Prayer

For wherever two or three are gathered in my name,
I am there among them. 
(St. Matthew 18:20)

And whatever you ask in my name, 
I will do it for you, 
so that the Father may be glorified through his Son.  
(St. John 14:13)

Be ye transformed by the renewing of your mind.  
(Romans 12:2)

Pray without ceasing,
(1 Thessalonians 5:17)

The effectual fervent prayer 
of a righteous man is powerful. 
(James 5:16)

And the smoke of the incense, 
which came with the prayers of the saints, 
ascended up before God out of the angel’s hand. 
(Revelation 8:4)

Six million people a year visit Westminster Abbey, but 1975 was a bad year, financially. The famous old landmark ran $132,000 in the red, the first time in nine hundred years it lost money. Inflation is the villain. Well, they'll just have to fight rising costs like all the rest of us: Pray! (Bernie Smith, in The Joy of Trivia, p. 327)

Space man says to Heart: “Earth boy! We abduct you in the name of the Planet Plixbotz! It is futile to resist!” Heart: “Resist? I've been praying for this! So what's the first stop, boys? Pluto? Venus? The crystal rings of Saturn?” Space man: “The golden arches of McDonald's. I have a hankering for a McFlurry." (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)


In a Hassidic story, the disciple comes to the rabbi and says, “I have a terrible problem. I can't pray. I try to say words but nothing happens. I don't feel anything. What should I do?" The rabbi answers, “Pray for the ability to pray." (Harold Kushner, in Who Needs God?"

An old story is told about a tough, weather-beaten, leather-skinned Alaskan morosely nursing drink after drink in a bar in Anchorage. He tells the bartender, with acrimony in his voice, that he has lost the faith he used to have in God. “I had a terrible accident in the Alaskan wilderness,” he confides. “My twin-engine plane went down in the tundra, hundreds of miles from civilization. I lay pinned in the wreckage for hours, believing that God would somehow help me. I cried out to God, I prayed with every ounce of strength I had left, I begged for rescue. But even as I started freezing to death, God didn’t lift a finger to help me. So now I’m done with that charade,” the Alaskan concludes bitterly, “and my faith in God is gone.” The bartender squints at the Alaskan in puzzlement. “But I don’t understand,” he protests. “You’re here, alive, telling me the story. Obviously you were saved.” “Oh, yeah, that’s right,” the Alaskan concedes. “Because finally some Eskimo came along.” (Yitta Halberstam & Judith Levanthal, in Small Miracles of Love & Friendship)


As my five-year-old son and I were heading to McDonald’s one day, we passed a car accident. Usually when we see something terrible like that, we say a prayer for whoever might be hurt, so I pointed and said to my son, “We should pray.” From the backseat I heard his earnest voice: “Dear God, please don’t let those cars block the entrance to McDonald’s.” (Sherri Leard, in Reader’s Digest)

Two parts of my life came together when I found out that acting could be a form of prayer. Now I offer my performances as prayers for someone I have worked with or someone who has died. I walk to the stage, and I offer that performance up for that person. (Liam Neeson, actor)

Along with the other faculty members of a small Southern Baptist college, I was squirming through a long-winded, disjointed address at our outdoor commencement. An anonymous note started to circulate among us. It read: “Pray for rain.” (Louis Ball, in Reader’s Digest)

As Dennis The Menace is kneeling by his bed with his hands outstretched he looks up and says to God: “First of all, do I hafta admit something nobody can prove?” (Hank Ketcham, in Dennis The Menace comic strip)

Half a world away, in a Korean orphanage, little Yee Seul waited to become part of our family. But one delay after another slowed the adoption proceedings. All I had was a snapshot of her dressed in red overalls, and some information on her background, including the English meaning of her name. Months dragged by. “Dear God,” I prayed one evening, “please promise me that Yee Seul will be part of our family soon.” To cheer me up, my husband took me to dinner at a Chinese restaurant. After our meal, I cracked open a fortune cookie. The slip of paper inside read, “Love is fragile as a flower and rare as a pearl.” Tears filled my eyes. Three weeks later, Yee Seul joined our family. We call her Caroline. But she has also kept her Korean name. It means “Flower Pearl.” (Mary Tilghman, in Guideposts)

While attending to a patient in the E.R., a young priest came in. I had to leave the patient to prepare some medication, but the priest expressed fear of being left alone in the small cubicle with the patient. He became quite anxious and asked me what we at the hospital tell our patients when they are afraid. I answered, “We tell them to pray, Father!"  (Nurses: Jokes, Quotes, and Anecdotes - 2005 Calendar, submitted by Florentina Hanna-Joshi)

If we’re going to keep prayer out of the classrooms how about allowing it on school buses? (Bits & Pieces) 

As a Christian who is tolerant of choices in all things within reason, I find this hubbub about prayers, at school and public events inconsistent with the teachings of Christ. Christ said, in Matthew 6:5-6: “And now about prayer. When you pray, don't be like the hypocrites who pretend piety by praying publicly on street corners and in the synagogues where everyone can see them. Truly, that is all the reward they will ever get. But when you pray, go away by yourself, all alone, and shut the door behind you and pray to your Father secretly, and your Father, who knows your secrets, will reward you.” Now, fundamentalists will obviously take these words and skew them as they wish -- just as they do the Constitution, the Declaration of Independence and the Ten Commandments -- taking from those and other documents whatever fits their intolerant tenets and dogmas. No wonder we have some 1,200 varying religions in the United States. (George Fentress, in Rocky Mountain News)

A grandfather was walking through his yard when he heard his granddaughter repeating the alphabet in a tone of voice that sounded like a prayer. He asked her what she was doing. The little girl explained “I’m praying, but I can’t think of exactly the right words, so I’m just saying all the letters, and God will put them together for me, because He knows what I’m thinking.” (Charles B. Vaughan)

Rose prays and prays and finally says: “Amen!” Then she looks at the food in front of her and complains: “It’s still cauliflower!” (Pat Brady, in Rose Is Rose comic strip)

After saying bedtime prayers, our 3-year-old son asked what “Amen" meant. I told him it meant we were all done. The next morning, he finished brushing his teeth, put down his toothbrush and said to me, “Amen." (Lisa Harnasch, in Country magazine)


64% of Americans say they pray more than once a day. 41% say their prayers are answered often. (Beliefnet/U.S. News & Woirld Report, as it appeared in The Week magazine, January 7, 2005)

If you want to make a man angry, tell him that you are going to pray for him. (Edgar Howe)

The rabbi told him, “You have nothing to feel guilty about and nothing to apologize for. Your slamming the book down and storming out was probably the most sincere prayer anybody offered in synagogue all day long. The God I believe in is not so fragile that you hurt Him by being angry at Him, or so petty that He will hold it against you for being upset with Him. I believe He is just as upset about people being killed in the war as you and I are, and He respects good, clean, honest anger as much as you and I do, and a lot more than He respects mumbled prayers by people going through the motions.” (Harold Kushner, in Who Needs God, p. 21)

In the announcements section of the Silver Creek, Ga., United Methodist Church bulletin: “Remember in prayer the many who are sick of our church and community.” (Reader’s Digest)

My mother always told me God hears every prayer. If I’d pray really hard for something and nothing happened, she would say, “Sometimes God’s answer is no.” But what if God just doesn’t answer right away? You could be 42, your needs will have changed, and all of a sudden you look out at your front yard one morning and there’s a Shetland pony!” (Mary Armstrong, comedian)

Dolly: “Does God answer prayers on Good Friday or is this His day off?" (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

If your prayers are not being answered, search your consciousness and see if there is not someone whom you have yet to forgive. Find out if there is not some old thing about which you are very resentful. If you cannot forgive at present, you will have to wait for your demonstration until you can, and you will have to postpone finishing your recital of the Lord’s Prayer too. (Emmet Fox, in The Sermon on the Mount, p. 188)

Our prayers are answered not when we are given what we ask but when we are challenged to be what we can be. (Morris Adler)

Mother: “Sometimes God answers our prayers ‘Yes’ and sometimes it’s ‘No’.” Child: “What if it’s not a yes or no question?” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

The Mother says at the dinner prayer: “And please dear Lord, let Tracy and Zelda come to appreciate the gifts of your bounty in the form of Brussels sprouts, peas, carrots and bean salads of every type. Amen.” At the same time Tracy and Zelda say to themselves: “La! La! La! La! La! God can’t hear you! La! La! La!” (Michael Fry, in Committed comic strip)

For a man to argue, “I do not go to church; I pray alone,” is no wiser than if he should say, “I have no use for symphonies; I believe only in solo music.” (George A. Buttrick, in Prayers)

Four members of the clergy had a theological argument, with the three male ministers siding against the female minister. The woman prayed, “Lord, I know I’m right. Please send us a divine sign to prove it.” A big storm cloud materialized, and there was a clap of thunder. “See,” said the woman. “It’s a sign from above.” The three clergymen disagreed, saying thunder is a common phenomenon. “Dear Lord,” the woman prayed, “I need a bigger sign.” This time, a bolt of lightning slammed into a tree. “See! I told you I was right,” the woman said. But the men insisted nothing had happened that couldn’t be explained by natural causes. “Help me, Lord,” the woman implored. And a deep voice came from the heavens: “SSSHHHEEE’S RRRIIIGGGHHHTTT!” The woman turned to the three clergymen and asked, “Well?” “So, okay,” they said. “Now it’s three against two." (Reader’s Digest)
When a request is made of us, an abbreviation is sometimes attached: ASAP. We are asked to do the task As Soon As Possible! Sometimes in our busy lives, such requests frustrate us. We don’t have the time. Perhaps these letters could be a signal first to take a breather and Always Say A Prayer! Jesus did. There were constant demands made upon Him. At such times the disciples saw what Jesus did. He prayed. Moved by His example, the disciples asked Him, “Lord, teach us to pray” (St. Luke 11:1). So Jesus said to them, “When you pray, say, ‘Father, hallowed be Your name . . .’” (verse 2). (John R. Sternberg, in Portals of Prayer)

It is strange that in our praying we seldom ask for a change of character, but always a change in circumstances. (Bits & Pieces)

Johnny had been bad and was sent to his room. After a while he emerged and informed his mother that he had thought it over and then said a prayer. “Fine,” said the pleased mother. “If you ask God to make you good, he will help you.” “Oh, I didn’t ask him to help me be good,” replied Johnny. “I asked him to help you put up with me.” Boys will be boys, as the old saying goes, and it’s a wise mother who accepts this fact. (Bits & Pieces)

The following poem says it all. It was written by an anonymous soldier more than 100 years ago and was found on a battlefield during the Civil War. He knew the true meaning of Thanksgiving: “I asked God for strength that I might achieve; I was made weak that I might learn humbly to obey. I asked for help that I might do better things; I was given infirmity that I might do better things. I asked for riches that I might be happy; I was given poverty that I might be wise. I asked for power that I might have the praise of men; I was given weakness that I might feel the need of God. I asked for all things that I might enjoy life; I was given life that I might enjoy all things; I got nothing that I asked for, but everything that I had hoped for. Almost despite myself, my unspoken prayers were answered. I am, among all men, most richly blessed.” (Ken Magid)

For our mid-term examination, our Professor wanted us to sign a form stating that we had not received any outside assistance. Unsure of whether he should sign the form, one student stated that he had prayed for the assistance of God. The Professor carefully studied the student's answers to the test and then said, “You can sign it with a clear conscience. God did not assist you." (Tidbits of the Longmont Area)

Charles & Myrtle Fillmore had learned to pray at all times, in all places, and under all circumstances and they never let what was going on around them keep them from praying. Sometimes on Sunday morning after the service, Charles Fillmore would come down from the platform and see someone who was in need of prayer. Right there in the front row of the chapel with people talking and laughing and milling about them, he would have the one who needed help sit down beside him, and it would be as if the two of them were completely alone. In the midst of the confusion, he would sit quietly, close his eyes, and speak words of prayer with the one in need. (James Dillet Freeman, in The Story of Unity, p. 163)

Now there is even a “dial-a-prayer” for atheists. You call a number and nobody answers. (Inspiring Quotations, Compiled by Albert M. Wells, Jr.)

If someone attacked your faith in front of millions of people, how would you respond? Recently I watched someone respond to an attack on his faith in the most gracious way. “The occasion was the ‘Today’ show. The guest was former President Jimmy Carter, who was promoting his new book ‘Living Faith.’ President Carter was talking about his faith, which is what the book discusses. The ‘Today’ show host, Bryant Gumbel, said, “You write that you prayed more during your four years in office. I think it’s fair to say you are consistently viewed as one of the more ineffective presidents of modern times.” And then Gumbel smugly asked, “What do you think, if anything, that says about the power of prayer?” The question was incredibly rude, and Jimmy Carter might have been justified in walking off the set. The scene reminded me of other explosive exchanges between politicians and the press. But President Carter showed no emotion. Instead, he calmly answered: “Well, it depends on what you’re praying for. If I was praying for the approval of NBC, then I wouldn’t have been successful. But if I was praying to keep our country at peace; if I was praying for, for instance, all the hostages to return home safe and free; if I was praying for a nation whose integrity was never questioned; if I was praying for an administration within which there was never a breath of scandal; if I was praying for the ability to tell the American people the truth; if those were the things that were the center of my prayer, then I would say that the prayers were answered.” (Chuck Colson, in Breakpoint)

You remember the boy who prayed at night only, because he could take care of himself in the day time. Are we not much of his opinion? When the need is great, and the problem looms large, we pray. Prayer should be an attitude -- the attitude of affirmation. The small things as well as the large must be handled in this attitude. (Nona L. Brooks, in In the Light of Healing)

Dr. Alexander Whyte of Edinburgh was famous for his pulpit prayers. He always found something to thank God for, even in bad times. One stormy morning a member of his congregation thought to himself, “The preacher will have nothing to thank God on a wretched morning like this.” But Whyte began his prayer, “We thank Thee, O God, that it is not always like this." (Paul Lee Tan, in Encyclopedia of 7700 Illustrations, p. 1456)


The child prays and finally ends her prayer with the statement: “. . .  And if you find a purple balloon up there, it’s mine.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Two angels flew to earth. Each carried a basket, and wherever anyone stood in prayer, the angels stopped and went in. Schools, houses in the ghetto, expensive condos -- all were visited. Very soon the basket carried by one of the angels grew heavy with the weight of what was collected, but that of the other remained almost empty. Into the first were put prayers of petition. “Please give me this. . . Please give me that. . ." Into the other went the “Thank you" prayers. The second angel was very sorrowful to return with an almost empty basket. (S.C.U.C.A. Regional Reporter)

With less than a minute to go in a tied basketball game, our team was on the free throw line. “Quick!” a child seated behind me directed a friend. “You pray in Mormon...and I’ll pray in Catholic!” (Gayle Garrett, in Reader’s Digest)

Indiana basketball fans insist on having the last word--even in church.  Although I live in Kentucky, I serve as pastor to a church in southern Indiana.  On the Sunday morning following a victory by the Hoosiers over my Kentucky Wildcats, I chided my friend Hank as he sat in the pew. “I am sorely disappointed in Hank,” I said. “We agreed that he would not pray for Indiana, and I would not pray for Kentucky. Obviously he didn’t keep his end of the bargain.” The congregation, well-populated with Hoosier fans, chuckled. “Preacher,” Hank replied, “I didn’t pray for Indiana. I just asked God to let the best team win.” (Gary Story, in Reader’s Digest)

After extraordinary displays of patience, the parents of a “Dennis the Menace” taught him to say grace before meals. One day they heard him reciting the prayer while he was in the bath. “This isn’t the time to say grace,” called the mother. “You’re supposed to say it when you eat.” “I know,” called back the youngster, “I just swallowed the soap.” (The Roughneck)

After my daughter and her family returned from their vacation in Florida, we probably went a little overboard complimenting the pictures of everybody playing on the beach. That night when 4-year-old granddaughter said her prayers, she ended with, “And thank you, Lord, for making us all so good-looking." (Bivian Collins, in Country magazine)

As the parents enter the room while their son is kneeling and praying, they say to him: “No, you don’t have to wait for the beep. Just start praying.” (The Saturday Evening Post cartoon)

In an amusing article which appeared in the London “Express" George Bernard Shaw says: “Lots of people pray for me; and I have never been any worse for it. The only valid argument against the practice is that God knows His own business without any prompting." Obviously Shaw was alluding to a common type of prayer which occupies itself with praying for this and for that intimating that God could not run His universe without help. Any prayer that beseeches and begs God to do a thing is an open acknowledgment that the creation is incomplete, and that the Creator has forgotten or overlooked something that is very necessary. The more we beg God to be good the more we show forth our ignorance of His eternal nature. (A Synoptic Study of the Teachings of Unity, p. 33)

The best prayers have often more groans than words. (Paul Lee Tan)

Dear Father, you know for what I am praying, and I trust you to help me to realize that which is best about it. (Dr. Nona L. Brooks, in Mysteries)

Dear God, I like the Lord’s Prayer best of all.  Did you have to write it a lot or did you get it right the first time? (Stuart Hample and Eric Marshall, in Children’s Letters to God)

What’s best about prayer is that it involves very little effort and no risk. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Potshots)

In prayer it is better to have a heart without words, than words without a heart. (Paul Lee Tan)
The Bible devotes some 500 verses on prayer. (Noel Botham, in The Amazing Book of Useless Information, p. 11)
An Italian mayor was shocked when the Catholic Church sent his tiny village an overdue bill for $25,000--to pay for an astounding 360 years of special masses! The church is charging the village of Levico Terme about $70 a year for annual religious services they’ve been performing since 1630. “The church tells me my town requested these masses back in the 17th century when it was afraid of being wiped out by the plague,” said a stunned Mayor Giuliano Gaigher. And church officials have the original 1630 contract that calls for seven masses a year, including an organist and a choir. The charge: about $10 a mass. “The bill was discovered when someone opened an old dusty record book,” said Gaighter. “Vatican officials say the church has upheld its part of the bargain -- and now we have to pay up. But it’s absurd for Levico Terme to cough up $25,000 for something designed to protect us from a plague which hasn’t been around for hundreds of years! We’re now trying to work out a deal with the church. Hopefully, there’s a less costly solution.” (The National Enquirer, February 27, 1990)

As the child kneels by his bed he closes his eyes and says to God: “Help me to take the blame even though it’s always that Rick Kirkman’s fault.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Bless our home, Father, that we cherish the bread before there is none, discover each other before we leave, and enjoy each other for what we are while we have time. (Richard Wuong)

Bless me, God. Let me carry this child in health and ease. Let no harm or misfortune come to me or to the precious life growing within me. Let labor begin at its proper time. Let me bear this child without too much pain. Let my child be born in health into a world filled with peace. May my child grow to bring goodness and blessing into this world. From the miracle of creation that is taking place inside me, I thank you, God, creator of all. Amen! (Naomi Levi, in A Daily Prayer During Pregnancy)

