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Loving])/ dedicated to all seekers.



photograph by Carla Anette

I am a pilgrim, a wanderer. I shall remain a wanderer until
mankind has learned the way of peace, walking until I am given
shelter and fasting until I am given food.

— Peace Pilgrim



Introducjng Peace Pilgrim

YouU mAY SEE HER walking through your town or along the highway — a
silver-haired woman dressed in navy blue slacks and shirt, and a short tunic
with pockets all around the bottom in which she carries her only worldly pos-
sessions. It says “PEACE PILGRIM” in white letters on the front of the tunic
and “25,000 Miles On Foot for Peace” on the back. She has walked the
25,000 miles. However, she continues to walk, for her vow is, “I shall remain
a wanderer until mankind has learned the way of peace, walking until I am
given shelter and fasting until I am given food.” She walks without a penny
in her pockets and she is not affiliated with any organization. She walks as a
prayer and as a chance to inspire others to pray and work with her for peace.
She speaks to individuals along the way, to gatherings such as church groups
or college groups, through newspapers, magazines, radio, television— relating
interesting and meaningful experiences, discussing peace within and without.
She feels we have learned that war is not the way to peace— that security does
not lie in stockpiles of bombs. She points out that this is a crisis period in
human history, and that we who live in the world today must choose between
a nuclear war of annihilation and a golden age of peace. Although she does
not ask to see results, thousands of letters testify that her journey has not been
in vain—saying, in effect, “Since talking with you I've decided that I should
be doing something for peace also.”

(This message was printed on a brief
leaflet, a few copies of which Peace
Pilgrim carried in her tunic in order
to introduce herself.)

vii



Contents

AN 1 W

Introduction . . . ..........

Growing Up . ...........
The Spiritual Growing Up:
My Steps Toward Inner Peace
Preparations, 9
Purifications, 13
Relinquishments, 18
Attainment (flnner Peace, 21

The Pilgrimage ..........

Reflections on the Pilgrimage .

Living the Simple Life .. ...
Solving Life’s Problems . . ..
On the Worry Habit, 63
On the Anger Habit, 64

On the Fear Habit, 66

On Divine Protection, 68

A He]}zfu] Meditation, 71
Living the Spiritual Life . . ..

Ways of Prayer, 74

On Fasting, 78

On Healing, 79

The Power of Thought, 80

The Change Called Death, 82

On Religion, 85

The Way of Love, 86

Thoughts to Ponder ......




The Way of Peace .. ........................ 97
Stories About Nonviolence, 105
AVision of Hope for Peace, 107
More Thoughts on Peace and Disarmament, 107
The Price of Peace, 110

9 Extensions of Pacifism . ..................... 111
10 Children and the Way of Peace .. ............... 117
11 Transforming Our Society . .................. 119

On Democracy and Society, 120
Community Peace Action, 123
12 The Way of a Pilgrim . ...................... 125
Appendices

I Capsule Summary of Peace Pilgrim’s Life ......... 135

Il Peace Pilgrim’s Chart of Her Spiritual Growth ... .. 137
Il Questions and Answers . ..................... 139
IV Poems, Prayersand Songs . ................... 163

V' Peace Pilgrim in the News . .......... ... .. ... 169
VI Letters to Peace Pilgrim .. ..... ... ... ... ... 188

VIl Experiences with Peace Pilgrim .. ........... ... 191






Introduction

PEACE PILGRIM had an impact on people as she walked joyfully
across the country that will never be adequately expressed. She
awakened and inspired many thousands during her twenty-eight year
pilgrimage for peace. Those she touched in a personal way carry very
special memories — talking, laughing, walking together; listening to
pilgrimage stories over the dinner table or while driving her to a
speaking engagement; waving goodbyes as she quickly departed for
her next destination.

From 1953 until 1981 this silver-haired woman, with cheerful
obedience to her calling, was a server in the world. As she
approached cach country hamlet or sprawling city she carried to all
she met a message of peace expressed so simply: When enough of us
find inner peace, our institutions will become more peaceful and there
will be no more occasion for war.

Following her death in 1981, a number of her friends from
throughout the country gathered in Santa Fe, New Mexico, to
remember her and share our experiences of her. A small group
stayed on to work on the book project, an idea which had been in our
hearts individually for some time. We have attempted in this book to
present Peace Pilgrim’s extraordinary life and teachings in their
purest form —her own words. They were assembled from her little
booklet, Steps Toward Inner Peace, her nineteen Peace Pilgrim’s Progress
newsletters, private conversations, excerpts from her correspon-
dence and talks taped by many individuals over the years. Other valu-
able resources were the thousands of newspaper articles and other
printed material in the Peace Pilgrim Collection of the Swarthmore
College Peace Library.

Although the words are her own, this book was not written by
her as an autobiography. Some material was transcribed verbatim
from tapes, which gives certain passages a spoken rather than a writ-
ten quality. We wish she had written her own book. People often
asked if she would write her own story, and more than once she
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answered, “I have really written enough material for a book — it’s just
not in book form.”

Putting it into book form has been our job.

Though her basic message never changed, variety of detail and
experience color each of her communications. You may find several
of her concise statements of principles or aphorisms repeated, but
usually in a new context.

v

The simple yet profound message of Peace Pilgrim’s life and
words is urgently needed in humankind’s search for peace. She has
given us renewed hope in the future of this world—hope that
enough might gain inner peace to make world peace possible. She
has given us an example of a person who lived in inner peace and
was filled with a boundless energy that grew rather than diminished
with age.

Robert Steele wrote in the Indian journal Gandhi Marg: “Peace
Pilgrim speaks with astonishing authority and confidence; she
reminds one of the spokesmen of God of biblical times. However, her
utterances do not sound like a fanatic or dogmatist. Instead, they
sound like a deeply sincere and devoted human being who has been
linked to a wise and ineffable vision...”

Known from coast to coast simply as Peace Pilgrim, it was her
wish to stress “the message and not the messenger.” She never told
details of her life that she considered unimportant, such as her orig-
inal name, age, and birthplace. Since this book is about her pilgrim-
age in her own words, we have decided not to include these specifics,
which can be found elsewhere.

“Inever want people to remember me except in connection with
peace,” she said. To those of us who knew her well and saw her over
a number of years she will always remain the serene, warm-hearted
Peace Pilgrim — full of humor, vitality and the joy of living.

Born on a small farm in the East in the early part of this century,
she grew from modest roots and, like many people, gradually
acquired money and things. When she realized this self-centered life
had become meaningless, and worldly goods burdens to her rather
than blessings, she walked all one night through the woods until she
felt “a complete willingness, without any reservations, to give my life
to God and to service.”
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She gradually and methodically adopted a life of voluntary sim-
plicity. She began what was to be a fifteen-year period of prepara-
tion, not knowing just what it was she was preparing for. She did
volunteer work for peace groups and also worked with people who
had physical, emotional and mental problems.

During this ‘preparation period’ and in the midst of many spiri-
tual hills and valleys, she found inner peace —and her calling,

Her pilgrimage for peace began on the morning of January 1,
1953. She vowed “to remain a wanderer until mankind has learned
the way of peace.” Peace Pilgrim walked alone and penniless and with
no organizational backing. She walked “as a prayer” and as a chance to
inspire others to pray and work for peace. She wore navy blue shirt
and slacks, and a short tunic with pockets all around the bottom in
which she carried her only worldly possessions: a comb, a folding
toothbrush, a ballpoint pen, copies of her message and her current
correspondence.

After walking 25,000 miles, which took until 1964, she stopped
counting miles and speaking became her first priority, although she
continued to walk daily. Her increasing speaking schedule made it
necessary for her to begin to accept rides often.

Peace Pilgrim talked with thousands of people throughout the
McCarthy era, the Korean war, the Viethnam war and since. She met
with people on city streets and dusty roads, in ghettos, suburbs,
deserts and truckstops. She was interviewed by all national radio and
TV networks, as well as on hundreds of local stations across the
country. Newspaper reporters in countless towns and cities large and
small wrote about her. She would seck them out, if they didn’t find
her first, to let people hear about her message. She talked to univer-
sity classes in psychology, political science, philosophy and sociology,
to high school assemblies, civic clubs, and spoke from the pulpits of
a variety of churches.

As the years went by, her contagious zest, ready wit and simple
wisdom widened her appeal, and audiences responded more and
more frequently with warm and spontaneous laughter and thought-
ful questions.

And all of these years when many of us were increasingly afraid
to go out on our streets, she walked through ‘dangerous’ parts of
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cities and slept beside the road, on beaches and in bus stations, when
no bed was offered. Through the years strangers became friends,
inviting her into their homes and arranging speaking engagements,
often a year or more in advance.

Peace Pilgrim believed we had entered a crisis period in human
history, “walking the brink between a nuclear war of annihilation and
a golden age of peace.” She felt it was her calling to arouse people
from apathy and get them thinking and actively working for peace.
And always she encouraged people to seek the real source of peace
within, and to use the ways of peace in their relations with others.

[§ V)

At the time of her death Peace Pilgrim was crossing the country
for the seventh time. She had walked through all fifty states, and had
also visited the ten provinces in Canada and parts of Mexico. In 1976
a man flew her to Alaska and Hawaii to meet his children, walk,
speak in churches, and talk with the media. In 1979 and 1980 she
returned to those states, taking with her small groups of people who
wished to learn more about her lifestyle. She had plans for return
trips to Alaska and Hawaii in 1984 and was giving thought to inviting
others to join her on ‘inspirational tours’ through several states in the
years that were to come.

She made what she liked to call “the glorious transition to a freer
life” on July 7, 1981 near Knox, Indiana. She died quickly in a head-
on collision as she was being driven to a speaking engagement. Her
many friends throughout the country were stunned. Somehow, we
never imagined Peace would be called to leave this earth life so soon.
Yet, one friend wrote, “I feel sure the immediacy of the transition,
with no cessation of her activity until it occurred, was as she would
have wished it.”

In her last newspaper interview she spoke of being in radiant
health. She was planning her itinerary beyond the current pilgrimage
route and had speaking engagements through 1984. Ted Hayes of
WKVI radio in Knox in an interview with her taped on July 6
remarked, “You seem to be a most happy woman.” She replied,

“I certainly am a happy person. How could one know God and not
be joyous?”
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Messages from friends who hear of her passing continue to be
received at the little Cologne, New Jersey post office from which her
mail was always forwarded. The letters are touching: “My Dear
Peace, I have just now heard of your death from this earthly body ...
If this is not so, please write back.” Another wrote, “I know you are
one with God...I see you in the Universe...

An editor who had interviewed her in the 1960s and became a
good friend wrote, “...cycles of prayer go on in my heart, telling her
of my appreciation for her teaching and impact and influence on my
life, wishing her well on her journey..”

A friend in Massachusetts wrote, “It was a great shock, to say the
least, as well as a great loss for our little planet! My heart is full at
this time for I, like thousands of other people, loved Peace so much!
But at the same time I feel her presence will always be among us
through her beautiful teachings and the life she exemplified..”

Many have written hoping that a book would be put together to
help spread her special message of peace and love. A few others have
said that they are thinking of writing articles or longer works about
her. We hope this book will be a valuable resource for these and
future writers, as well as an inspiration and encouragement to those
who never had the good fortune to meet her.

One who captured her spirit wrote, “The seeds of peace have
been scattered well. It is the duty of all who were touched by her to
begin the harvest.”

It is our hope that her words and spirit will continue to inspire.
And we join with you in a circle of love, with all others who knew
her and were touched by her....

Free of earth, as free as air,
Now you travel everywhere.

— Five of Peace’s many friends
Santa Fe, New Mexico
March 31, 1982






CHAPTER 1:

Growing Up

[ HAD A VERY FAVORABLE BEGINNING, although many of you
might not think so. I was born poor on a small farm on the outskirts
of a small town, and I'm thankful for that. I was happy in my child-
hood. I had a woods to play in and a creek to swim in and room to
grow. | wish that every child could have growing space because I
think children are a little like plants. If they grow too close together
they become thin and sickly and never obtain maximum growth. We
need room to grow.

We begin to prepare for the work that we have to do and cus-
tomarily we have no idea what we are preparing for. So as a child I
had no idea what I was preparing for. And yet, of course, I was in
many respects preparing. I was preparing for the pilgrimage when
chose my rule of ‘first things first’ and began to set priorities in my
life. It led to a very orderly life and it taught me self discipline —
a very valuable lesson, without which I could never have walked
a pilgrimage. I carried it right into my adult life.

I received no formal religious training as a child. (It would be
less that I would have to undo from my mind later on!) My first view
inside a church was when I was twelve years old and I looked
through the doorway of a Catholic church to watch janitors clean
the cathedral. When I was sixteen I entered a church for the first
time to attend a wedding.
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When I was a senior in high school I began to make my search
for God, but all my efforts were in an outward direction. I went
about inquiring, “What is God? What is God?” I was most inquisitive
and I asked many questions of many people, but I never received any
answers! However, I was not about to give up. Intellectually I could
not find God on the outside, so I tried another approach. I took a
long walk with my dog and pondered deeply upon the question. Then
[ went to bed and slept over it. And in the morning I had my answer
from the inside, through a still small voice.

Now my high school answer was a very simple answer — that we
human beings just lump together everything in the universe which is
beyond the capacity of all of us, and to all those things together
some of us give the name God. Well, that set me on a search. And
the first thing I did was to look at a tree, and I said, there’s one. All of
us working together couldn’t create that one tree, and even if it
looked like a tree it wouldn’t grow. There is a creative force beyond
us. And then I looked at my beloved stars at night and there’s another.
There’s a sustaining power that keeps planets in their orbit.

I watched all the changes taking place in the universe. At that
time they were trying to keep a lighthouse from washing into the
sea. They finally moved it inland and said they had saved it. But I
noticed all these changes and I said, there’s another. There is some-
thing motivating towards constant change in the universe.

When I reached confirmation from within I knew beyond all
doubt that I had touched my highest light.

Intellectually I touched God many times as truth and emotion-
ally I touched God as love. I touched God as goodness. I touched
God as kindness. It came to me that God is a creative force, a moti-
vating power, an over-all intelligence, an ever-present, all pervading
spirit—which binds everything in the universe together and gives
life to everything. That brought God close. I could not be where God
is not. You are within God. God is within you.

o

I was working in the five-and-ten-cent store between my junior
and senior year in high school. I just loved the work, especially
fixing up counters so they would look pretty. They even let me fix
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up the windows because I liked to do that. Well, you know, I was
cheaper than a window decorator!

I had two registers at my counter. One day I didn’t have the
proper change in one register so naturally I went over to the other
and rang “no sale” and took out the change. Then I discovered I had
committed a cardinal sin. I heard them whispering, “She rang ‘no
sale’!” The male floorwalker came over and said, “Come with me.”
He put me at a counter in a corner that needed fixing up. He left me
there, and then came back and said, “Why did you do that?” I replied,
“I'still don’t know what I did. I just took change out of the register —
[ didn’t steal any money.” He said, “You were instructed never to ring
‘no sale’.” I answered, “I wasn’t instructed at all.”

Then he went to the female floorwalker who was supposed to
instruct me. I was reinstated. But, because of the incident, she then
hated me. I knew that something needed to be done about it. Then I
passed her desk and noticed a few faded flowers there. The next
morning I brought her a beautiful bouquet of flowers from my
garden. I said, “I noticed those faded flowers. I know you love flowers
and here are some from my garden.” She couldn’t resist them. At the
end of the week we walked out of there arm in arm!

[ feel sure I was being prepared for the pilgrimage when I read
the Golden Rule in history, “Do unto others what you would have
others do unto you” —expressed in a lot of different ways and point-
ing out that every culture had one. It got an inner confirmation from
me. It affected my entire life. In fact, there were certain offshoots of
the Golden Rule which carried over even into the pilgrimage. When
[ was in high school I 'had a little saying, If you want to make friends, you
must be friendly. If you analyze it, that is an offshoot of the Golden
Rule. It is a recognition that people react according to the influences
brought to bear upon them. I have it in my life today with my little
saying, If you want to make peace, you must be peaceful.

I put the Golden Rule into practice just beyond my student
days. I was given a job that one of my girl friends wanted, and I was
elected to an office in the community club that she also wanted. She
thought she hated me. She said all kinds of mean things about me. I
knew it was a very unhealthy situation. So I hauled out the Golden
Rule —1 thought of and said every possible kind thing that could
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truthfully be said about her. I tried to do her favors. It fell to my lot
to do her a significant favor. And to make a long story short, when
she was married a year later I was maid of honor at her wedding, See
how a little bit of spiritual practice goes a long way?

I know I was being prepared for the pilgrimage when I made
certain choices. For instance, I was in grammar school when I was
offered cigarettes from a package, which I did not smoke but my
friends did. In high school I was offered all kinds of alcohol, which I
did not drink but my friends did. Then just after my student days I
was faced with a kind of test because all of my friends at that time
used both alcohol and tobacco. There was such a push toward con-
formity in those days—they call it peer pressure now —that they
actually looked down on me because I didn’t do these things. And
gathered in someone’s living room I said to them, “Look, life is a
series of choices and nobody can stop you from making your
choices, but I have a right to make my own choices, too. And I have
chosen freedom.”

oy

[ also made two very important discoveries as time went on. In
the first place, I discovered that making money was easy. I had been
led to believe that money and possessions would insure me a life of
happiness and peace of mind. So that was the path I pursued. In the
second place, I discovered that making money and spending it fool-
ishly was completely meaningless. I knew that this was not what I was
here for, but at that time I didn’t know exactly what I was here for.

