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FAITH IS A GIFT
FAITH IS ONE of two things. It is
either a gift of God, or a fruit of the
Spirit. Of that there cannot be the
slightest doubt. Search the corridors
of reason, and you will inevitably
arrive at the same answer. If itis
true that faith “as a grain of a
mustard seed” contains the dynamics
which would move mountains, do
you think God would entrust to our
possession a weapon as potent as
that? To have it otherwise, than as
God has ordained, would not only
destroy the entire economy and
system whereby the Christian can
walk in harmony and communion
with God, but would put in the hands
of weak people, such as you and I, an
instrument which could be used for
our destruction.

I do not mean that we would use
faith for physical manifestations
alone; but that the spiritual reactions
would prove to be a curse instead of
a blessing, and impediments to
growth rather than help. More than
once I have tried to exercise faith,
and have struggled to obtain the
answer I desired to my prayer; only
to find, in the light of succeeding
events, that it was better by far that
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the prayer was not answered as I had
desired.

That is why God deals to every man
the measure of faith he needs to walk
in harmony with the Divine Will.
Beyond that point, faith will not be
imparted. This lesson to me is so
beautiful that it awakens in my heart a
song of thanksgiving and praise to the
Lord I love and serve. Perhaps I do not
understand the purposes of God, but
trust holds on when faith is not
imparted: and I am happy in the
consciousness that he is working in my
life for the very best.

We should trust Him when we cannot
see, and rely upon Him when we
cannot understand. However, let us
not make the mistake of calling that
trust faith. Faith works, moves,
operates and accomplishes things
according to its measure and its power.
Of course, to each one there is given
the faith by which we call ourselves the
children of God; and there is given or
imparted to us the faith by which we
daily know that we have passed from
death unto life.

Faith is measured in the scales of God,
even as we measure the commodities
of earth. More than once our blessed
Lord talked about little faith and great
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faith. He mentioned weak faith
and strong faith. As we need the
gift or fruit of faith, it is imparted
by the Lord, in order that God’s
will, rather than ours, will be
done on earth, and in us, even as
itis in Heaven. There are many
times when our desires are
contrary to the will of God.
Many times in our ignorance we
would do the thing which would
bring sorrow instead of joy. If
we possessed the faith, for use at
any and all times to bring about
our own desires, it is clearly to
be seen that the results would be
disastrous.

The Christian world looks to the
life of George Muller as a latter
day example of the power of
faith in the heart of a man who
believed God. Such a life it was
~ a magnificent array of
miraculous answers to prayer. In
reading after his biographers,
however have you not noticed
the fact that he knew he was in
the center of God’s will? There
were hungry little mouths to be
fed and little orphan bodies to be
clothed; and Muller believed that
the Lord, who called him to that




ministry, would supply every need. So when the
need arose, faith was given.

There was no struggle, no agonizing, no battle
against doubt; only the manifestation of an imparted
faith.

He was an ardent believer in fervent, effectual prayer.

Many times he reveals the depth of his ministry of
intercession. The reason, he says, that so many
people fail to have their prayers answered is that they
have not learned the value of importunity and
continuity in prayer. Yet, whenever he came up to a
crisis, he would tell the Lord his need in a most
matter-of-fact way, and simply count it done by faith.
If we are to believe his writings, it was almost as
simple as a woman stepping to her telephone, calling
up the grocery store, and asking for the delivery of
her needs. Thus Muller prayed to God!

Can you have faith like that in yourself? Can you
possess such ability, apart from the gift and anointing
of the Spirit of God? To endeavor to exercise
something we do not possess leads to excesses in the
realm of the spiritual; and often the attempt to use
faith we do not possess drives out what little frust we
have in God. Let me illustrate what I mean by the
impartation of faith.

THE MASTER KNEW
Some years ago, [ was conducting a meeting in a
Presbyterian Church in Medford, Oregon. The Lord
led us to hold a healing service one afternoon. The
place was crowded, and many were standing outside
and on the window ledges, looking into the building.
One of that number was a little crippled boy who
walked with the aid of crutches. My heart bled for
the little fellow, for there was such a look of pathos
about his blue eyes that my heart was stirred.
Silently I lifted my heart to the Lord, and asked for
faith for the healing of the little lad.
Then across the platform there came for prayer a
line of children, most of whom were accompanied by
their parents. A little girl stood in front of me. Her
mother was weeping. I laid hands on her head and
prayed.
Nothing happened; but the spirit of the meeting
seemed to change. There was a deadness and a
heaviness which weighed heavily upon me. I prayed
again; and the feeling seemed to increase. Ilooked at
the weeping mother in bewilderment. She was
sobbing. At last she cried out, almost hysterically,
“Why won’t Jesus heal my girl?”

I'looked at her closely. Then into my heart there came a
suspicion. Just at that moment the Lord imparted the gift of
discernment to one of the people by my side who asked the
woman this question: “Have you ever been in Mysticism or
Occultism?”
She had, she confessed. Her little girl did not go to the
Methodist Church. She, herself, had not been there for months.
She had been attending a spiritualist séance week after week.
Then I knew why my Lord had withheld His blessing and His
faith. The mother continued to cry in her agony of soul, “He
has healed others; please ask Him to heal my little girl.”
I said, “Sister, do you know anything about salvation through
the shed blood of Jesus on Calvary?” She said she had at one
time, but a sorrow had come into her life and, instead of taking
a little tighter grip on the hand divine, she had turned away
from God. In response to my appeal, she said that she would
like to give her heart to Christ then and there, and asked me to
pray for her. She repeated a prayer of surrender after me, and
then I closed with the words, “I am trusting in Jesus as my
personal Savior, and I claim the promise of the blood as the
atonement for all my sins.
Into my heart, and into hers too there swept a glory wave from
heaven. As I reached out my hand once again to her little girl, I
knew that her days as a cripple were over. She sprang to her
feet. She was healed! Then I looked at the poor little crippled
boy and held out my hand for him to try to climb through the
window and come to the platform for prayer. He did not come.
Instead, he fell through the window, leaving his crutches on the
outside! He too was healed.
The Holy Ghost took such charge of that service, that I have
seldom seen anything to equal it. Not only were people healed,
but many were saved. Down the aisle came a dear, old lady
who had been in a wheel chair for years. She was leaping,
shouting, and praising God, even as they did in the days when
the Savior walked the streets with men. What a meeting! What
a time to make men adore Him and angels to rejoice.
Now, suppose I had possessed faith for the healing of that little
girl. Suppose that when I first laid hands on her head, she had
gone away well. Her mother would have taken it as a sign that
the séance was in the order of the Lord, and from that moment
on she would have been more deeply enmeshed in the spiritism
that I do not believe is of God. So, when I prayed in my lack of
understanding, the spirit of faith and assurance was lifted from
me. How empty I felt. Then, when the mother accepted Jesus
as her personal Savior, faith was imparted and the work was
done. Instead of struggling to be healed, how much sweeter
and richer life would be, were we to look to Jesus who is “the
Author and the Finisher of our faith.

Charles Price

1887-1947

“Where do you worship? I asked. “I go to the
Methodist Church,” was her reply.
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