Just hours after the Rev. Billy Graham had blessed the newly constructed Charlotte (N.C.) Coliseum, the $3.1 million, 40,000-pound scoreboard crashed to the floor. No one was injured. (Associated Press, 1988)

At the religious retreat I attended, the participants could purchase various publications of a spiritual nature. On the retreat’s final day, one of the priests was to bless the pamphlets and books for those who wanted him to do so. As we gathered for prayer and the blessing, I heard a voice two rows back whisper, “John, did you bring the lotto tickets?” (Craig A. Todd, in Reader’s Digest)
A perfect example of the power of prayer is when a blizzard closes the schools on the day of a big exam. (Doug Larson, United Feature Syndicate)


The little boy kneeling next to his bed looks up to God and says: “Now don’t blow your top. I got mistakes to report.” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)


There was a family who prayed the Lord’s Prayer together every night for their family devotions. In San Francisco at the turn-of-the-century, they owned a boarding house with a number of rooms they let out. They were all numbered one to ten. The youngest member of the family used to deliver the mail to the rooms, and thereby learned to count up to twelve as well as recognize the numbers even though they only had ten rooms and ten boarders. It was a long time before room number seven was finally rented, although all the rest had been let for some time. It was rented by a man with a long, white beard, who sang hymns and carried a Bible. Naturally, the youngster was curious about him. “We pray about you ever’ night,” said the child with the diction of one who had not yet entered school.  “Indeed?” said the older man. “Yes, we pray for ‘our father who art in seven.’” “My child,” said the aged man, “I’m grateful for your prayers, but I believe you mean to pray, ‘Our Father who art in heaven.’” “Oh, no,” responded the child cheerfully.   “Our Father who art in seven is right. We only have ten rooms, not h’leaven.” “But heaven isn’t a number,” said the gentleman kindly. “It’s where God dwells.” “God can’t live in h’leaven. We’s full up.” (Dr. Richard Andersen, San Jose, CA)

I don’t pray because I don’t want to bore God. (Orson Wells)

As the child kneels by her bed she says to God: “It’s not my fault, and I don’t care what anybody says!  You know, God, I like talking to you. You don’t talk back and you’re not bossy. Except for those Ten Commandments, of course. (Rick Detorie, in One Big Happy comic strip)

Salma Hayek attributes the development of her career-enhancing breasts to divine intervention, says In Touch. As a teenager, Hayek was flat-chested, and in her despair she decided to ask for God's help. “I went to a church that was supposed to do miracles and I put my hands in holy water and I said, “Please God, give me breasts," Hayek says. Within just a few months, she began to swell into her current shape. (The Week magazine, June 23, 2006)

One night at dinner I asked my four-year-old son to say grace. Heads bowed and hands folded, we waited. After a few moments of silence, I looked up at him.  He glanced at me, then over to his father, then back to me again. Finally he said, “But if I thank God fotr the broccoli, won’t he know I’m lying?” (Sara Treaster, in Reader's Digest)

When our pastor had to be away one Sunday, my husband, Warren, volunteered to lead the service. Just before he began, a parishioner asked that Charlie R’s name be added to the prayer list. Charlie had been gored by his bull. Warren began, “We have been asked to pray for Charlie R, who is in the hospital because his bull gored him.” Unable to leave it at that, he went on, “Knowing Charlie, after he gets discharged, we’re going to have to add the bull to the prayer list.” (Linnea Dorau)

Why is one of the bullets that almost killed Pope John Paul II in Portugal? One of the 9mm bullets that seriously wounded Pope John Paul II in the 1981 assassination attempt was placed in a reliquary at the Shrine of Our Lady of Fatima in central Portugal. The pope gave the bullet as a gift because he believed his hospital prayers to Fatima saved his life. (Nino Lo Bello, in The Incredible Book of Vatican Facts and Papal Curiosities)

If you turned the Lord’s Prayer over to a bureaucrat to rewrite, the single phrase, “Give us this day our daily bread,” would probably come out something like this: We respectfully petition, request and entreat that due and adequate provision be made, this day and the date hereinafter subscribed, for the satisfying of these petitioners’’ nutritional requirements and for the organizing of such methods of allocation and distribution as may be deemed necessary and proper to assure the reception by and for said petitioners of such quantities of baked cereal products as shall, in the judgment of the aforesaid petitioners, constitute a sufficient supply thereof. (Fred J. Emery)

In Fort Lauderdale, Fla., a burglar who ransacked a church apologized by leaving a message on a chalkboard, saying he needed the money for a drug habit but would appreciate being in their prayers. (Bill Flick, in The Pantagraph, 1994)

As Billy kneels on his bed he says to God: “Daddy says you’ve been ‘stremely busy since September 11th, but . . .” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

After a preacher died and went to heaven, he noticed that a New York cabdriver had been given a higher place than he had. “I don’t understand,” he complained to St. Peter. “I devoted my entire life to my congregation.” “Our policy is to reward results,” explained St. Peter. “Now what happened, Reverend, whenever you gave a sermon?” The minister admitted that some in the congregation fell asleep. “Exactly,” said St. Peter. “And when people rode in this man’s taxi, they not only stayed awake, they prayed.” (Quoted by Raymond A. Heit, in Reader’s Digest)

The little boy says to his father: “The batteries in my calculator went dead before I could finish counting my blessings.” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

Dad overhears Dennis praying: “And please teach my Dad how to keep a campfire going." (Hank Ketcham, in Dennis The Menace comic strip)

The recipe for the praline candies made by the six Sisters of the St. Benedictine Monastery in Canyon, Texas, calls for butter, sugar, heavy cream, corn syrup, pecan halves, and vanilla. But the first ingredient listed on the label is “prayer.” The Sisters do, in fact, pray while making the pralines -- sold as “Pray-Lines.” They use cooking time as “creative and contemplative time,” says Sister Magdalene Grobe. It’s part of the Rule of St. Benedict: Ora et labora -- prayer and work. (Marialisa Calta, in Catholic Digest)

Visiting St. Patrick’s Cathedral on a tour of New York City, my daughter and her children were awed by the sight. The kids were especially curious about the votive candles, so my daughter asked if they’d each like to light one.  She explained that it is customary to say a prayer of petition or thanks, and she was careful to tell them that these are not like birthday candles. “Do you have any questions?” she asked. “No,” said the five-year-old, “But if there’s a pony on the steps outside, it’s mine.” (Ann Hasby, in Reader’s Digest)

Do what you can do, and pray for what you cannot yet do. (St. Augustine)

The child kneels on the floor and looks up and says to God: “Lord, if you are truly a loving God, a compassionate God, a caring God, you’ll let this pack of Pokemon cards contain a holo-foil Carizard card, so I can laugh in Eileen Jacobson’s face.” (Bill Amend, in Foxtrot comic strip)

One man says to another while driving: “What I especially like about my car phone, in traffic or bad weather I can dial-a-prayer." (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

Car phones are great. When you’re going downhill on I-64 with a huge tractor-trailer on your bumper, you can dial a prayer. (Terry Marchal, in Charleston, WVa., Gazette)

A high percentage of new cars sold in Japan have their first “service” at a temple or shrine rather than at a garage. In a form of religious insurance taken out by an increasing number of Japanese motorists, drivers take their new vehicles to the temple gate for a blessing ceremony. A Buddhist or Shinto priest is summoned, and the doors, hood and trunk are opened. Hundreds of thousands of new cars are given this special benediction annually. (The Daily Telegraph, London)

A cartoon in Punch showed a man praying at his beside saying: “Is there some way you could help me, but make it look like I did it all myself?” (King Duncan and Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 115)

In our parish Joseph came to school with his head in a cast. He was very self-conscious about it, and when it was his turn to lead the prayers, he always said, “Let us pray that God will hurry up and get this thing off, we pray to the Lord.” Finally, he came to school without the cast. This time his prayer was, “Gee, God, I’m sure glad that thing is off. Everyone tells me I’m beautiful now. Thanks a lot, we pray to the Lord." (Sister Mary Ora, in Catholic Digest)

So often I call upon you to pray when my heart is heavy, and my needs are great.  But too often, I neglect to include you in the celebration when my heart is overflowing with joy and my needs have been met. (Cecelia Kingston)

As Dennis the Menace kneels beside his bed he says to God: “You know who stepped in the wet cement, and I know, but do we hafta talk about it." (Hank Ketcham, in Dennis the Menace comic strip)

My 4-year-old son, Tanner, and my father were drawing on the sidewalk with chalk. While Dad was busy, Tanner had managed to draw all over our steps. Dad asked Tanner what he thought I would do when I saw this. Knowing it took water to wash off the chalk, Tanner said, “Grandpa, I think we better start praying for rain." (Jana Mayo, in Country Extra magazine)

Our prayers are answered not when we are given what we ask but when we are challenged to be what we can be. (Morris Adler)

Quietly entering the inner chamber within the soul, shutting the door to the external thoughts of daily life, and seeking conscious union with God is the highest form of prayer we know. (Charles & Cora Fillmore)  

Prayer may not change things for you, but it for sure changes you for things. (Samuel Shoemaker)

Prayer does change things. Prayer does make things to happen quite otherwise than they would have happened had the prayer not been made. It makes no difference at all what sort of difficulty you may be in. It does not matter what the causes may have been that led up to it. Enough prayer will get you out of your difficulty, if only you will be persistent enough in your appeal to God. (Emmet Fox, in The Sermon on the Mount, p. 11)

I've recently changed my prayers. I used to pray, “God, bless what I'm doing.” Now I pray, “God, let me do what you're blessing.” (Charles Weygandt, in Guideposts)

 Prayer is less about changing the world than it is about changing ourselves. (David J. Wolpe, in Teaching Your Children About God)


From the Princeton Class of ‘41 Notes: “My wife and I prayed every night for children until we discovered that’s not the way to have them. Now we have five.” (Malcolm S. Forbes, in Forbes magazine)  

At Bristol, England, in the 1830s George Muller learned that the British prison system contained some six thousand children. Their only crime: They were orphans and therefore homeless. Moved with compassion for their plight, the man resolved to provide a home for any child deprived of a mother and father. His vision became reality, and over the course of his life, he would feed, clothe, educate, and house more than 120,000 boys and girls. Although the cost for that mission of mercy ran into the millions, the man raised every dollar without once asking for money, writing a letter of solicitation, or hosting a fund-raising event. His unique method of generating the necessary financing was to pray, opening himself to God’s substance. (Victor M. Parachin, in Unity magazine)

It is my heart-warming and world embracing Christmas hope and aspiration that all of us--the high, the low, the rich, the poor, the admired, the despised, the loved, the hated, the civilized, the savage -- may eventually be gathered in heaven of everlasting rest and peace and bliss -- except the inventor of the telephone.  (Mark Twain, 1890 Christmas prayer)


On the front of a church: “We have a long praying record.” (King Duncan and Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 147)

A little boy said -- “Grandma take me to the circus.” Said she -- “I can’t, I’ve got to go to Prayer Meeting.” Said he -- “Grandma, if you’d go to the circus just once, you’d never want to go to prayer meeting again.” (Rev. Leon Hill, in O' for the Life of a Preacher)

One day little Billy and Johnny were climbing around in an old apple tree. Finally they walked out on a limb, and were holding to the boughs above them. But the limb on which they were standing proved to be rotten and gave way, and the boys came tumbling down to the ground.  Johnny was hurt and began to cry.  But Billy got up with a smile on his face and began brushing the dirt off his clothes. “Why ain’t you hurt?” moaned Johnny. “You was out further on the limb than me.” “I prayed,” was the happy reply. “You didn’t have no time to pray,” retorted Johnny. “But it didn’t catch me, because I was already prayed up ahead,” explained Billy. “So I wasn’t scared. I know’d I’d be all right.” (Charles Fillmore, in Atom-Smashing Power of Mind, p. 32)

While our friends from India traveled around California on business, they left their 11-year-old daughter with us. Curious about my going to church one Sunday morning, she decided to come along. When we returned home, my husband asked her what she thought of the service. “I don’t understand why the West Coast isn’t included, too,” she replied. When we inquired what she meant, she added, “You know, in the name of the Father, the Son and the whole East Coast.” (Ann Spivack, in Reader’s Digest)

Folklore has it coffee, which originally grew wild in the Ethiopian province of Kaffee, was first discovered around 850 A.D. by a goat herder named Kaldi. When he observed his goats frisking about after eating berries from a bush, the curious Kaldi ate some of the berries himself and found they gave him a burst of energy. Nearby monks heard about the amazing berries and began to experiment. They dried the berries so they could be transported to other monasteries. Then, they reconstituted the berries in water, ate the fruit, and drank the liquid to provide a more awakened state during times of prayer. (Victor M. Parachin, in Frontier)

When I pray, coincidences happen, and when I do not, they don’t. (William Temple)

Dr. Iris Keys, an internist at Baltimore’s Coppin State College Nursing Center, is an ordained minister in the African Methodist Episcopal Church. Although Keys never imposes her religion, she always listens for “church talk” from her patients, many of whom are older black women with dangerously high blood pressure. Over the years she has learned that her religious patients are much more likely to follow strict medication, diet and exercise regimens if Dr. Keys combines medical science with comforting prayer. (Malcolm McConnell, in Reader’s Digest)

Prayer, as Jesus Christ understood and used it, is communion with God; the communion of the child with his Father; the splendid confidential talks of the son with the Father. This communion is an attitude of mind and heart that lifts the individual into a wonderful sense of oneness with God, who is Spirit, the source of every good and perfect thing, and the substance that supplies all the child's needs -- whether they are spiritual needs, social needs, mental needs, physical needs, or needs of a finance nature. Positive declaration of the truth of one's unity with God sets up a new current of thought power, which delivers one from the old beliefs and their depression. And when the soul is lifted up and becomes positive, the body and the affairs are readily healed. (Myrtle Fillmore’s Healing Letter’s, p. 35)

A single grateful thought toward heaven is the most complete prayer. (Gotthold Ephraim Lessing)

On two occasions I have been asked, “Pray, Mr. Babbage, if you put into the machine wrong figures, will the right answers come out?” I am not able rightly to apprehend the kind of confusion of ideas that could provoke such a question. (Charles Babbage, computer pioneer)

Congress itself opens with prayer. The national motto, on all coins, is “In God We Trust.” Official oaths include the phrase, “So Help Me God.” The pledge of allegiance says the nation is “under God.” The Supreme Court starts sessions with: “God save the United States and this honorable court.” (George W. Cornell, in Denver Post)

The first weeks of the Constitutional Convention of 1787 were so fraught with difficulty that Benjamin Franklin, perhaps the least religious delegate, proposed that “henceforth prayers imploring the assistance of Heaven, and its blessings on our deliberations, be held in this Assembly every morning before we proceed to business." He even requested that a clergyman be appointed to officiate. But Alexander Hamilton and several other delegates feared that the resolution, by being introduced at this late date, might lead the public to think that the convention was getting desperate. In any event, Hugh Williamson of North Carolina pointed out, no funds were available to pay for a chaplain. Franklin's resolution promptly died. He later noted, “The convention, except for three of four persons, thought prayer unnecessary." (The Week magazine, June 10, 2005)

One child says to another child: “The kind of cook my mother is has nothing to do with us saying a prayer before we eat a meal!” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

As Dolly and Jeffy kneel on the bed saying their prayers before they go to sleep, Dolly says to God: “Scratch what Jeffy just said about the missing cookies. Here’s the REAL story . . .” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


After reading the bulletin that says: “Bingo tonight after prayers," the superior says to the Brother, “Brother, were you using the office copier for your personal use?" (Mike Peters, in Mother Goose & Grimm comic strip)

Cosign: The Fillmores were not only hard pressed at home, but sometimes financial need visited the Unity rooms too. Once Charles Fillmore endorsed a note for a friend; the friend failed to meet the obligation, and Charles was asked to pay. The sheriff threatened to sell out the printing office, and for a time it looked as if the Unity work would come to a sudden end; but the Fillmores prayed and the threat was never carried out. (James Dillet Freeman, in The Story of Unity, p. 115)

Prayer gives you courage to make the decisions you must make in crisis and then the confidence to leave the result to the Higher Power. (General Eisenhower)

Courage is fear that has said its prayers. (Karl Barth)

It is not well for a man to pray cream, and live skim milk. (Henry Ward Beecher, in Life Thoughts)

Actress Dina Merrill was teaching her three-year-old daughter, Nina, to say her prayers. The child was mumbling and her mother said, “I can’t hear you.” Nina looked solemnly at her mother and replied, “I wasn’t talking to you.” (Bits & Pieces)

One of the most breathtaking sights in San Diego is sunset on the beach. As the sun sinks slowly into the horizon, hundreds of seagulls stand and turn quietly to bid farewell. Pelicans fly by in perfect formation, skimming just the top of the waves in their sunset salute. On the bridge across from the beach, thousands of birds line up on the electrical wires, all sitting and facing the sun, saying goodbye to the day. Perhaps they are also silently praying “Thank You, God, for knowing and caring when even one of us falls. Thank you, God, for declaring that even the sparrows shall be fed.” (Laurie Beth Jones, in Jesus CEO, p. 28)

I know we can’t solve our problems alone. We need God’s help. We must not be afraid to bring God back into our lives. That doesn’t mean getting religion directly involved in politics. Long ago, when the Constitutional Convention was deadlocked and it looked like it might dissolve, Ben Franklin reminded his colleagues how important prayer had been to the new nation during its battle with England. Do you know, they prayed, and it was a turning point. I don’t mean everybody must worship in the same way, but we must all find our love for God and put our love into action. (Rev. Billy Graham, in Parade magazine)

A boy was praying as loud as he could for a Christmas present.  His sister said  -- “You don’t have to pray so loud, God isn’t deaf.”  Said he -- “I know God isn’t deaf, but Grandma is.” (Rev. Leon Hill, in O for the Life of a Preacher, p. 25)

*************************************************************
When kids address The Man Upstairs, they don't beat around the bush:


Dear God, Please put another holiday between Christmas and Easter. There is nothing good in there now. Amanda

Dear God, Thank you for the baby brother, but what I asked for was a puppy. I never asked for anything before. You can look it up. Joyce

Dear Mr. God, I wish you would not make it so easy for people to come apart. I had to have 3 stitches and a shot. Janet

God, I read the Bible. What does beget mean? Nobody will tell me. Love, Alison

Dear God, How did you know you were God? Who told you? Charlene

Dear God, Is it true my father won't get to Heaven, if he uses his golf words in the house? Anita

Dear God, I bet it's very hard for you to love all of everybody in the whole world. There are only 4 people in our family, and I can never do it.  Nancy

Dear God, I like the story about Noah the best of all of them. You really made up some good ones. I like walking on water, too.  Glenn

Dear God, I am doing the best I can. Really. Frank

Dear God, My Grandpa says you were around when he was a little boy. How far back do you go? Love, Dennis

Dear God, Do you draw the lines around the countries? If you don't, who does? Nathan

Dear God, Did you mean for giraffes to look like that or was it an accident? Norma

Dear God, In Bible times, did they really talk that fancy? Jennifer

Dear God, How come you did all those miracles in the old days and don't do any now? Billy