It was really the realization that money and things would not
make me happy that got me started on my preparation for the pil-
grimage. You may wonder how in the world I got involved with
money and things in the first place, but you see, we are taught these
sets of opposites which are extremely confusing,

I was very fortunate in that I was only confused by one of these
sets of opposites; most people are confused by both.

On the one hand I was trained to believe that I should be kind
and loving and never hurt anybody, which is fine. On the other hand
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I was trained to believe that if so ordered it is indeed honorable to
maim and kill people in war. They even give medals for it. Now that
one did not confuse me. I never believed there was any time under
any circumstances when it was right for me to hurt anybody.

But the other set of opposites confused me for awhile...I was
trained to be generous and unselfish, and at the same time trained
to believe that if I wanted to be successful I must get out there and
grab more than my share of this world’s goods. These conflicting
philosophies which I had gathered from my childhood environment
confused me for some time. But eventually I uprooted this false
training.






CHAPTER 2:

The Spjritual Growing Up:
My Steps Towards Inner Peace

AS 1 LOOKED ABOUT THE WORLD, so much of it impoverished, I
became increasingly uncomfortable about having so much while my
brothers and sisters were starving. Finally I had to find another way.
The turning point came when, in desperation and out of a very deep
seeking for a meaningful way of life, I walked all one night through
the woods. I came to a moonlit glade and prayed.

[ felt a complete willingness, without any reservations, to give
my life—to dedicate my life —to service. “Please use me!” I prayed
to God. And a great peace came over me.

[ tell you it’s a point of no return. After that, you can never go
back to completely self-centered living.

And so I went into the second phase of my life. I began to live to
give what I could, instead of to get what I could, and I entered a new
and wonderful world. My life began to be meaningful. I attained the
great blessing of good health; I haven’t had an ache or pain, a cold or
headache since. (Most illness, you know, is psychologically induced.)
From that time on, I have known that my life work would be for
peace —that it would cover the whole peace picture: peace among
nations, peace among groups, peace among individuals, and the very,
very important inner peace. However, there’s a great deal of differ-
ence between being willing to give your life and actually giving your
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life, and for me fifteen years of preparation and inner seeking lay

between.
oy

I was not far down the spiritual road when I became acquainted
with what the psychologists refer to as ego and conscience, which [
call the lower self and the higher self, or the self-centered nature and
the God-centered nature. It’s as though we have two selves or natures
or two wills with two contrary viewpoints.

Your lower self sees things from the viewpoint of your physical
well-being only — your higher self considers your psychological or
spiritual well-being. Your lower self sees you as the center of the
universe — your higher self sees you as a cell in the body of human-
ity. When you are governed by your lower self you are selfish and
materialistic, but insofar as you follow the promptings of your
higher self you will see things realistically and find harmony within
yourself and others.

The body, mind and emotions are instruments which can be used
by either the self-centered nature or the God-centered nature. The
self-centered nature uses these instruments, yet it is never fully able
to control them, so there is a constant struggle. They can only be
fully controlled by the God-centered nature.

When the God-centered nature takes over, you have found inner
peace. Until that time comes, a partial control can be gained through
discipline. It can be discipline imposed from without through early
training which has become a part of the subconscious side of the self-
centered nature. It can be discipline undertaken voluntarily: self-dis-
cipline. Now, if you are doing things you know you shouldn’t do and
don’t really want to do, you certainly lack discipline. I recommend
spiritual growing —and in the meantime self-discipline.

During the spiritual growing up period the inner conflict can be
more or less stormy. Mine was about average. The self-centered
nature is a very formidable enemy and it struggles fiercely to retain
its identity. It defends itself in a cunning manner and should not be
regarded lightly. It knows the weakest spots of your armor and
attempts a confrontation when one is least aware. During these peri-
ods of attack, maintain a humble stature and be intimate with none
but the guiding whisper of your higher self.

The higher self has been given many wonderful names by



The Spiritual Growing Up / 9

religious leaders, some calling the higher governing power the inner
light, or the indwelling Christ. When Jesus said, “The Kingdom of God
is within you,” he was obviously referring to the higher self. In
another place it says, Christ in you, your hope of glory, the indwelling
Christ. Jesus was called the Christ because his life was governed by
this higher governing power.

v

When [ talk about my steps toward inner peace, I talk about
them in a framework, but there’s nothing arbitrary about the number
of steps. They can be expanded; they can be contracted. This is just a
way of talking about the subject, but this is important: the steps
toward inner peace are not taken in any certain order. The first step
for one may be the last step for another. So just take whatever steps
seem easiest for you, and as you take a few steps, it will become
easier for you to take a few more. In this area we can really share.
None of you may feel guided to walk a pilgrimage, and I'm not trying
to inspire you to do so. But in the field of finding harmony in our
own lives, we can share. And I suspect that when you hear me give
some of the steps toward inner peace, you will recognize them as
steps that you also have taken.

Preparations.

I would like to mention some preparations that were required of
me. The first preparation is to take a right attitude toward life. This
means, stop being an escapist! Stop being a surface liver who stays
right in the froth of the surface. There are millions of these people,
and they never find anything really worthwhile. Be willing to face life
squarely and get down beneath the surface of life where the verities
and realities are to be found. That’s what we are doing here now.

There’s the whole matter of having a meaningful attitude toward
the problems that life may set before you. If only you could see the
whole picture, if you knew the whole story, you would realize that
no problem ever comes to you that does not have a purpose in your
life, that cannot contribute to your inner growth. When you perceive
this, you will recognize that problems are opportunities in disguise.
If you did not face problems, you would just drift through life. It is
through solving problems in accordance with the highest light we
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have that inner growth is attained. Now, collective problems must be
solved by us collectively, and no one finds inner peace who avoids
doing his or her share in the solving of collective problems, like
world disarmament and world peace. So let us always think about
these problems together and talk about them together, and collec-
tively work toward their solutions.

ay

The second preparation has to do with bringing our lives into har-
mony with the laws that govern this universe. Created are not only the
worlds and the beings, but also the laws that govern them. Applying
both in the physical realm and in the psychological realm, these laws
govern human conduct. Insofar as we are able to understand and
bring our lives into harmony with these laws, our lives will be in
harmony. Insofar as we disobey these laws, we create difficulties for
ourselves by our disobedience. We are our own worst enemies. If we
are out of harmony through ignorance, we suffer somewhat; but if
we know better and are still out of harmony, then we suffer a great
deal. Suffering pushes us toward obedience.

I recognized that there are some well-known, little understood,
and seldom practiced laws that we must live by if we wish to find
peace within or without. Included are the laws that evil can only be
overcome by good; that only good means can attain a good end; that
those who do unloving things hurt themselves spiritually.

These laws are the same for all human beings and must be
obeyed before harmony can prevail.

So I got busy on a very interesting project. This was to live all the
good things I believed in. I did not confuse myself by trying to take
them all at once, but rather if I was doing something that I knew I
shouldn’t be doing I stopped doing it and I always made a quick relin-
quishment. That’s the casy way. Tapering off is long and hard. And if
I was not doing something that I knew I should be doing, I got busy
on that. It took the living quite a while to catch up with the believ-
ing, but of course it can, and now if I believe something, I live it.
Otherwise it would be perfectly meaningless. As I lived according to
the highest light 1 had, I discovered that other light was given; that I
opened myself to receiving more light as I lived the light I had.

oy
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There is a third preparation that has to do with something which
is unique for every human life, because every one of us has a special
place in the Life Pattern, and no two people have exactly the same part
to play in God’s plan. There is a guidance which comes from within
to all who will listen. Through this guidance each one will feel drawn
to some part in the scheme of things.

God’s laws can be known from within, but they can also be
learned from without, as they have been spoken of by all great reli-
gious teachers. God’s guidance can only be known from within.

We must remain open to God’s guidance. God never guides us
to break divine law, and if such a negative guidance comes to us we
can be sure it is not from God. It is up to us to keep our lives stead-
fastly in harmony with divine law, which is the same for all of us.
Only insofar as we remain in harmony with divine law do good
things come to us.

When you come into this world your jobs in the divine plan are
there. They just need to be realized and lived. If you do not yet know
where you fit, I suggest that you try seeking it in receptive silence. I
used to walk amid the beauties of nature, just receptive and silent,
and wonderful insights would come to me.

You begin to do your part in the Life Pattern by doing all of the
good things you feel motivated toward, even though they are just
little good things at first. You give these priority in your life over all
the superficial things that customarily clutter human lives.

Every morning I thought of God and thought of things I might
do that day to be of service to God’s children. I looked at every sit-
uation [ came into to see if there was anything I could do there to be
of service. I did as many good things as I could each day, not forget-
ting the importance of a pleasant word and a cheery smile. I prayed
about things that seemed too big for me to handle —and right prayer
motivates to right action.

I was filled with a runaway enthusiasm to help others, and one
could argue that when I solved so many problems for others I was
depriving them of the spiritual growth problem-solving brings. I
soon realized I had to leave some good works for others to do and be
blessed by.

In the beginning I helped people in simple ways with errands,
gardening projects, and by reading to them. I spent some time in the
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private homes of the elderly and the recuperating ill, assisting them
to overcome their various ailments. I worked with troubled
teenagers, the psychologically disturbed, and the physically and men-
tally handicapped. My motives were pure and much of my work did
have a positive and good effect. I used what I call spiritual therapy: I
found all the good things that those I worked with wanted to do, and
I helped them to do those things. There were some who became too
attached to me and I had to work on breaking the attachment.

My lack of expertise was more than offset by the love I extended
to others. When love fills your life all limitations are gone. The med-
icine this sick world needs so badly is love.

I also did some volunteer work for the American Friends Service
Committee, the Women’s International League for Peace and Free-
dom, and the Fellowship of Reconciliation —over a period of at least
ten years, off and on.

There are those who know and do not do. This is very sad. In this
materialistic age we have such a false criterion by which to measure
success. We measure it in terms of dollars, in terms of material
things. But happiness and inner peace do not lie in that direction. If
you know but do not do, you are a very unhappy person indeed.

v

There is a fourth preparation. It is the simplification of life, to
bring inner and outer well-being, psychological and material well-
being, into harmony in your life. This was made very easy for me.
Just after I dedicated my life to service, I felt that I could no longer
accept more than I need while others in the world have less than they
need. This moved me to bring my life down to need level. 1 thought it
would be difficult. I thought it would entail a great many hardships,
but I was quite wrong. Instead of hardships, I found a wonderful
sense of peace and joy, and a conviction that unnecessary possessions
are only unnecessary burdens.

During this period I was able to meet my expenses on ten dol-
lars a week, dividing my budget into two categories. I allocated
$6.50 for food and incidentals and $3.50 for lodging.

Now I do not mean that needs are all the same. Your needs may
be much greater than mine. For instance, if you have a family, you
would need the stability of a family center for your children. But I do
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mean that anything beyond need —and need sometimes includes
things beyond physical needs, too—anything beyond need tends to
become burdensome. If you have it, you have to take care of it!

There is great freedom in simplicity of living, and after I began
to feel this, I found harmony in my life between inner and outer
well-being. There is a great deal to be said about such harmony, not
only for an individual life but also for the life of a society. It’s because
as a world we have gotten ourselves so far out of harmony, so way off
on the material side, that when we discover something like nuclear
energy we are still capable of putting it into a bomb and using it to
kill people! This is because our inner well-being lags so far behind
our outer well-being. The valid research for the future is on the inner
side, on the spiritual side, so that we will be able to bring these two
into balance —and so that we will know how to use well the outer
well-being we already have.

Purifications.

Then I discovered that there were some purifications required of
me. The first one is such a simple thing: it is purification of the body.
This had to do with my physical living habits. I used to eat all the
standard foods. I shudder now to think of what I used to dump into
this temple of the spirit.

I did not take care of my bodily temple when I was very young;
this only happened later in life. It was five years after I felt a com-
plete willingness to give my life that I began to take care of my bodily
temple — five years! Now I eat mostly fruits, nuts, vegetables, whole
grains (preferably organically grown) and perhaps a bit of milk and
cheese. This is what I live on and walk on.

There was a time when I had the caffeine habit. I would get up
in the morning and have my cup of coffee first thing. One morning,
when [ had just taken my cup of coffee, I sat and looked at that
coffee cup and said, “You’re depending on that to get you perking in
the morning! I'm not going to be a slave to caffeine. This is going to
stop right here!” And it did. I never touched it again. I missed it for
a few days, but I'm stronger than that cup of coffee!

I began to realize that I was disobeying my rule of life which says:
I will not ask anyone to do for me things that I would refuse to do for myself.
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Now, I wouldn’t kill any creature —1I wouldn’t even kill a chicken or
a fish—and therefore I stopped immediately eating all flesh.

[ have not eaten flesh for many years, not meat or fish or fowl. I
have learned since that it is bad for your health, but at that time I just
extended my love to include not only all my fellow human beings but
also my fellow creatures, and so I stopped hurting them and I
stopped eating them.

I did not know at that time that flesh eating was bad for the
spirit. I just knew it was something I could no longer do because it
was contrary to one of my rules of life. Then I learned a little later
from a doctor that flesh eating leaves poisonous residues in the body,
which would also have made me a vegetarian. I believe in practicing
prevention since the body is the temple of the spirit.

Then I learned from a college professor, who wrote a book on
the subject, that it takes many times the land to raise the creatures
we eat as it would to raise fruits or vegetables or grains. Since I want
the maximum number of God’s children to be fed, that also would
make me a vegetarian.

The difficulty is we have not learned to stop killing each other yet.
That’s our present lesson—not to kill each other. To learn the lesson
of sharing and the lesson of non-killing of man by man. The lesson of
non-killing of creatures is a little bit into the future, though those of
us who know better need to live up to our highest light.

When [ realized white flour and white sugar were bad for your
health I stopped eating them. When I realized highly seasoned things
were bad I quit them. And when I realized all processed foods con-
tain substances that are bad for the body I quit eating them. Even
most water out of the tap is a chemical cocktail. I would suggest bot-
tled or distilled water.

I know enough about food to nourish my body properly and I
have excellent health. I enjoy my food, but I eat to live. I do not live
to eat, as some people do, and I know when to stop eating. [ am not
enslaved by food.

People can still be hungry after eating large quantities of wrong
foods. In fact, you can suffer from malnutrition even though you con-
sistently overeat wrong foods. You can begin a healthy diet by having
only good, wholesome foods available. Eat slowly and chew your
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food well, as I do. Then make food a very incidental part of your life
by filling your life so full of meaningful things that you’ll hardly have
time to think about food.

In my eating and sleeping habits I have the closest contact with
nature that is possible for me. Each day I get as much fresh air and
sunshine and contact with nature as I can. I want to do much of my
living out-of-doors and be a part of the landscape. Rest and exercise
are important. I am not one who consistently goes without sleep.
When possible, I go to bed at dusk and get eight hours of sleep. I take
my exercise by walking and swinging my arms which makes it a com-
plete form of exercise.

You’d think purification of the body might be the first area in
which people would be willing to work, but from practical experi-
ence I've discovered it’s often the last—because it might mean get-
ting rid of some of our bad habits, and there is nothing we cling to
more tenaciously.

oy

There is a second purification: purification of thought. If you real-
ized how powerful your thoughts are, you would never think a neg-
ative thought. They can be a powerful influence for good when
they’re on the positive side, and they can and do make you physically
ill when they’re on the negative side. I don’t eat junk foods and I
don’t think junk thoughts! Let me tell you, junk thoughts can destroy
you even more quickly than junk food. Junk thoughts are something
to be wary of.

Let me tell you a story of a man adversely affected by negative
thoughts. He was sixty-five years old when I knew him and he was
manifesting symptoms of what was called a chronic physical illness.
When I talked to him I realized there was some bitterness in his life.
However, I couldn’t put my finger on it right away because I saw he
was getting along well with his wife, his grown children and the
folks in his community. But the bitterness was there just the same. I
found that he was harboring bitterness against his father who had
been dead for many long years because his father had educated his
brother and not him. He was a very intellectual person so I talked to
him at length. When he, the oldest son, was to be educated, his
father had absolutely not enough money to do it. In fact, the family
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was very poor at that time. There were several sisters after him and
I think three of them hadn’t been educated either. His brother was
the youngest, and by that time his father had more money and was
able to educate the brother. He didn’t begrudge his brother the edu-
cation, he just thought he should have gotten it too. When he saw
intellectually that his father had done the best he could with both of
his sons, then he was able to release the bitterness he had been har-
boring. That so-called chronic illness began to fade away and soon
the condition was much improved and then it was gone.

If you’re harboring the slightest bitterness toward anyone, or any
unkind thoughts of any sort whatever, you must get rid of them
quickly. They are not hurting anyone but you. It isn’t enough just to
do right things and say right things — you must also think right things
before your life can come into harmony.

o

During the preparation period I wasn’t fully identifying with the
real me, [ was just learning, I was very forgiving toward others, that
was no problem, but I was very unforgiving toward myself. If I did
something that wasn’t the highest, I would say to myself, “You ought
to know better.” And then one day as [ was combing my hair at the
mirror, I looked at myself and said, “You vain thing! Why do you
think you know better when you forgive everyone else for not know-
ing better? You're not any better than they are.”

