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Pray for Your Own Discovery

THERE exists some point at which I can meet God in a real and experimental
contact with His infinite actuality. This is the “place” of God, His sanctuary
—it is the point where my contingent being depends upon His love. Within
myself is a metaphorical apex of existence at which I am held in being by my
Creator.

God utters me like a word containing a partial thought of Himself.
A word will never be able to comprehend the voice that utters it.
But if I am true to the concept that God utters in me, if I am true to the

thought of Him I was meant to embody, I shall be full of His actuality and
find Him everywhere in myself, and find myself nowhere. I shall be lost in
Him: that is, I shall find myself. I shall be “saved.”

It is a pity that the beautiful Christian metaphor “salvation” has come to
be so hackneyed and therefore so despised. It has been turned into a vapid
synonym for “piety”—not even a truly ethical concept. “Salvation” is
something far beyond ethical propriety. The word connotes a deep respect for
the fundamental metaphysical reality of man. It reflects God’s own infinite
concern for man, God’s love and care for man’s inmost being, God’s love for
all that is His own in man, His son. It is not only human nature that is “saved”
by the divine mercy, but above all the human person. The object of salvation
is that which is unique, irreplaceable, incommunicable—that which is myself
alone. This true inner self must be drawn up like a jewel from the bottom of
the sea, rescued from confusion, from indistinction, from immersion in the
common, the nondescript, the trivial, the sordid, the evanescent.

We must be saved from immersion in the sea of lies and passions which is
called “the world.” And we must be saved above all from that abyss of
confusion and absurdity which is our own worldly self. The person must be
rescued from the individual. The free son of God must be saved from the
conformist slave of fantasy, passion and convention. The creative and
mysterious inner self must be delivered from the wasteful, hedonistic and
destructive ego that seeks only to cover itself with disguises.



To be “lost” is to be left to the arbitrariness and pretenses of the
contingent ego, the smoke-self that must inevitably vanish. To be “saved” is
to return to one’s inviolate and eternal reality and to live in God.

WHAT one of you can enter into himself and find the God Who utters him?
“Finding God” means much more than just abandoning all things that are

not God, and emptying oneself of images and desires.
If you succeed in emptying your mind of every thought and every desire,

you may indeed withdraw into the center of yourself and concentrate
everything within you upon the imaginary point where your life springs out
of God: yet you will not really find God. No natural exercise can bring you
into vital contact with Him. Unless He utters Himself in you, speaks His own
name in the center of your soul, you will no more know Him than a stone
knows the ground upon which it rests in its inertia.

OUR discovery of God is, in a way, God’s discovery of us. We cannot go to
heaven to find Him because we have no way of knowing where heaven is or
what it is. He comes down from heaven and finds us. He looks at us from the
depths of His own infinite actuality, which is everywhere, and His seeing us
gives us a new being and a new mind in which we also discover Him. We
only know Him in so far as we are known by Him, and our contemplation of
Him is a participation in His contemplation of Himself.

We become contemplatives when God discovers Himself in us.
At that moment the point of our contact with Him opens out and we pass

through the center of our own nothingness and enter into infinite reality,
where we awaken as our true self.

It is true that God knows Himself in all the things that exist. He sees them,
and it is because He sees them that they exist. It is because He loves them
that they are good. His love in them is their intrinsic goodness. The value He
sees in them is their value. In so far as He sees and loves them, all things
reflect Him.

But although God is present in all things by His knowledge and His love
and His power and His care of them, He is not necessarily realized and
known by them. He is only known and loved by those to whom He has freely
given a share in His own knowledge and love of Himself.



In order to know and love God as He is, we must have God dwelling in us
in a new way, not only in His creative power but in His mercy, not only in
His greatness but in His littleness, by which He empties Himself and comes
down to us to be empty in our emptiness, and so fill us in His fullness. God
bridges the infinite distances between Himself and the spirits created to love
Him, by supernatural missions of His own life. The Father, dwelling in the
depths of all things and in my own depths, communicates to me His Word
and His Spirit. Receiving them I am drawn into His own life and know God
in His own Love, being one with Him in His own Son.

My discovery of my identity begins and is perfected in these missions,
because it is in them that God Himself, bearing in Himself the secret of who I
am, begins to live in me not only as my Creator but as my other and true self.
Vivo, iam non ego, vivit vero in me Christus (“I live, now not I, but Christ
lives in me”).

THESE missions begin at Baptism. But they do not take on any practical
meaning in the life of our spirit until we become capable of conscious acts of
love. From then on God’s special presence in us corresponds to our own free
decisions. From then on our life becomes a series of choices between the
fiction of our false self, whom we feed with the illusions of passion and
selfish appetite, and our loving consent to the purely gratuitous mercy of
God.

When I consent to the will and the mercy of God as it “comes” to me in
the events of life, appealing to my inner self and awakening my faith, I break
through the superficial exterior appearances that form my routine vision of
the world and of my own self, and I find myself in the presence of hidden
majesty. It may appear to me that this majesty and presence is something
objective, “outside myself.” Indeed, the primitive saints and prophets saw this
divine presence in vision as a light or an angel or a man or a burning fire, or a
blazing glory upheld by cherubim. Only thus could their minds do justice to
the supreme reality of what they experienced. Yet this is a majesty we do not
see with our eyes and it is all within ourselves. It is the mission of the Word
and the Spirit, from the Father, in the depths of our own being. It is a majesty
communicated to us, shared with us, so that our whole being is filled with the
gift of glory and responds with adoration.