Dear God, Please send Dennis Clark to a different summer camp this year. Peter

Dear God, Maybe Cain and Abel would not kill each other so much if they each had their own rooms. It works out OK with me and my brother. Larry

Dear God, I keep waiting for spring, but it never did come yet. What's up? Don't forget. Mark

Dear God, My brother told me about how you are born, but it just doesn't sound right. What do you say? Marsha

Dear God, Is Reverend Coe a friend of yours, or do you just know him through the business? Donny

Dear God, Do you think anybody could be a better God than you. Well, I just want you to know that. I am not just saying that because you are already God. Charles

Dear God, It is great the way you always get the stars in the right place. Why can't you do that with the moon? Jeff

Dear God, I didn't think orange went with purple, until I saw the sunset you made on Tuesday night. That was really cool. Thomas 

 From: The Saturday Evening Post,  July-August issue, 2005

*************************************************************
Dear God, We read that Thomas Edison made light, but in Sunday school they said You did it. Did he steal your idea? Donna

Dear God, Thank you for the baby brother but what I prayed for was a puppy. (Stuart Hample, in Children’s Letters to God)

Dear God, no use tryin’ to kid You. You know I done it. (Dennis the Menace)
*************************************************************
We sometimes think that we pray when we read and declare certain statements of Truth. We have very little idea of the way in which the answers to those prayers are coming. And we do not prove that, we expect them to be answered. For almost immediately after praying we go on doing the things we have been doing, which does not allow any answers. And we think and say that which is not in accord with the prayers we have made. For example, we go into the silence and declare statements of prosperity. Then in writing a letter we speak of lack and failure and longing. Which proves that we have those thoughts and feelings of lack in our heart, and that we are really dwelling on them more strongly than we do on the Truth that we have prayed. (Myrtle Fillmore’s Healing Letter’s, p. 33)

There are times when our demonstration seems to be slowed down. This is the time to recognize that there is something called divine delay. This means that the timetable we have set is being slowed down for a wonderful reason. There is a greater good which is going to take place if we will just wait patiently for our results. (Penny Moon)

One day little Billy sat watching his mother delete the long list of junk E-mail from her computer screen, relates Rev. James Rutledge of Armory, Mississippi. After watching her for what seemed like forever, the boy noted, “So I guess this is what the Lord's Prayer is all about." “What?" his confused mother asked. “You know -- that part about ‘deliver us from E-mail'." (Country magazine)

From silly devotions and from sour-faced saints, good Lord, deliver us. (St. Teresa of Avila)

Praying hands hold a clue for diabetics: In an era of increasingly elaborate medical technology, a simple new diagnostic test is a reminder that the practice of medicine is still an art. The test detects those patients with juvenile diabetes who have stiff finger joints, and according to a recent report in the New England Journal of Medicine, it can help predict which diabetics are most likely to develop eye and kidney damage -- the most serious complications of the disorder. Doctors can then try to forestall the problems with more intensive treatment. In the test, patients put their palms together as if praying. If the fingers cannot be kept straight and flat against each other, the patients have the telltale stiffness. A chance observation led to discovery of the test. In the early 1970s Dr. Arlan L. Rosenbloom of the University of Florida College of Medicine noticed that three of his young diabetic patients had thick, waxy skin and stiff fingers, and he was surprised that this physical finding was noted in an authoritative textbook.. Then two colleagues, Dr. Ante Grcic and Dr. Thomas Weber, saw several youngsters with similar symptoms at a summer camp for diabetics. The three doctors discussed the observation, developed the test, and found that 28 percent of the camp children had stiff finger joints. After they reported their findings, other experts, at first skeptical, observed it in about the same percentage of their patients. (Reader's Digest, November, 1981)

In 1955, many churches began broadcasting recorded prayers continuously over the telephone. Within a year, churches all over the nation were offering dial-a-prayer services. New York’s Fifth Avenue Presbyterian Church today averages almost 500 calls per day. (William Ecenbarger, in Reader’s Digest)

A Dieter's Prayer: The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want; He maketh me to lie down on vinyl-covered gym mats. He leadeth me to flavored calorie-free waters; He restoreth my goals. He diverteth me from the path of midnight snacking for my health's sake. Yea, though I walk through the alley of the Vendors of Pastry, I will fear no weevil; for thou art with me; My diet and exercises, they comfort me. Thou preparest a table before me spread with veggies and low-fat protein; Thou steameth my fish in foil, My resolve runneth over. Surely, if I follow this living plan all the days of my life, My hips will be thin forever. (Dear Abby)

The daughter says to her Dad while listening to all of the children screaming at the dinner table: “Dad, did you ever wonder why this prayer before dinner is called ‘Grace’?” (Lynn Johnston, in For Better Or For Worse comic strip)

But surely there are those for whom the directed approach works better. I emphasize this because we should strenuously resist attempts to pray according to some set formula. We must honor each individual’s effort to interact with God in his or her own unique way.  If some discover that prayer works best when it is extremely specific and directed, the choice must be respected. (Dr. Larry Dossey, in The Healing Process, p. 30)

Frank says to Ernest: “Now I am worried -- I just called Dial-A-Prayer, and got a disconnected number!" (Bob Thaves, in Frank & Ernest comic strip)

There was a cartoon in Leadership magazine showing a preacher and a couple of disgruntled parishioners bowing their heads to pray together. The pastor looks at the two men and says, “With our current hard feelings, would anyone mind if I prayed with my eyes open?” (King Duncan and Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 97)

Best prayer that I’ve heard: Dear God, please help me be the person my dog thinks I am. (William Williams, in Reminisce Extra)

A mysterious stray dog has been participating in the prayer rituals of Buddhist monks on a South Korean island. The dog, named Hama by the monks, walked into a temple on Chindo Island about a month ago, sat down, and began bowing to the Buddhist at the same time everyone else did. Many Buddhists, who believe in reincarnation, are now flocking to Chindo to visit Hama, who may have been someone important in a previous life. “The dog bows just like a monk," said one. (The Week magazine, September 30, 2005)

The child kneels on her bed and prays: “Can we ‘God bless’ dogs, too, or just people?” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

A young girl was quite fond of her little doll. One day, not watching where she was going, she tripped and fell. When she got up she found that her doll was badly damaged. Her brother, who saw all this, laughed when he saw the broken doll. “Laugh all you want,” she told him, “but I am going to pray to God to fix my doll.” “Oh, yeah? He won’t even answer you,” jeered the brother.  “I’ll bet he will,” the girl replied with complete conviction. The girl began to pray and her brother went away to play.  When he returned a few hours later there was the doll, still in pieces. “Looks like you lost the bet,” he taunted. “God didn’t answer you at all.” “Oh, yes he did,” the girl replied. “God said, ‘No’.” (Paul J. Wharton, in Stories and Parables, p. 28)

I am not much given to visions and personal revelations, but recently I had a real experience of the working of God in my life. As you know, I’ve been on a diet. I’ve been pretty good, but what a struggle. The other day I had to go downtown.  As I started out I remembered the Daylight Donut Shop. They make some real world class doughnuts. Driving along I thought, “A cup of coffee and a doughnut would really hit the spot.” But then I remembered my diet. So I said a silent prayer, “God, if you want me to stop for a doughnut, let there be a parking place right in front.” Sure enough, seventh time around the block. (Illustration Digest)

Over twenty years ago my college roommate told me a story I’ve never forgotten. After learning the basic meaning of prayer from her parents, a nine year old girl went happily off to bed. As she slept she dreamed she entered a church where three people were kneeling in prayer.  As she drew nearer, she noticed beside each person was a dove. The first bird was beautiful to behold but when she touched it the dove fell apart, having nothing but a crust. So I was with the prayer uttered beside the dove, beautiful on the outside but nothing on the inside. The dove beside the second person began to fly toward the ceiling but just as it was about to fly out of the church and soar to heaven, it sputtered and fell to the ground. This symbolized the prayer that starts off in the blaze of glory but after awhile the mind goes to other things and the meaning of the prayer is lost. The third dove was not as beautiful as the first nor did it get off as gracefully as the second but as it ascended to the steeple, it did not falter. It continued in its path and soared into the heavens. Here was a prayer that got through--that successfully made its way to God. (Phil Barnhart, in Seasonings for Sermons, p. 133)
During a Sunday service, the pastor asked the congregation for their intentions. We heard the usual requests to pray for sick people and the acknowledgements for those who helped when a parishioner died. The somber mood was broken when the last intention was heard. A woman stood up and said, “My granddaughter turned 16 this week and received her driver’s license. Let us pray for us all.” (Ken Mallory, in Reader’s Digest)


Our adult Sunday-school class was discussing formal and informal prayer, when one man remarked, “I do some of my best praying while I'm driving.” From the back of the room, in a quiet voice, the man's wife agreed. “I, too, do my best praying while you're driving." (Elise Seibt Herrin, in Reader's Digest)

A Sunday-morning Bible class was discussing prayer and how we can pray. One man told the class, “I do some of my best praying while I’m driving.” His wife, sitting next to him, smiled and quickly added, “That’s really interesting, honey. I do some of my best praying while you’re driving!” (George Kottwitz, in The Lutheran Witness)

While attending Vassar College in Poughkeepsie, N.Y., I realized I had lost one of my favorite earrings. Distraught, I told our housemother, an elderly Italian woman who advised me to pray to St. Anthony, patron saint of lost items. “But I’m Jewish,” I explained. “I can’t pray to St. Anthony.” She looked at me and thought hard for a few moments. Leaning toward me, she whispered, “Don’t tell him.” (Beth Begany)

It is easier to pray for four million people than to pray for one, because I stand the thought of leaving anyone out. (Walter Fiscus)

Praying is so easy, you can do it with your eyes closed! (Anonymous)

My nephew Aaron is quite a picky eater. One evening, his mom insisted he eat the casserole she prepared. But before she dished up the food, it was Aaron's turn to say grace, and he began, “Dear God, please don't make me eat this." (Amy Drabek, in Country Extra magazine)

Minister: “Did you say a prayer before you started eating?” Man: “Uh, no. I guess I forgot.” Minister: “I would think just seeing that would’ve reminded you how much it needed a prayer.” (Jerry Bittle, in Geech comic strip)

As soon as Billy's plate was set before him at the holiday dinner at Grandma's house, the little guy started eating. “Billy, wait till we say our prayer," his mother said. “We always do at our house." “We don't have to here," Billy replied. “Grandma knows how to cook." (Rocky Mountain News)

Prayer has everything to do within us, with our every thought, with our every feeling, with our every need, if it's to be an effective prayer. (Roy E. Fox)

Effective prayer must be:
1.  Unselfish -- not alone for oneself.
2.  Believing -- according to faith.
3.  Sincere -- Sincere of heart.
4.  Intelligent -- according to light.
5.  Trustful -- in submission to the Father's all-wise will. (Urantia Book)

More than 120 Indian elephants were given a month-long holiday from their usual lives of hard work by a project initiated by the southern state of Tamil Nadu, the UNI news agency reported. The elephants, most of which either belong to private owners or work in temples, were pampered with special food and medical treatment at the Theppakadu forest. The animals were allowed to recuperate in a 15-acre range, tended to by more than 150 “mahouts" or elephant handlers and doctors. Before returning to a life of labor, the pachyderms were lined up for a prayer ceremony to ward off evil spirits. (Steve Newman, in Rocky Mountain News, December 23, 2003)

A mother was teaching her 3-year-old daughter the Lord’s Prayer. For several evenings at bedtime, she repeated it after her mother. One night, she said she was ready to solo. The mother listened with pride as she carefully enunciated each word right up to the end. “Lead us not into temptation,” she prayer, “and deliver us some e-mail . . . Amen." (Denver Rocky Mountain News) 

Mom and Agnes sit down for breakfast and Mom says: “Please say grace, Agnes.” Agnes: “For pop tarts? Isn't that a bit excessive? We pluck thy beautiful succulent fruit from all of thy trees and most bushes. Then we throw away all stems, pits and peels and evaporate most of the juices. We take what's left and roll it thin until it's a little more like glue then we stick that glop in a pastry shell that's both dry and tasteless, too. We thank . . ." Mom: “Enough, Agnes!" Agnes: “I didn't get to mention the cute, little foil body bags." Mom: “Enough.” (Tony Cochran, in Agnes comic strip)
It is not enough to say prayers, one must be prayer. One should not offer what one has, but what one is. (Paul Evdokimov)

An arrogant tycoon once told his minister that there really was no need for him to pray ever again. After all, he had everything -- he was young, rich, and good looking. After hearing this, the minister said, “Well, you might want to pray for humility.” (Bits & Pieces)

Dennis the Menace’s mother says, as she puts him to bed: “Time to say your prayers, dear.” Dennis: “I can’t, Mom.” Mom: “Why not?”  Dennis: “Cause I can’t think of the exact words.” Mom: “Oh, honey, you don’t have to worry about that. There are no right words when talking to God. He understands everything.” Dennis: “Good! Then I’ll just say my ABCs. God knows what I’m thinking. He’ll put them together for me.” (King Duncan and Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p, 80)

The final exam in electrical engineering worried my son, Don. On the last day of class, the professor wished the students luck as he wrote a phone number on the blackboard. “If any of you have difficulty understanding the review material, call this number,” he said as he dismissed the class. On Saturday afternoon, stumped by one of the review problems, Don reached for the phone and heard a recorded message from Dial-A-Prayer. (D. Moore, in Reader’s Digest)

The professor of our graduate-school class on gifted children included a huge amount of material on the midterm exam. As tension in the room built, people were sighing and gasping aloud. The following week the professor tossed the graded papers on her desk and announced: “Class, after I left here last week, the Lord spoke to me. He said, “Gee, thanks, professor. I haven’t heard from some of those people in years!” (Gail Thomas, in Reader’s Digest)

There will always be prayers in public schools -- as long as there are final exams to take. (B. Norman Frisch)

The exercise of prayer, in those who habitually exert it, must be regarded by doctors as the most adequate and normal of all the pacifiers of the mind and calmers of the nerves. (William James)

Prayer is the exercise of faith in the presence and power of the unseen God. (Charles Fillmore, in Atom-Smashing Power of Mind, p. 11)

In Bil Keane’s cartoon “Family Circus,” one of the pre-school girls is explaining to her even younger brother, “We can talk to God anytime we want,” she says pointing her finger up above her head, “cause he has a toll-free number.’” (The Joyful Newsletter)
When all else fails, pray. (Evelyn Beilenson, in Motherhood Is Not For Sissies)



Once Unity was in serious financial straits. Bills that had to be paid were piling up, and there did not seem to be money enough to meet the pay roll.  The Fillmores called their staff together to pray about the matter. One of the staff said, “Let us pray that the money holds out.” “Oh, no,” whispered Myrtle Fillmore, “let us pray that our faith holds out.” (James Dillet Freeman, in The Story of Unity, p. 17)

May the roof above us never fall in, and may we friends gathered below never fall out. (Gaelic toast)

One Thanksgiving Day, a mother decided to serve a more healthy fare than the family had come to expect. She served a turkey, all right, but no potatoes and gravy. There was no stuffing. She did serve a green salad and there were peas and carrots, but no butter. There was no pumpkin pie, no mincemeat pie and, of course, no dollop of ice cream on top.  Instead there was fruit salad. It was all very healthy, but when the father asked a son to say grace, the little guy surveyed the table, bowed his head, and said, “Lord, I don’t like the looks of it, but I thank you for it, and I’ll eat it anyway.” (Bits & Pieces)

A farewell message to a departing priest in a parish bulletin contained the line “You will be forever in our thoughts and prayers. You leave with out respect and love.” (Carolyn Cahill, in Reader’s Digest)

The little girl kneels next to her bed and looks up to God and says: “I think you know my father -- he works for you -- he’s a minister.” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

One morning at Mass, our youngest son became quite troublesome. At first I gave him a stern fatherly stare, and motioned for him to calm down. When he refused, I took hold of his arm and suggested that he sit still -- but again to no avail. Then, I thought I’d relate the purpose of our Sunday morning visit. “Please stop and do me a favor,” I said, “and say a prayer for your father.” My son looked at me with innocence, “Dad,” he replied, “I have already prayed for you twice.” (Larry J. Weimer, in Catholic Digest)

I wrote down a prayer. Does God have a fax machine? (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

When my daughter Kelli was 3, she and my son Cody would say their nightly prayers together. As most children do, they would bless every family member, every friend, and every animal, current and past. For several weeks after we had finished the nightly prayers, Kelli would say “And all girls.” My curiosity finally got the best of me. “Kelli,” I asked, “why do you always add the part about all girls?” “Because,” she replied, “we always finish our prayers by saying All men!” (JokeBank) 

The flight had been long and bumpy, and my heart sank as the pilot announced that there was fog at London’s Heathrow Airport and that, unless it cleared quickly, we would be forced to divert to Manchester. A clergyman sitting beside me closed his eyes and mouthed a silent prayer. A few minutes later we were asked to fasten our seat belts for a landing at Heathrow. Turning to my neighbor, I congratulated him on his successful appeal to “headquarters.” “On the contrary,” he sighed. “I live in Manchester.” (P. Moss, in Reader’s Digest)

In Bangladesh, a religious leader led a national prayer asking for an end to a long drought and within a week, a devastating thunderstorm brought on a flash flood, killing nearly 500 people. (Bill Flick, 1996)

My Uncle Jack is an avid pilot and took his minister -- who had never flown before -- up for a ride. The clergyman was afraid of heights, so my uncle tried to comfort him. “Didn’t the Lord say, I am with you always?” Uncle Jack asked. The minister replied, “Jack, the correct quote is ‘Lo, I am with you always.’” (Richard Paul Hinkle, in Reader's Digest)

David was in first grade and didn't want his mother to walk him to school. So Mom asked a neighbor, Mrs. Goodnest, if she would follow him to school the first morning. Mrs. Goodnest agreed. She took her little daughter, Marcy. They followed David as he walked to school with a friend. After a bit, the friend said, “There's a lady following us. Do you know her?" David replied, “Yeah, that's Shirley Goodnest and her daughter Marcy. I better get used to it. Every night when Mom and I say prayers, she tells me that Shirley Goodnest and Marcy will follow me all the days of my life." (Larry Dittmer, in The Lutheran Witness)

Every day my father-in-law, Glenn, joins his group of regulars at a nearby truck stop for a cup of coffee. One day Glenn noticed two tough-looking men in the “drivers only” area. Before digging into their food, the two bowed their heads in prayer. Glenn mentioned to his friend Dave that the two guys didn’t look like the types who would say grace in a public restaurant.  Dave replied, “Maybe they’ve eaten here before.” (Anthony M. Pastore, in Reader’s Digest)

When our family moved into an ethnic neighborhood, we delighted in the marvelous foods sold in area markets. We weren't aware how deeply we had immersed ourselves in this new cuisine until one day when our son, reciting “The Lord's Prayer," said: “Give us this day our deli bread." (Mary Beth Sauter, in Reader's Digest)