You must learn to forgive yourself as easily as you forgive others.
And then take a further step and use all that energy that you used in
condemning yourself for improving yourself. After that I really
started to get somewhere —because there’s only one person you can
change and that’s yourself. After you have changed yourself, you
might be able to inspire others to look for change.

It took the living quite awhile to catch up with the believing, but
it finally did. And when it did, a progress began which never ended.
As I lived up to the highest light I had, higher and higher light came
to me.

o

The third purification is the purification of desire. What are the
things you desire? Do you desire superficial things like pleasures—
new items of wearing apparel or new household furnishings or cars?
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Since you are here to get yourself in harmony with the laws that
govern human conduct and with your part in the scheme of things,
your desires should be focused in this direction. It’s very important
to get your desires centered so you will desire only to do God’s will
for you.You can come to the point of oneness of desire, just to know
and do your part in the Life Pattern. When you think about it, is
there anything else as really important to desire?
o

There is one more purification, and that is purification of motive.
What is your motive for whatever you may be doing? If it is pure
greed or self-secking or the wish for self-glorification, I would say,
don’t do that thing. Don’t do anything you would do with such a
motive. But that isn’t easy because we tend to do things with very
mixed motives. I've never found a person who had purely bad
motives. There may be such a person, I have never encountered one.
I do encounter people who constantly have mixed motives. Good
and bad motives all mixed together. For instance, I met a man in the
business world and he admitted that his motives were not the high-
est, and yet mixed in with them were good motives — providing for
his family, doing some good in his community. Mixed motives!

I talk to groups studying the most advanced spiritual teachings
and sometimes these people wonder why nothing is happening in
their lives. Their motive is the attainment of inner peace for them-
selves — which of course is a selfish motive. You will not find it with
this motive. The motive, if you are to find inner peace, must be an
outgoing motive. Service, of course, service. Giving, not getting. Your
motive must be good if your work is to have good effect. The secret
of life is being of service.

I knew a man who was a good architect. It was obviously his
right work, but he was doing it with the wrong motive. His motive
was to make a lot of money and to keep ahead of the Joneses. He
worked himself into an illness, and it was shortly after that I met
him. I got him to do little things for service. I talked to him about the
joy of service and I knew that after he had experienced this he could
never go back into really self-centered living. We corresponded a bit
after that. A few years later I hardly recognized him when I stopped
in to see him. He was such a changed man! But he was still an archi-
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tect. He was drawing a plan and he talked to me about it: “You see,
I'm designing it this way to fit into their budget, and then I'll set it
on their plot of ground to make it look nice ...” His motive was to be
of service to the people he drew plans for. He was a radiant and
transformed person. His wife told me that his business had increased
because people were now coming to him from miles around for
home designs.

I've met a few people who had to change their jobs in order to
change their lives, but I've met many more people who merely had
to change their motive to service in order to change their lives.

Relinquishments.

Now, the last part deals with relinquishments. Once you’ve
made the first relinquishment you have found inner peace, because
it’s the relinquishment of self-will.

You can work on subordinating the lower self by refraining from
doing the not-good things you may be motivated toward —not sup-
pressing them, but transforming them so that the higher self can take
over your life. If you are motivated to do or say a mean thing, you can
always think of a good thing. You deliberately turn around and use
that same energy to do or say a good thing instead. It works!

o

The second relinquishment is the relinquishment of the feeling of
separateness. We begin feeling very separate and judging everything as
it relates to us, as though we were the center of the universe. Even
after we know better intellectually, we still judge things that way. In
reality, of course, we are all cells in the body of humanity. We are not
separate from our fellow humans. The whole thing is a totality. It’s
only from that higher viewpoint that you can know what it is to love
your neighbor as yourself. From that higher viewpoint there
becomes just one realistic way to work, and that is for the good of
the whole. As long as you work for your selfish little self, you’re just
one cell against all those other cells, and you’re way out of harmony.
But as soon as you begin working for the good of the whole, you find
yourself in harmony with all of your fellow human beings. You sce,
it’s the easy, harmonious way to live.

a
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Then there is the third relinquishment, and that is the relinquish-
ment of all attachments. No one is truly free who is still attached to
material things, or to places, or to people. Material things must be
put into their proper place. They are there for use. It’s all right to use
them, that’s what they’re there for. But when they’ve outlived their
usefulness, be ready to relinquish them and perhaps pass them on to
someone who does need them. Anything that you cannot relinquish
when it has outlived its usefulness possesses you, and in this materi-
alistic age a great many of us are possessed by our possessions. We are
not free.

I considered myself liberated long before it became the fashion.
First [ liberated myself from debilitating habits, and went on to free
myself of combative, aggressive thoughts. I have also cast aside any
unnecessary possessions. This, I feel, is true liberation.

There is another kind of possessiveness. You do not possess any other
human being, no matter how closely related that other may be. No
husband owns his wife; no wife owns her husband; no parents own
their children. When we think we possess people there is a tendency
to run their lives for them, and out of this develop extremely inhar-
monious situations. Only when we realize that we do not possess
them, that they must live in accordance with their own inner moti-
vations, do we stop trying to run their lives for them, and then we
discover that we are able to live in harmony with them. Anything that
you strive to hold captive will hold you captive —and if you desire
freedom you must give freedom.

Associations formed in this earth life are not necessarily for the
duration of the life span. Separation takes place constantly, and as
long as it takes place lovingly not only is there no spiritual injury, but
spiritual progress may actually be helped.

We must be able to appreciate and enjoy the places where we
tarry and yet pass on without anguish when we are called elsewhere.
In our spiritual development we are often required to pull up roots
many times and to close many chapters in our lives until we are no
longer attached to any material thing and can love all people without
any attachment to them.

oy
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Now the last: the relinquishment of all negative feelings. 1 want to
mention just one negative feeling which the nicest people still expe-
rience, and that negative feeling is worry. Worry is not concern,
which would motivate you to do everything possible in a situation.
Worry is a useless mulling over of things we cannot change.

One final comment about negative feelings, which helped me
very much at one time and has helped others. No outward thing —
nothing, nobody from without — can hurt me inside, psychologically.
I recognized that I could only be hurt psychologically by my own
wrong actions, which I have control over; by my own wrong reactions
(they are tricky, but I have control over them too); or by my own
inaction in some situations, like the present world situation, that need
action from me. When I recognized all this how free I felt! And I just
stopped hurting myself. Now someone could do the meanest thing
to me and I would feel deep compassion for this out-of-harmony
person, this sick person, who is capable of doing mean things. I cer-
tainly would not hurt myself by a wrong reaction of bitterness or
anger. You have complete control over whether you will be psycho-
logically hurt or not, and anytime you want to, you can stop hurting
yourself.

v

These are my steps toward inner peace that I wanted to share
with you. There is nothing new about this. This is universal truth. I
merely talked about these things in everyday words in terms of my
own personal experience with them.The laws which govern this uni-
verse work for good as soon as we obey them, and anything contrary
to these laws doesn’t last long. It contains within itself the seeds of its
own destruction. The good in every human life always makes it pos-
sible for us to obey these laws. We do have free will about all this, and
therefore how soon we obey and thereby find harmony, both within
ourselves and within our world, is up to us.

ay

During this spiritual growing up period I desired to know and do
God’s will for me. Spiritual growth is not easily attained, but it is
well worth the effort. It takes time, just as any growth takes time.
One should rejoice at small gains and not be impatient, as impatience

hampers growth.
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The path of gradual relinquishment of things hindering spiritual
progress is a difficult path, for only when relinquishment is complete
do the rewards really come. The path of quick relinquishment is an
casy path, for it brings immediate blessings. And when God fills your
life, God’s gifts overflow to bless all you touch.

To me, it was an escape from the artificiality of illusion into the
richness of reality. To the world it may seem that I had given up
much. [ had given up burdensome possessions, spending time mean-
inglessly, doing things I knew I should not do and not doing things I
knew I should do. But to me it seemed that I had gained much—
even the priceless treasures of health and happiness.

The Attainment cyrlnner Peace.

There were hills and valleys, lots of hills and valleys, in that spir-
itual growing up period. Then in the midst of the struggle there came
a wonderful mountaintop experience — the first glimpse of what the
life of inner peace was like.

That came when I was out walking in the early morning. All of a
sudden I felt very uplifted, more uplifted than I had ever been. I
remember I knew timelessness and spacelessness and lightness. 1 did not
seem to be walking on the earth. There were no people or even ani-
mals around, but every flower, every bush, every tree seemed to
wear a halo. There was a light emanation around everything and
flecks of gold fell like slanted rain through the air. This experience is
sometimes called the illumination period.

The most important part of it was not the phenomena: the
important part of it was the realization of the oneness of all creation.
Not only all human beings — I knew before that all human beings are
one. But now I knew also a oneness with the rest of creation. The
creatures that walk the earth and the growing things of the earth. The
air, the water, the earth itself. And, most wonderful of all, a oneness
with that which permeates all and binds all together and gives life to all. A
oneness with that which many would call God.

[ have never felt separate since. I could return again and again to
this wonderful mountaintop, and then I could stay there for longer
and longer periods of time and just slip out occasionally.

oy
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The inspiration for the pi]grimage came at this time. I sat high
upon a hill overlooking rural New England. The day before I had
slipped out of harmony, and the evening before I had thought to God,
“It seems to me that if I could always remain in harmony I could be
of greater usefulness—for every time I slip out of harmony it
impairs my usefulness.”

When I awoke at dawn I was back on the spiritual mountaintop
with a wonderful feeling. I knew that I would never need to descend
again into the valley. I knew that for me the struggle was over, that
finally I had succeeded in giving my life or finding inner peace. Again
this is a point of no return. You can never go back into the struggle.
The struggle is over now because you will to do the right thing and
you don’t need to be pushed into it.

I went out for a time alone with God. While I was out a thought
struck my mind: I felt a strong inner motivation toward the pilgrim-
age —toward this special way of witnessing for peace.

[ saw, in my mind’s eye, myself walking along and wearing the
garb of my mission ... I saw a map of the United States with the large
cities marked —and it was as though someone had taken a colored
crayon and marked a zigzag line across, coast to coast and border to
border, from Los Angeles to New York City. [ knew what I was to do.
And that was a vision of my first year’s pilgrimage route in 1953!

[ entered a new and wonderful world. My life was blessed with
a meaningful purpose.

ay

However, progress was not over. Great progress has taken place
in this third phase of my life. It’s as though the central figure of the
jigsaw puzzle of my life is complete and clear and unchanging, and
around the edges other pieces keep fitting in. There is always a grow-
ing edge, but the progress is harmonious. There is a feeling of always
being surrounded by all of the good things, like love and peace and
joy. It seems like a protective surrounding, and there is an unshake-
ableness within which takes you through any situation you may need
to face.

The world may look at you and believe that you are facing great
problems, but always there are the inner resources to easily over-
come the problems. Nothing seems difficult. There is a calmness and
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a serenity and unhurriedness —no more striving or straining about
anything. That’s a very important thing I've learned. If your life is in
harmony with your part in the Life Pattern, and if you are obedient
to the laws which govern this universe, then life is full and life is good
but life is nevermore overcrowded. If it is overcrowded, then you are
doing more than is right for you to do—more than is your job to do
in the total scheme of things.

Now there is a living to give instead of to get. As you concentrate
on the giving, you discover that just as you cannot receive without
giving, so neither can you give without receiving—even the most
wonderful things like health and happiness and inner peace. There is a
feeling of endless energy, it just never runs out, it seems to be as end-
less as air. You seem to be plugged in to the source of universal energy.

You are now in control of your life. Your higher nature, which is
controlled by God, controls the body, mind, and emotions. (The ego
is never really in control. The ego is controlled by wishes for com-
fort and convenience on the part of the body, by demands of the
mind, and by outbursts of the emotions.)

I can say to my body, “Lie down there on that cement floor and
go to sleep,” and it obeys. I can say to my mind, “Shut out every-
thing else and concentrate on the job before you,” and it is obedi-
ent. I can say to my emotions, “Be still, even in the face of this
terrible situation,” and they are still. A great philosopher has said, he
who seems to be out of step may be following a different drummer. And now
you are following a different drummer: the higher nature instead of
the lower nature.

When you have done the spiritual growing up you realize that
every human being is of equal importance, has work to do in this
world, and has equal potential. We are in many varied stages of
growth; this is true because we have free will. You have free will as to
whether you will finish the mental and emotional growing up. Many
choose not to. You have free will as to whether you will begin the spir-
itual growing up. The beginning of it is the time when you feel com-
pletely willing, without any reservations, to leave the self-centered
life. And most choose not to. But it was doing that growth and find-
ing inner peace that prepared me for the pilgrimage that I walk today.

v
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Looking through the eyes of the divine nature you see the
essence within the manifestation, the creator within the creation, and
it is a wonderful, wonderful world!

o

I realized in 1952 that it was the proper time for a pilgrim to step
forth. The war in Korea was raging and the McCarthy era was at its
height. It was a time when congressional committees considered
people guilty until they could prove their innocence. There was great
fear at that time and it was safest to be apathetic. Yes, it was most cer-
tainly a time for a pilgrim to step forward, because a pilgrim’s job is
to rouse people from apathy and make them think. With the last bit
of money I had left, I bought not only paper and stencil for my first
messages but material for my first tunic. Although I designed it, the
sewing was done by a lady in California, and the lettering was
painted by a man who was a sign painter. My initial reaction when I
first put it on was a wonderful ‘rightness’ about it, and [ immediately
accepted it.



CHAPTER 3:

The Pil grimage

A PILGRIM IS A WANDERER WITH A PURPOSE. A pilgrimage can be
to a place—that’s the best known kind —but it can also be for a
thing. Mine is for peace, and that is why I am a Peace Pilgrim.

My pilgrimage covers the entire peace picture: peace among
nations, peace among groups, peace within our environment, peace
among individuals, and the very, very important inner peace — which
[ talk about most often because that is where peace begins.

The situation in the world around us is just a reflection of the
collective situation. In the final analysis, only as we become more
peaceful people will we be finding ourselves living in a more peace-
ful world.

In the Middle Ages the pilgrims went out as the disciples were
sent out — without money, without food, without adequate clothing
—and I know that tradition. I have no money. I do not accept any
money on my pilgrimage. I belong to no organization. There is no
organization backing me. I own only what I wear and carry. There is
nothing to tie me down. I am as free as a bird soaring in the sky.

I walk until given shelter, fast until given food. I don’t ask —it’s
given without asking. Aren’t people good! There is a spark of good
in everybody, no matter how deeply it may be buried, it is there. It’s
waiting to govern your life gloriously. I call it the God-centered
nature or the divine nature. Jesus called it the Kingdom of God
within.

25
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Now, a pilgrim walks prayerfully, and a pilgrim walks as an
opportunity to come in contact with many people and perhaps
inspire them to do something for peace in their own way. For that
purpose I wear my short tunic with PEACE PILGRIM on the front and
25,000 Miles On Foot for Peace on the back. It makes my contacts for
me in the kindest way...and I like to be kind.

You're in a much better position to talk with people when they
approach you than when you approach them. Those individuals who
are attracted to me are either genuinely interested in some phase of
peace or just have a good lively curiosity. Both kinds are very worth-
while people. Then I have time to share with people my peace
message which says in one sentence:

This is the way of peace— overcome evil with good,
and falsehood with truth, and hatred with love.

The Golden Rule would do equally well. There is nothing new
about that except the practice of it. But I consider it the lesson for
today and so it becomes the message of the peace pilgrimage. Please
don’t say lightly that these are just religious concepts and not practi-
cal. These are laws governing human conduct, which apply as rigidly
as the law of gravity. When we disregard these laws in any walk of life,
chaos results. Through obedience to these laws this world of ours will
enter a period of peace and richness of life beyond our fondest dreams.

The key word for our time is practice. We have all the light we
need, we just need to put it into practice.

[\

What I walk on is not the energy of youth, it is a better energy.
I walk on the endless energy of inner peace that never runs out!
When you become a channel through which God works there are no
more limitations, because God does the work through you: you are
merely the instrument—and what God can do is unlimited. When
you are working for God you do not find yourself striving and strain-
ing. You find yourself calm, serene and unhurried.

My pilgrimage is not a crusade, which connotes violence. There
is no attempt to force something on people. A pilgrimage is a gentle
journey of prayer and example. My walking is first of all a prayer for
peace. If you give your life as a prayer you intensify the prayer
beyond all measure.
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In undertaking this pilgrimage I do not think of myself as an indi-
vidual but rather as an embodiment of the heart of the world which
is pleading for peace. Humanity, with fearful, faltering steps walks a
knife-edge between abysmal chaos and a new renaissance, while
strong forces push toward chaos. Yet there is hope. I see hope in the
tireless work of a few devoted souls. I see hope in the real desire for
peace in the heart of humanity, even though the human family gropes
toward peace blindly, not knowing the way.

My pilgrimage is an opportunity to talk with my fellow human
beings about the way of peace. It is also a penance for whatever I may
have contributed by commission or omission to the tragic situation
in the world today. It is a prayer that this war-weary world of ours
will somehow find the way to peace before a holocaust descends.

