
 Treasure Chest 

 �e good man out of the good treasure of his heart brings forth what is good; and the evil man 
 out of the evil treasure brings forth what is evil; for his mouth speaks from that which fills his 

 heart. 
 Luke 6:45 

 I  was  reflecting  the  other  day  on  what  a  di�erence  spending  time  with  Jesus  has  made  in 
 my  life.  Things  that  are  absolutely  not  in  my  nature  have  become  more  natural  for  me  as 
 He  has  resided  as  King  of  my  heart.  In  particular,  I  have  always  had  a  critical  spirit.  I  may 
 not  have  voiced  my  criticisms  often,  but  I  sure  thought  them.  The  critical  spirit  manifested 
 itself  in  several  ways,  not  the  least  of  which  was  road  rage,  but  primarily  a  sense  of  scorn 
 and  disdain  for  those  around  me.  I  am  ashamed  of  that,  as  I  know  that  it  is  far,  far  from 
 the heart of God. 

 “His  mouth  speaks  from  that  which  fills  his  heart.”  These  words  are  from  the  lips  of  our 
 Savior,  and  are  a  most  basic  truth.  Whatever  is  in  the  treasure  chest  is  what  you’ll  draw  out 
 of  it.  Dipping  a  spoon  into  a  bowl  of  soup,  you  are  not  surprised  when  soup  is  what  you 
 bring to your mouth. A surprise would be finding ice cream there. 

 The  problem  for  me  was  that  even  un-critical  words  had  an  underlayment  of  criticism.  The 
 soup  on  my  spoon  was  always  salty,  even  if  it  had  been  masked  to  look  like  something 
 sweet. The other problem was that I didn’t really care that I was always critical. 

 Since  spending  concentrated  quality  time  with  Jesus,  though,  He  has  slowly  but  surely 
 been  placing  His  own  heart  in  mine.  I  find  a  more  generous  spirit  within  me,  ready  to  see 
 the  best,  think  the  best,  and  feel  the  best  about  those  around  me.  I  know  for  a  fact  that 
 this  spirit  is  not  my  own,  and  I  take  no  credit  for  that.  Having  been  made  aware  of  the 
 saltiness  of  my  natural  state,  the  sweet  it  is  turning  into  is  definitely  not  of  my  own  doing.  I 
 still  may  not  voice  my  thoughts  often,  but  I’m  at  least  aware  of  the  fact  that  my  thoughts 
 have  taken  a  drastic  turn.  The  Holy  Spirit  highlights  that  sometimes,  just  making  me 
 aware  that  who  I  used  to  be  would  have  thought  this  or  that  about  this  person,  yet  the 
 thought  that  came  up  upon  running  across  them  was  quite  a  bit  di�erent.  It  never  ceases 
 to amaze me, what He has done in my heart. 

 But  that’s  what  happens  when  you  spend  time  with  Jesus.  He  was  not  weak  or  ine�ective. 
 He  was  not  saccharine  sweet  and  irritating  with  it.  But  He  viewed  those  around  Him  with  a 
 deep  and  abiding  love.  Over  and  over  in  the  accounts  of  His  walk  on  earth  we  find 
 evidence  of  His  love  for  us.  As  we  spend  time  with  Him,  fall  in  love  with  Him,  we  find  a 
 treasure chest of love, a deep well to draw from and spill over on those around us. 

 Father, we thank You for the heart of love that You have for us. We thank You that as we spend 
 time with You, You transform us into the image of Your son. Help us to be sensitive to Your 

 transforming work, and allow Your heart to become ours. 
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