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            "Trust in the Lord with all your heartand lean not on your own understanding."— Proverbs 3:5

      

    


Dedication: 

This book is dedicated to every child who has ever wondered if their faith was too small, too quiet, or not enough.

May you discover that even the smallest trust in God can carry great hope.​
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Chapter 1: A Small Spark
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Eli sat on the edge of his bed, his feet dangling just above the floor. A thin line of light slipped in from the hallway, stretching across the carpet like it was trying to reach him. The house was quiet, the kind that made every thought feel louder than it should.

He rubbed his hands together and sighed.

He had tried to pray earlier. Really tried. He had folded his hands like he’d been taught, closed his eyes tight, and waited for the words to come. But they tangled up in his head and refused to make sense.

“What if I’m doing it wrong?” he whispered to the empty room.

Eli had heard people talk about faith as if it were something big and bright, something you felt right away. But whatever he had inside him felt small. So small he wondered if it even counted.

Down the hall, a cupboard door creaked open and then shut again. Eli knew the sound. It was his mother, checking the kitchen shelves. She had been doing that a lot lately.

At breakfast the next morning, Eli noticed the jar sitting on the counter. It wasn’t new. It had always been there. But today it looked different.

Almost empty.

His mother stood beside it, turning the lid slowly in her hands, as if she were thinking hard about something. When she noticed Eli watching, she smiled—but it didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“We’ll make it work,” she said softly, more to herself than to him.

Eli nodded, though he wasn’t sure what it was.

Later, as he walked to school with Mara, the jar stayed in his mind. He kicked a pebble along the sidewalk, watching it bounces ahead of them.

“I don’t think I’m very good at faith,” he said suddenly.

Mara looked over at him. “Why do you think that?”

“I pray, but nothing happens,” Eli said. “And when things get hard... I just feel worried.”

Mara thought for a moment. “I don’t think faith is about not feeling worried.”

Eli frowned. “Then what is it?”

“I think people imagine faith like a big fire,” she said. “Something loud and powerful that never flickers.”

“That’s what I thought,” Eli said. “But mine doesn’t feel like that.”

Mara smiled. “I don’t think it starts that way. I think it starts small.”

“How small?” Eli asked.

“Like a spark,” she said. “Easy to miss if you’re not looking.”

That afternoon, Eli sat at his desk, and the house quiet again. He glanced toward the kitchen, where the jar still sat on the counter. He didn’t know why it bothered him so much, but it did.

This time, when he prayed, he didn’t try to sound brave or wise. He didn’t search for the right words.

“God,” he whispered, “I don’t know what to do. But I’m here.”

Nothing changed right away. The house stayed quiet. The jar was nearly empty.

But something inside Eli felt different—steady, like a small flame protected from the wind.

He didn’t know it yet, but that tiny spark was enough.

Enough to ask questions.

Enough to take a step forward.

Enough to begin.
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Chapter 2: When the Jar Was Almost Empty
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The jar sat in the same place it always had—right beside the sink, where the afternoon light spilled across the counter. Eli had passed it a hundred times before without giving it much thought.

But today, he stopped.

He lifted the lid and looked inside.

There were only a small handful left.

Eli swallowed. He didn’t know exactly how long it was supposed to last, but he knew it wasn’t much. He gently set the lid back on, careful not to make a sound, as if the jar itself might notice.

From the other room, he could hear his mother moving slowly, her footsteps quieter than usual. When she came into the kitchen, she followed his eyes straight to the jar.

“It looks smaller than it used to,” Eli said.

His mother nodded. “It does.”

She rested her hands on the counter and took a deep breath. “Sometimes things run low,” she said gently. “That doesn’t mean we stop trusting.”

Eli thought about what Mara had said—that faith could start like a spark. Right now, his spark felt very small.

That evening, they sat at the table together. The meal was simple. No one complained. Still, Eli noticed how carefully his mother measured each scoop, how she paused before setting the jar back in its place.

Later, when the dishes were done, Eli found her sitting quietly with her Bible open. He watched from the doorway for a moment before stepping inside.

“Do you think God notices things like jars?” he asked.

She smiled at the question. “I think God notices everything we worry about.”

Eli nodded slowly. “What if there isn’t enough?”

His mother closed the book and looked at him. “Then we do the next right thing,” she said. “And we trust God with the rest.”

That night, Eli lay awake longer than usual. He thought about the jar, about school lunches, about tomorrow and the days after that. He whispered a prayer—not a long one, just a quiet one—and asked God to help them have enough.

The next morning, his mother handed him a small bag before school.

“Can you take this to Mrs. Carter on your way?” she asked.

Eli looked inside. He recognized what was there.

“But... the jar,” he said.

“I know,” she replied softly. “This is the next right thing.”

Eli hesitated. His heart felt tight as he stepped outside, the bag warm in his hands. He didn’t understand how giving something away could possibly help.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Little Jar of Faith

Learning to Trust God
When Things Feel Uncertain

# Digital,Discoveries .





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