My mission is to help promote peace by helping others to find
inner peace. If I can find it, you can too. Peace is an idea whose time
has come.

oy

[ began my pilgrimage on the first of January in 1953. It is my
spiritual birthday of sorts. It was a period in which I was merged
with the whole. No longer was I a seed buried under the ground, but
[ felt as a flower reaching out effortlessly toward the sun. On that day
I became a wanderer relying upon the goodness of others. It would
be a pilgrim’s journey undertaken in the traditional manner: on foot
and on faith. I left behind all claims to a name, personal history, pos-
sessions and affiliations.

It would be a glorious journey.

The birthplace of the pilgrimage was at the Tournament of Roses
parade in Pasadena, California. I walked ahead along the line of
march, talking to people and handing out peace messages, and notic-
ing that the holiday spirit did not lessen the genuine interest in peace.
When I had gone about half way a policeman put his hand on my
shoulder and I thought he was going to tell me to get off the line of
march. Instead he said, “What we need is thousands like you.”

What happened to me in the Los Angeles area in the beginning
was almost miraculous. All channels of communication were opened
to me and my little peace message. I spent hours being interviewed

by newspaper reporters and being photographed by newspaper pho-
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tographers. The story of the pilgrimage and even my picture went out
over all the wire services. Besides doing two live television programs,
I spent hours recording for radio and the television newscasts.

Newspapers all along the line from Los Angeles to San Diego
were interested. In San Diego I did one television program and four
radio shows. The head of the San Diego Council of Churches
approved of my message and my three petitions, and they were
widely circulated in the churches.

ay

When I was not on the road I was speaking and gathering signa-
tures for the three peace petitions which I carried. The first was a
short plea for immediate peace in Korea. It read: “Let the killing in
Korea cease! Then deal with this conflict situation according to the only prin-
ciples which can solve it — overcome evil with good and falsehood with truth
and hatred with love.”

The second petition was directed to the President and congres-
sional leaders requesting the installation of a Peace Department.
It read: “This is the way of peace, overcome evil with good and falsehood with
truth and hatred with love. We plead for the establishment of a Peace Depart-
ment, with a Secretary of Peace who accepts these principles— and with all
conflicts at home and abroad to be referred to this Peace Department.”

The third petition was a plea to the United Nations and the
world leaders for world disarmament and reconstruction: “If you
would find the way of peace you must overcome evil with good and falsehood
with truth and hatred with love. We plead with you to free us all from the
crushing burden of armaments, to free us from hatred and fear, so that we may

feed our hungry ones, mend our broken cities, and experience a richness of life
which can only come in a world that is unarmed and fed.”

I accumulated signed petitions from individuals, peace groups,
churches and organizations along my pilgrimage route, storing them
in a satchel which was carried for the occasion. I presented them to
officials at both the White House and the United Nations at the con-
clusion of my first walk across the country. And I am thankful that my
first petition, “Let the killing in Korea cease...” was at least partially
granted before the first year was over.

(@ \ ]

AtTijuana, Mexico, just across the border from San Diego, I was
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received by the mayor, and he gave me a message to carry to the
mayor of New York City. I also carried a message from the California
Indians to the Arizona Indians.

While passing through San Diego that first year I was intro-
duced into public speaking. A high school teacher approached me on
the street and inquired if I would speak to her class. I told her in all
fairness that as Peace Pilgrim I had never spoken to a group before.
She assured me that it would be fine and asked only that I would
answer the students’ questions. I agreed. If you have something
worthwhile to say, you can say it. Otherwise, why in the world would
you want to be speaking?

I have no problem speaking before a group. When you have com-
pletely surrendered to God’s will, the way seems easy and joyous. It
is only before you have completely surrendered that the way seems
difficult. When I speak, energy flows through me like electricity
flows through a wire.

In the beginning, my speaking engagements were often arranged
on the spur of the moment. As I was walking past a school, the prin-
cipal came out and said, “My students are looking at you from the
windows. If you would come in and talk to them we’ll gather them
in the gymnasium.” So I did.

Then at noon, a man from one of the civic clubs approached me
and said, “My speaker disappointed us. Will you come and speak at
our luncheon?” And of course I did.

The same afternoon a college professor on the way to his class
stopped me and asked, “Could I take you to my students?” So I spoke
to his class.

Then at night a minister and his wife going to a church supper
stopped me and said, “Would you consider coming and eating with
us, and speaking to us?” And I did. They also gave me a bed for the
night. And all this happened as I was walking along one day without
any prior engagements.

I now keep very busy speaking for peace at colleges, high
schools, churches, and so forth—but always I am happily busy. My
slogan of first things first has enabled me to take care of my speaking
engagements, keep my mail up to date and also do some walking.

Once in Cincinnati I gave seven sermons at seven different places
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of worship in one day. On that particular Sunday I gave local minis-
ters the day off!

No collections are permitted at meetings that are held for me. I
never accept a penny for the work I do. Any money sent to me
through the mail is used to publish my literature which is sent free of
charge to anyone who requests it.

Truth is the pearl without price. One cannot obtain truth by
buying it —all you can do is to strive for spiritual truth and when one
is ready, it will be given freely. Nor should spiritual truth be sold, lest
the seller be injured spiritually. You lose any spiritual contact the
moment you commercialize it. Those who have the truth would not
be packaging it and selling it, so anyone who is selling it, really does
not possess it.

o

When I first started out I thought the pilgrimage might entail
some hardships. But I was determined to live at need level, that is, I
didn’t want more than I need when so many have less than they need.
Penance is the willingness to undergo hardships for the achievement
of a good purpose. I was willing. But when hardships came I found
myself lifted above them. Instead of hardship, I found a wonderful
sense of peace and joy and conviction that I was following God’s will.
Blessings instead of hardships are showered upon me.

I remember my first lesson on the pilgrimage was the lesson of
receiving. I had been on the giving side for many years and I needed
to learn to accept as gracefully as I had been able to give, in order to
give the other fellow the joy and blessing of giving. It’s so beautiful
when you live to give. To me it’s the only way to live, because as you
give you receive spiritual blessings.

I was tested severely in the beginning of my pilgrimage. Life is a
series of tests; but if you pass your tests, you look back upon them as
good experiences. I'm glad I had these experiences.

If you have a loving and positive attitude toward your fellow
human beings, you will not fear them. Perfect love casteth out all fear

One test happened in the middle of the night in the middle of the
California desert. The traffic had just about stopped, and there
wasn’t a human habitation within many miles. I saw a car parked at
the side of the road. The driver called to me saying, “Come on, get in
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and get warm.” I said, “I don’t ride.” He said, “I'm not going any-
where, I'm just parked here.” I got in. I looked at the man. He was a
big, burly man— what most people would call a rough looking indi-
vidual. After we had talked a while he said, “Say, wouldn’t you like to
get a few winks of sleep?” And I said, “Oh, yes, I certainly would!”
And I curled up and went to sleep. When I awoke I could see the man
was very puzzled about something, and after we had talked for quite
some time he admitted that when he had asked me to get into the car
he had certainly meant me no good, adding, “When you curled up so
trustingly and went to sleep, I just couldn’t touch you!”

I thanked him for the shelter and began walking away. As I looked
back I saw him gazing at the heavens, and I hoped he had found God
that night.

No one walks so safely as one who walks humbly and harmlessly
with great love and great faith. For such a person gets through to the
good in others (and there is good in everyone), and therefore cannot
be harmed. This works between individuals, it works between
groups and it would work between nations if nations had the courage
to try it.

v

Once I was hit by a disturbed teenage boy whom I had taken for
a walk. He wanted to go hiking but was afraid he might break a leg
and be left lying there. Everyone was afraid to go with him. He was
a great big fellow and looked like a football player, and he was known
to be violent at times. He had once beaten his mother so badly that
she had to spend several weeks in the hospital. Everybody was afraid
of him, so I offered to go with him.

As we got up to the first hilltop everything was going fine. Then
a thunderstorm came along. He was very terrified because the thun-
dershower was very close. Suddenly he went off the beam and came
for me, hitting at me. I didn’t run away although I guess I could have
— he had a heavy pack on his back. But even while he was hitting me
I could only feel the deepest compassion toward him. How terrible
to be so psychologically sick that you would be able to hit a defense-
less old woman! I bathed his hatred with love even while he hit me.
As a result the hitting stopped.

He said, “You didn’t hit back! Mother always hits back.” The
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delayed reaction, because of his disturbance, had reached the good in
him. Oh, it’s there —no matter how deeply it is buried—and he
experienced remorse and complete self-condemnation.

What are a few bruises on my body in comparison with the
transformation of a human life? To make a long story short he was
never violent again. He is a useful person in this world today.

v

On another occasion I was called upon to defend a frail eight
year old girl against a large man who was about to beat her. The girl
was terrified. It was my most difficult test. I was staying at a ranch
and the family went into town. The little girl did not want to go with
them, and they asked, since I was there, would I take care of the
child? I was writing a letter by the window when I saw a car arrive.
A man got out of the car. The girl saw him and ran and he followed,
chasing her into a barn. I went immediately into the barn. The girl
was cowering in terror in the corner. He was coming at her slowly
and deliberately.

You know the power of thought. You're constantly creating
through thought. And you attract to you whatever you fear. So I
knew her danger because of her fear. (I fear nothing and expect good
—s0 good comes!)

I put my body immediately between the man and the girl. I just
stood and looked at this poor, psychologically sick man with loving
compassion. He came close. He stopped! He looked at me for quite
a while. He then turned and walked away and the girl was safe. There
was not a word spoken.

Now, what was the alternative? Suppose I had been so foolish as
to forget the law of love by hitting back and relying upon the jungle
law of tooth and claw? Undoubtedly I would have been beaten— per-
haps even to death and possibly the little girl as well! Never under-
estimate the power of God’s love—it transforms! It reaches the
spark of good in the other person and the person is disarmed.

v

When I started out on my pilgrimage, I was using walking for
two purposes at that time. One was to contact people, and I still use
it for that purpose today. But the other was as a prayer discipline. To
keep me concentrated on my prayer for peace. And after a few years
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I discovered something. I discovered that I no longer needed the
prayer discipline. I pray without ceasing now. My personal prayer is:
Make me an instrument through which on]y truth can speak.

oy

During my pilgrimage through Arizona I was arrested by a plain-
clothes policeman while mailing letters at the local post office in
Benson. After a short ride in a patrol car I was booked as a vagrant.
When you walk on faith you are technically guilty of vagrancy. Yes,
I've been jailed several times for not having any money, but they
always release me once they understand.

There is a great deal of difference between a prison and a jail. A
prison is something big that maintains some kind of standards. A jail
is a little affair that doesn’t maintain much of any standard. And this
was a jail!

They put me into a huge inner room surrounded by cell blocks
in which they locked the women, four to a cell for the night. As I
walked in I said to myself, “Peace Pilgrim, you have dedicated your
life to service—behold your wonderful new field of service!”

When I walked in one of the girls said, “Gee, you're a funny one,
you're the only one that came in smiling. Most of them come in
crying or cursing.”

I said to them, “Suppose you had a day off at home —wouldn’t
you do something worthwhile on that day?” They said, “Yes, what
will we do?” So I got them to sing songs that lifted the spirit. I gave
them a simple exercise which makes you feel tingly all over. Then I
talked to them about the steps toward inner peace. I told them they
lived in a community and what could be done in an outer commu-
nity could also be done in their community. They were interested and
asked many questions. Oh, it was a beautiful day.

At the end of the day they changed matrons. The girls didn’t like
the woman who came in. They said she was a horrible person and said
not to even speak to her. But I know there’s good in everybody and of
course [ spoke to her. I learned this woman was supporting her children
with this job. She felt she had to work and didn’t always feel well and
that’s why she was a bit cross at times. There is a reason for everything,

I asked the matron to visualize only the good in the inmates. And
I asked the girls to visualize only the good in the beleaguered matron.
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Later on I said to the matron, “I realize you have a full house here
and I can sleep comfortably on this wooden bench.” Instead she had
them bring me a cot with clean bedclothes, and I had a warm shower
with a clean towel and all the comforts of home.

In the morning I bade farewell to my friends and was escorted
by a local deputy to the courthouse several blocks away. I wasn’t
handcuffed nor was he even holding onto me. But he had a great big
gun at his side, and so I looked at him and said, “If I were to run away,
would you shoot me?”“Oh, no,” he said grinning, “I never shoot any-
thing I can catch!”

In court that morning I pleaded not guilty and my case was
immediately dismissed. In my personal effects which were taken
overnight was a letter which had great weight in my release. It read:
“The bearer of this note has identified herself as a Peace Pilgrim walking coast
to coast to direct the attention of our citizens to her desire for peace in the
world.We do not know her personally as she is just passing through our state,
but since undoubtedly it will be a long, hard trip for her, we wish her safe pas-
sage.” It was on official stationery and signed by the governor of the
state, Howard Pyle.

When I was being released a court officer remarked, “You don’t
seem to be any the worse for your day in jail.” I said, “You can
imprison my body, but not the spirit.” It’s only the body they can put
behind prison bars. I never felt in prison and neither will you ever feel
in prison —unless you imprison yourself.

They took me to the spot where I had been picked up the day
before. It was a beautiful experience.

Every experience is what you make it and it serves a purpose. It
might inspire you, it might educate you, or it might come to give you
a chance to be of service in some way.

oy

Most of my speaking is now scheduled well in advance but I am
still offered speaking engagements in a most unexpected manner. In
Minneapolis I was being interviewed by a reporter at a gathering of
civic club members who were awaiting an address by the Minnesota
governor. He was unable to make it so they invited me to speak in his
place. Of course I accepted!

And speaking of governors, as I stepped inside the big front door
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of a State House one day, a nice friendly gentleman greeted me and
shook my hand and asked if he could help me. I told him I was look-
ing for the Governor’s office and he promptly took me there. “Is
there anything else I can do to help you?” he asked. “I thought I might
have the privilege of shaking hands with the Governor,” I said. “You
have shaken hands with the Governor,” said the nice friendly gentle-
man — the Governor himself.
Q

It was the first year of my pilgrimage and I was somewhere along
the highway between El Paso and Dallas when 1 was picked up for
vagrancy. | have never heard of the FBI investigating people for
vagrancy but I was. A man in a black car stopped and showed me his
badge. He didn’t even demand that I come with him, he just said,
“Will you come with me?”

[ said, “Oh yes. I'll be interested in talking with you.”

[ got into his car, but first I scratched a large ‘X’ on the highway
where I had been picked up. During the time I was counting miles,
if I left the highway I would make a large ‘X’ and then return to the
spot to begin my walk anew.

He took me to this prison and said, “Book her for vagrancy,” and
I went through the routine. They first take you in for fingerprinting.
I was fascinated because I never had fingerprints taken before —or
since! He then took a chemical and, just like that, he got all the black
ink off my fingers. When I was wondering how long it would take to
wash it off, it was off.

I spoke to him just as I would speak to anybody I was with, and
something interesting happened. Apparently he was used to being
treated in a very uncooperative manner. When I treated him like a
human being he gave me a lecture on fingerprinting and he showed
me the charts. It was very interesting. I had really not learned that
much about fingerprinting before. People were waiting in line, but I
didn’t know that until I came out of the room and saw the long line.

Then they took me in to be photographed and hung a number
around my neck with a chain. When they were photographing me
from the front and side, I remembered all those pictures of wanted
people you see in the post office. I remembered how mad they all
looked, and I said to myself, “Let me be different.” And I smiled as
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sweetly as I could. There’s one smiling face somewhere in rogue’s
gallery!

Then they took me in to be questioned. They actually sat me
under a strong light —it’s supposed to have a psychological effect on
you. But I had already been on television at that time, and I said to
myself, “Do they really think this is a strong light? They should see the
lights in a television studio!”
bright but hot.

They first asked me if I would answer any question, and I said,
“Certainly, I will answer your questions. Not because you are law

At that time TV 1ights were not only

enforcement officers, but because you are fellow human beings, and
[ answer the questions of all my fellow human beings. Whatever you
are in your official capacity, you are first and foremost a human
being. And if we could get together as human being to human being
we can get done much faster.”

And it ended up that way!

They began with the confusing technique. One would fire a
question at me. Before I could answer the other would fire a ques-
tion at me. I had to keep saying, “If you will pardon me for a moment
while I answer the other gentleman’s question.” Then they got down
to meaningful questions such as college students ask me. How I
warmed up to the subject!

Then they referred to physical violence as being the intent to
hurt. They said, “Would you under any circumstances use or sanction
the use of physical violence?” I said, “No, this is contrary to God’s
laws. I would rather have God on my side than any power on earth.”
[ told them the story of the disturbed teenage boy who hit me during
our walk together.

Then they said, “Suppose it was necessary for you to defend a
loved one?” I said, “Oh, no, I do not believe I could defend a loved
one by disobeying Divine Law.” I told them about the eight year old
girl who had been left in my care and the experience we had with the
psychologically sick man who tried to harm her.

Then they got into things very philosophical and said, “If you had
to choose between killing and being killed, which would you
choose?” I answered, “I don’t think I would need to make such a
choice —not as long as my life remains in harmony with God’s will.
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Unless, of course, it was my calling to be a martyr. Now, that’s a very
high calling, it’s a very rare calling. I don’t believe it’s my calling—
but the world learns to grow through its martyrs. If I had to make a
choice, I would choose to be killed rather than kill.”

They said, “Could you give a logical explanation for such an atti-
tude?” Here I was, attempting to explain the attitude of the self-cen-
tered nature and the attitude of the God-centered nature so they
could understand it! I told them that in my frame of reference I was
not the body. I was just wearing the body. I am that which activates the
body — that’s the reality. If I am killed, it destroys merely the clay gar-
ment, the body. But if I kill, it injures the reality, the soul!