This is the “mercy of God” revealed to us by the secret missions in which
He gives Himself to us, and awakens our identity as sons and heirs of His
Kingdom. This is the Kingdom of God within us, and for the coming of this
Kingdom we pray each time we say the “Our Father.” In the revelation of
mercy and majesty we come to an obscure intuition of our own personal
secret, our true identity. Our inner self awakens, with a momentary flash, in
the instant of recognition when we say “Yes!” to the indwelling Divine
Persons. We are only really ourselves when we completely consent to
“receive” the glory of God into ourselves. Our true self is, then, the self that
receives freely and gladly the missions that are God’s supreme gift to His
sons. Any other “self” is only an illusion.

As long as I am on earth my mind and will remain more or less
impervious to the missions of God’s Word and His Spirit. I do not easily
receive His light.

Every movement of my own natural appetite, even though my nature is
good in itself, tends in one way or another to keep alive in me the illusion that
is opposed to God’s reality living within me. Even though my natural acts are
good they have a tendency, when they are only natural, to concentrate my
faculties on the man that I am not, the one I cannot be, the false self in me,
the character that God does not know. This is because I am born in
selfishness. I am born self-centered. And this is original sin.

Even when I try to please God, I tend to please my own ambition, His
enemy. There can be imperfection even in the ardent love of great perfection,
even in the desire of virtue, of sanctity. Even the desire of contemplation can
be impure, when we forget that true contemplation means the complete
destruction of all selfishness—the most pure poverty and cleanness of heart.

ALTHOUGH God lives in the souls of men who are unconscious of Him, how
can I say that I have found Him and found myself in Him if I never know
Him or think of Him, never take any interest in Him or seek Him or desire
His presence in my soul? What good does it do to say a few formal prayers to
Him and then turn away and give all my mind and all my will to created
things, desiring only ends that fall far short of Him? Even though my soul
may be justified, yet if my mind does not belong to Him then I do not belong
to Him either. If my love does not reach out toward Him but scatters itself in



His creation, it is because I have reduced His life in me to the level of a
formality, forbidding it to move me with a truly vital influence.

Justify my soul, O God, but also from Your fountains fill my will with
fire. Shine in my mind, although perhaps this means “be darkness to my
experience,” but occupy my heart with Your tremendous Life. Let my eyes
see nothing in the world but Your glory, and let my hands touch nothing that
is not for Your service. Let my tongue taste no bread that does not strengthen
me to praise Your great mercy. I will hear Your voice and I will hear all
harmonies You have created, singing Your hymns. Sheep’s wool and cotton
from the field shall warm me enough that I may live in Your service; I will
give the rest to Your poor. Let me use all things for one sole reason: to find
my joy in giving You glory.

Therefore keep me, above all things, from sin. Keep me from the death of
deadly sin which puts hell in my soul. Keep me from the murder of lust that
blinds and poisons my heart. Keep me from the sins that eat a man’s flesh
with irresistible fire until he is devoured. Keep me from loving money in
which is hatred, from avarice and ambition that suffocate my life. Keep me
from the dead works of vanity and the thankless labor in which artists destroy
themselves for pride and money and reputation, and saints are smothered
under the avalanche of their own importunate zeal. Stanch in me the rank
wound of covetousness and the hungers that exhaust my nature with their
bleeding. Stamp out the serpent envy that stings love with poison and kills all
joy.

Untie my hands and deliver my heart from sloth. Set me free from the
laziness that goes about disguised as activity when activity is not required of
me, and from the cowardice that does what is not demanded, in order to
escape sacrifice.

But give me the strength that waits upon You in silence and peace. Give
me humility in which alone is rest, and deliver me from pride which is the
heaviest of burdens. And possess my whole heart and soul with the simplicity
of love. Occupy my whole life with the one thought and the one desire of
love, that I may love not for the sake of merit, not for the sake of perfection,
not for the sake of virtue, not for the sake of sanctity, but for You alone.

For there is only one thing that can satisfy love and reward it, and that is
You alone.

This then is what it means to seek God perfectly: to withdraw from



illusion and pleasure, from worldly anxieties and desires, from the works that
God does not want, from a glory that is only human display; to keep my mind
free from confusion in order that my liberty may be always at the disposal of
His will; to entertain silence in my heart and listen for the voice of God; to
cultivate an intellectual freedom from the images of created things in order to
receive the secret contact of God in obscure love; to love all men as myself;
to rest in humility and to find peace in withdrawal from conflict and
competition with other men; to turn aside from controversy and put away
heavy loads of judgment and censorship and criticism and the whole burden
of opinions that I have no obligation to carry; to have a will that is always
ready to fold back within itself and draw all the powers of the soul down
from its deepest center to rest in silent expectancy for the coming of God,
poised in tranquil and effortless concentration upon the point of my
dependence on Him; to gather all that I am, and have all that I can possibly
suffer or do or be, and abandon them all to God in the resignation of a perfect
love and blind faith and pure trust in God, to do His will.

And then to wait in peace and emptiness and oblivion of all things.
Bonum est praestolari cum silentio salutare Dei. (“It is good to wait in

silence for the salvation of God.”)