Bob is taking a walk when his foot gets caught in some railroad tracks. He tries to pull it out, but it gets wedged in tighter. Then Bob spots a train bearing down on him. Panicking, he starts to pray, “Please, Lord. Get my foot out and I’ll stop drinking.” But it’s still stuck. As Bob struggles to free himself, he prays again, “Please! Help me and I’ll stop drinking and cussing.” Still nothing. “I’m begging you, Lord,” Bob pleads. “Let me live and I’ll stop drinking, cussing and I’ll give all my money to the poor.” Suddenly, his foot slips free and Bob lunges to safety as the train thunders past. “Whew,” says Bob. “Thanks anyway, God, I took care of it myself.” (Chris Parke)

The only footprints on the sands of time, that will really last, are the ones made after knee-prints! (C. W. Renwick)  

Prayer is a force as real as terrestrial gravity. As a physician, I have seen men after all other therapy had failed, lifted out of disease and melancholy by the serene effort of prayer. It is the only power in the world that seems to overcome the so-called laws of nature. The occasions on which prayer has dramatically done this have been termed miracles, but a constant, quieter miracle takes places hourly in the hearts of men and women who have discovered them with a steady flow. (Dr. Alexis Carrell)

There’s a soft spot in his heart for the old Ford Model A, says reader Seth Thomas of Oak Bluffs, Massachusetts. During the ‘50s, he had a small “fleet” of them he was working to restore. But those old Fords could be exasperating, too, adds Seth, who wrote this “psalm” in 1958 in tribute to his favorite car: “The Ford is my auto, I shall not want (another). It maketh me to lie down beneath it. It soreth my soul and leadeth me into the paths of ridicule for its name’s sake. Yea, though I ride through the valleys, I am towed up the hills. I fear much evil -- my rods and my engine discomfort me. I anoint my tires with patches. My radiator runneth over. I repair my blowouts in the presence of mine enemies. Surely, it this thing follows me all the days of my life, I shall dwell in the bughouse forever! (Reminisce Extra)

If your prayers are not being answered, search your consciousness and see if there is not someone whom you have yet to forgive. Find out if there is not some old thing about which you are very resentful. If you cannot forgive at present, you will have to wait for your demonstration until you can, and you will have to postpone finishing your recital of the Lord’s Prayer too. (Emmet Fox, in The Sermon on the Mount, p. 188)


The child kneeling by his bed looks up to God and says: “After you’ve forgiven me, will you explain this to Santa Claus?” (Bunny Hoest & John Reiner, in Parade magazine)

When you are all fouled up, I don’t want you praying for me. I got enough problems. (Walter Fiscus)

They say over in France the wine region is going through an incredible heat wave, destroying all the crops. The crops are ruined and this has devastated the French economy. Proving once again: Prayer works. (Jay Leno)

Grandma: “You've been washing your face a long time, Nelson." Nelson: “I'm trying to wash my freckles off. I hate 'em!" Grandma: “You don't want to wash them off! Don't you know that freckles are where the angels kissed you while you were asleep?" Nelson later kneels next to his bed and prays: “. . . And please tell your angels to knock off the kissing." (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

One child says to another: “Say a prayer for grandmother’s friend. He has Old-Timer’s disease.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Paul “Bear" Bryant always regretted that neither of his parents ever attended a game he played in or coached, but he liked to tell the story about a prayer his mother said: “Dear God, keep him from playing, but if he does, let him win." (B. Eugene Griessman, in The Achievement Factors)
Standing near a Hollywood Chevron station charging $3.43 gallon for unleaded gas, a prayer group asked God this week to comfort those paying more. “These high gas prices, Lord, bring them down,” Bishop Donald Downing, pastor of Heart to Heart Christian Center in Fort Washington, Maryland, prayed. The group hopes to induce the same miracle the effort’s organizer, Pray Live, says it brought about when fuel prices dropped in late April. (Los Angeles Daily News, as it appeared in the Rocky Mountain News, May 19, 2006)


On a road trip through a desolate region of New Mexico, my cousin and I found ourselves 60 miles from town with a nearly empty gas tank. Praying and hoping, we drove on until we reached a small farmhouse standing alone in a vast field. The farmer filled our tank and reluctantly accepted the $20 we offered. Grateful, I said, “Without your help, two young women might have been stranded tonight. God put you in this spot for a reason.” “Well,” replied the farmer, shaking his head and rubbing his neck, “it mighta been a-purpose, but he was mad at me when he done it!” (Robin L. Wheeler, in Reader’s Digest)

General Douglas MacArthur penned a prayer for his son with these closing lines: “Give him humility, so that he may always remember the simplicity of true greatness, the open mind of true wisdom, and the meekness of true strength. Then I, his Father, will dare to whisper, ‘I have not lived in vain.'" (Richard T. Hinz, in Portals of Prayer)
General prayer is praying to God as a loving, understanding Father in your own private way. It can be on your knees or in any comfortable position. It can be expressed in spoken words or in silent communion. It can be with a prayer book before you, or it can be by browsing through your Bible, dwelling upon favorite passages, or paraphrasing them to meet your need. (Catherine Ponder, in The Dynamic Laws of Prosperity, p. 259)


A little boy was observed by a minister in church praying very fervently; but, much to the pastor’s surprise, he was also heard to say from time to time, “Tokyo, Tokyo, Tokyo.” So when the service was over the minister went up to the boy and said, “Son, I was very pleased to see you praying so devoutly, but do tell me, why did you keep saying, ‘Tokyo, Tokyo, Tokyo’?” The little boy replied, “Well, you see, sir, I have just been taking my geography examination in school, and I have been praying to the Lord to make Tokyo the Capital of France.” (Sir Eric Roll) 

Some of God’s greatest gifts are unanswered prayers. (Garth Brooks)

As the child kneels on her bed with her mother looking in through the door, she says: “Night-night, God, sleep tight. Don’t let the bedbugs bite.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Steve wanted to qualify for an amateur golf tournament but was anxious about who would be watching. At the first tee, he was appalled to find a TV crew. Muttering a prayer, Steve hit the ball 275 yards down the fairway. Trying to appear nonchalant, a relieved Steve strode off toward his ball. His partner ran after him. “Aren’t you going to bring your clubs?” he asked. (Andrea Fust, in Reader’s Digest)

A minister who was a keen if somewhat erratic golfer approached the green and was advised by his caddie to use a Number 3 iron. “I think I can make it with a 4,” answered the minister. But when the ball landed in a trap short of the green he commented, “Well, I guess the good Lord didn’t hear me.” “Could be,” snapped the caddie, “but in my church when we pray we keep our heads down.” (Herm Albright, in Golf Digest)

You can always tell the golfers in church. They are the ones who use interlocking grips when they put their hands together to pray. (Jim Reed, in Catholic Digest)

An Indiana farmer took his family to the nation’s capital to see how their government worked. After visiting the House of Representatives, they went to the Senate gallery, where the chaplain of the Senate was speaking. “Daddy,” asked the farmer’s ten-year-old daughter, “does the chaplain pray for the Senate?” “No,” said the farmer. “He comes in, looks at the Senators, and then prays for the country.” (Quote magazine)

I know why we say grace. It’s to let our food cool off. (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

When we say grace, do we look up at Heaven, or down at the food? (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Bill Moyers, who was an ordained Baptist minister during the time he was President Johnson’s press secretary, was saying grace at a White House dinner one evening.  Johnson was seated at the other end of the table and was having trouble hearing. “Speak up,” he said, “I can’t hear you.” “I wasn’t talking to you,” replied Moyers. (Bits & Pieces)

A respected mentor once remarked, “Grandma, in her rocking chair, praying to the Lord for mercy to the nations, may be doing more to change the course of history for good than those who walk the halls of the United Nations." Jesus points to children and says, “Unless you change and become like little children, you will never enter the kingdom of heaven" (Matthew 18:3). Truly, what the world might deem less important is greatly significant in God's kingdom. (Thomas R. Zehnder, in Portals of Prayer)

Little Johnny and his family were having Sunday dinner at his grandmother's house, reports Bob Sallee of Coffeyville, Kansas. Everyone was seated around the table as the food was being served. When Johnny received his plate, he started eating right away. “Johnny, wait until we say our prayer," admonished his mother. “I don't have to," Johnny replied. “Of course you do," his mother insisted. “At home, we always say a prayer before we eat." “That's at our house," Johnny explained. “But this is Grandma's house, and she knows how to cook." (Country magazine)

Grandma: “I can’t believe it! I’m actually riding a mule to the bottom of the Grand Canyon! It’s a good thing these animals are so sure-footed. It’s a long way down there.” Nelson: “Grampa, how come your mule walks so close to the edge?” Grandna: “Don’t bother Grampa, Nelson. He’s saying his prayers.” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

I moved to Nashville in 1954, ready to start making some records of my own. I made my first appearance at the Grand Ole Opry not too long after. I stepped out onto the stage so shaky I was afraid I was going to break a guitar string on my first note. I took a look out at those wooden pews that I’d first sat in years before, all full of people looking at me, and said a short, silent prayer: “Lord, thank you for putting me where I’ve wanted to be for so long. You are too good.” (Porter Wagoner, in Guideposts magazine) 
Prayer does not fit us for the greater work; prayer is the greater work. (Oswald Chambers)


The child prays at the meal: “Thank you, Lord, for these gifts we are about to receive, except for these green things, which Mom claims are peas, but I know are caterpillar brains." (Michael Fry, in Committed comic strip)

Groanings which cannot be uttered are often prayers which cannot be refused. (C. H. Spurgeon)

The church secretary says to the minister: “Our congregation has grown so we can dispense with the abacus and buy an adding machine!” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

Before retiring for the day, Helga kneels by her bed and prays: “. . . And please allow my husband, Hagar, to survive the spears and the arrows, the catapults, boiling oil and attack dogs he will face during his raids on English castles. Also, let him survive the perilous storms, hidden reefs and sea monsters he may encounter on his way home. Amen. And please let him remember to bring back that spool of light blue thread I asked him to get. Amen.” (Dik Browne, in Hagar The Horrible comic strip)

Our 12-year-old daughter, Gayle, was teaching her younger sister, Mary, the Hail Mary. Gayle began and asked Mary to repeat after her, “Hail Mary,” Gayle said. Mary looked up at Gayle. “Hail, Gayle,” she obediently intoned. (Clara E. Exner, in Catholic Digest)

Curly hair. That's what my grandmother always wanted for me. But, like the rest of the gifts in my family, I had hair that was straight and thin. Not that it mattered to me. At four, hair was nothing but a nuisance. I hated sitting still while my mother brushed and styled it. But how I cherished my fine, straight hair when it suddenly started falling out. Alarmed, Mom took me to the doctor, but he couldn't find anything wrong with me. “Sometimes it just happens. I wouldn't worry too much," he assured us. “It'll grow back eventually." Not worry? School was about to start. I couldn't go to kindergarten bald! We hurried home and told the rest of the family. While my mother clipped my hair short to take weight off the roots, my grandmother prayed. “Please stop Britni's hair from falling out," she cried. “And, Lord, let it come back thick and curly," she added with a wink. After three weeks my hair did stop coming out, but as it grew back, it seemed different. Wavier than before, thicker. It was coming, in curly. Extremely curly! I am now 15 years old and my hair is as curly as a fresh perm. Even strangers comment on it! Most days I like my hair, but it can be a real pain to tame. Sometimes as I wrestle to comb through my corkscrew locks. I think: Be careful what you pray for, because you just might get it! (Britni Radojits, in Guideposts)

Barber: “Reverend Meeks, would you like to say a little prayer before I get started?" Rev. Meeks: “I don't think so." Barber: “Why not? You always say a prayer before I cut your hair." Rev. Meeks: “And you always fall asleep the minute we bow our heads." Barber: “I know, and I could use a nap right now." (Jerry Bittle, in Geech comic strip)
Dolly: “Jeffy’s only kneeling on one knee again and saying half the Hail Mary.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


My wife and I met in a Shakespeare class at the University of Texas. I was from Iowa, and the professor hailed from New York. That day, we discussed a scene in Hamlet in which Hamlet contemplates killing his uncle, Claudius. “Hamlet,” my future wife declared, “was fixin’ to kill Claudius while he prayed, but decided against it because he was afraid Claudius might go to heaven.” “Correct,” said the professor. “Although I doubt Shakespeare would have put it that way.” Tucking her chin in like a boxer, my bride-to-be replied, “He would have if he’d been from Texas.” (Brian Yansky, in Reader’s Digest)

 Late in the 15th century, two young woodcarving apprentices in France confided to each other their desire to study painting. But such study would take money, and both Hans and Albrecht were poor. Finally, though, they had a solution. Let one work and earn money while the other studied. Then, when the lucky one became rich and famous, let him in turn aid the other. They tossed a coin and Albrecht won. So while Albrecht went to Venice, Hans worked as a blacksmith. As quickly as he received his wages he would forward money to his friend. The months stretched into years -- and at last Albrecht returned to his native land, an independent master. Now it was his turn to help Hans. The two men met in joyous reunion, but when Albrecht looked at his friend tears welled from his eyes. Only then did he discover the extent of Hans’ sacrifice. The many years of heavy labor in the blacksmith shop had calloused and bruised Hans’ sensitive hands. His fingers could never handle a painter’s brush. In humble gratitude to Hans for his years of sacrifice, the artist, the great Albrecht Durer, painted a portrait of the work-worn hands that had labored so faithfully in order that he might develop his talent. He presented this painting of praying hands to his devoted friend. Today, this masterpiece, a symbol of friendship and sacrifice, is familiar to millions of people throughout the world. (Bits & Pieces)

The joining of hands in prayer began in the 9th century as a mark of submission to God’s will -- as if wearing handcuffs. (Bill Massey, in Tit-Bits) 

As the little boy and the dog, Marmaduke, are kneeling and praying beside the bed, the little boy says to Marmaduke: “Let me do it. I know how hard it is for you to be good.” (Brad Anderson, in Marmaduke comic strip)
A thought to remember: When it’s hardest to pray is when you should pray the hardest. (Reminisce magazine)

 “Our Father Who art in heaven. Harold be Thy name." (The way I heard The Lord's Prayer as a child.) (Malachy McCourt)

The following appeared in the bulletin of a Minnesota church: “We thank thee, Lord, for our instant coffee, read-quick cocoa, one-minute oatmeal and pop-up waffles. In haste. Amen." (Sunshine Magazine)

Dear God, so far today, I’ve done all right. I haven’t gossiped, and I haven’t lost my temper. I haven’t been grumpy, nasty or selfish, and I’m really glad of that. But in a few minutes, God, I’m going to get out of bed, and from then on, I’m probably going to need a lot of help. Amen. (Rocky Mountain News)

One day my wife had a terrible headache, so my 4-year-old daughter, Brooke, and I made dinner while she rested. When we sat down to eat, I asked Brooke to say the blessing to remember her mother in the prayer. She bowed her head and said, “Please bless this food, and bless Mommy and her headache that they will go away." (Gregg Luke, in Country Extra magazine)
A common complaint of many Catholics is that “prayer gets mechanical when you say the same old prayers from memory.” And until recently, I, too, echoed this corrosive critique. A 10-year-old convert set me straight – but fast. “You don’t pray from memory,” he said. “You pray by heart.” (Del Miller, in Our Sunday Visitor)

Repeating a prayer can lower the heart rate, breathing rate and brain wave activity and sometimes even help someone avoid surgery, according to medical experts who shared their techniques at a conference last week. They say the idea is gaining support among cost-conscious health organizations. (Rachel Zoll, in Rocky Mountain News, 1995)

No man ever prayed heartily without learning something. (Ralph Waldo Enerson, in Nature)

In our parish one of our youngsters was hanging his head as if in silent prayer after the rest of the family had finished saying Grace at the table. When our other child noticed her brother sitting with his head bowed, she remarked. “He’s praying for second helpings now.” (Bob Brown, in Catholic Digest)

If your day is hemmed in prayer, it is less likely to unravel. (Ken Hittle)

The highest level of prayer is not a prayer for anything. It is a deep and profound silence, in which we allow ourselves to be still and know Him. In that silence, we are changed. We are calmed. We are illumined. Prayer is meant to dissolve the worldly focus to dissolve our sense of a separate self, to help us detach from an insane world order. We pray that He might flood our minds. (Mary Ann Wiliamson)

Realize that prayer is a visit with God and should be restful and joyous -- not an unwelcomed talk. An understanding joy in living is the highest prayer of all. (Emmet Fox)

Highest prayer is that prayer which is based upon great principles; it is the prayer that is in accord with the nature of the Universe; it is the prayer that aligns itself with Truth. Knowing and living the truth of the Infinite is the highest prayer. (Nona L. Brooks, in Mysteries, p. 128)

May you have the hindsight to know where you've been, the foresight to know where you're going, and the insight to know when you're going too far. (An Irish toast)

Answer my prayer. Hit this car. (Rocky Mountain News)

Prayer is not overcoming God’s reluctance, it is laying hold of His highest willingness. (Archbishop Trench)


Grandma says to the children: “When I'm put on hold I use the time to say a little prayer. But it's usually hard to pray in time with the music." (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

My three-year-old granddaughter was visiting us and we were about to have lunch.  Rachel sat with her hands properly folded and eyes closed as I began Grace. “In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.” Immediately Rachel’s eyes flew open. “You are not supposed to say ‘the Holy Ghost,’” she admonished. “You’re supposed to say ‘the Holy Spirit.’” Then, afraid she may have hurt my feelings, she quickly added, “You can say ‘the Holy Ghost’ at Halloween.” (L. M. Shaw, in Catholic Digest)

Bless our home, Father, that we cherish the bread before there is none, discover each other before we leave, and enjoy each other for what we are while we have time. (Richard Wuong, 1981)

Don’t pray for God to send you honest people if you want to learn how to love. (Walter Fiscus)

Finished with a number of unscheduled patients one morning, I needed a break and took an early lunch. In the hospital canteen, I sat down, placed my hands over my eyes and thought, I’ll scream if another patient shows up without an appointment. Opening my eyes, I saw an elderly woman approach me. “You know, I was nervous about bringing my husband to the hospital,” she said. “But now I know this place is okay, because the doctors pray before eating.” (Barry F. Luterman, in Reader’s Digest)

 A daddy was listening to his child start his evening prayer, “Dear Howard, . . .” At this, dad interrupted and said, “Wait a minute. How come you called God, ‘Howard’”? The little boy looked up and said, “That’s what they call Him in church. You know the prayer we say:
‘Our Father, who art in Heaven, Howard be Thy name’.” (The Lutheran Witness)

The Wednesday-night church service coincided with the last day of hunting season. Our pastor asked who had bagged a deer. No one raised a hand. Puzzled, the pastor said, “I don’t get it. Last Sunday many of you were missing because of hunting season. I had the whole congregation pray for your deer.” One hunter groaned, “Well, it worked. They’re all safe.” (Arla Ford, in Reader’s Digest)