And they put me down as having a religious basis for my pilgrim-
age. But suppose I had said, “After all, you’ve heard of self-defense —
why, even the law recognizes self-defense.” This might have been
considered legal —but not religious.

v

There was an occasion when I felt that I was indeed battling with
the elements. It was my experience of walking through a dust storm
which sometimes blew with such force I could scarcely stand against
it, while sometimes the dust was so thick I could not see ahead and
could only guide myself by the edge of the road. A policeman
stopped alongside me, threw open his car door and yelled, “Get in
here, woman, before you get killed.” I told him I was walking a pil-
grimage and did not accept rides (at that time). I also told him that
God was my shield and there was nothing to fear. At that moment the
winds died down, the dust settled and the sun broke from the clouds.
I continued to walk. But the wonderful thing was that I felt spiritu-
ally lifted above the hardship.

v

Concealed in every new situation we face is a spiritual lesson to
be learned and a spiritual blessing for us if we learn that lesson. It is
good to be tested. We grow and learn through passing tests. I look
upon all my tests as good experiences. Before I was tested, I believed
I would act in a loving or non-fearing way. After I was tested, [ knew!
Every test turned out to be an uplifting experience. And it is not
important that the outcome be according to our wishes.

I remember one experience when it said in the local newspaper
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I was going to speak at a church service. It showed my picture —
front and back, wearing my lettered tunic. A man who belonged to
that church was simply horrified to discover that this creature wear-
ing a lettered tunic was about to speak at his church. He called his
preacher about it, and he called his friends about it. Somebody told
me who he was. [ felt so sorry that I had somehow offended a man
that I didn’t even know. So, I called him!

“This is Peace Pilgrim calling,” I said. I could hear him gasp. After-
ward he told me that he thought I had called to bawl him out. I said,
“I'have called to apologize to you because evidently I must have done
something to offend you, since without even knowing me you have
been apprehensive about my speaking at your church. Therefore I feel
I must somehow owe you an apology and I have called to apologize!”

Do you know that man was in tears before the conversation was
over? And now we’re friends—he corresponded with me afterward.
Yes, the law of love works!

v

Another man once said to me, “I'm surprised at the kind of
person you are. After reading your very serious message on the way
of peace I expected you to be a very solemn person, but instead I find
you bubbling over with joy.” I said to him, “Who could know God and
not be joyous?”

If you have a long face and a chip on your shoulder, if you are not
radiant with joy and friendliness, if you are not filled to overflowing
with love and goodwill for all beings and all creatures and all cre-
ation, one thing is certain: you do not know God!

Also, life is like a mirror. Smile at it and it smiles back at you. I
just put a big smile on my face and everyone smiles back.

If you love people enough, they will respond lovingly. If I offend
people, I blame myself, for I know that if my conduct had been cor-
rect, they would not have been offended even though they did not
agree with me. Before the tongue can speak, it must have lost the power to
wound.

Let me tell you a time when my love had to be non-verbal. I was
trying to help a lady who had been so seriously ill that she could no
longer drive her car. She wanted to get to her older sister’s house for
a few weeks of bed rest so I offered to drive her there. I still had my
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driver’s license at the time. On the way she said, “Peace, I wish you
could stay with me for awhile —my older sister is so domineering. I
just dread being alone with her.” I said, “All right, I have a few extra
days. I'll stay with you for a little while.”

When we were turning into her sister’s yard she said, “Peace, I
really don’t know how my older sister is going to accept you.”

She was quite right about her older sister. When her sister took
one look at me with my lettered tunic she ordered me out of the
house. But it was late at night and she was so afraid of the dark that
she said, “Not tonight, you may sleep on the sofa tonight, but the first
thing in the morning you must leave!”

Then she hurried her younger sister off to bed way upstairs
somewhere. Well, this was worse than I thought it might be. I cer-
tainly didn’t want to leave my friend in this situation but what could
I do? So I looked around to see if there was anything that might
permit me to communicate with the older sister. I looked into the
kitchen and there was a mountain of dirty dishes and no dishwasher,
so I washed all the dishes. Then I cleaned up the kitchen and lay down
and slept for a few hours.

In the morning the older sister was in tears and she asked me to
stay. She said, “Of course, you understand I was so tired last night I
didn’t know what I was saying” And we had a wonderful time
together before I left them. You see, it just gave me the chance to put
my little message into practice. Practice is good; practice makes per-
fect, they say.

v

During my travels a saloon-keeper called me into his tavern to
give me some food, and while I was eating he asked, “How do you
feel in a place like this?”

“I know that all human beings are God’s children,” I replied.
“Even when they are not acting that way, I have faith that they could,
and I love them for what they could be.”

As I rose to leave I noticed a man with a drink in his hand was
also on his feet. When he caught my eye he smiled a little, and I
smiled at him. “You smiled at me,” he said in surprise. “I should think
you wouldn’t even speak to me but you smiled at me.” I smiled again.
“I'm not here to judge my fellow human beings,” I told him. “I am
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here to love and serve.” Suddenly he was kneeling at my feet and
saying, “Everyone else judged me, so I defended myself. You didn’t
judge me, so now I judge myself. I'm a no-good worthless sinner!
I've been squandering my money on liquor. I've been mistreating my
family. I've been going from bad to worse!” I put my hand on his
shoulder. “You are God’s child,” I said, “and you could act that way.”

He looked with disgust at the drink in his hand, and then hurled
it against the bar, shattering the glass. His eyes met mine. “I swear to
you I'll never touch that stuff again,” he exclaimed. “Never!” And
there was a new light in his eyes as he walked through the door with
steady steps.

I even know the happy ending to that story. About a year and a
half later I heard from a woman in that town. She said as far as anyone
knew the man kept his promise. He never touched liquor again. He
now has a good job. He is getting along well with his family and has
joined a church.

When you approach others in judgment they will be on the
defensive. When you are able to approach them in a kindly, loving
manner without judgment they will tend to judge themselves and be
transformed.

o

On my pilgrimage a lot of cars stopped and people invited me
to ride. Some thought walking meant hitchhiking, I told them I
did not cheat God—you don’t cheat about counting miles on a
pilgrimage.

I remember one day as I walked along the highway a very nice
car stopped and the man inside said to me, “How wonderful that you
are following your calling!” I replied, “I certainly think that everyone
should be doing what he or she feels is the right thing to do.”

He then began telling me what he felt motivated toward, and it
was a good thing that needed doing. I got quite enthusiastic about it
and took it for granted that he was doing it. I said, “That’s wonder-
ful! How are you getting along with it?” And he answered, “Oh, I'm
not doing it. That kind of work doesn’t pay anything”

I shall never forget how desperately unhappy that man was. In
this materialistic age we have such a false criteria by which to mea-
sure success. We measure it in terms of dollars, in terms of material
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things. But happiness and inner peace do not lie in that direction. If
you know but do not do, you are a very unhappy person indeed.

I had another roadside experience when a fine car stopped with
a well-dressed couple inside who began to talk to me. I started to
explain to them what I was doing. Suddenly, to my amazement, the
man burst into tears. He said, “I have done nothing for peace and you
have to do so much!”

And then there was the time when another man stopped his car
to talk with me. He looked at me, not unkindly, but with extreme
surprise and curiosity, as though he had just glimpsed a live dinosaur.
“In this day and age,” he exclaimed, “with all the wonderful opportu-
nities the world has to offer, what under the sun made you get out
and walk a pilgrimage for peace?”

“In this day and age,” I answered, “when humanity totters on the
brink of a nuclear war of annihilation, it is not surprising that one life
is dedicated to the cause of peace —but rather it is surprising that
many lives are not similarly dedicated.”

o

When I ended my first cross-country walk I felt so thankful that
I had not failed to do what I had been called to do. I either said or
thought to myself, “Isn’t it wonderful that God can do something
through me!”

Afterward I slept at the Grand Central Station railroad terminal
in New York City.

When I came into the state between sleep and wakefulness, I had
an impression that an indescribably beautiful voice was speaking
words of encouragement: “You are my beloved daughter in whom I am well
pleased” When I came into full wakefulness it seemed as though a
celestial orchestra had just finished playing in the station, with its
echoes still lingering on. I walked out into the cold morning, but I
felt warm. I walked along the cement sidewalk, but I felt I was walk-
ing on clouds. The feeling of living in harmony with divine purpose
has never left me.






CHAPTER 4:

Rgﬂections on the Pilgrimage

WHEN I FIRST STARTED OUT my tunic read PEACE PILGRIM on the
front and Walking Coast to Coast for Peace on the back. Through the
years the message on the back changed from Walking 10,000 Miles for
World Disarmament to Walking 25,000 Miles for Peace and cnding with
the present message of 25,000 Miles On Foot for Peace. This walking has
taken me several times into the forty-eight states and into Mexico
and into all ten Canadian provinces.

I finished counting miles of walking in Washington, D.C. in the
fall of 1964. I said to myself, “25,000 miles is enough to count.” It
kept me tied to the main highways where mileages are recorded on
road maps. They’re not good places to meet people. They’re just
good places to count miles. Now I'm free to walk where people are.
Also, mileages are not given for my favorite places to walk: beaches,
forest paths and mountain trails.

o

Some things don’t seem so difficult, like going without food. I
seldom miss more than three to four meals in a row and I never even
think about food until it is offered. The most I have gone without
food is three days, and then mother nature provided my food —
apples that had fallen from a tree. I once fasted as a prayer discipline
for 45 days, so I know how long one can go without food! My
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problem is not how to get enough to eat, it’s how to graciously avoid
getting too much. Everyone wants to overfeed me!

Going without sleep would be harder, although I can miss one
night’s sleep and I don’t mind. Every once in awhile I miss a night’s
sleep, but not for some time now. The last time was September of
1977 when I was in a truck stop. I had intended to sleep a little but
it was such a busy truck stop that I spent all night talking to truck
drivers. The first thing after I went in, a truck driver who’d seen me
on television wanted to buy me some food. I sat in a corner booth.
Then truck drivers started to arrive, and it was just one wave of
truck drivers after another that were standing there and asking me
questions, and so forth. I actually talked to them all night and I never
did get to do any sleeping. After awhile somebody offered me break-
fast and I ate that and left.

Another time, a truck driver pulled his truck to the side of the
road and said, “I heard you say over television something about that
endless energy and I just wanted to tell you I had it one time. I was
marooned in a town by a flood. I got so bored that I finally offered to
help and I got interested in getting people out. I worked without
eating, I worked without sleeping, and I wasn’t tired...But I don’t
have it anymore.” I said, “Well, what are you working for now?”
“Money,” he said. I said, “That should be quite incidental. You have the
endless energy only when you are working for the good of the whole
— you have to stop working for your little selfish interests.”

That’s the secret of it. In this world you are given as you give!

v

I usually average twenty-five miles a day walking, depending
upon how many people stop to talk to me along the way. I have gone
up to fifty miles in one day to keep an appointment or because there
was no shelter available.

On very cold nights I walk through the night to keep warm
When the days are very warm I do a lot of walking at night to avoid
the heat. I have walked when the nights were filled with the scent of
honeysuckle, the sight of fireflies and the sound of whippoorwills.

Once a six foot fellow, confident he could out walk me, walked
with me for 33 miles. When he gave up, his feet were blistered and
his muscles ached. He was walking on his own strength; I wasn’t!
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was walking on that endless energy that comes from inner peace.
Another time a woman asked me if she could accompany me on
the pilgrimage. She told me she wanted to get away from “that hus-
band” of hers. Maybe she did have a calling, but her motive was not
the highest. Another lady who wished to accompany me for a day
could barely walk by afternoon. I sent her home by bus!
v

[ have never experienced any danger on my walks. One time a
couple of drunks did follow me in a car, but when I moved off the
road they left. Only once has anyone ever thrown something at me:
a man in a speeding truck threw a fistful of crumpled dollar bills. I
simply gave them to the next church where I spoke.

A college student once asked me if I had ever been mugged.
“Mugged?” I answered. “You would have to be a crazy person to mug
me — I haven’t a penny to my name!”

There was a time when I was walking out of town at sunset and a
well-to-do couple in a big house called me over. They had read about
my pilgrimage and felt it was their Christian duty to warn me that
ahead on the way lay a very wicked place called ‘South of the Border’
They just wanted to warn me not to go near that place. They did not
offer food or shelter, however, so I walked on for several hours.

It was a very dark night with a heavy cloud cover and all of a
sudden it started to rain. Big drops were coming down, and I was
carrying a lot of unanswered mail. I looked for a place where there
might be a shelter and nearby I saw a combination gas station, restau-
rant and motel. I ducked under the roof over the gas pumps and
started to put the unanswered mail into the front of my tunic so it
wouldn’t get wet. The man from the gas station came running out
and said, “Don’t stand out there in the rain, come into the restau-
rant.” The man in the restaurant said, “Oh, we read all about you, and
we would like to offer you a dinner or anything you want.” By that
time I realized where I was. I was in ‘South of the Border’

The man from the motel was sitting across the table from me and
he gave me a room for the night. They also gave me breakfast the next
rnorning.

There may have been gambling in the back room; something was
going on there. But they treated me in a much more Christian fash-



46 / Peace Pilgrim

ion than those who warned me against them. It just demonstrates my
point that there is good in everybody.

I have received hospitality in the most unusual places. These have
included a conference table in the Florence, Arizona, city hall and the
seat of a fire engine in Tombstone, Arizona. Once I was inadvertently
locked for thirteen hours in an icy gas station restroom. My accom-
modations were quiet and private, although somewhat chilly!

o

I sleep equally well in a soft bed or on the grass beside the road.
If I am given food and shelter, fine. If not, I'm just as happy. Many
times I am given shelter by total strangers. When hospitality is not
available there are always bus depots, railroad stations and all night
truck stops.

I remember being offered a queen size bed at a fashionable motel
one evening and the next evening space on the concrete floor of a
twenty-four hour gasoline station. I slept equally well on both. Sev-
eral times a friendly sheriff would unlock the door of an unoccupied
jail cell.

When no shelter is available to me, I sleep in the fields or by the
side of the road with God to guard me.

o

Bridges always offered protection from the elements, as well as
dilapidated barns and empty basements of abandoned homes. Cul-
verts and large pipes often served as lodging. But one of my favorite
places to sleep is a large haystack piled in an accessible field on a clear
night. The stars are my blanket.

Cemeteries are also wonderful places to sleep for the night. They
are quiet, the grass is always neatly trimmed, and nobody ever both-
ers you there. No, there is no intrusion upon the departed spirits. I
wish them peace; they understand. But a picnic table at a nearby road
stop, a gathering of pine needles in a nearby brush, or the cushion of
a blossoming wheat field would serve as well.

One morning, when I was sleeping in a Kansas wheat field, I was
awakened to a very loud noise. I looked up only to see this huge
reaper bearing down on me. I immediately rolled over several times
to get out of the way of its swirling blades.

I feel a complete protection on my pilgrimage. God is my shield.
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There are no accidents in the Divine Plan nor does God leave us
unattended. No one walks so safely as those who walk humbly and
harmlessly with great love and great faith.

I remember a time of the year when it got very cold at night. It
went below freezing, but then it warmed up a little in the daytime,
so the days were fairly pleasant. It was in the fall, and there were dry
leaves on the ground. I was in the middle of the woods and there
wasn’t a town for miles around. It was sunset and it was a Sunday.
Someone had read a thick Sunday newspaper and tossed it beside the
road — like they shouldn’t, but they do. I picked it up and walked off
the road and found a thick evergreen tree. Underneath it was a little
depression where some leaves had blown. I pushed a lot of leaves into
that depression. Then I put some paper down and placed the rest of
the paper over me. When I woke in the morning there was a thick
white frost over everything, but the evergreen tree had kept it off of
me, and I was snug and warm in my nest of leaves and paper. That’s
just a tip in case you get caught out some night.

oy

Most people interested in vacations are those who are doing
things they are not called to do, which they want to get away from
for awhile. I couldn’t imagine feeling the need of a vacation from my
pilgrimage. How good it is to travel south in the fall of the year,
experiencing the tranquil beauty of the harvest time —but staying
ahead of the frost; experiencing the brilliant beauty of the autumn
leaves —but traveling on before they are swept from the trees. How
good it is to travel north with the spring, and to enjoy the spring
flowers for several months instead of several weeks. I have had both
these wonderful experiences in the middle of the country.

During a 1,000 mile walk through New England (which began in
Greenwich, Connecticut and ended in Burlington, Vermont) I zig-
zagged a lot to walk through not only the large towns but also the
smaller towns to which I had been invited. I started among the apple
blossoms —1I walked among them when they were pink buds, and
when their falling petals were as white as falling snow. I ended among
the ripened apples, which supplied me with some tasty meals. In
between I feasted on luscious wild strawberries and blackberries and
blueberries.
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Throughout the country I saw much superhighway construc-
tion, and I noticed that these super-roads tended to run in the
valleys, tunneling through the mountains and sometimes under the
rivers. 'm glad that on my pilgrimage I usually followed the old
roads that climbed the mountains. What wonderful vistas there were
to reward those who attained the summit: sometimes views of towns
or roads where I had walked or would walk, sometimes views of val-
leys covered with fields and orchards. I know that this is an age of
efficiency and that superhighways are much more efficient, but I
hope there will always be some scenic roads, too. Some roads that
climb the mountains.

v

People sometimes ask me how I spend holidays —especially
Christmas. I have spent many of them walking. Many people go for a
drive on a holiday, so it is a good time to contact people. I remem-
ber one Christmas Eve when I slept out under the stars. One planet
was so bright that just a little imagination could transform it into the
star of Bethlehem. The next day, at a temperature of 80 degrees, 1
walked into New Orleans to find poinsettias blooming abundantly
for Christmas —and to find some fine, new friends.

