Experiencing the Presence of God
Chapter 6: ENDLESS COMMUNION WITH GOD

June 16, 1930

I'looked at people with a love God gave. I walk out in the
street full of Moros, and if my soul is as full of God as it
sometimes is, I see what happens as I look into their eyes
and pray for them. No man need try to persuade me that
God does not reach them, for I see the thing happen, and
now I know that every person we ever meet is God's
opportunity, if only we were not so much of the time
shutoff from God.

Last Monday was the most completely successful day of
my life to date so far as giving my day in complete and
continuous surrender to God is concerned - though I shall
hope for far better days - and I remember how as I looked
at people with a love God gave, they looked back and
acted as though they wanted to go with me. I felt then that
for a day I saw a little of that marvelous pull that Jesus had
as he walked along the road day after day "God-
intoxicated" and radiant with the endless communion of
his soul with God.
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June 22, 1930 —

As simple as opening and closing a swinging door I have
just returned from a walk alone, a walk so wonderful that I
feel like reducing it to a universal rule, that all people ought
to take a walk every evening all alone where they can talk
aloud without being heard by anyone, and that during this
entire walk they all ought to talk with God, allowing him to
use their tongues to talk back - and letting God do most of
the talking.

This seems to be the very thing for which I have been
feeling all these weeks. You have followed my experiment
and have seen many confessions of daily failure, as I tried
to keep God in mind in the second person. Well, today has
not been a failure. The thought of God has drifted out
occasionally but not for long. But this day has been a
different day from any other of my life, for I have not tried
to pray in the sense of talking to God but I have let God
do the talking with my tongue or in my inner life when my
tongue was silent. It has been as simple as opening and
closing a swinging door. And without any of the old strain
the whole day passed beautifully with God saying
wonderful things to me.
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July 2, 1930

The reality all about you is greater than the
imperfect symbols of things which you have in words The
newest experiment, and at present the most thrilling, is
letting God talk through my own tongue and through my
own fingers on the typewriter. I have been letting my
tongue talk on Signal Hill behind my house and then have
come home and written on the typewriter all I could
remember of it. Here is one sample:

"T speak to you, not through your tongue only, but
also through everything which you see in nature through
the beauty of this sunset, through the little Moro boy who
stands beside you without understanding what you are
saying, and who wonders what you are looking at in the
clouds. If I do not speak to you in words at times, it is
because the reality all about you is greater than the
imperfect symbols of things which you have in words. It is
not necessary for your tongue to speak, nor even for any
definite thoughts to light your mind, for I myself am
infinitely more important for you than anything I can give
you even than the most brilliant thoughts. So when
thoughts do come, welcome them, and when they do not
flow freely simply rest back and love, and grant me the
shared joy of being loved by you. For I, too, by my very
nature, am hungry with an insatiable hunger for the love of
all of you, just as your love reaches out at your highest
moments to all the people about you.
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So child, I, even I, God, whom people have
foolishly feared and flattered for my gifts, I want love
and friendship more than I want groveling subjects.
So while we love each other, child, my share is as
keen as yours."

I find that the effort to keep God in my mind
does something to my mind which every mind needs
to have done to it (exercise).

The most important discovery of my whole
life is that one can take a little rough cabin and
transform it into a palace just by flooding it with
thoughts of God.

If my soul is as full of God as it sometimes is,
I see what happens as I look into their eyes and pray
for them. No man need try to persuade me that God
does not reach them, for I see the thing happen.

As I'looked at people with a love God gave,
they looked back and acted as though they wanted to
go with me. I felt then that for a day I saw a little of
that marvelous pull that Jesus had as he walked along
the road day after day "God-intoxicated" and radiant
with the endless communion of his soul with God.

All ought to talk with God, allowing him to
use their tongues to talk back - and letting God do
most of the talking.

This day has been a different day from any
other of my life, for I have not tried to pray in the
sense of talking to God but I have let God do the
talking with my tongue or in my inner life when my
tongue was silent. It has been as simple as opening
and closing a swinging door. And without any of the
old strain the whole day passed beautifully with God
saying wonderful things to me.

Loneliness to Never Alone - Frank Laubach
25



Experiencing the Presence of God

Chapter 7: Always Ready Spiritually

I have written in this letter what my tongue said as
I let it speak, not because I wish to recommend any of the
above as prophetic, but simply because I think it may
prove helpful to those who have been dissatistied with
their own contact with God and who may find this a
helpful practice in making contacts with God. Day after
day I find this very helpful in little intimate personal ways,
which would have no value for others.

I am well aware of the probability of criticism
because it is "mysticism" - as though any man could be a
believer in Jesus without believing in "mysticism"! - or
because many people think that the days of direct contact
with God, or at least words from God, stopped with the
closing of the New Testament. But then what a stupid
world this would be if one never did anything different for
fear of criticism!
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July 9, 1930

This is what all life can have if you are willing. Never did I
so feel the need of a silent typewriter as at this moment,
for every stroke clashes with the marvelous silence of the
hills tonight. I am still under the spell of that hush and of
that sunset. In all my life I have never seen a sight so
beautiful as Lanao tonight. I suppose there have been
equally beautiful scenes since the world was created, but
not more beautiful for me. For it adequately reflected the
passion of love which I feel toward the Lanao people as 1
look and pray from the hill.

And as I talked and tasted the sweetness of the luscious
light, and told God that this was for me the masterpiece of
his creation, he told me through my own voice:

"Ah, child, this is but the symbol of beauties, and wonders
which I mean to give you when you are willing and ready. 1
must give them, I will give them, if only you will climb
your spiritual hill and open your soul, eyes and look. This
is what all life can have if you are willing. I ache with
longings which poor little people cannot even suspect, to

open up wider and ever wider universes of glory to you
all."

If asked my chief difficulty in meeting these Moros, 1
should have to reply, "No chief difficulty excepting to
keep ready spiritually." And I wonder whether here is not
the only serious difficulty anywhere. This year I am readier
than I have ever been before, and perhaps this is why
people seem readier also.
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August 21, 1930

"Important dutes" which keep us from helping little
people are not duties but sins I shall be forty-six in two weeks. I
no longer have the sense that life is all before me, as I had a few
years ago. Some of it is behind - and a miserable poor past it is,
so far below what I had dreamed 'that 1 dare not even think of it.
Nor dare I think much of the future. This present, if it is full of
God, is the only refuge I have from poisonous disappointment
and even almost rebellion against God.

Here I was engaging in the most glorious action of all
human and of all superhuman life - I was communing with the
very God of the universe himself. He was showing me his very
heart, even the angels can do no more than this. I forgot that my
being choked down against the bottom, of an ocean like an
octopus, and like an octopus in disposition, too, makes no
difference at all. A prison or a dungeon makes no difference if
one is with God. We preach and profess that as true, and it is
true, but upon my word I do not see many people who seem to
have experienced it. I am exactly like these Moro women and
children. "Bapa,” they say, "may I have this?" If I say "Yes," they
forget to take it, but if I say "No;" they beg me for it.

What a stupidly ignorant world this would be if one never
did anything different for fear of criticism!

"Important duties" which keep us from helping others in
relationship are not duties at all, but sins!

This present moment, if it is full of God, is the only refuge I
have from poisonous disappointment and even almost
rebellion against God.

A prison or a dungeon makes no difference if one is with
God. We preach and profess that as true, and it is true, but
upon my word I do not see many people who seem to have
experienced it.
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