Once there was a small boy who wanted a pair of skates. His parents, hoping to teach him the value of money, informed him that he would have to save the required amount from his allowance. His mother overheard him in his room one afternoon shaking his bank and counting his money. Then she heard the bell on the ice cream wagon ringing loudly in the street outside. So the mother waited to see what would happen. The boy wanted the skates, but he also liked ice cream.  There was no sound from the room until the vehicle had gone, and the bell could no longer be heard. Then a childish voice was heard in prayer. “Dear Jesus, please don’t let the ice cream wagon come down my street anymore.” (Dr. Eugene Brice) 

Wife: “You and Herb are going ice fishing tomorrow? You’ll freeze!” Blondie: “Naw, ice fishing is a macho thing. We can handle it.” Daughter: “Mr. Woodley said he can’t make it tomorrow. He has the sniffles.” Blondie: “Sniffles? Why that lily-livered wussy!” That evening, while kneeling beside his bed after his wife goes to sleep, he says to God: “Thank you, dear Lord.” (Dean Young & Denis Lebrun, in Blondie comic strip)
Recent studies in medical research have demonstrated a relationship between praying and the time needed to recover from illness. One doctor confirmed the health benefits: “If prayers were available in pill form, no pharmacy could stock enough of it.” Medical research shows that prayer, whether for oneself or for others, affects the quality, if not the quantity, of life. Blood pressures are lowered, immunities are increased, comfort and strength are found. Some scientists speculate that the simple act of praying fosters in the person who prays a state of peace and calm that benefits the cardiovascular and immune systems. (John R. Sternberg, in Portals of Prayer)



My four-year-old granddaughter, Caitlin, was impatient for a sibling. One morning she told her mother, “Maybe if we both prayed out loud, God would hear us.” So they prayed together. As soon as they finished, Caitlin asked, “What did he say?” Her mother explained that it doesn’t work that way; sometimes it takes a long time to get an answer. Caitlin was indignant” “Do you mean we were praying to an answering machine?" (Virginia Bette, in Reader’s Digest)

The computer screen reads: “To:GOD@HEAVEN.ORG. Subject: “REQUESTS.” One minister looks at another and says: “It may be impersonal, but it’s improved my answer-to-prayers 200%.” (The Joyful Newsletter)

George Muller said that the most important part of prayer was the fifteen minutes after he had said “Amen.” (Paul Lee Tan) 

Prayer is and remains always a native and deepest impulse of the soul of man. (Thomas Carlyle)

You pray in your distress and in your need; would that you might pray also in the fullness of your joy and in your days of abundance. (Kahlil Gibran)

Grandma: “Nelson! What are you doing? Look! You're getting marking pen on the carpet! You'd better pray that I can get that ink out!" Grandpa then says to grandson: “I'd do what she says, son. Your Gramma takes her religion seriously!" (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

I thought my four-year-old grandson showed amazing insight when his evening prayer recently was: “How do you do it, God? How do you do it?” (David W. Eggebrecht, in The Lutheran Witness)

After our son began working as an insurance company representative, he explained to his little girl what he’d be doing in his new job. Soon thereafter, on an overnight visit with us, she was saying her bedtime prayers and asking God to watch over the people who had been hit by Hurricane Hugo. Then she added, “. . . and please let them have paid their insurance." (Dee Lidvall, in Reader’s Digest)

During a Sunday service, the pastor asked the congregation for their intentions. We heard the usual requests to pray for sick people and the acknowledgments for those who helped when a parishioner died. The somber mood was broken when the last intention was heard. A woman stood up and said, “My grand-daughter turned 16 this week and received her driver’s license. Let us pray for us all.” (Ken Mallory)

A woman invited some people to dinner. At the table, she turned to her 6-year-old daughter and said, “Would you like to say the blessing?” “I wouldn’t know what to say,” the girl replied. “Just say what you hear Mommy say,” the woman answered. The daughter bowed her head and said, “Lord, why on earth did I invite all these people to dinner?" (Denver Rocky Mountain News)

Where did we get that line, “May the wind be always at your back”? From an old Irish toast. In its entirety: “May the road rise up to meet you. May the wind be always at your back. May the sun shine warm upon your face. May the rain fall osft upon your fields. And may you be in Heaven a half hour before the Devil knows you are dead.” (L. M. Boyd)
May the sun always shine on your window pane. May a rainbow be certain to follow each rain. May the hand of a friend always be near you. May God fill your heart with gladness to cheer you. (An Irish Blessing)

Good week for answered prayers, after the launch in Italy of a line of designer Islamic jeans. “Al Quds" jeans feature extra-large pockets to hold personal effects during prayer, sacred-green stitching, and extra fabric to facilitate kneeling. (The Week magazine, March 31, 2006)
One day I picked up my seven-year-old daughter, Emily, from CCD, dashed home, and made a simple meal. With dinner on the table, I reached out my hands to hers to say grace, but she would only take one. I began the prayer anyway, though feeling slighted by her unwillingness to take my other hand.  After the prayer, I questioned her about it. “Mama,” she explained, “at CCD today we learned that when two or more people are gathered together for God, Jesus is here. I was holding Jesus’ hand.” From then on, we always left a spot for Him. (Christiana Mavroudis)

Dean: “Hey, Heart.” Heart: “Quiet, Doofus! My Mom’s on a job interview and I’m praying that she gets it.” Dean: “Oh, well, isn’t it nice having her around again?” Heart: “To tell the truth, it would be nice having money again. I’m Jonesin’ for a new bathing suit.” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)

I keep a prayer journal, and one evening I was feeling especially discouraged as I wrote my entry. I filled page after page with my litany of complaints, working myself into a lather of self-pity. I asked God to send me a miracle. I started flipping back through the pages of my journal and reading past entries. Each one included my prayer requests. The more I read, the more I saw how I had been blessed: I hadn’t even noticed that many of my requests had already been answered. A sick friend was now healthy; a troubled marriage was growing stronger. The miracle that night was not that all my complaints to God were answered the way I expected them to be, but the quiet reminder that God takes care of everything, maybe not exactly as we might have planned and maybe not at the moment we ask, but in his own way and his own time. That’s more than enough miracle for me. (Jodi Lewis, in Guideposts)


Never pray for justice, because you might get some. (Margaret Atwood)

Prayer should be the key of the morning and the lock of the night. (Owen Felltham, in Resolves)

Prayer is the key of the morning and the bolt of the evening. (Mohansas K. Gandhi)

A mother drove to the pharmacy to get a prescription for her ill daughter. She returned to her car to find her keys locked inside. She got a coat hanger from the pharmacy, then quickly prayed, “Lord, help me. I don’t know how to do this.” Just then, a dirty, bearded, tattooed man approached her. The woman thought, “Great, Lord. This is who You sent to help me?” The man asked if he could help. “Yes, my daughter is sick. I must get home to her. Can you open my car with this hanger?” “Sure.” In seconds the car was opened. She hugged the stranger and said, “Thank you. You’re a very nice man.” The man replied, “Lady, I ain’t nice. I just got out of prison for car theft.” The woman hugged the man again and cried out loud, “Thank you, Lord, for sending a professional!" (The Lutheran Witness)

The orthopedist, examining my painful knee, asked when I felt most uncomfortable. I told him it was worst as I kneel to pray -- as Episcopalians do -- during church on Sunday. After his technician took X rays, the doctor came back with them in hand and, shaking his head, said, “You may have to become a Baptist.” (Jane Perry Shoemaker, in Reader’s Digest)

There is a parable when I stoop before the fireplace; the truth of the parable is “you have to kneel in order to light a fire.” (Phil Barnhart, in Seasonings for Sermons, p. 131)
Seen while passing by a church: “Get in touch with God by knee mail.” (Dorothy Czarnecki, in Reader’s Digest)



In our parish, little Jeff had just returned home from class, rubbing his knees. His mother asked what was wrong. “They’re sore from kneeling so much,” Jeff answered. “But I think it will be all right now. The last time Father asked us to pray, I prayed that he wouldn’t ask us to pray so much.” (Mrs. Russell Zallar, in Catholic Digest)

When life knocks you to your knees, and it will, why get up! If it knocks you to your knees again, as it will, well, isn’t that the best position from which to pray? (Ethel Barrymore)

Tibetan Lamaism flourishes in spite of all the efforts of the Chinese communists to destroy it. With prayer wheels and prayer banners, Lamaists keep the awareness of God’s presence and power continually before them. (James Dillet Freeman)


As the child looks through the picture Bible she says to her mother: “At the Last Supper, betcha I know who they asked to say grace.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Prayer is to ask that the laws of the universe be annulled on behalf of a single practitioner confessed unworthy. (Ambrose Bierce)

One thing to learn is to be led in prayer. I’m apt to think of prayer as my initiative. I realize I have a need or I am happy, and I pray. The emphasis is on me, and I have the sense when I pray that I started something. But what happens if I go to church? I sit there and somebody stands before me and says, “Let us pray.” I didn’t start it: I’m responding. Which means that I am humbled. My ego is no longer prominent. Now that’s a very basic element in prayer, because prayer is answering speech. (Eugene Peterson, in A Monk Out of Habit)


The child eyes the food, and then says to her Mother: “They’re leftover, we already thanked God.” (The Lutheran Witness)

An old Jewish legend tells about a little farm boy who had been left an orphan at an early age and was unable to read. But he had inherited a large, heavy prayer book from his parents. On the Day of Atonement he brought the prayer book into the synagogue and laid it on the desk. He then cried out, “Lord of Creation, I do not know how to pray. I do not know what to say. So I give you the entire prayer book.” In the same village there was an old man who on the Day of Atonement over-slept and missed the service. That meant that the prayers offered did not include him. Not knowing how to pray by himself, he devised this plan. He repeated the letters of the alphabet over and over and asked God to arrange them into the words of an appropriate prayer. Both prayers were acceptable because of the faith of those who offered them. (Mark Trotter, in Grace All the Way Home)

When I took my daughter Jennifer to get her driver’s license, she was noticeably tense. I was afraid that her frazzled nerves were going to cause her to make mistakes on her road test, so I said a little prayer. Soon Jennifer returned with a big smile and a passing grade. Afterward I asked her if my prayer had done the trick. “I’m sure that it helped,” Jennifer replied. “Also, the examiner asked me if I was nervous. When I said, ‘Yes,’ he wanted to know if there was anything he could do. I suggested I’d be just fine if he’d scream every few minutes, so I could pretend he was my mother.” (Pamela A. King, in Reader’s Digest)

Out on the road recently, I noticed in the next lane a tentatively driven car from a driving school. The license plate read PRAY4US. (Richard Wayman, in Reader's Digest)

I never went to bed in my life and I never ate a meal in my life without saying a prayer. I know my prayers have been answered thousands of times, and I know that I never said a prayer in my life without something good coming of it. (Jack Dempsey)

Perhaps his prayers really were answered because his “life-prayer” was the message he sent twenty-three and a half hours of every day. It this sounds harsh, just remember the idea of our entire lives being a prayer.  What was the overall message of that man’s life? That was his true prayer. (Richard & Mary-Alice Jafola, in The Quest, p. 117)

Lord give me the strength to change the things I can, the grace to accept the things I can't, and a free lifetime supply of ding dongs. (Rick Stromowski, in Soup to Nutz comic strip)
A Christian in ancient Rome was being pursued by a lion. He ran through the city streets and into the woods, dodging back and forth among the trees. Finally it became obvious that it was hopeless – the lion was going to catch him. So he turned suddenly, faced the beast and dropped to his knees. “Lord,” he prayed desperately, “make this lion a Christian.” Instantly the lion dropped to its knees and prayed. “For this meal of which I am about to partake . . .” (Vauna J. Armstrong, in Reader’s Digest)


Confiding in a co-worker, I told her about a problem in our office and my fear that I would lose my job. She was concerned and said she would pray for me. I know she keeps a list of the ten people she believes need her prayers the most, so I asked if she had room for me on her list. “Oh, yes,” she replied. “Three of the people have died.” (Kaye Gordon, in Reader’s Digest)

A mother listening to the evening prayers of her sleepy little daughter was astonished and amazed to hear the following: “Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray the Lord my soul to keep. And when he hollers let him go. Eenie, meenie, miny, mo.” (Balance Sheet) 
 
Many years ago when I was hospitalized with the second of four nervous breakdowns, I was feeling a lack of faith. I couldn’t at that time say any special prayer, and I didn’t have my precious rosary with me. I was sick and felt lonely for Jesus and Mary and my dear family. One day I was sitting in the recreation room next to another patient. I began to tell her about my fears of losing my faith. Her words were like a Godsent answer. “I never use popular prayers in places like this,” she said to me. “I acknowledge my life as a prayer and give it to God humbly every day.” I am well again, but I have never forgotten her words and what it did to strengthen my faith when the need was so great. Now, at those times when I can’t say formal prayers, while working or in pain, I remember her advice: Let your life be your prayer. (Patricia Mullen, in Catholic Digest)

Little Johnny liked church pretty well except for the long pastoral prayer. So when his dad asked the visiting minister to say grace when dinner was served, Johnny was worried. But to his surprise, the prayer was very brief and to the point. Pleased, Johnny turned to the minister and observed, “You don’t pray so long when you’re hungry, do you?" (Mike McCall, in Progressive Farmer)

Some prayers are answered almost at once. Others take longer -- usually because it takes longer for us to accept the answer we are seeking. (Jack E. Addington)

Heart: “Mrs. Angelini, should I pray to God to help Dean find his lost kitten Spock?” Mrs. Angelini: “Why don’t you pray to St. Anthony. That’s who I pray to when I lose something.” Heart: “And who do I pray to to get Mom to let me get a tattoo?” Mrs. Angelini: “A patron saint of body art? I’d have to look it up.” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart of the City comic strip))

Child: “Grandma, I can’t find Annie, my favorite doll! I’ve looked everywhere!” Grandma: “To find lost things I always pray to St. Anthony. He might find your lost doll for you.” Child: “Grandma! Look!” Grandma: “Did you thank St. Anthony for finding your doll?” Child: “No, he didn’t find her. I did.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip) 

Peter Pulaski went to church to pray for $5,000. He won $100,000 in the New York State lottery and told God: “You kind of overestimated my need.” (Ripley’s Believe It or Not!: Book of Chance, p. 60)
Billy asks his Mom: “If God is way up there in Heaven, shouldn’t I pray a lot louder?” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


True prayer is not asking God for love; it is learning to love, and to include all mankind in one affection. (Mary Baker Eddy)

Martin Luther set apart his three best hours for prayer. (Paul Lee Tan)

Little Benjamin sat down at the desk to write a letter to God asking for a little baby sister. He started the letter like this: “Dear God, I’ve been a very good boy.” He stopped, thinking, No, God won’t believe that. He wadded up the piece of paper, threw it away, and started again: “Dear God, most of the time I’ve been a good boy.” He stopped in the middle of the line, again thinking, God won’t be moved by this. So he wadded up the letter and into the trash can it went. Benjamin then went into the bathroom and grabbed a big terry cloth towel off the towel rack. He carried it into the living room and carefully laid it out on the couch. He smoothed out all the wrinkles. Then he went over to the fireplace mantle, reached up, and very carefully lifted down a statue of the Madonna. He had often seen his mother carefully dust the statue, and he had eyed it many times. On several occasions, his parents had told him that he could look but was not to touch the statue. Now, with all the care he could muster, he had it in his possession. Benjamin gently placed the statue in the middle of the towel, carefully folding over the edges. He then placed a rubber band around the whole thing. He brought it to the desk, took out another piece of paper, and began to write his third letter to God.  It went like this: “Dear God, if you ever want to see your mother again . . ." (Moments for Mothers) 
The “mantis,” as in “praying mantis,” is Greek for “prophet.” The old Turks used to insist the praying mantis always perched to face Mecca. (L. M. Boyd)

After two weeks in a meditation class, all I had acquired were stiff joints and a burning curiosity about the woman assigned to the spot next to me. At every meeting, she would arrive late, breathless and frazzled. But soon after she assumed her meditation position and started to chant “1984, 1984, 1984,” you could almost see her blood pressure fall. A look of utter bliss would appear on her face. Mystified as to what she had found in George Orwell’s disturbing book to inspire such contentment, I finally asked her why she used it as her mantra. “Who’s talking about a book?” she replied. “In 1984, the mortgage on our house will be paid off, my fourth and final child will graduate from high school, and my mother-in-law plans to retire to Florida.” (Rheta Lum, in Reader’s Digest)

I know of a manufacturer who likes to drive back and forth to work so that he can think about business problems without interruption. “One morning,” he relates, “I suddenly realized that problems were always coming up that I had not anticipated. How could I think about crises before they ever happened? Only by prayer. Right there I began to pray that I might meet wisely and well the problems of the day ahead. I arrived at my office feeling refreshed and confident, and I had one of my best days. I soon realized that I had hit upon a wonderful technique. Instead of praying to get pulled out of troubles, I was now conditioning myself in advance to make calm, rational and sound decisions on any problem that came up.” (Fulton Oursler) 

God has not always answered my prayers. If He had, I would have married the wrong man -- several times. (Mrs. Billy Graham) 

The Roman Catholic Church has asked the mayor of Levico Terme, Italy, to pay for 360 years of services rendered. It all began in 1630 when the bubonic plague swept through Levico Terme and city fathers asked the church for a special Mass to help ward off disease. The church held the Mass -- and kept holding it for 360 years. Now it wants payment. At today’s rates, the bill could amount to nearly $23,000. On the bright side, the city hasn’t had much of a problem with bubonic plague lately. (Charles Oliver, in Reason)

A woman and her 5-year-old were headed to McDonald's one day and passed a car accident. The family often said a prayer for those who might be hurt when they saw an accident, so she pointed to the crumpled vehicles and said, “We should pray." From the back seat she heard an earnest young voice say, “Please, God, don't let those cars block the entrance to McDonald's." (Rocky Mountain News)

The Army often gives out field rations to soldiers sent on training missions far from the unit. However, many soldiers despise these MREs--Meals Ready to Eat. During a 20-minute lunch break at Fort Benning, Ga., my company of trainees gathered under some trees to eat our prepackaged rations. One soldier observed me bow my head in reverence over the bundle in brown plastic. When I looked up, he said, “Your prayer didn’t work. The MRE is still there.” (1st Lt. Matthew A. Ritchie, in Reader’s Digest) 

A distinguished minister and two elders from his congregation attended an out-of-town meeting that did not finish until rather late. They decided to have something to eat before going home, but unfortunately the only spot open was a seedy bar-and-grill with a questionable reputation. After being served, one of the elders asked the minister to say grace. “I’d rather not,” the clergyman said. “I don’t want Him to know I’m here.” (Phyllis R. Martin, in Reader’s Digest)

A Sunday School teacher asked a young miss in her class to define prayer. “Prayer,” said the child, “is messages sent up at night and on Sundays when the rates are lower.” (Baptist New Mexican)

A boss who has the reputation of being a real slave driver became ill and had to stay home from the office. His wife called his secretary to give her the news. “He won’t be in today,” the wife said. “He’s sick. And you know what kind of mood he’s in.” “Oh my, yes,” said the secretary. “God help those germs.” (James Dent, in Charleston, WV, Gazette)