I spent one Christmas in Fort Worth, Texas, where the towers
and the tall buildings were outlined with colored lights, presenting
an unforgettable picture as I walked into the city. That day I was given
the welcome present of enough time to catch up with my mail.

People sometimes ask me if I do not feel lonely on holidays. How
can I feel lonely when I live in the constant awareness of God’s pres-
ence? I love and I enjoy being with people, but when I am alone 1
enjoy being alone with God.

v

Most of the time in the early years I was offered food and hospi-
tality by people I did not even know. I accept everything as an offer-
ing sent from the hand of God. I am equally thankful for the stale
bread I received at a migrant worker’s home as the sumptuous meal
presented to me by a lady friend in the main dining room at the
Waldorf Astoria Hotel.

You know, after you have fully surrendered your life to God’s
will —if it is your calling to go out on faith— you will discover that
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even the food and shelter you need come to you very easily. Every-
thing, even material things are given. And some amazing things are
given that still surprise even me.

[ first got to Alaska and Hawaii through a wonderful gift from a
wonderful friend. Then some of my friends asked me to consider
leading tours there, so I led one to Alaska the summer of 1979 and
one to Hawaii the summer of 1980. I arranged the tours to be an
educational and inspirational experience for all who participated. We
lived simply and traveled light.

I was not idle while in our two newest states. Besides showing
my friends around, I did a lot of speaking to groups and over the air.
Some of those friends wanted to get an idea of what my pilgrimage
life is like, and I think they did. It was a joy to share these inspiring
places with them.

I'll tell you another thing that happened: I was figuring out my
schedule for North and South Dakota and I knew that in North
Dakota I would have to interrupt my schedule to lead the tour in
Hawaii. I knew it would be at Bismarck and I knew also that it would
take me about a week to hitchhike back from Los Angeles, and I
thought, “Oh, a week out of the North Dakota schedule and a week
out of the South Dakota schedule. I could really use those two weeks
in North and South Dakota.” About the time I was thinking these
thoughts, someone wrote and offered me air fare to and from Bis-
marck. It seemed almost like a miracle that it came. And of course
this was something that I needed. I do not take anything I do not
need, but I did need the time in North and South Dakota. This was a
wonderful gift, which I accepted, and for which I shall be eternally
grateful.

So even the material things are provided.

I explained to a reporter one time that I just talk to people and
after a time they ask me if I want to eat. He pointed out that he had
talked to people for months, even years, and they hadn’t offered him
so much as a sandwich. I told him, “But you’re not a peace pilgrim!”

Once a sixteen year old Mexican boy, who had heard me on the
radio, raced out as I passed his home and excitedly extended an
invitation to stay for the evening. His family lived in a poor itinerant
sharecropper’s cabin, but I can remember being treated as their
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honored guest. After a dinner of tortillas and beans, the family rolled
up their only rug and placed it as a blanket upon their only bed. In
the morning, before departing, they fed me another loving meal of
tortillas and beans.

While passing through Memphis, I scampered upon a wooden
porch of a one-room house to escape a violent thunderstorm. A
black family graciously offered hospitality for the evening. Their
warmth was matched by the wood-burning stove that heated their
humble home. They shared their meager food of cornbread and
water for dinner and breakfast. We all slept on a bare, well-scrubbed
floor. I will never forget the genuineness of their hospitality.

One bitter cold morning a college student in Oklahoma gave me
the gloves from his hands and threw his scarf around my neck. That
night when the temperature had dropped below zero, an Indian
couple offered me shelter.

[ was once warned not to go to Georgia—and especially not into
Albany, Georgia, where fourteen peace walkers were in jail. But I
cannot say I found anyone to be really unfriendly. In fact, hospitality
was better than average.

The people of minority groups I met took it for granted that I
wouldn’t discriminate. When they read Peace Pilgrim on my tunic,
they seemed to trust me. They didn’t hesitate to stop and talk. I
spoke in a number of minority churches and several of the ministers
read my message to their congregations.

ay

Of course, I love everyone I meet. How could I fail to? Within
everyone is the spark of God. I am not concerned with racial or
ethnic background or the color of one’s skin; all people look to me
like shining lights! I see in all creatures the reflection of God. All
people are my kinfolk —people to me are beautiful!

We people of the world need to find ways to get to know one
another — for then we will recognize that our likenesses are so much
greater than our differences, however great our differences may
seem. Every cell, every human being, is of equal importance and has
work to do in this world.



CHAPTER 5:

Living the Simple sze

THE SIMPLIFICATION OF LIFE is one of the steps to inner peace. A
persistent simplification will create an inner and outer well-being
that places harmony in one’s life. For me this began with a discovery
of the meaninglessness of possessions beyond my actual and immedi-
ate needs. As soon as I had brought myself down to need level, I
began to feel a wonderful harmony in my life between inner and
outer well-being, between spiritual and material well-being,

Some people seem to think that my life dedicated to simplicity
and service is austere and joyless, but they do not know the freedom
of simplicity. I am thankful to God every moment of my life for the
great riches that have been showered upon me. My life is full and
good but never overcrowded. If life is overcrowded then you are
doing more than is required for you to do.

My life had been bogged down; I felt greedy before I took my
vow of simplicity: I shall not accept more than I need while others in the
world have less than they need.

You also may have come out of a life where you had too many
things. When you have simplified your life, 'm sure you will feel as
free as I feel. If your motive is one of giving then you will be given
whatever you need.

In my life, what I want and what I need are exactly the same.
Anything in excess of needs is burdensome to me. You couldn’t give
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me anything I don’t need. I am penniless, but have difficulty remain-
ing so. Several of my well meaning, well-to-do friends have offered
me large sums of money, which I of course refused.

I talked to one person who thought I was being deprived of some
of the “pleasures” of life. But none of the things I do not use or do not
do were taken away from me. I just did not include them when I was
choosing a harmonious life. I just had no interest whatsoever in
them.

I am not a slave to comfort and convenience. I wouldn’t be a pil-
grim if [ were. We can allow false beliefs to govern our lives and be
enslaved by them. Most people do not wish to be free. They would
prefer to moan and chafe about how impossible it is to give up their
various enslavements to possessions, food, drink, smoking, and so
forth. It is not that they can’t give them up —they don’t really want
to give them up.

v

Our physical needs depend somewhat on the climate in which
we live, the state of our health, etc. In general we need a shelter to
protect us from the elements; a fire, a blanket, some clothing for
warmth; pure air and water and sufficient food for sustenance. There
are, of course, needs beyond the physical. These often involve little
or no expenditure of money, but this is not always so. For instance,
there are some people whose lives are not complete unless they can
listen to good music or play some musical instrument. While sugges-
tions may be made as to simple living, simplifying our lives is an indi-
vidual problem for every one of us.

[ learned about forty years ago that money and things wouldn’t
make people happy. And this has been confirmed many times. I have
met many millionaires. They had one thing in common. None of
them were happy. Look at Howard Hughes with his 2.5 billion dol-
lars. They say he was the most miserable, fear-ridden creature one
could imagine! And I knew a woman who inherited 4.5 million dol-
lars. It ruined her life. Because she was one who had always been a
giving person, she wanted to use the money meaningfully. But she
discovered it was such a burden to her. She would be better off if she
did not have it.

I realize that if you don’t have enough you won’t be happy.
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Neither are you happy if you have too much. It is those who have
enough but not too much who are the happiest.
s

I remember a dear lady, who was up in years. She was working
so hard and always complaining, I finally said to her, “Why in the
world do you need to work so hard when you have only yourself to
support?” And she said, “Oh, I have to pay rent on a five room house.”
“A five room house!” I replied. “But you're alone in the world.
Couldn’t you live happily in one room?”“Oh yes,” she said sadly, “but
I have furniture for a five room house.” She was actually working her
fingers to the bone to provide a proper home for that furniture! And
that happens all the time. All T can say is, don’t let it happen to you.

Because of our preoccupation with materialism we often miss
the best things in life, which are free.

UHHEC@SSGIy POSS@SSjOHS are unnecessar)/ burdens.

If you have them, you have to take care of them.

I'll tell you about one more woman. She was liberated, although
not in the best possible way. I saw her only occasionally, but I hap-
pened to see her about a month after her huge house, in which she
and her husband had been living alone since the children were
grown, had burned down while they’d been out. They lost every-
thing except the clothes they were wearing. Remembering how
attached she had been to that huge house, in spite of the fact that it
was such a burden for her to take care of, I started to say a few
words of sympathy. But she said, “Don’t sympathize with me! Now,
you could have the morning after, but not now. Just think, I will
never have to clean out that attic. I will never have to clean out those
clothes closets. I will never have to clean that basement! Why, I've
never felt so free. I just feel 'm starting life all over again!”

She and her husband were living in a sensible size apartment and,
indeed, I'm sure they did experience a wonderful sense of freedom.
But wouldn’t it have been better if they had learned to give and had
extended their surplus towards those who needed it?Then they would
have been blessed by the giving, and others would have been blessed
by the getting. In any case, it was a situation which liberated them.

a
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If you are free, I recommend a hiking trip on a wilderness foot-
path. How inspiring it is to walk all day in the sunshine and sleep all
night under the stars. What a wonderful experience in simple, na-
tural living, Since you carry your food, sleeping equipment, etc., on
your back, you learn quickly that unnecessary possessions are
unnecessary burdens. You soon realize what the essentials of life
are —such as warmth when you are cold, a dry spot on a rainy day,
the simplest food when you are hungry, pure cool water when you
are thirsty. You soon put material things in their proper place, realiz-
ing that they are there for use, but relinquishing them when they are
not useful. You soon experience and learn to appreciate the great
freedom of simplicity.

v

From May to October of 1952, before the pilgrimage, I walked
the 2,000 miles of the Appalachian Trail, from Georgia to Maine,
with 500 additional miles for side-trips to points of special beauty.

I lived out-of-doors completely, supplied with only one pair of
slacks and shorts, one blouse and sweater, a lightweight blanket, and
two double plastic sheets, into which I sometimes stuffed leaves. I
was not always completely dry and warm, but I enjoyed it thor-
oughly. My menu, morning and evening, was two cups of uncooked
oatmeal soaked in water and flavored with brown sugar; at noon two
cups of double strength dried milk, plus any berries, nuts or greens
found in the woods.

I had been thoroughly prepared for my pilgrimage by this tough-

ening process. A walk along the highway seemed easy by comparison.

Q

How good it is to eat fruit tasty and ripe from the tree and vegeta-
bles fresh and crisp from the field. And how good it would be for the
farming of the future to concentrate on the non-use of poisonous sub-
stances, such as sprays, so food would be fit to go from farm to table.

One morning for breakfast I had blueberries covered with dew,
picking them from the bushes as I journeyed through the New Eng-
land mountains. I thought of my fellow human beings eating various
kinds of processed and flavored foods, and I realized that if I could
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choose my breakfast from all the foods in the world I could not make
a better choice than blueberries covered with dew.

In the spring and summer when the days are long, how good it
is to get up with the sun and go to bed with the sun. In the fall and
winter when the days are shorter you can enjoy some of the night. I
am inclined to agree that there is a substance in the air, left there by
the sun, which diminishes after the sun goes down and can be
absorbed only while you sleep. Sleeping from nine to five is about
right for me.

v

How good it is to work in the invigorating fresh air under the
life-giving sun amid the inspiring beauty of nature. There are many
who recognize this, like the young man I met whose life had been
interrupted by the peacetime draft. While he was away his father,
who was in poor health, was not able to keep up the farm and so it
was sold. The young man then undertook to do years of distasteful
work in order to be able to buy another farm. How good it is to earn
your livelihood helping plants to grow to provide people with food.
In other words, how good it is to earn your livelihood by contribut-
ing constructively to the society in which you live —everyone
should, of course, and in a healthy society everyone would.

(@ \ ]

My clothes are most comfortable as well as most practical. I
wear navy blue slacks and a long sleeved shirt topped with my let-
tered tunic. Along the edge of my tunic, both front and rear, are par-
titioned compartments which are hemmed up to serve as pockets.
These hold all my possessions which consist of a comb, a folding
toothbrush, a ballpoint pen, a map, some copies of my message and
my mail.

So you can see why I answer my mail faster than most—it keeps
my pockets from bulging. My slogan is: Every ounce counts! Beneath
my outer garments | wear a pair of running shorts and a short sleeved
shirt—so I'm always prepared for an invigorating swim if I pass a
river or lake.
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As [ put on my simple clothing one day after a swim in a clear
mountain lake I thought of those who have closets full of clothes to
take care of, and who carry heavy luggage with them when they
travel. I wondered how people would want to so burden themselves,
and I felt wonderfully free. This is me and all my possessions. Think
of how free I am! If I want to travel, I just stand up and walk away.
There is nothing to tie me down.

One outfit of clothing is enough. That’s all I've owned since my
pilgrimage started in 1953. And I take good care of my things. I can
always find a wash basin in a public restroom or a nearby stream to
wash my clothes, and drying them is even easier: I just put them on
and let the energy from the sun evaporate any dampness.

[ wash my skin only with water; soap removes the natural oils. So
do the cosmetics and creams most women use.

The only footwear I need is an inexpensive pair of blue sneakers.
They have soft fabric tops and soft rubber-like soles. I get them one
size too large so I can wiggle my toes. I feel as free as though I were
barefoot! And I can usually get 1,500 miles to a pair. I wear a pair of
navy blue socks. There’s a reason why I chose navy blue for my wear-
ing apparel —it’s a very practical color, doesn’t show dirt, and the
color blue does represent peace and spirituality.

I don’t discard any article of wear until it becomes worn to the
extent of being unusable. Once when I was about to leave town a
hostess said, “Peace, I noticed your shoes were in need of repair, and
I would have offered to repair them, but I know so much about
sewing that I knew they couldn’t be repaired.” I said to her, “It’s a
good thing I know so little about sewing that I didn’t know they
couldn’t be repaired —so I just finished repairing them.”

The first few years I used a blue scarf and a blue sweater during
chilly weather, but I eventually discarded them as not really essential.
I am now so adjustable to changes in temperature that I wear the
same clothes summer and winter, indoors and out.

Like the birds, I migrate north in the summer and south in the
winter. If you wish to talk to people out-of-doors, you must be
where the weather is pleasant or people will not be out.
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When the temperature gets high and the sun gets hot there is
nothing so welcome as shade. There is a special coolness about the
shade of a tree, but unless it is a big tree some shifting is required to
stay in the shade. Clouds provide shade as they drift across the sun.
A rock provides what I call deep shade; so does a bank early in the
morning or late in the afternoon. Sometimes even the shade of a
bush is appreciated, or that of a haystack. Man-made things provide
shade too. Buildings, of course, and even signs which disfigure the
landscape do provide shade. So do bridges, providing shelter from
the rain as well. Of course, one can wear a hat or carry an umbrella.
I do neither. Once when a reporter asked if by chance I had a folding
umbrella in my pockets I replied, “I won’t melt. My skin is water-
proof. I don’t worry about little discomforts.” But I've sometimes
used a piece of cardboard for a sun shade.

Water is something you think of in hot weather, but I have dis-
covered that if I eat nothing but fruit until my day’s walk is over I do
not get thirsty. Our physical needs are so simple.

[\

After a wonderful sojourn in the wilderness, I remember walk-
ing along the streets of a city which had been my home for awhile. It
was 1 p.m. Hundreds of neatly dressed human beings with pale or
painted faces hurried in rather orderly lines to and from their places
of employment. I, in my faded shirt and well-worn slacks, walked
among them. The rubber soles of my soft canvas shoes moved noise-
lessly along beside the clatter of trim, tight shoes with stilt-like heels.
In the poorer section I was tolerated. In the wealthier section some
glances seemed a bit startled and some were disdainful.

On both sides of us as we walked were displayed the things we can
buy if we are willing to stay in the orderly lines day after day, year after
year. Some of the things are more or less useful, many are utter trash.
Some have a claim to beauty, many are garishly ugly. Thousands of
things are displayed —and yet, my friends, the most valuable are miss-
ing. Freedom is not displayed, nor health, nor happiness, nor peace of
mind. To obtain these things, my friends, you too may need to escape

from the orderly lines and risk being looked upon disdainfully.
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To the world I may seem very poor, walking penniless and wear-
ing or carrying in my pockets my only material possessions, but I am
really very rich in blessings which no amount of money could buy —
health and happiness and inner peace.

[§ V)

The simplified life is a sanctified life,

Much more calm, much less strife. Oh, what wondrous
truths are unveiled —

Projects succeed which had previously failed.

Oh, how beautiful life can be,

Beautiful simplicity.



CHAPTER 6:

Sol ving Lg’fe ’s Problems

THE PURPOSE OF PROBLEMS is to push you toward obedience to
God’s laws, which are exact and cannot be changed. We have the free
will to obey them or disobey them. Obedience will bring harmony,
disobedience will bring you more problems.

