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The Meeting Place of Grace 
 

God, being God, lacks nothing. God is the fullness of everything. God does not need our prayers. 

We, on the other hand, need to pray because in prayer we enter into an awareness of God’s loving 

Presence within us and within every particle of creation. The more aware we become of God’s 

Presence the more our lives are lived in the Light and Love of God. Prayer is the path to our inner 

and outer transformation. Prayer is the meeting place of the Grace we need to become a living 

flame of love.  
 

God does not judge or condemn us in prayer. On the contrary, in prayer we see more clearly our 

own faults and failures and are filled with a desire to change, to live more in harmony with the 

Love that animates everything. Prayer is our “get out of jail free” card. Prayer releases us from 

the prison of our own self-centeredness. In prayer, I become free to give myself away. 
 

In prayer, the innate longing of my heart for a Divine embrace is satisfied. But without spending 

a little time in the silence of prayer every day, the warmth of the embrace fades. It makes me crazy 

to see how easily I can forget God, neglect the hand of help God wants to offer me. When this 

happens, I can become unloving, even angry. But in the midst of the darkness, I catch a glimpse 

of an icon of Christ or Mary or a beloved saint, and I’m gently pulled back into prayer, into an 

awareness of my own weakness. The same thing happens when I hear just few minutes of 

Gregorian chant…I’m transported to another realm, another reality, and I’m wrapped in 

calmness. 
 

My heart and mind are battlefields. Each day I must put on the armor of prayer to defeat the 

temptations the world places before me. I’m not talking about big sins. I’m talking about the 

subtle temptation to forget or doubt God’s presence and movement in my life. To give up the 

good fight—the challenge of Christ to care for others—and focus on my own needs or desires, to 

put myself first. When I neglect prayer (which happens far too often) I sink into the darkness of 

despair. God knows this better than I do. When my day is rooted in prayer, I see God everywhere, 

in every kind gesture, in every sunrise, in every flower, and in the pure smile of a child.  
 

Sometimes my mind gets tied up in knots over competing theologies of salvation, sacrifice, and 

substitution which leads to a feeling of spiritual fatigue and even malaise, especially during the 

divisive times in which we live. We want to confine people to a simplistic categorization or 

convenient label. He is prolife, she is anti-vaccine, he likes Trump, she dislikes Pope Francis, he 

wants to worship the living God in the dead language of Latin, she wants to mix Buddhism with 

Christianity, he claims global warming is a hoax, she hugs trees, he demands justice, she seeks 

mercy. And so it goes. We set up barriers to learning, to growing, to changing. We shout and 

defame. We ban books, prevent groups of people from voting, and pretend racism does not exist. 

We seek entertainment, an escape from the harsh reality of the troubles we all face, rather than 

seeking understanding. We are not moving away from our confusion of heart, our own sense of 

inferiority, and fear of abandonment, not moving toward a spirit of connectedness, mutuality, 

and equality.  
 



We need a Global Day of Silence. No computers, no internet, no TV, no gossiping. We need to 

hear the Voice of God in whatever way is best for each of us. That Voice will speak only of love 

and compassion not hatred and division. Our prayers need to be punctuated with silence.  
 

In the Prologue to his Rule, St Benedict quoted from Psalm 95: “If you hear his voice today, do 

not harden your hearts.” God’s voice rises from the depths of silence. We hear it with the ear of 

the heart. It takes a lot of time and silence to hear and discern that still silent voice. The Desert 

Fathers and Mothers, speaking of the importance of stability, said to stay in your cell and your 

cell will teach you everything. Stability for us does not need to mean a certain place or space, but 

merely as sitting still…and in silence. And to do so, frequently during the day, even if for only a 

few minutes. In these daily moments of stillness and silence, we learn about ourselves and can 

muster the strength not to give up or run away from our problems…or God.  
 

Hugh of St. Victor said we need to make our inmost hearts a sanctuary, “a dwelling place for 

God” and God will become your refuge. A young Jewish woman named Etty Hillesum 

understood this when she was imprisoned in Westerbork and Auschwitz. She wrote, “There is a 

vast silence within me that continues to grow.” This deep inner and ever-expanding silence gave 

her the inner strength to endure appalling atrocities. She claimed that her life in the camps became 

“an uninterrupted dialogue” with God and she was filled with joy. 
 

Puncturing our day with silent prayer fortifies our day, especially during time of uncertainty and 

unwanted transitions. At the end of the day, we give the day back to God in a prayer of 

thanksgiving and an infusion of new hope in the morning and the courage to face periods of 

acedia that might arise during the day. In prayer, I surrender control and place everything into 

the loving, merciful, compassionate heart of God, whose only desire is not to judge us but to heal 

us, to make us whole and more loving beings. 
 

In the Sign of Jonas, Thomas Merton said that the voice of God is speaking: “Mercy upon mercy 

upon mercy….” In prayer, we come to know that we are forgiven and that we can forgive 

ourselves and others. In prayer, we become vessels of mercy because our hearts have been pierced 

by God’s mercy [Psalm 51]. The quickly approaching season of Lent is the perfect time to make 

more time for prayer. 
 

 