At one point in the history of the Mormons, a plague of locusts threatened to devour all the crops so desperately needed to feed the pioneers. They prayed. And shortly thereafter a cloud of seagulls appeared and gobbled up the locusts. Today there is, understandably, a statue to the memory of the sea birds who came from five hundred miles away to rescue the embattled farmers. As an added bonus, the birds also contributed tons of fertilizer to the ultimate benefit of the tillers of the soil. (Bernie Smith, in The Book of Trivia, p. 336)

Morning prayer: “Dear God, so far today, I have done all right. I have not gossiped; I have not lost my temper; I have not been greedy, grumpy, nasty, selfish, proud or overindulgent. I am very thankful for that. But in a few minutes, God, I am going to get out of bed.” (Website, Messiah Lutheran Church, Santa Cruz, California)

The prayer of Moslem tradition is right: “O God, if I serve thee for fear of hell, send me to hell. If I serve thee for the hope of heaven, deprive me of heaven. If I serve thee for thyself alone, give me of thy fullness.” (Phil Barnhart, in Seasonings for Sermons)

In our parish my sister, an expectant mother, was encouraging her daughter to pray for a new brother or sister. Each night, the little girl prayed for this intention. Finally, one evening after the new baby had been brought home, the little girl said, “Mommy, I feel sad. I prayed so hard for that baby and now you act as if it is all yours.” (Mrs. Joseph Felice, in Catholic Digest)

Motto seen on the sweat shirt of a young woman exiting the physical-sciences building at California State University, Los Angeles: “St. Andreas, Protect Us From Our Faults.” (Dick Straw, in Reader’s Digest)

Every great movement can be traced to one kneeling figure. (Dwight L. Moody)

 Since our yard needed a trim, I figured it would be a nice surprise if I could get it done before my husband, Hap, arrived home from work. I pushed our lawn mower out from the shed, but the engine wouldn’t start. I pulled the starter cord over and over. Still the mower just sat there, maddeningly dormant. “God,” I said, frustrated, “if you will just start this mower for me, I promise I won’t bother you with anything trivial ever again!” I yanked the cord once more. The motor came to life with a satisfying purr and I energetically attacked the yard. Before long, the job was done. I reached down and switched the lever to off. The motor stayed on. I wiggled the lever back and forth, but still the engine didn’t die. I pushed the mower forward and back, fiddled with the throttle and gear knobs and again moved the lever to off. The motor didn’t miss a beat. I shot a suspicious look upward. Now what do I do? I was determined to keep my end of the bargain, so that didn’t give me much to do. When Hap got home a few minutes later, he said, “Honey, the lawn looks great. But why’s the mower still running?” “God’s teaching me a lesson,” I said. At his odd look, I explained my hasty promise. We went out to investigate, and Hap tinkered with the motor. Nothing he did stopped the rumbling. Finally, he twisted out the spark plug and the engine died. “Well, that’ll teach you to ask for it to start and stop next time,” he chuckled. Not only does God answer prayers, he also has a sense of humor. (Marilyn Evans, in Guideposts magazine)

“Do you say your prayers every night, Trudy?” asked the minister. “Oh, no; Mummy says them for me,” answered Trudy. “Indeed, and what does she say?” he queried. “Thank God you’re in bed!” was the prompt reply. (Elberton Star) 
   
The child prays: “Our Father who art in heaven, how did you know my name?” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Things to say if you get caught napping at your desk: “They told me at the blood bank this might happen.” “This is just a 45-minute power nap like they raved about at that management seminar you sent me to.” “Someone must have put the decaf in the wrong pot.” “Whew! Guess I left the top off the White-Out. You probably got here just in time.” “I wasn’t sleeping. I was meditating on the mission statement and envisioning a new paradigm.” “I was testing my keyboard for drool resistance.” “I was doing a highly-specific yoga exercise to relieve work-related stress. Are you discriminatory toward people who practice yoga?” “Why did you interrupt me? I had almost figured out a solution to our biggest problem.” “The coffee machine is broken.” “...in Jesus name. Amen.” (Rocky Mountain News)

A NASA official at Kennedy Space Center was explaining to a reporter how a module carrying human beings will be landed on Mars. The reporter asked how the module will return to earth. “That involves a highly complex plan," the space agency representative said. “It begins with the words, ‘Our Father, who art in heaven’." (Delia Sellers, in Abundant Living magazine)

Prayer And Our Nation: Prayer in 1620 safely guided the Mayflower with the Pilgrims to a new world. Prayer in 1623 saved the Pilgrim Fathers from starvation. Prayer in 1777 at Valley Forge saved the Continental Army and won the war of American Independence. Prayer at Philadelphia saved the Constitutional Convention and gave birth to the American Way of Life. Prayer in 1857 saved America from economic destruction. Prayer in 1918 ended World War I and lack of prayer started World War II. Prayer saved England at Dunkirk. Myriads of fliers and service men of all nations lost at sea were saved through prayer. (Church Chimes) 

Husband says to wife: “I’m gonna say my prayers. D’you need anything?” (Jim Unger, in Classic Herman comic strip)

In the old prayer, men sought to get that which they needed and desired; in the new prayer, men seek to give of themselves, to commune with God that His perfect will may be known to them, and to give of themselves to their fellow men according to this Purpose; in other words they seek to cooperate with God, the Giver of all good gifts. (Nona L. Brooks, in Mysteries)

My grandmother has prayed first thing in the morning ever since she was a girl. But recently she has been reading the newspaper first, so I asked if prayer had become less important to her. “Oh, no,” she said. “I’m just looking to see what I should pray about." (Bruce C. Johnson, in Reader’s Digest)

First of all, we need to establish one thing. God always answers prayer, even if the answer is “no.” (Delia Sellers, in Abundant Living magazine)

Why should non-directed prayer work better? Perhaps, as the Spindrift researchers suggest, it is because there may be an inherent perfection, wholeness, or “rightness” in the world that will manifest itself if all obstructions are removed. If so, one need not tell the universe what to do, for God knows already. (Dr. Larry Dossey, in Unity magazine)

When the disciples asked Jesus to teach them to pray, he gave them the beautiful Lord's Prayer which is spoken in the eternal now. In other words, it is a prayer that is accepted as already fulfilled even as it is spoken. (Jack E. Addington)

Nurse's Prayer: “Dear Lord, I pray for wisdom to understand my challenging patients; love to forgive them; and Patience for their moods. Because, Lord, if I pray for strength, I'll beat them to death. Amen.” (Nurses: Jokes, Quotes, and Anecdotes - 2005 Calendar)

The object of most prayers is to wangle an advance on good intentions. (Robert Brault)

When called on to deliver the offertory prayer, a deacon said: “O Lord, why is it that a ten-dollar bill looks so large in the offering plate and so small in the grocery store?" (Jackie O. Vickers, in Reader's Digest)

Sometimes one longs to pray the old prayer -- to ask the Father for something very near to the deepest desires and aspirations of the heart. I have felt this, and I have known that God has understood. Even though we do not consider that the prayer of supplication is that of the highest vision, still, we know that it has brought satisfaction to the lives of many men. Sometimes a few words like these spoken from the heart bring comfort and rest: “Dear Father, you know for what I am praying, and I trust you to help me to realize that which is best about it.” (Nona L. Brooks, in Mysteries, p. 130)

The oldest known letter in Myrtle Fillmore’s handwriting, dated September 7, 1891, says in part: “My dear, you ask why you do not enter into the understanding you so desire. I will tell you. You are already in it, but think you have some great thing to do to get there. The kingdom of God is within you! All you need to do is ‘Be still and know.’” (Unity Progress Newsletter, 1993)

If one person prays in a spirit of love and faith and lifts himself into oneness with God, then all who are attuned in thought with him are lifted into that oneness, no matter whether they are sitting side by side or are on opposite sides of the earth. (James Dillet Freeman, in The Story of Unity, p. 84)

Is prayer your steering wheel or your spare tire? (Corrie ten Boom)

When the outlook is bad, try the uplook! (Paul Lee Tan) 

On our way to watch the homecoming parade, I asked our then 3-year-old if she knew what a parade was. “Yes," she affirmed. “I pa-rayed for you, Daddy, Jacob, Nana and Papa last night." (Kelly Scott, in Country Woman)

A man who recently bought a female parakeet with a salty vocabulary got a call from his minister telling him that he was planning to stop by the following week. Worried about the bird’s language, he called a friend who had two well-behaved male birds. One recited the Lord’s Prayer, while the other held a rosary in its claws and repeated Hail Marys. “Would it be okay if I brought my bird over for a few days?” the man asked his buddy. “Maybe my parrot will pick up some good habits from yours.” The friend agreed, so the man took his female parakeet over and put her in the cage next to that of the two devout males. Suddenly, the first male parakeet stopped praying and turned to the other. “You can knock it off now,” he said. “We got what we were praying for.?” (Orvil T. Unger, in Quote magazine)

There is a sign on my office door that reads, “If a church wants a better pastor, it can get one by praying for the one it has.” (Rev. Mark J. Nicolaus, in The Lutheran Witness)

Dear God, I pray for patience and I want it right now! (Oren Arnold)

At Corinth Paul preached his way into jail and prayed his way out. (Phil Barnhart, in Seasonings for Sermons, p. 133)

On November 13, 1998, war ships were preparing to launch an assault against the Iraqi people. Later that night millions of people in at least 80 countries stopped what they were doing for ten minutes to “Pray Peace" for that terrible situation. Little did we know that at the same moment people gathered to pray, President Clinton ordered the bombing to begin. The jets were in the air and the missiles were made ready. But then something happened that no one expected. Twice that night President Clinton gave stand down orders and called the jets back to the ships. To this day no one knows exactly what happened, but it was as if the bombs could not fall with the force of so many people praying and sending their feelings of peace. At least for one night no bombs fell and no one died. (A letter from Doreen Virtue, Gregg Braden and James Twyman)

Members of Atlanta Christian College's choir tour, we travel around the country by bus, singing at churches. One day we stopped at a restaurant whose specialty is pecan waffles. When our steaming waffles were served, we all bowed our heads to give thanks. As we prayed, the waitress whispered in my ear, “If you’re lookin’ for the pecans, they’re on the bottom.” (Nina Argo, in Reader’s Digest)

The quieter the mind, the more powerful, the worthier, the deeper, the more telling and more perfect the prayer is. (Meister Eckhart)

The value of persistent prayer is not that He will hear us, but that we will finally hear Him. (William McGill, in Simpson’s Contemporary Quotations)


If you will persistently affirm truth, even though you do not believe it at first, you will find that your prayers have power. Affirm and yet affirm once more. Your persistent prayers will succeed. (Charles Fillmore)

We are like Jimmy Carter’s phone in the conversation between Jimmy Carter and Menachem Begin. Begin was talking with Jimmy Carter in the Oval Office when he noticed three phones on Carter’s desk. One was platinum, one was red, and one was gold. Begin joked, “What are those phones really for?” “Well,” Carter said. “The platinum connects me to my brother Billy in the Plains. It’s my way of looking out for him. The red phone has a direct line to Russia, so I can call them any time. The gold phone is my personal hot line to God.” Begin laughed. “How much does it cost to talk to God?” “Ten thousand dollars,” answered Carter. “And it’s worth every penny.” Time passed, and Carter visited Israel. He happened upon an office with three phones in it. He couldn’t resist asking. “What are your three phones for?” Begin replied, “One is my direct line to Parliament, one is my line to Egypt, and the last is a line to God.” “And how much does it cost for you to reach God?” “Ten cents,” responded Begin. “It’s a local call.” (King Duncan and Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 79)

The telephone service is now bringing us all different kinds of things like dial-a-prayer. You pick up the phone when you’re feeling despondent and want someone to talk to, and it makes you feel better. But I think, to be fair, they should also have a phone number for the atheists. When they are feeling bad they should be able to dial a number and hear the phone ring--ring--ring--ring. (Irwin C. Wilson, in Parade)

What I especially like about my car phone, in traffic or bad weather I can dial-a-prayer. (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

An old farmer, after taking care of some business at a neighboring estate was asked to stay for lunch. Noting that his well-to-do companions began immediately to eat, the old man bowed his head and quietly said grace for himself. When he looked up, his host was smiling indulgently. “Do many of the people around here follow such an old-fashioned custom?” he asked. “Most do,” replied the old farmer. “This must be a more backward area than I thought when I bought this place,” remarked the gentleman in a bantering tone. “Isn’t there anyone nearby sufficiently enlightened not to parade their prayers at the table?” The old man thought a moment and said, “Well I reckon there are some over at my place who never pray over their food.” “College graduates, no doubt?” “No, sir,” said the farmer, “my pigs.” (St. Andrew’s Episcopal Buttetin, Ft. Worth, TX) 

To pray is no small thing. It is nothing less than a sacred pilgrimage into the heart of the whole world. (Wayne Muller)

A woman proudly hung on her mantelpiece a needlework plaque that said “Prayer Changes Things.” A few days later, the plaque was missing from its place. The woman asked her husband if he had seen it. “I took it down, I didn’t like it,” her husband replied. “But why?” the woman asked. “Don’t you believe that prayer changes things?” “Yes, I honestly do,” her husband answered. “But it just so happens that I don’t like change, so I threw it away.” (King Duncan & Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 451)

In Gallup polls conducted over the past 40 years, some 90 percent of those surveyed said they pray. (Gurney Williams III, in The American Legion magazine)

By entering “Papa On” on their cellular phones, 24 million customers of Italy’s biggest mobile phone company can receive daily text messages from Pope John Paul II that include excerpts from his prayers and speeches. Papa is Italian for pope. The service costs 15 euro cents (16 U.S. cents) a message. (Rocky Mountain News, January 15, 2003)

Three preachers sat discussing the best positions for prayer while a telephone repairman worked nearby. “Kneeling is definitely best,” claimed one. “No,” another contended. “I get the best results standing with my hands outstretched to Heaven.” “You’re both wrong,” the third insisted.  “The most effective prayer position is lying prostrate, face down on the floor.” The repairman could contain himself no longer. “Hey, fellas,” he interrupted, “the best prayin’ I ever did was hangin’ upside down from a telephone pole.” (Mae Hoover, in Reader’s Digest)
Prayer is not an old woman’s idle amusement. Properly understood and applied it is the most potent instrument of action. (Mahatma Gandhi) UJ-4ply-p.172


The person who is in the midst of poverty and prays and prays that he be lifted out of the poverty, giving emphasis to how dreadful and terrible the poverty is, will find that nothing good will happen. He may have a reward of some sort. He may start in the direction of peace, but giving the attention to poverty will only produce more poverty. (Jack E. Addington)

Practical prayer is harder on the soles of your shoes than on the knees of your trousers. (Austin O'Malley)

Prayer is the prelude to peace, the prologue to power, the preface to purpose, and the pathway to perfection. (William Arthur Ward)

Soldier: “How does a great leader like Hagar prepare for battle?” Other Soldier: “By meditating!” As Hagar stands over in the corner with a cold beer in his hand the soldier continues: “As a matter of fact, he’s over there meditating right now!" (Brian Crane, in Hagar the Horrible comic strip)

Jehoshaphat gathered his people together and designated some to sing and praise the Lord. How shall we sing if we do not know the words? When you face a challenge, the situation is easier if you already have ideas of Truth planted in your subconscious or if you are, as some say, “prayed up.” It pays to be “pre-prayered” with ideas of God’s omnipresence, omniscience and omnipotence already in the subconscious mind ready to aid in difficult times. (Greg W. Neteler)
PRESBYTERIAN rearranged is BEST IN PRAYER. (Noel Botham, in The Amazing Book of Useless Information, p. 7)
Pretzels were invented in Southern France in 610 A.D. by monks who shaped them to look like a child’s arms folded in prayer. (Ripley’s Believe It or Not!: Weird Inventions & Discoveries, p. 59)

The friend listened patiently and then made a suggestion: “Don’t prey on him. Pray for him.” (Mary Manin Morrissey)

A man who prays much in private will make short prayers in public. (Moody)

Governor William Bradford of Massachusetts made this first Thanksgiving Proclamation three years after the Pilgrims settled at Plymouth: “Inasmuch as the great Father has given us this year an abundant harvest of Indian corn, wheat, peas, beans, squashes, and garden vegetables, and has made the forests to abound with game and the sea with fish and clams, and inasmuch as He has protected us from the ravages of the savages, has spared us from pestilence and disease, has granted us freedom to worship God according to the dictates of our own conscience. Now I, your magistrate, do proclaim that all ye Pilgrims, with your wives and ye little ones, do gather at ye meeting house, on ye hill, between the hours of 9 and 12 in the day time, on Thursday, November 29th, of the year of our Lord one thousand six hundred and twenty-three and the third year since ye Pilgrims landed on ye Pilgrim Rock, there to listen to ye pastor and render thanksgiving to ye Almighty God for all His blessings.” (Paul Lee Tan, in Encyclopedia of 7700 Illustrations, p. 1458)

In certain trying circumstances, urgent circumstances, desperate circumstances, profanity furnishes a relief denied even to prayer. (Mark Twain)

Freshman chemistry at Notre Dame University in Indiana was a tough course that met three times a week. Our professor, Emil Hoffman, typically began each session by leading us in the Lord’s Prayer. On Friday, instead of lecturing he gave us a quiz. So each Friday, we were nervous enough to need a bit of comic relief. As all 600 of us prayed in unison before our end-of-the-week test, we would recite “ . . . and lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from Emil.” (Kelly A. Fitzgerald, in Reader’s Digest)

Pig: “Have any of your fellow zebras ever tried praying to ask for protection from the lions?” Zebra: “Yeah, but they were all killed.” Pig: “Why is that?” Zebra: “Kneeling with your eyes closed is not conducive to survival.” (Stephan Pastis, in Pearls before Swine comic strip)

When the gods wish to punish us, they answer our prayers. (Oscar Wilde) 

Thirteen-year-old Ginny had been a bad girl, and part of her punishment was to eat dinner alone at a small table in the corner of the kitchen. No one paid any attention to her until the family became aware of the Grace that she was saying aloud: “I thank Thee, Lord, for preparing a table for me in the presence of mine enemies.” (Charles Chich Govin, in Catholic Digest) 

Perhaps the worst punishment God could visit upon us would be to answer all our prayers, to break through by miraculous intervention, heal all our diseases, solve all our problems and leave us children, undeveloped. (J. Wallace Hamilton, in Still the Trumpet Sounds, p. 102)

The purpose of prayer is to leave us alone with God. (Leo Baeck, in Essence of Judaism)

There’s a nice story told of a rabbi and a priest playing golf. Before putting, the priest crosses himself. By the ninth hole he is nine strokes ahead. So the rabbi asks if the priest thinks it would be all right if he too crossed himself. “Sure, rabbi, go ahead,” says the priest. “But if won’t do you any good until you learn how to putt.” (William Sloane Coffin, in Sermons from Riverside)