Likewise, when societies get out of harmony, problems develop
within the society. Collective problems. Their purpose is to push the
whole society toward harmony. Individuals can discover that they
can not only grow and learn through individual problem solving,
they can learn and grow through collective problem solving. I often
say I've run out of personal problems, then every once in a while a
little one presents itself somewhere. But I hardly recognize it as a
problem because it seems so insignificant. Actually, I want to do all
my learning and growing now by helping to solve collective problems.

There was a time when I thought it was a nuisance to be con-
fronted with a problem. I tried to get rid of it. I tried to get somebody
else to solve it for me. But that time was long ago. It was a great day
in my life when I discovered the wonderful purpose of problems. Yes,
they have a wonderful purpose.

Some people wish for a life of no problems, but I would never
wish such a life for any of you. What I wish for you is the great inner
strength to solve your problems meaningfully and grow. Problems

59
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are learning and growing experiences. A life without problems
would be a barren existence, without the opportunity for spiritual
growth.

I once met a woman who had virtually no problems. I was on a
late-night radio program in New York City. This woman called the
station and wanted me to come to her home. I was intending to
spend the night at the bus station, so I said okay. She sent her chauf-
feur for me, and I found myself in a millionaire’s home, talking to a
middle-aged woman who seemed like a child. She was so immature,
and I wondered at her immaturity, until I realized that the woman
had been shielded from all problems by a group of servants and
lawyers. She had never come to grips with life. She had not had prob-
lems to grow on, and therefore had not grown. Problems are bless-
ings in disguise!

v

Were I to solve problems for others they would remain stagnant;
they would never grow. It would be a great injustice to them. My
approach is to help with cause rather than effect. When I help others,
it is by instilling within them the inspiration to work out problems
by themselves. If you feed a man a meal, you only feed him for a day
—but if you teach a man to grow food, you feed him for a lifetime.

It is through solving problems correctly that we grow spiritually.
We are never given a burden unless we have the capacity to over-
come it. If a great problem is set before you, this merely indicates
that you have the great inner strength to solve a great problem. There
is never really anything to be discouraged about, because difficulties
are opportunities for inner growth, and the greater the difficulty the
greater the opportunity for growth.

)

Difficulties with material things often come to remind us that
our concentration should be on spiritual things instead of material
things. Sometimes difficulties of the body come to show that the
body is just a transient garment, and that the reality is the indestruc-
tible essence which activates the body. But when we can say, “Thank
God for problems which are sent for our spiritual growth,” they are
problems no longer. They then become opportunities.

Let me tell you a story of a woman who had a personal problem.
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She lived constantly with pain. It was something in her back. I can
still see her, arranging the pillows behind her back so it wouldn’t
hurt quite so much. She was quite bitter about this. I talked to her
about the wonderful purpose of problems in our lives, and I tried to
inspire her to think about God instead of her problems. I must have
been successful to some degree, because one night after she had gone
to bed she got to thinking about God.

“God regards me, this little grain of dust, as so important that he
sends me just the right problems to grow on,” she began thinking.
And she turned to God and said, “Oh, dear God, thank you for this
pain through which I may grow closer to thee.” Then the pain was
gone and it has never returned. Perhaps that’s what it means when it
says: ‘In all things be thankful! Maybe more often we should pray the
prayer of thankfulness for our problems.

Prayer is a concentration of positive thoughts.

v

Many common problems are caused by wrong attitudes. People
see themselves as the center of the universe and judge everything as
it relates to them. Naturally you won’t be happy that way. You can
only be happy when you see things in proper perspective: all human
beings are of equal importance in God’s sight, and have a job to do
in the divine plan.

I'll give you an example of a woman who had some difficulty
finding out what her job was in the divine plan. She was in her early
forties, single, and needed to earn a living. She hated her work to the
extent that it made her sick, and the first thing she did was to go to
a psychiatrist who said he would adjust her to her job. So after some
adjustment she went back to work. But she still hated her job. She
got sick again and then came to me. Well, I asked what her calling
was, and she said, “I'm not called to do anything.”

That was not true. What she really meant was she didn’t know
her calling. So I asked her what she liked to do because if it is your
calling you will do it as easily and joyously as I walk my pilgrimage.
I found she liked to do three things. She liked to play the piano, but
wasn’t good enough to earn her living at that. She liked to swim, but
wasn’t good enough to be a swimming instructor, and she liked to
work with flowers.
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I got her a job in a florist shop so she could earn her living work-
ing with flowers. She loved it. She said she would do it for nothing.
But we used the other things too. Remember, she needed more than
just a livelihood. She needed other things. The swimming became her
exercise. It fits in with sensible living habits. The piano playing
became her path of service. She went to a retirement home and
played the old songs for the people there. She got them to sing, and
she was good at that. Out of those three things such a beautiful life
was built for that woman. She became a very attractive woman and
married a year or so later. She stayed right in that life pattern.

oy

I knew another woman who was confined to her room and had
been there for quite some time. I went in to see her and I could tell
immediately from the lines in her face and the tenseness of her that
it wasn’t physical at all. And I don’t think I had talked to her for more
than five minutes before she was telling me all about how mean her
sister had been to her. The way she told it, I knew she had told that
story again and again and mulled over in her mind constantly that bit-
terness against her sister. I found myself explaining to her that if she
would forgive, ask forgiveness, and make peace with her sister, then
she could look for an improvement in her health. “Huh!” she said. “I'd
rather die. You have no idea how mean she was.” So the situation
drifted for awhile.

But early one morning at dawn this woman wrote a beautiful and
inspired letter to her sister, which she showed to me. (There is some-
thing very wonderful to be said about dawn. Sunset is good, too. The
only thing is, at sunset most everybody is awake and they’re hurry-
ing and scurrying around. At dawn most everybody is slowed down
or asleep and they are much more harmonious when they’re asleep.
So dawn is often a good time for spiritual things.) [ immediately went
into town and mailed the letter before she could change her mind.
When [ got back, she had changed her mind —so it’s a good thing I
had mailed it! She worried a little, but by return mail came a letter
from her sister, and her sister was so glad they were to be reconciled.
And, you know, on the same day that letter arrived from her sister
the woman was up and around and out of bed, and the last I saw of
her she was joyously off for a reconciliation with her sister.
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There’s something to that old saying that hate injures the hater,
not the hated.
oy

Some people spend much less time picking a life partner than
they spend picking out a car. They just drift into these relationships.

No one should enter the family pattern unless one is as much
called into it as [ was called to my pilgrimage. Otherwise, there will
be tragedy. I can remember a woman who couldn’t get along with
her husband and I could see they didn’t have anything in common. I
finally said to her, “Why in the world did you marry that man in the
first place?” And she said, “All my girlfriends were getting married
and he was the best I could do at the time.” This happens all the time.
Do you wonder why there are so many divorces? People get into the
family pattern without being called into it.

Emotional attachment can be a terrible thing. When I was work-
ing with people who had problems it often was a problem of some
emotional attachment that obviously needed to be broken. One was
a sixteen year old girl. By now she is probably happily married to
somebody else. I always say time heals all wounds, but she thought
then that her heart was broken because her boyfriend had married
someone else. Although she had a hard time coming through it, after
a time she was able to look upon it philosophically. It does take time.
In fact, sometimes people recover quicker from the death of a loved
one than from a loved one who has left them.

On the Worry Habit.

Live this day! Yesterday is but a dream and tomorrow is only a
vision, but today well-lived makes every yesterday a dream of happi-
ness and every tomorrow a vision of hope. Never agonize over the
past or worry over the future. Live this day and live it well.

Worry is a habit. It is something that can be worked on. I call it
relinquishment of the worry habit. There are techniques that help. I
talk to some beautiful church people and I discover they still worry.
It’s a total waste of time and energy. If you are a praying person who
prays with faith, you would immediately, and automatically, take
what you’re worried about to God in prayer and leave it in God’s
hands—the best possible hands. This is one technique which is
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excellent. In the beginning you may have to take it back to God
quite a number of times before you develop the habit (which I have
developed) of always doing everything you can in a situation, and
then leaving the rest safely in God’s hands.

How often are you worrying about the present moment? The
present is usually all right. If you're worrying, you're either agoniz-
ing over the past which you should have forgotten long ago, or else
you’re apprehensive over the future which hasn’t even come yet. We
tend to skim right over the present moment which is the only moment
God gives any of us to live. If you don’t live the present moment, you
never get around to living at all. And if you do live the present
moment, you tend not to worry. For me, every moment is a new and
wonderful opportunity to be of service.

On the Anger Habit.

I'll mention here a couple of other habits. One of them is the
anger habit. Tremendous energy comes with anger. It’s sometimes
called the anger energy. Do not suppress it: that would hurt you
inside. Do not express it: this would not only hurt you inside, it
would cause ripples in your surroundings. What you do is transform
it. You somehow use that tremendous energy constructively on a task
that needs to be done, or in a beneficial form of exercise.

The best way to talk to you about this is to tell you what some
people actually did. For instance, one woman washed all the win-
dows in the house, another woman vacuumed the house whether it
needed it or not, and another baked bread —nice, whole grain bread.
And another one sat down and played the piano: wild marches at
first, then she’d cool down and play gentle things like hymns and lull-
abies, and then I knew she was all right.

There was a man who got out his manual lawnmower. Re-
member, the manual lawnmower has no motor. You may never have
seen one! And he mowed his big lawn. I was staying next door to
him. Then one day he came over and borrowed his neighbor’s power
lawnmower. I spoke to him about it and he said, “Oh, without the
anger energy I could never mow that big lawn with a manual
lawnmower.” You see, it’s really tremendous energy.
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Then there was this man who saved his marriage. He had such a
bad temper that his young wife was about to leave him and take their
two small children along. And he said, “I'm going to do something
about this!” And he did. Whenever he felt a temper tantrum coming
on, instead of throwing things all over the house which had been his
previous custom, he got out there and jogged. Round and round the
block, until he was all out of breath and the energy was all gone —
and he saved his marriage. It worked. I saw him again years later, and
I asked him, “Well, are you still jogging?” “Oh, a little bit for exer-
cise,” he said, “but I haven’t had a temper tantrum for years.” As you
use the energy constructively you lose the anger habit.

These techniques have also worked with children. I recall one
ten year old boy. I was trying to help his mother because she was
having an awful time with him. He got temper tantrums and one
time, when he was not having a tantrum, I asked him, “Of all the
things you do what takes the most energy?” And he said, “I guess run-
ning up the hill in the back of the house.” And so we found a won-
derful solution. Every time his mother saw the sign of a temper
tantrum she would push him out the door and say, “Go run up the
hill.” It worked so well that when a teacher told me she was having a
similar problem with a boy about the same age I suggested she tell
him to run around the schoolhouse, and that worked too.

Now I’ll tell you about another couple. They got mad at the same
time, and they decided to walk around the block. One walked one
way and one walked the other way, but they met at frequent inter-
vals. And when they could meet amicably they walked home together
and discussed what had caused their angers and what could be done
to remedy it in the future. This was a very wise thing to do. You
should never try to talk to someone who is angry, because that
person is not rational at that time.

I'll tell one more story about a young mother. She has three
children under school age and she said, “When I get mad I feel like
running, but I can’t. I can’t leave my three small children. And I usu-
ally end up taking it out on them.” I said to her, “Have you ever tried
running in place?” And I could just see her running in place. She
wrote to me: “Peace, it works wonderfully well. It not only gets rid
of the anger energy, but it amuses the children!”
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On the Fear Habit.

Fear is also a habit. Fear can be taught and is taught constantly.
Fear is perpetuated.

Now, I haven’t the slightest fear. God is always with me. But I had
a friend who was afraid of a certain ethnic group of people. Her hus-
band had been transferred to another place and she found herself
living among this group of people whom she had always feared. I
worked with her and first got her acquainted with the music of these
people, because she was a musician. Then I found a woman of this
particular group who had two children about the same age as my
friend’s two children, and we went to see her. The two little boys ran
off together, the two little girls ran off together, and then we pro-
ceeded to get acquainted. Of course, they became fast friends. I
remember the time they attended one another’s churches. It was a
lovely thing. One Sunday they both went to one church and another
Sunday they both went to the other church. It was very interesting
that when they got to know each other they discovered that their
likenesses were much greater than their differences. They came to
love each other when they got to know each other.

I knew a lady who was a college English professor. Any time
there was the slightest rumble of thunder in the distance she became
hysterical. When she was a tiny child, whenever there was a thunder-
shower her mother ran and crawled under the bed and, of course, the
kids crawled under with her. She was taught by her mother to fear
thundershowers —by example. That’s the way children are taught.

Almost all fear is fear of the unknown. Therefore, what’s the
remedy? To become acquainted with the thing you fear. We had to learn
all the safety rules before we could become acquainted with thun-
dershowers, but it worked.

I'll tell you another story about fear. I've heard of women who
are afraid of mice. And I’ve personally known women and men who
are afraid of dogs. But this woman was afraid of cats. I'm not talking
about a wild cat—just common, ordinary household cats. Now there
were cats in her neighborhood. All of her friends had cats. Every time
she encountered a cat she screamed, she ran, she became hysterical.
She told me she thought every cat she encountered was about to
jump at her throat. Now, a psychologist would say, “When she was a
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baby she was frightened by a cat; she’s forgotten that but it still
remains in her subconscious.” Which might be true. It doesn’t
matter. I said, “If you wish to lose your fear of cats you must become
acquainted with a cat.” “Oh no!” she replied. I said, “Well, are you
afraid of a kitten?” “Not if it’s small enough,” she said. So I borrowed
a cute, small kitten. They said I could either borrow it or keep it. I
brought it to her and I said, “Now are you afraid of that?” “Oh, not
that little thing,” she said. “All right,” I said, “now you must become
acquainted. You must feed it, play with it.” And of course you know
the end of the story. The kitten grew into a cat, but by then she was
so attached to it she wouldn’t give it up.
ay

Some fears can come from experiences in former lives. In fact
the last problem I told about may have had such a source. These are
dealt with in the same way. You become acquainted with the things
you fear.

There are a few places where you have to use a little different
approach. I'll tell you one case where we used the gradual approach.
This woman was afraid to sleep in a small room; she would go into a
small room, but would not sleep there. This fear did come from a
previous life experience. She came for help to where I was working.
We put up a cot in the corner of the library (a very large room) for
her. She was even afraid to sleep there alone, so I put up another cot
and slept there with her the first night. Then when she had learned
to at least sleep alone in the library, we put a cot in the dining room,
the next smaller room. I slept next to her the first night, and then
after that she gradually learned to sleep by herself. Then we tried the
biggest bedroom that we had, and so on until she came to the point
where she was able to sleep in a small bedroom.

You do not necessarily have to use this gradual method. We did
because there are a few kinds of fear that are easier to deal with using
the gradual technique. Another one of them is fear of heights, and
this also may come from prior experience. Let me tell you, some
young, vigorous people have a fear of heights.

What I used to do when people had a fear of heights was to take
them to a height where they felt comfortable and really didn’t want
to go any higher. Then I would stay with them for awhile. I would leave
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them there with something to read, something to occupy them while

they stayed at that height for awhile. The next day we would go imme-

diately to that height and then a little bit higher. Finally they reached

the top, accustomed to the height, and no longer had any fear of it.
a

I have been asked if a certain amount of fear is healthy. I don’t
think any amount of fear is healthy. Unless you're talking about the
fact that if you have fear about a street, you’ll look up and down
before crossing the street. But you see, I believe we are required to
do everything possible for ourselves and therefore when I walk out
onto a street I always look up and down. But I don’t think that’s fear.
That’s just being sensible. I don’t connect that in any way with fear.
For instance, I know that if there are little pebbles scattered over a
smooth rock, I'm liable to slip if I step on those little pebbles, so I'm
careful not to. I'm not afraid, it’s just the sensible thing to do.

On Divine Protection.

Recently, while I was leading a group of people on an educa-
tional and inspirational tour of four of the Hawaiian Islands, a police-
man warned us not to sleep on the beach. It seems there had been a
murder on that beach. I was very concerned about all the fear being
perpetuated on those beautiful islands. I had no fear. One member of
the group tried to tell me about the dangers of the beach. I said to
her, “All of us are under the protection of my guardian angel.” And
we didn’t have the slightest incident on any beach.

We were on the beach one night where I think we were the only
Anglos. The others were so nice. Several people came up and one
said, “A few years back I saw you on television.” It must have been
five years before, on my first visit to the islands. They even asked for
autographs! So I think we should not be apprehensive. I don’t think
that apprehension can do anything except attract. “That which I feared
came upon me.”] felt perfectly safe on the beach and I felt my whole
crowd was protected, and they were.

v

I have a sense of definite protection. Twice I have felt the need to
get out of cars [ was riding in, and once I saw why. Now, I didn’t get
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out of the car when I was coming down over the “grapevine” into Los
Angeles with two high school students. They were seeing how fast
they could get the old Chevy to go down hill. I was in the back seat
and I felt perfectly all right.

But one time I was with a man who was drinking whisky, and I
offered to drive for him. I showed him my driver’s license, but he
wouldn’t let me drive, so I asked him to let me off at the junction.
Then I was picked up in a little truck, and we hadn’t gone even five
miles before we saw the other car. It had gone down into an arroyo
and sideswiped a cottonwood tree. On the side where I had been the
glass was broken and the roof was bashed in. So at once I saw why I
felt the need to get out. The driver wasn’t badly hurt. He was cut
some but not really hurt.

