why take ye thought for the rest?


27  Consider the lilies how they grow: they toil not, they spin not; and yet I say unto you, that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these.


28  If then God so clothe the grass, which is to day in the field, and to morrow is cast into the oven; how much more will he clothe you, O ye of little faith?


29  And seek not ye what ye shall eat, or what ye shall drink, neither be ye of doubtful mind.


30  For all these things do the nations of the world seek after: and your Father knoweth that ye have need of these things.


31  But rather seek ye the kingdom of God; and all these things shall be added unto you.


32  Fear not, little flock; for it is your Father’s good pleasure to give you the kingdom.


33  Sell that ye have, and give alms; provide yourselves bags which wax not old, a treasure in the heavens that faileth not, where no thief approacheth, neither moth corrupteth.


34  For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.


�22 And he said unto his disciples, Therefore I say unto you, Take no thought for your life, what ye shall eat; neither for the body, what ye shall put on. 23  The life is more than meat, and the body is more than raiment.





�Consider the ravens: for they neither sow nor reap; which neither have storehouse nor barn; and God feedeth them: how much more are ye better than the fowls?


�And which of you with taking thought can add to his stature one cubit? 26  If ye then be not able to do that thing which is least, why take ye thought for the rest?


�Consider the lilies how they grow: they toil not, they spin not; and yet I say unto you, that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these. 28  If then God so clothe the grass, which is to day in the field, and to morrow is cast into the oven; how much more will he clothe you, O ye of little faith?


�Matt 10:29  Are not two sparrows sold for a farthing? and one of them shall not fall on the ground without your Father.


30  But the very hairs of your head are all numbered.


31  Fear ye not therefore, ye are of more value than many sparrows.





�The following is an excerpt from the diary of George Muller, who founded 6 orphanages in Victorian England. 





   August 18, 1838: I have not one penny in hand for the orphans. In a day or two again many pounds will be needed. My eyes are up to the Lord. Evening. Before this day is over, I have received from a sister five pounds. She had some time since put away her trinkets, to be sold for the benefit of the orphans. This morning, whilst in prayer, it came to her mind, I have this five pounds, and owe no man anything, therefore it would be better to give this money at once, as it may be some time before I can dispose of the trinkets. She therefore brought it, little knowing that there was not a penny in hand, and that I had been able to advance only four pounds, fifteen shillings and five pence for housekeeping in the Boys' Orphan-House, instead of the usual ten pounds. 


   August 23: Today I was again without one single penny, when three pounds was sent from Clapham, with a box of new clothes for the orphans. 


   Muller was later to look back on the period from September 1838 to the end of 1846 as the time when the greatest trials of faith were experienced in the orphan work. They were not years of continuous difficulty: rather there tended to be a pattern of a few months of trial, followed by some months of comparative plenty. During the whole period, according to Muller, the children knew nothing of the trial. In the midst of one of the darkest periods, he recorded, "These dear little ones know nothing about it, because their tables are as well supplied as when there was eight hundred pounds in the bank, and they have lack of nothing." At another time he wrote, "The orphans have never lacked anything. Had I had thousands of pounds in hand, they would have fared no better than they have; for they have always had good nourishing food, the necessary articles of clothing, etc." In other words, the periods of trial were so in the sense that there was no excess of funds: God supplied the need by the day, even by the hour. Enough was sent, but no more than enough. -James S. Hewett, Illustrations Unlimited (Wheaton: Tyndale House Publishers, Inc, 1988) p. 261. 





�29  And seek not ye what ye shall eat, or what ye shall drink, neither be ye of doubtful mind.


30  For all these things do the nations of the world seek after: and your Father knoweth that ye have need of these things.


31  But rather seek ye the kingdom of God; and all these things shall be added unto you.


32  Fear not, little flock; for it is your Father’s good pleasure to give you the kingdom.


33  Sell that ye have, and give alms; provide yourselves bags which wax not old, a treasure in the heavens that faileth not, where no thief approacheth, neither moth corrupteth.


34  For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.





�Haggai 1: 6  Ye have sown much, and bring in little; ye eat, but ye have not enough; ye drink, but ye are not filled with drink; ye clothe you, but there is none warm; and he that earneth wages earneth wages to put it into a bag with holes.


7  Thus saith the LORD of hosts; Consider your ways.


8  Go up to the mountain, and bring wood, and build the house; and I will take pleasure in it, and I will be glorified, saith the LORD.


9  Ye looked for much, and, lo, it came to little; and when ye brought it home, I did blow upon it. Why? saith the LORD of hosts. Because of mine house that is waste, and ye run every man unto his own house.








Page 1