Jay’s Sunday school class met in the church after Mass. When he found a quarter under a pew, Jay’s teacher suggested he light a candle and say a prayer for his sick friend. He did so and laid his coin on the tray as he had seen others do. A few minutes later the teacher noticed Jay taking the quarter from the tray and putting it into his pocket. When she asked him why he had taken his donation back, he replied, “Oh, it’s OK, Mrs. Smith. I blew the candle out!” (Cynthia A. Baker, in Catholic Digest)

At Old Faithful geyser in Yellowstone Park, one of the grandest shows in nature, where that dazzling white plume of water shoots up 90 feet in the air toward the blue sky, park rangers say that the question most frequently asked there by tourists is, “Where’s the bathroom?” Imagine, in the presence of such majesty, such a mundane question! Just so, in the presence of the infinite majesty of almighty God, we often ask in prayer for such mundane things. If we ask more frequently for hearts of trust and love and joy and peace, then, as Jesus promised, “It will be done for them by my Father in heaven.” (Robert Stackel, in The Clergy Journal)

We prayed long and hard for rain for the farmers. The deluge also brought the golfers back to us! (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

A farming community was going through a drought, which prompted a visiting preacher to pray for rain. The following day it rained so hard, it ruined the crops. “That’s what happens when you get a preacher that isn’t familiar with agriculture,” said one farmer. (Thomas La Mance)

The summer of 1996 was extremely dry in Indiana. My parents are farmers, and their crops were withering in the unrelenting drought. One afternoon while my three young nephews, Jason, Andrew and Brayden, were visiting, my mom spotted a storm cloud north of the farm. “Boys, go out there right now and pray for rain,” she commanded. “Pray hard!” They obediently trooped out to the barnyard, got down on their knees and began to pray. Within minutes the wind blew, thunderclouds rolled in, the sky blackened and rain poured down, drenching the cornfields. The boys raced inside. Soaked to the skin and dripping all over the floor, Brayden exclaimed, “Grandma, I think maybe we prayed too hard!” (Karla J. Herman, in Guideposts magazine)

Once upon a time there was a family of wayward church members who had once been active, but had lost all interest and had fallen away. There were the father and three sons, Jim, John, Sam. The elders had talked to them about their lost condition, the preacher had visited them, and many of the brethren had tried to get them to come back to church -- but all this did not seem to do the least bit of good. One day when the boys were out in the pasture, a large rattlesnake bit John and he became very ill. The physician was called and, after an examination, he pronounced John to be in a very critical condition. Said he, “About all you can do now is pray.” The father called the preacher and told him of John’s condition. He asked the preacher to pray for John’s recovery and this was his prayer: “O wise and righteous Father, we thank Thee, for Thou hast in Thy wisdom sent the rattlesnake to bite John, in order to bring him to his senses. He has not been inside the church house for years and it is doubtful that he has in all that time felt the need for prayer. Now, we trust that this will prove a valuable lesson to him, and that it will lead to genuine repentance. And now, O Father, will Thou send another snake to bite Sam, and another to bite Jim, and another BIG ONE to bite the old man. We have all been doing everything we know for years to restore them, but to no avail. It seems, therefore, that all our combined efforts could not do what this snake has done. We thus conclude that the only thing left that will do this family any good is rattlesnakes; so Lord, send us bigger and better rattlesnakes. In the name of Jesus we pray. Amen.” (John R. Rice Scrapbook)  

During a weekly church meeting, a friend of mine was scheduled to read a list of people who had asked to be included in the congregation’s prayers. Since another church member, Bonnie, had mentioned that she and her husband were struggling with a big decision on whether they should become missionaries, my friend offered to include them on the list. So at the meeting, my friend announced in front of the whole congregation, “Let’s all pray that Bonnie and Lee can make a decision about the missionary position.” (Carrie Kocik, in Reader’s Digest)

After my daughter, Christy, learned that the Navy might reassign her husband, Mark, to Paris, France, she was thrilled. She began to pray fervently that they would be stationed in the glamorous City of Lights. When the assignment finally came, however, it was to Abu Dhabi, United Arab Emirates. Christy was crushed, picturing herself living in a strict, traditionalist society, without the freedoms and conveniences she was accustomed to. A few days later, reading various brochures on Abu Dhabi, she was relived to find it was a beautiful, modern city. Her new home was in a country that had unique and fascinating features even France didn’t offer. Her spirits rose. Maybe this was God’s will for her, and He knew what she would enjoy even better than she did. Just then, she came to a footnote in one of the brochures: “Abu Dhabi is known as the Paris of the Middle East!” (Robert G. Greenleaf, in Guideposts)


How often do I come to God not with consumer requests, but simply with a desire to spend time with him, to discern what he wants from me and not vice versa? When I did that in the elk meadow, I mysteriously found that the answer to my prayers for guidance was around me all along. Nothing changed but my receptors through prayer, I opened them to God. “For all things sing you," wrote the poet Rilke, “at times we just hear them more clearly.” (Philip Yancey, in Christianity Today)

During birth-preparation class we were learning relaxation techniques, and the instructor asked us to come up with ideas to lower stress levels. Silence pervaded the room, but one dad, a slight fellow with round glasses and a religious T-shirt, finally offered: “Prayer?" “Good," the instructor replied. “Anything else?" “How about sex?" suggested another father-to-be. Once again, silence followed. Then the devout dad-to-be muttered under his breath, “What do you think I've been praying for?" (Tracy & Scott Yancey, in Reader's Digest)

Recently a friend and I were discussing prayer. “It seems to me,” I said, “that the word ‘release’ is one of the most important components of answered prayer. When I pray and then release the prayer to the divine Power, results follow, often very quickly. When I think about it constantly, and pray about it often, results seem to be delayed.” “Give me an example,” my friend suggested. “For instance,” I explained. “When you plant a row of carrot seeds, you follow directions, cover them up, relax, and in due time you have a row of carrots. If you keep digging them up to see if they have sprouted, guess what? You will be going to the store to buy carrots.  Oh, you may be able to find a few twisted little carrots where you hoped to find lots of fine, firm, crispy carrots. But, alas, your impatience or lack of faith in Mother Nature resulted in this failure." (Dr. Delia Sellers)  

In our prayer group, each member writes her prayer requests on index cards. One day when I was to read the requests, I forgot my glasses. Reading the first card, “Lord, please bring my lover back into the right position.” Amid the puzzled looks, the pastor’s wife snatched the card from me and read, “Lord, please bring my lower back into the right position!" (Mary L. Donahue, in Reader’s Digest)

One thing to learn is to be led in prayer. I’m apt to think of prayer as my initiative. I realize I have a need or I am happy, and I pray. The emphasis is on me, and I have the sense when I pray that I started something. But what happens if I go to church? I sit there and somebody stands before me and says, “Let us pray.” I didn’t start it: I’m responding. Which means that I am humbled. My ego is no longer prominent. Now that’s a very basis element in prayer, because prayer is answering speech. (Eugene Peterson, in Christianity Today)

Every day my father-in-law, Glenn, joins his group of regulars at a nearby truck stop for a cup of coffee. One day Glenn noticed two tough-looking men in the “drivers only” area. Before digging into their food, the two bowed their heads in prayer. Glenn mentioned to his friend Dave that the two guys didn’t look like the types who would say grace in a public restaurant. Dave replied, “Maybe they’ve eaten here before.” (Anthony M. Pastore, in Reader’s Digest) 
When I pray, I can lock the door of an office and pray by myself. That’s like riding in a cab. Or I can go to a church. I can pray in a temple or a cathedral, where thousands of people pass in and out every day. They are all praying, too. They are taking the same ride I am. And in mingling my prayers with them, I join the fellowship of the world, in humility before the mysteries that surround the journey. I think that is the way to take the ride. (Niven Busch, novelist and screenwriter)


Who rises from prayer a better person, his prayer is answered. (George Meredith)

Heart: “What are you doing, Mrs. Angelini?” Mrs. Angelini: “Oh, just praying a few decades of my rosary. What about you?” Heart: “I’m studying for a stupid math test I have to take tomorrow. So you might want to toss in a few Hail Marys for me.” Mrs. Angelini: “I’ll even spot ya’ an extra ‘Hail! Holy Queen.’” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart of the City comic strip)

After Mass one Sunday I was searching through my pockets for a coin to make a phone call. Among the keys, gum, and other miscellany that I put on the table was my rosary. A keepsake of more than 30 years, it is missing several beads. One of my companions noticed it, and pointing it out to another friend, he nodded toward me, and said, “I always suspected he wasn’t praying with a full rosary.” (Michael L. Hanlon)

One time a saloonkeeper came to him for prayers for healing and was helped. The saloonkeeper then said, “I also need prayers for prosperity, but of course you could not pray for a man in my business to prosper.” Charles Fillmore replied: “Certainly. God will help you to prosper. ‘If ye shall ask anything of the Father, he will give it to you in my name,’ does not exclude saloonkeepers.” He prayed for prosperity for the man, just as he would have prayed for anyone else, and learned afterward that the man had gotten out of the saloon business and had found prosperity in other lines of work. (James Dillet Freeman, in The Story of Unity, p. 10)

Shortly after World War 2, a tired looking woman entered a store and asked the owner for enough food to make a dinner for her children. When he inquired how much she could afford, she answered, “My husband was killed in the war. Truthfully, I have nothing to offer but a little prayer.” The man was not very sentimental, for a grocery store cannot be run like a breadline. He said, “Write your prayer on a piece of paper.” “I already did that,” she said and plucked a little folded note out of her pocket. As the store manager took the paper an idea struck him. Without ever reading it, he put it on the weight side of his old-fashioned scale, saying, “We shall see how much food this is worth.” To his surprise, it would not go down when he put a loaf of bread on the other side. To his even greater astonishment, the scale would not balance, even though he added many more items. Finally he gave up, saying, “Well, that’s all the scales will hold. Here’s a bag. You’ll have to put them in yourself. I’m busy.” With a tearful thank you, the woman went on her way. The grocer later found that the balance was out of order. As the years passed, though, he often wondered if that was really the solution. Why did the woman have the prayer already written out to satisfy his unpremeditated demands? Why did she come just when the scale was broken. Frequently he looks at the slip of paper on which the prayer was written. Amazingly it reads: “Please, dear Lord, give us this day our daily bread.” (John Blakeney)

Man’s true estate is spiritual. He is essentially God’s man, and he must eventually become conscious of this fact. How does he do this? By “judging himself to be wondrously made.” This is a definition of the word “prayer” as it is literally translated from the ancient Sanskrit word for prayer, “palal.” (A Synoptic Study of the Teachings of Unity, p. 22)

As the children are sitting in the classroom Lucy prays: “Oh, please don’t let her call on me! Please, oh, please, don’t let her call on me. I’ll study hard tonight if you just, please, don’t let her call on me today.” Franklin: “I thought praying in school had been banned?” Lucy: “This kind will always be with us, Franklin!” (Charles M. Schulz, in Peanuts comic strip)

As the child walks into the classroom at school she asks her teacher: “Could you let Kevin and me pray in school today? His grandma is in the hospital and she’s very sick.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Prayer should never be taken out of the public schools. That’s the only way a lot of us got through. (Catholic Digest)   

The question is whether it is legal for children in schools at New Hyde Park, NY, to recite this 22-word prayer: “Almighty God, we acknowledge our dependence upon Thee, and we beg Thy blessings upon us, our parents, our teachers and our country.”  If such a prayer is ruled unlawful, it could open the way for eliminating all prayer from the public schools. Congress itself opens with prayer. The national motto, on all coins, is “In God We Trust.” Official oaths include the phrase, “So Help Me God.” The Pledge of allegiance says the nation is “under God.” The Supreme Court starts sessions with: “God save the United States and this honorable court." (George W. Cornell, in The Denver Post)

What science is saying about prayer these days may surprise us. Not only are studies uncovering hard evidence for the power of prayer, but science is helping us to understand what is going on when we pray. (Dr. Larry Dossey, in Unity magazine)

A prominent Russian scientist, a specialist in the chemistry of the brain, discovered religion as an adult and . . . was interviewed about how a scientist could suddenly accept religion. He said among other things, “I remember the first time I tried to pray, to probe the depths of my heart and reach God. My scientific mind said to me, ‘You fool, what are you doing? To whom do you think you're speaking?’ To this day, I have a great fear about what would have happened to me if I had not overcome my intellectual hesitation at that moment.” (Dr. Bernie Siegel, in How to Live Between Office Visits, p. 169)

As the little boy plants the seeds in the ground he looks up at the little girl who says: “If you want them to grow, you hafta say a prayer to your gardening angel.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)
A distinguished minister and two elders from his congregation attended an out-of-town meeting that did not finish until rather late. They decided to have something to eat before going home, but unfortunately the only spot open was a seedy bar-and-grill with a questionable reputation. After being served, one of the elders asked the minister to say grace. “I’d rather not,” the clergyman said. “I don’t want him to know I’m here. (Phyllis R. Martin, in Reader’s Digest)


Nurse's Senility Prayer: Grant me the senility to forget the patients I never liked. The good fortune to run into the patients I do like. And the eyesight to tell the difference!  (Nurses: Jokes, Quotes, and Anecdotes - 2005 Calendar)

The first recorded American thanksgiving took place in Virginia, and it wasn’t a feast. The spring of 1610 at Jamestown ended a winter that came to be called “the starving time.” The original contingent of 409 colonists had been reduced to 60 survivors. They prayed for help, with no way of knowing if or when any might come. When help did arrive, in the form of a ship filled with food and supplies from England, they held a prayer service to give thanks. (Reader’s Digest: Strange Stories, Amazing Facts, p. 198) 

A little lad was keeping his sheep one Sunday morning. The bells were ringing for church, and the people were going over the field, when the little fellow began to think that he, too, would like to pray to God. But what could he say? He had never learned a prayer. So he knelt down and commenced the alphabet -- A, B, C, and so on to Z. A gentleman happening to pass on the other side of the hedge heard the lad’s voice, and, looking through the bushes, saw the little fellow kneeling with folded hands and closed eyes, saying, “A, B, C.” “What are you doing, my little man?” “Please, sir, I was praying.” “But what are you saying your letters for?” “Why, I didn’t know any prayer, only I felt that I wanted God to take care of me and help me to care for the sheep; so I thought if I said all I knew, he would put it together and spell all I want.” “Bless your heart, my little man. He will. He will. He will. When the heart speaks right, the lips can’t say wrong?" (Our Sunday Afternoon)  PLT

Two shipwrecked sailors were adrift on a raft for days. In desperation, one knelt down and began to pray. “Oh, Lord, I haven’t lived a good life. I’ve drunk too much. I’ve lied. I’ve cheated. I’ve gambled. I’ve done many bad things, but Lord, if you’ll save me, I promise . . .” “Don’t say another word!” shouted his shipmate. “I think I just spotted land.” (Modern Maturity)

Two young boys were spending the night at their grandparents’. At bedtime, the two knelt beside their beds to say their prayers, when the youngest began praying at the top of his lungs: “I PRAY FOR A NEW BICYCLE. I PRAY FOR A NEW NINTENDO . . .” His older brother leaned over and nudged him. “Why are you shouting your prayers? God isn’t deaf!” he said. “I know,” said the younger one, “but Grandma is." (Denver Rocky Mountain News)

A boss who has the reputation of being a real slave driver became ill and had to stay home from the office. His wife called his secretary to give her the news. “He won’t be in today,” the wife said. “He’s sick. And you know what kind of mood he’s in.” “Oh my, yes,” said the secretary. “God help those germs.” (James Dent, in Charlotte, W. Va., Gazette)

As we grow in understanding of the Truth of our relationship with God, as we begin to see ourselves in the light of our divinity, prayer becomes an experience in the silence. (Eric Butterworth, in Discover the Power Within You) 

Audible prayers are often answered but the most potent are silently uttered in the secret recesses of the soul. Jesus warned against wordy prayers -- prayer uttered to be heard of men. He told His disciples not to be like those who pray on the housetop. When thou prayest, enter into thine inner chamber, and having shut thy door, pray to thy Father who is in secret, and thy Father who seeth in secret shall recompense thee. (Charles Fillmore, in Atom-Smashing Power of Mind, p. 12)

In 1991, a record 776,249 calls were received in the Silent Unity Telephone Prayer Room. This number is a sizeable increase over 1990 and previous years. (Progress Newsletter, Spring, 1992)

My grandsons take turns saying grace at dinnertime. Peter was excited when his turn came. "Thank you, Lord, for this food," he said. “We've had it once, and we'll have it again. Amen,” All of the adults tried not to laugh at his sincere prayer. (Dollie Buffington, in Country)

As the storm raged, the captain realized his ship was sinking fast. He called out, “Anyone here know how to pray?” One man stepped forward. “Aye, Captain, I know how to pray.” “Good,” said the captain, “you pray while the rest of us put on our life jackets -- we’re one short.” (Dale Radke)

As the child kneels next to his bed in prayer, he says to God: “I think you better sit down.” (Reamer Keller cartoon)

In our parish my three-year-old son had a hard time sitting still during Mass one Sunday. Wiggling would not have been so bad, but after he pinched his brother, dumped the contents of my purse on the floor, and squirted milk from his brother’s bottle down the neck of the woman sitting in front of us, I had had enough.  So I scooped him up and headed down the aisle toward the vestibule for the promised “talk.” Quickly realizing he was in big trouble, he solicited help from a higher power. Stretching out his little arms to the other worshipers as we walked, he called out, “Pray for me!  Pray for me!” (Sally Dillon, in Catholic Digest)

To me, saying prayers is sort of like flinging up skyhooks. If I get a few of them fastened in up there, then I’ll have something to swing on if someone jerks the world out from under me. (James Alexander Thom, in Nuggets)
Mom: “Ruthie, it’s late, go to sleep.” Ruthie: “But, Mom, I need to say my prayers!” Mom: “All right, make it snappy.” Ruthie: “God, bless all the birds who didn’t fly south for winter, and Miss Chowder, who’s having problems with her car.” Mom: “Ruthie, just do the ‘Now I lay me down to sleep’ prayer, please.” Ruthie: “Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray, dear Lord, it’s not too deep. ‘Cuz you know me, I tend to leak. My will is strong, but bladder’s weak! Please help me make it to the bathroom on time! Amen.” Mom: “That’s a new one.” Ruthie: “Grandpa taught it to me! He says it’s better than all that dying stuff!” Mom: “Good night, baby.” (Rick Detorie, in One Big Happy comic strip)

When the children returned to class after a heavy snow had closed school for a few days, a teacher asked her students if they had used their free time constructively. “I prayed for more snow,” one little girl said proudly. (Rocky Mountain News)

God answers all the prayers. Sometimes he answers “yes,” sometimes he answers “no,” and sometimes the answer is “you gotta be kidding.” (Jimmy Carter)

First pig: “Who are all you people?" Other pigs: “The diminutive soothsayers. We're short little guys who pray fervently for the end of this world." First pig: “Why do you do that?" Other pigs: “We can't get dates." (Stephan Pastis, in Pearls before Swine comic strip)

