August 12

~Other Speakers M-R: Daily Portions:
"My soul faints for your salvation--but I hope in your word." Psalm 119:81
How difficult, for the most part, it is, and we may add, how rare to be able to realize for ourselves, with any
degree of abiding permanency, a sweet experimental sense of, and an assured interest in, those spiritual
blessings with which, so far as we are believers in the Son of God, we are blessed in heavenly places in Christ
Jesus. Glimpses, glances, transient views, sips and tastes, drops and crumbs sweet beyond expression while
they last, but rarely given and soon gone, are, generally speaking, all we seem to get after much hard labor,
many cries, earnest entreaties, and vehement longings before the Lord, as he presents himself to our faith,
seated on the throne of his grace. How many there are who are daily and sometimes almost hourly crying out, if
not in the exact words, yet in the substance of themÂ– "O come, you much-expected guest; Lord Jesus, quickly
come!"
And yet how long he seems to delay his coming! How continually are they looking upward until eyes and heart
seem alike to fail, waiting for his appearing more than those who watch for the morning; how willing to make
any sacrifice, to do anything, be anything, or bear anything, if he would but manifest himself to their souls. How
often are they searching and examining their hearts, lips, and lives, to see if there be any evil way in them, that
makes him hide his lovely face, and not drop one word into their longing breasts, whereby they might hold
sweet communion with him! How they desire to be blessed with real contrition of heart, and godly sorrow for
their sins, and be melted and dissolved at his feet, under a sight and sense of his bleeding, dying love!
But whence spring all these longing looks and waiting expectations? Do not all those earnest desires and
vehement longings show that those in whom they so continually are found, are begotten again to a lively hope,
by the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead? It is divine life in their souls which is the spring and source
of these inward breathings, lookings, and longings; and this divine life arises out of a new and spiritual birth,
which is itself the fruit of the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead. It is not the still-born child that cries; it
is the cry of the living child which so goes to the heart of the mother. Thus the cries of which we have spoken
show that there is life.
But with life there is hope; for why should a man be ever crying after, waiting for, and anxiously expecting a
blessing which he has no hope ever to obtain? If, then, these had no living hope, would they cry? There are no
cries in a dead hope. It is because the grace of hope in their breasts is, like every other grace of the Spirit, alive
unto God, that it acts in union with faith and love, to bring them and keep them earnest, sincere, and unwearied
before the throne, expecting and anticipating what God has promised to bestow on those who wait upon him.
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