I always say a silent prayer before I rise to speak. “Dear Lord, fill my mouth with meaningful stuff, and nudge me when I've said enough.'" (Pat Buttram, actor)

There’s something good about praying specifically when you focus your attention on God. You’re more likely to get results than if you just prayed in a general manner. The thing to guard against in praying specifically is that you don’t allow your thoughts and attention to dwell upon the need or the problem. Praying specifically is just the starting point. (Roy E. Fox)

The child sitting at dinner says to her parents: “I can’t quite get myself around to saying grace over a spinach casserole!” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

Women are always involved in spiritual affairs. All of the women I ever asked out said that I didn’t have a prayer. (Bob Hope)

A sportsman's prayer: “If I shoudl lose, let me stand by the road and cheer as the winners go by." (Berton Brayley)

Spring is when a boy mantis sees a girl mantis and finally realizes what he's been praying for. (Robert Orben)

When Spurgeon was asked to explain his phenomenal power as a preacher he replied: “My people pray for me." (Phil Barnhart, in Seasonings for Sermons, p. 132)

Daughter: “What’s that you’re doing, Mom?” Mom: “Cross-stitching a prayer. It’s going to say ‘God grant me the senility to forget the people I never liked anyway, the good fortune to run into the ones I do like, and the eyesight to tell the difference.’” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

Answer my prayers. Steal this car. (Selma Glasser)

My colleagues and I don’t pray that a particular stock we bought will go up because that just wouldn’t work. We simply pray that the decisions we make will be wise ones. (John M. Templeton, mutual funds guru)

When we think of world situations, we can speak a prayer for them, rather than condemnation of leaders or fear for the future. When there is a storm, whether it be a storm of nature or an emotional storm, we can immediately turn to the presence and invoke the power of peace. Peace will be there and the storm will die down. Maybe the velocity of the natural storm will continue on, even gain momentum, yet your prayerful reaction to it will be such that the effects will be minimized. This is praying without ceasing. (Jack E. Addington)

Student Nurse's Prayer: I know we go through this every day, but please give me the knowledge as to why I actually wanted to go to nursing school. Lord, give me the strength to make it through those boring three-hour lectures without falling asleep. Lord, please give me the patience to make it through twelve-hour clinicals with instructors who can't just give you the right answer. On the same note, give the nurses the ability to remember what it was like to be a student and give us just a little more respect. Lord, give me the endurance to read all the assigned readings and be able to remember it when I am taking a test with four right answers. Lord, give my family and friends the ability to realize I really am on the edge of insanity. Finally, Lord, give me the vision to see that one day I will be a real nurse and I will never have to wear this ugly uniform again.  (Nurses: Jokes, Quotes, and Anecdotes - 2005 Calendar)

President Bush might have knee surgery this year. Here’s how he hurt his knee. He’s been spending too much time praying that the Democrats will nominate Howard Dean. (David Letterman)

“Be careful what you pray for,” runs an old saying, “you may get it.” One who would agree with that was a man who lived in a squalid tenement on a side street in East Boston. He was a tailor and he worked long hours each day to eke out a meager existence. He allowed himself but one luxury: a ticket each year on the Irish Sweepstakes, the only lottery available in the United States decades before the many multimillion dollar state lotteries became legal. For fourteen years his life continued in the same impoverished vein, until one day there came a loud knocking on his door. Two well-dressed gentlemen entered his shop and informed him that he had just won the Sweepstakes. The grand prize was $250,000! The little tailor could hardly believe his ears. He was rich! No longer would he have to slave away making pant cuffs, hemming dresses. Now he could live -- really live! He locked his shop and threw the key into the Charles River. He bought himself a wardrobe fit for a king, a new Rolls Royce, a suite of rooms at the Ritz, and soon was supporting a string of attractive young women. Night after night he partied until dawn, spending his money as if each day were his last. Of course the inevitable happened. One day the money was gone. Furthermore, he had nearly wrecked his health. Disillusioned, ridden with fever and exhausted, he returned to his little shop and set up business once more.  And from force of habit, once again each year set aside from his meager savings the price of a Sweepstakes ticket. Two years later there came a second knock at his door. The same two gentlemen stood there once again. “This is the most incredible thing in the history of the Sweepstakes,” exclaimed one. “You have won again!” The little tailor staggered to his feet with a groan that could be heard for miles. “Oh, no,” he protested, “do you mean I have to go through all that again?" (Bits & Pieces)

Why is it that if you talk to God, you’re praying. But if God talks to you, you’re schizophrenic?” (Lily Tomlin)

Do not pray for tasks equal to your powers. Pray for powers equal to your tasks. (Phillips Brooks, in Unity magazine)

Up in heaven, the pastor was shown his eternal reward. To his disappointment, he was given only a small shack. But down the street he saw a taxi driver being shown a lovely estate with gardens and pools. “I don’t understand it,” the pastor said. “My whole life, I served God with everything I had and this is all I get, while a mere cabby is given a mansion?” “It’s quite simple,” St. Peter said. “When you preached, people slept; when he drove, people prayed.” (Joel Bergman, in Reader’s Digest)

It has always fascinated me that the disciples asked Jesus to teach them how to do one thing. “Lord, teach us how to pray.” (Phil Barnhart, in Seasonings for Sermons)

More tears are shed over answered prayers than unanswered ones. (St. Theresa of Avila)
 
Each Sunday the minister called the children to the front of the church while he told them a story. Once he brought a telephone to better illustrate the idea of prayer. “You talk to people on the telephone and don’t see them on the other end of the line, right?” he began. The children nodded yes. “Well, talking to God is like talking on the telephone. He’s on the other end, but you can’t see him. He’s listening, though.” Just then a little boy piped up and asked, “What’s his number?" (Barbara Frahm, in Reader’s Digest) 

Do you wish to pray in the temple? Pray in your own heart. But begin by being God’s temple, for He will listen to those who invoke Him in His temple. (St. Augustine)

Lead me not into temptation; I can find the way myself. (Rita Mae Brown, writer)

The great tenor, Roland Hayes, always used to pause for a moment of quiet with eyes closed when he faced his audience for the first time in a concert. He was once asked by a reporter what he was doing. A humble man, Hayes was hesitant to reveal his secret. But eventually he admitted that he was praying. When asked what he prayed about, he replied, “I just get quiet and receptive and say, ‘O Lord, blot out Roland Hayes, that the people may hear only thee.’” That is the meekness that compels God. (Eric Butterworth, in Discover The Power Within You, p. 62)

In an era of increasingly elaborate medical technology, a simple new diagnostic test is a reminder that the practice medicine is still an art. The test detects those patients with juvenile diabetes who have stiff finger joints, and according to a recent report in the New England Journal of Medicine, it can help predict which diabetics are most likely to develop eye and kidney damage -- the most serious complications of the disorder. Doctors can then try to forestall the problems with more intensive treatment. In the test, patients put their palms together as if praying. If the fingers cannot be kept straight and flat against each other, the patients have the telltale stiffness. (Reader’s Digest)
Asked to pray for a Sunday school teacher who was having hospital tests, my grandson said, “Lord, help her to get all A’s.” (Mildred Shuttleworth, in Country Woman magazine)
As long as there are tests, there will be prayer in public schools. (Bumper sticker)

I have lived to thank God that not all my prayers have been answered. (Jean Ingelow)

A 4-year-old was asked to give the blessing before Thanksgiving dinner.  As family members bowed their heads in expectation, the child began. First, the youngster thanked God for each friend, naming them one by one. Then the child thanked God for Mommy, Daddy, brother, sister, Grandma, Grandpa, and aunt and uncle. Next, the tyke began to thank God for the turkey, the dressing, the fruit salad, the cranberry sauce, the pies, the cakes, even the Cool Whip. Then the child paused. Everyone waited -- and waited. After a long silence, the youngster looked up. “If I thank God for the broccoli, Mom,” the child asked, “won’t God know that I’m lying?” (Good Clean Fun web site)

One Thanksgiving Day, a mother decided to serve a more healthy fare than the family had come to expect. She served a turkey, all right, but no potatoes and gravy. There was no stuffing. She did serve a green salad and there were peas and carrots, but no butter. There was no pumpkin pie, no mincemeat pie and, of course, no dollop of ice cream on top.  Instead there was fruit salad. It was all very healthy, but when the father asked a son to say grace, the little guy surveyed the table, bowed his head, and said, “Lord, I don’t like the looks of it, but I thank you for it, and I’ll eat it anyway.” (Bits & Pieces)

If the only prayer you say in your life is thank you, that would suffice. (Meister Eckhart)

Mother says to child: “Instead of always asking for things in your prayers, remember to say an occasional thank you prayer. For your family, for our good health, for this house, the fun we have, for your school, all your friends. . .  Child: “Thanks, God, for everything Mommy said.  Amen." (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

I found seven possible things that may be happening when our prayers are not answered: We have core attitudes and/or beliefs that block our receiving the answer. We do not see the universe as friendly. How we live is incongruent with what we seek. We haven’t been persistent in our prayers. The answer has come, yet we do not see it for it is in an unexpected form. We are in a “dark night of the soul.” Our soul has made a decision that is unconscious to us. (Janet B. Ellsworth, in Pathfinders Quarterly)

Everyone prays whether they realize it or not, for the truth is your every thought is a prayer. (Roy E. Fox)

As Dennis kneels next to his bed in prayer, he says to God: “I'll talk to you tomorrow night, same time, same place. Amen." (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

In 1896, a tornado struck Adeline, Illinois and destroyed the Methodist church in town. But with its 3-foot-thick stone walls, the United Brethren Church remained standing. After the storm, the pastor of United Brethren prayed that the next tornado to hit the town would take aim at the village saloon. But apparently, the Good Lord didn’t take too kindly to the tone of that prayer, because when another tornado hit 2 years later, it ripped the roof off United Brethren Church and smashed its bell tower--and let the saloon untouched! For good measure, the tornado also destroyed the church parsonage and killed the minister’s horse. (Olin Strole, in Country magazine)

Prayer for many is like a foreign land. When we go there, we go as tourists. Like most tourists, we feel uncomfortable and out of place. Like most tourists, we therefore move on before too long and go somewhere else. (Robert McAfee Brown)

Saying grace at mealtime was a tradition at Grandma’s house. At breakfast, lunch and supper, all who gathered around the table would bow their heads to give blessing for the food they were about to eat.  Much to Grandma’s sadness, this tradition was not brought to our home by my mother, so as a three-year-old, the practice of saying grace was very confusing to me. Mother embarrassingly recalls that once, while Grandma rambled through one of her lengthy mealtime thanks to God, I asked in a rather loud voice, “Why is Grandma talking to her plate?" (Glen DeVuono)

Once there was a little girl whose brother made a trap that caught sparrows. She prayed every night that it might fail. One day her face became radiant and for three days she prayed hard. Her faith had become so absolute so suddenly that her mother asked one morning, “Mary, why are you so sure that your prayer will be answered?” Mary smiled, “I know that my prayer will be answered because I went out there three days ago and kicked the trap to pieces." (King Duncan and Angela Akers)
And forgive us our trash baskets as we forgive those who put trash in our baskets. A 4-year-old quoting the Our Father. (E-MAIL LIST, in Catholic Digest)


A missionary to Africa has related the story of his work with a tribe that was mysteriously poverty-stricken, even though other tribes in the same region were relatively prosperous. He was curious about this strange phenomenon. He spent years researching all aspects of their culture.  He came up with but one possibility: in their tribal language, they had no word with which to express gratitude. Perhaps, through some quirk of evolution, they had forgotten how to say thank you. He drew no conclusions, but he did ask a question: “Could this loss of the spirit of thanksgiving have been responsible for their poverty?” It is an interesting and revealing possibility. (Dr. Eric Butterworth, in Spiritual Economics, p. 92)

The softball game between members of our church and a local synagogue was tied until the bottom of the ninth inning, when our pastor hit the game-winning home run. He jokingly attributed his success to the benediction he had given before the game. The following week we presented him with a trophy inscribed “Most Valuable Prayer." (E. Kramer, in Reader’s Digest)

An aged woman who had seen much trouble but never complained was much loved in her community. One day her pastor stopped by to see how she was getting along. “Do you have any trouble sleeping?” he inquired at one point. “Not much,” she said. “I suppose you just close your eyes and count sheep until sleep comes,” the pastor suggested. “No,” was the reply. “I just close my eyes and talk to the Shepherd.” (Washington Post)

A little boy saying his prayers had his mind centered on the talk of his parents concerning our troubled times. Having prayed for everything and everybody he could remember, the lad concluded: “And please, God, take care of Yourself. If anything should happen to you, we’d all be sunk.” (A Synoptic Study of the Teachings of Unity)

I heard a story about a young woman who was single a little longer than she wanted to be, and she decided to pray more specifically. She purchased a pair of men’s trousers, just the right size, and hung them on the bedpost every night. She got on her knees and prayed, “Father in heaven, hear my prayer, and grant it if You can; I’ve hung a pair of trousers here; please fill them with a man.”  This woman married at the age of thirty-one and lived to raise twelve children. (King Duncan and Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 37)

The woman says to her minister: “I’ve been trying and trying to get my husband to cut the grass--could you come over some time and bless our lawnmower?” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

Dolly, while kneeling on her bed, says to God at the end of her prayer time: “Thanks for listening, and stay tuned for Jeffy comin’ up next.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

As a church usher, I greet parishioners arriving for Sunday services. One rainy day, as churchgoers were struggling at the door trying to deal with their wet umbrellas, I noticed a family of four arriving under a huge one.  “Is that a golf umbrella?” I asked. “Yes, it is,” the father replied. “May we pray through?” (Timothy Foley, in Reader's Digest)

Girl: “Heart! Spock is gonna be ok! The vet gave him a clean bill of health!” Heart: “Hah! Don’t ever underestimate the power of prayer, baby!” Girl: “I’ll second that!” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)


I don”t know of a single foreign product that enters this country untaxed except the answer to prayer. (Mark Twain)

Some have called meditative prayer a useless act, because we do it not for the sake of getting something, but spontaneously, as uselessly as a child at play. After an extended time with God, my urgent requests, which had seemed so significant, took on a new light. I began to ask for them for God's sake, not my own. Though my needs may drive me to prayer, it is there I come fact to face with my greatest need: an encounter with God himself. (Philip Tancey, in Christianity Today)

When for a purpose I had prayed and prayed and prayed,
Until my words seemed worn and bare with arduous use
 And all my fervor and persistence brought no hope,
I paused to give my weary brain a rest and ceased my anxious cry,
In that still moment after self had tried and failed,
 There came a glorious vision of God’s Power and Lo,
 My prayer was answered in that hour. (Lowell Fillmore)

People who knowingly select movies and television programs featuring foul language deserve exactly what they get. But it is not always possible to know in advance that a show is likely to overflow with filth. There are ratings for movies, but they provide inadequate protection for unsuspecting viewers. Vulgarity often erupts from television without any warning at all. Many people will wonder why governments that are clever enough to devise ways to shield children from the dangers of prayer in classrooms should not be clever enough to shield them from the evils of vulgarity in entertainment. (Edward Grumsley, Creators Syndicate)
In prayer we are vulnerable, we stand naked and alone. All our thoughts of self-sufficiency have been laid to rest, and we no longer look to power for the protection of our soul. (Adolfo Quezada)


At nine o’clock in the evening George Washington would leave the living room, take his candle and retire to his library. Invariably they found him on his knees in front of a chair, a candle on the stand nearby, and praying before an open Bible. He would also arise early and at four o’clock each morning spend a portion of time in the same room, before the same chair, in the same posture, with the same Bible open before him. (Dr. D. James Kennedy)

One day while the Americans were encamped at Valley Forge, a man who was a Quaker and therefore a pacifist (he was with the Tories) on the side of England, overheard George Washington praying in a thicket. This man returned to his home, shaken, and said to his wife, “Our cause is lost.” He said that he came unexpectedly in the woods upon a person who was kneeling in prayer and saw the tears on his cheeks. He and his wife later became supporters of the American cause. (Dr. D. James Kennedy)

There is no one right way to pray. Nobody’s way of prayer is like anyone else’s.  In short, if you are praying, you are already doing it right. (Roberta Bondi)

Prayer is not so much an effort to affect the will of God as it is to discover it. (Phil Barnhart, in Seasonings for Sermons, p. 131)

The wish to pray is a prayer in itself. (Georges Bernanos, in The Diary of a Country Priest)

If, when you are praying, you hold the thought that it is really God who is working through you, your prayers will gain immeasurably in efficiency.  Say, “God is inspiring me.” If, when you have any ordinary thing to do, you hold the thought, “Divine Intelligence is working through me now,” you will perform the most difficult tasks with astonishing success. (Emmet Fox)

Seven days without prayer makes one weak. (The Bible Friend)

Overheard some children inside our church admiring the stained-glass window depicting Christ at prayer: “It’s beautiful here,” one boy said, with greater wisdom than he realized, “but it ain’t no good if you are outside.” (Burton Hillis, in Better Homes & Gardens)

In our parish in Salem, Oregon, two nuns were out shopping when a terrible windstorm arose. Many motorists pulled over to the side of the road, too frightened to continue. The clerk in the supermarket overheard the two Sisters debating whether they should drive back to the convent. “You drive, Sister Luke, and I’ll pray,” one said. “What’s the matter?” Sister Luke replied, “Don’t you trust my praying?” (Mrs. Rene E. Tremblay, in Catholic Digest)

This morning I woke up to a cold, miserable day. So I prayed for the good Lord to send me strength to get up, get dressed and run ten miles. Then I rolled over and went back to sleep. He sent me wisdom instead. (Trust Hall Insurance Services)

When it looks as if God isn’t coming through on His promises, you can’t assume He’s going to withhold good from you. He never withholds, but sometimes postpones the delivery of His blessings, if by a postponement He can bring you greater good in the end. God will sometimes postpone His blessing to get a chance to purify you. God’s motive is solely for your ultimate good. (Russ Johnston, in God Can Make It Happen)

One day, three men were hiking and unexpectedly came upon a large raging, violent river. They needed to get to the other side, but had no idea of how to do so. The first man prayed to God, saying, “Please God, give me the strength to cross this river.” Poof! God gave him big arms and strong legs, and he was able to swim across the river in about two hours, after almost drowning a couple of times. Seeing this, the second man prayed to God, saying, “Please God, give me the strength and the tools to cross this river.” Poof! God gave him a rowboat and he was able to row across the river in about an hour, after almost capsizing the boat a couple of times. The third man had seen how this worked out for the other two, so he also prayed to God saying, “Please God, give me the strength and the tools and the intelligence to cross this river.” And poof! God turned him into a woman. She looked at the map, hiked upstream a couple of hundred yards, then walked across the bridge. (From the Internet)
The man prays to God: “Please make me a good writer. And please grant Adelle and myself good health. And you know, we could really use a little money. Maybe you should write this down.” (Chris Browne, in Raising Duncan comic strip)

More things are wrought in prayer than this world dreams of. (Tennyson)
*************************************************************