Another time I did not see any result, but I felt the need to get
out. This man was driving recklessly. He would cross over the double
center line and pass cars when he couldn’t see at all. So I got out.
then got in with a man who was going east at the junction and there-
fore I never saw what happened to the other car. I don’t know. I hope
nothing.

So a certain amount of being sensible is good, such as looking up
and down a street before you cross, but certainly not the kind of
foolish fears many human beings have. You see, if you're going to be
fearful —let’s say, about sleeping on a beach— you must be terrified
every time you sleep in your own home. Look how many people are
killed in their own home. Or when you sleep in a hotel room. Look
how many people are killed in hotel rooms. This can lead to ridicu-
lous behavior.

I do have a sense of complete protection. If I had felt in any way
like I felt in those two cars, I would have taken the whole crowd off
the beach. However, I felt absolute protection; I hadn’t the slightest
apprehension. I knew we were perfectly safe when we stayed on the
beach.

o

There are many things we do not fully understand. We just know
they happen. For instance, I have been kept from some things that
could have hurt me. I was walking down a lane which I knew to be a
small lane. The trees met overhead. I could not really see where I was
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going, but I knew this lane through prior experience, and I could see
light at the end of the tunnel. Now I was walking very fast when
something, that I can only call a force, stopped me. I mean it was
powerful enough to stop me. Then I started ahead very gingerly to
see what in the world had happened — and there was a barbed wire
stretched across the lane. They were repairing the cattle guard at the
end of the lane, which I did not know, and had stretched this wire
across to keep the cattle from straying. I would have run into the wire
if I had not been stopped. We have much more protection than we
realize.

The most significant thing of this kind happened when I was
driving a car. I've given up my driver’s license now, but all through
my driving days I was a good, stable driver, and the car was always
under my control. This time I was driving somebody else’s car over
a road that was not finished yet. Coming down an incline, there was
a traffic light at the end of the road where you had to turn cither one
way or the other. Cars were turning both ways, and turning up on to
the road past me. I naturally put my foot on the brake when I saw the
light was red, but I had no brakes! I grabbed for the emergency. I had
no emergency. I thought if I could put the car into reverse it would
stop, although this would tear it to pieces. I attempted to get it into
reverse but it wouldn’t go. Ahead of me I saw a station wagon with
two little children looking out of the back window. I had to stop the
car! I couldn’t turn to the left—there was a rock wall there —and
cars were coming up thick and fast. There was a rock wall to the right
with a ditch, and my little finite mind said, “Take to the ditch, side-
swipe the rock wall. It’ll stop the car. It’ll tear it up, but it will stop
it.” I was not able to do that. This was the only time in my life when a
car was taken out of my control. The car turned to the left, went
between two cars, and went up a little dirt road on an incline, which
of course stopped the car. I didn’t know the dirt road was there. I
couldn’t possibly see it.

So you see, I've had such amazing things happen to me. You can
understand why I feel full of absolute protection. That protection
extends even to any group that I am with.
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A He]pfu] Meditation.

I'd like to share this little meditation with you. First, could we
agree that God’s protection surrounds us? Know that you are God’s
beautiful child, always in God’s hands. Accept God .. .accept God’s
protection . . . there is really no problem to fear. Know that you are
not the clay garment. Know that you are not the self-centered nature
which governs your life needlessly. Know that you are the God-cen-
tered nature. The Kingdom of God within. The Indwelling Christ.
Eternal and indestructible. Identify with the real you.

Peace. . .be still. . .and know. . .that I am God.
Peace. . .be still. . .and know. . .that I am.
Peace. . .be still. . .and Know.
Peace. . . be still.
Peace. . .be.
Peace. . .

Peace. . .

Peace.

And now, with the knowledge that we are God’s perfect children,
eternal and indestructible, let us go our separate ways in love, but
always remain together in spirit.

God bless you and peace to you all.






CHAPTER 7:

Living the Spirjtual Lg’fe

IN THE BEGINNING I undertook my walking not only to contact
people, I undertook it as a prayer discipline to keep me concen-
trated on my prayer for peace. I hadn’t learned yet to pray without
ceasing. I also undertook a forty-five day period of prayer and fasting
as a prayer discipline.

After the first few years the prayer discipline was completely
unnecessary, because I had learned to pray without ceasing. I made the
contact so thoroughly that into my prayer consciousness I put any
condition or person in the world I am concerned about and the rest
takes place automatically.

Occasionally some condition is brought back into my conscious
mind because I need to really concentrate on it. If some person is in
dire difficulty, and that person returns to my mind for thought, I
sometimes use the prayer of visualization, which has always been
very natural for me, but I understand not so for everybody. I reach
out—my divine nature reaches out—to contact their divine nature.
Then I have the feeling of lifting them, lifting them, lifting them, and
[ have the feeling of bringing God’s light to them. I try to envision
them bathed in God’s light, and finally I do see them standing and
reaching out their arms bathed in golden light. At that point I leave

them in God’s hands.
o

73



74/ Peace Pilgrim

In all people I meet — though some may be governed by the self-
centered nature and may not know their potential at all—I see that
divine spark, and that’s what I concentrate on. All people look beau-
tiful to me; they look like shining lights to me. I always have the feel-
ing of being thankful for these beautiful people who walk the earth
with me.

So I would say part of my prayer is a feeling of thankfulness, and
of course a feeling of genuine love for all of God’s children and all of
God’s creation. Prayer is a concentration of positive thoughts. That’s
a little bit about prayer.

Wa 1y qf Pra 1yer.

You can visualize God’s light each day and send it to someone
who needs help. Your divine nature must reach out and touch the
divine nature of another. Within you is the light of the world, it must
be shared with the world.

Visualize a golden light within you and spread it out. First to
those about you — your circle of friends and relatives— and then
gradually to the world. Keep on visualizing God’s golden light
surrounding our earth.

And if you have a problem, take the matter to God in prayer,
and visualize it in God’s hands. Then leave it, knowing it is in
the best possible hands, and turn your attention to other things.

That’s not the only prayer you can pray, but I have discovered
that for some who were in very great trouble, this prayer of visuali-
zation was helpful to them. I've heard of results later, so I do a little
of this.

There is also a constant prayer of thankfulness—1I am constantly
thankful. The world is so beautiful, I am thankful. I have endless
energy, I am thankful. I am plugged into the source of Universal
Supply, I am thankful. I am plugged into the source of Universal
Truth, I am thankful. I have this constant feeling of thankfulness,
which is a prayer.

v

When you're learning, it’s true it may be valuable to take special

times, even to use special forms... I can see that.
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Several times people have written to me and said, “Peace, will
you pray with me at four o’clock in the afternoon or nine o’clock in
the evening, which is such and such a time, daylight saving time?” I
write and tell them, “You don’t have to figure all that out for me —
plug in at anytime and you will be praying with me, and I will be pray-
ing with you, because I pray without ceasing.”

v

Praying without ceasing is not ritualized, nor are there even
words. It is a constant state of awareness of oneness with God; it is a
sincere secking for a good thing; and it is a concentration on the
thing sought, with faith that it is obtainable. All right prayer has good
effect, but if you give your whole life to the prayer you multiply its
power . ..No one really knows the full power of prayer. Of course,
there is a relationship between prayer and action. Receptive prayer
results in an inner receiving, which motivates to right action.

v

Let me tell you a story about an answer to prayer. I was picked
up late one night by a young policeman as I was walking along a
lonely highway. I believe he was thinking in terms of protective cus-
tody. He said to me, “Why, nobody in this town would walk out along
this highway at this time of night.”

I said to him, “Well, you see, I walk completely without fear. There-
fore I'm not attracting things which are not good. It says, That which I

feared came upon me. But I fear nothing and expect only good.”

He took me in anyhow, and I found myself in a cell. The floor was
littered with old newspapers and cigarette butts and every old thing.
The accommodations consisted of a single mattress on the floor and
four ragged blankets. There were two women attempting to sleep
together on that single mattress. They told me there had been eight
women in that cell the night before with those accommodations.
There was a rather nice feeling among the prisoners in general. They
said to me, “You’ll need to have two blankets because you’ll be sleep-
ing on the floor.” So I took a newspaper and cleared a place on the
floor, then put one blanket down and the other blanket over me and
slept comfortably enough.

It wasn’t the first time I had slept on a cement floor, nor the last.
If you're relaxed you can sleep anywhere. When I woke up in the
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morning [ saw this man staring through the bars. I said to him, “What
time does court convene?” He said, “I don’t know.” I said, “Well,
aren’t you a policeman?” “No,” he said, “I just like to look at the
girls.” It was one of the town sports. Anyone could come in right off
the street and see what they had there today: “Let’s go look at the
girls!”

One of the women was middle aged and was being held for being
drunk and disorderly. It was her seventh offense, she told me, so it
wasn’t so hard on her. But the other was an eighteen year old girl.
She felt her entire life was ruined because of this experience. I said,
“It’s my second time and I certainly don’t think my life is ruined!” I
got her all cheered up and we talked about what she’d do when she
got out. She was to get out that day or the next day.

Then they changed the guards. I never saw a matron. The new
guard saw me and said, “What are you doing in there? I saw your
picture in the newspaper. I heard you over the air.” Then they just let
me go.

But before I left I got a broom from the man who cleaned up
around there and gave it to the girls so they could clean up their cell.
I also got them a comb; their hair was all matted. They had been there
about a week without a comb.

What I really wanted to tell you is that the eighteen year old girl
was a deeply religious person. She had been desperately praying for
help. I believe that I was picked up off the highway that night and set
behind prison bars in answer to her prayers.

v

The most important part of prayer is what we feel, not what we
say. We spend a great deal of time telling God what we think should
be done, and not enough time waiting in the stillness for God to tell
us what to do.

v

Now, beside God’s laws, which are the same for all of us, there
is also God’s guidance and that is unique for every human soul. If you
don’t know what God’s guidance for your life is, you might try seek-
ing in receptive silence. I used to walk receptive and silent amidst the
beauties of nature. Wonderful insights would come to me which I
then put into practice in my life.
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You might prefer listening to beautiful, uplifting music, reading
a few beautiful words and pondering on them.To me, the beauties of
nature were always the most inspiring, and so actually that was my
time alone with God. It didn’t last more than an hour, if that, and I
got so much from it.

Now the young folks talk to me today about things like breath-
ing exercises and meditation techniques, which in some cultures are
definitely religious practices. But I say, look what I got from my time
alone with God: From the beauty around me, my inspiration; from
the silent receptiveness, my meditation; and from my walking, not
only my exercise but my breathing. Four things at once! I believe in
making very good use of my time. And you can’t be too pushy when
you’re doing four things at once.

Foolish people have sometimes used very strenuous breathing
exercises or meditation techniques that tore them apart and pushed
them into an undesirable state instead of into the spiritual state. (Yes,
that was long before psychedelic drugs!) I always think of the bud of
a flower. If you give it proper conditions it will open into a beautiful
flower, but if you’'re impatient and try to tear the petals open you
permanently injure the flower for the earth life. The flower can be
equated with the earthly human life. Give the spiritual growing-up
the proper growing conditions and it will open into a thing of beauty.

oy

When you feel the need of a spiritual lift, try getting to bed early
and get up early to have a quiet time at dawn. Then carry the serene
“in tune” feeling that comes to you into your day, no matter what you
may be doing.

v

For those of you who are secking the spiritual life, I recommend
these four daily practices: Spend time alone each day in receptive
silence. When angry, or afflicted with any negative emotion, take
time to be alone with God. (Do not talk with people who are angry;
they are irrational and cannot be reasoned with. If you or they are
angry, it is best to leave and pray.) Visualize God’s light cach day and
send it to someone who needs help. Exercise the body, it is the
temple of the soul.

a
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On Fasting.
I have been asked about my forty—five day period of prayer and

fasting. I undertook it as a prayer discipline, to keep me concentrated
on my prayer for peace. It was in the second year of my pilgrimage
when I was coming slowly back across the country and I wasn’t walk-
ing extensively.

Fasting can have a great deal of spiritual significance, and though
I had already found inner peace, it may have been that the fast helped
me to learn to pray without ceasing.

While I fasted I was at the home of a chiropractor who used fast-
ing for healing. He wanted to see how a well person would react to
a fast because he had never fasted a well person. I talked to him as a
friend; he just observed me, he didn’t examine me. (There are many
doctors, including medical doctors, who are my friends—but none
of them have ever treated me or even examined me. Although occa-
sionally a dentist friend will repair an old cavity which came from my
poor eating habits in younger days.) The last meal before my fast was
a grapefruit and two oranges, so I wasn’t thirsty. The first three days
were undertaken without food or water. After that I took distilled
water at room temperature. Nothing else. And when I broke my fast
it was not unusual —it was the regular way to break a fast. The juice
of one freshly squeezed orange every hour the first day. The juice of
two freshly squeezed oranges, alternating with the juice of one
grapefruit, every two hours the second day. A grapefruit and two
oranges three times the third day, and after that adding a little bit
until in a week I was able to eat full rations.

It was no different from the usual pattern of fasting. I did obey
the laws of fasting: no extreme exertion. I did not walk long dis-
tances, though I did walk some. I did some typing for the doctor. I
typed until he took the typewriter away about a month along in the
fast. He didn’t think I ought to handle it anymore, so then I wrote by
hand, which was really harder than typing. But I do the best I can
with these things.

I didn’t go in and talk to his patients as much as I would have
liked to because he didn’t want me to move around that much. I did
go to see them occasionally to help keep up their spirits.

Once during my fast—I remember I was in a state between
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wakefulness and sleep—1I looked up and saw a dismal cross above
me. It was just hanging there, and I knew someone must take up the
burden. I reached up to accept it and I was immediately lifted above
the cross where all was light and beauty. All that was needed was the
willingness to accept the burden—and then I was raised above it.
Instead of hardships, I found a wonderful sense of peace and joy.

On Hea]ing.

One must be very careful when praying for others to pray for the
removal of the cause and not the removal of the symptom. A simple
healing prayer is this:

“Bring this life into harmony with Divine Purpose...may this
life come into harmony with God’s Will. May you so live that all
who meet you will be uplifted, that all who bless you will be blessed,
that all who serve you will receive the greatest satisfaction. If any
should attempt to harm you, may they contact your thought of God
and be healed.”

Eager beaver psychic healers are those who work on the removal
of symptoms and not the removal of cause. When you desire phe-
nomena, you possess phenomena; you do not get God. Let’s say I am
a psychic healer living next door to you, and you have chosen to
come into this life to face some kind of physical symptom until you
have removed the cause. Well, when the symptom manifests, I
remove it. And so the symptom manifests again, and I then remove it
again, and I manage to keep that symptom removed.

When you step over to the disembodied side of life, for another
reason altogether, instead of blessing me for having removed the
symptom you’ll say, “That meddler! I came to solve this problem but
she kept removing the symptom and therefore I never solved it!”

That’s what I mean when I speak about some who are content to
deal with the removal of symptoms. When one meddles in the life of
another it will just cause the symptoms not only to re-manifest, but
carry over into another lifetime. Most healers do not know this and
they go on merrily removing symptoms.

I admit that a long time ago, before I really knew what I was
doing, when working with people who had problems I comforted



80 / Peace Pilgrim

them by putting my hands on the back of their neck and the fore-
head. I certainly wouldn’t do that now. I did not realize I was doing
anything but to comfort. Now I place any problem into my prayer
consciousness. I place it into the best possible hands— God’s hands,
and turn my attention to other things.

v

The Power of Thought.

Are you a slave to your self-centered nature, or does your divine
nature guide your life? Do you know that every moment of your life
you're creating through thought? You create your own inner condi-
tion; you're helping create the conditions around you.

Christian teachings tell us that “As a man thinketh in his heart, so is
he” Which is saying very clearly that we are creating the conditions
around us. If we could look a bit more deeply into life, we might see
that physical difficulties are reflections of spiritual difficulties, and
that negative thoughts and feelings are much more harmful than dis-
ease germs.

If you realized how powerful your thoughts are, you would never
think a defeatist or negative thought. Since we create through
thought, we need to concentrate very strongly on positive thoughts.
If you think you can’t do something, you can’t. But if you think you
can, you may be surprised to discover that you can. It is important
that our thoughts be constantly for the best that could happen in a
situation — for the good things we would like to see happen.

I have met some New Age people who had heard some prediction
of disaster and were actually concentrating on that. What a terrible
thing to do! Why, we’re creating every moment of our lives through
thought. And we’re helping to create the conditions around us.

When you hear of any predictions of disaster there’s a reason for
it. The reason is that you are to throw the entire weight of your pos-
itive thought in the opposite direction.

For instance, when there were dozens of predictions that half of
California was to slide into the sea from a terrible earthquake, I
deliberately planned to be in that section of California. There wasn’t
a tremor. But I missed some of my friends who were on the east

coast, playing it safe. -
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Remember where it says there shall be prophecies and they shall
fail? Why is it? Because all you can predict is the trend of things. You
can never say what the outcome will be, because we are constantly
able to turn that prediction in another direction, in a positive direc-
tion if we get together on that.

(@]

Every good thing you do, every good thing you say, every good
thought you think, vibrates on and on and never ceases. The evil
remains only until it is overcome by the good, but the good remains
forever.

Q

Just concentrate on thinking and living and acting in harmony
with God’s laws and inspiring others to do likewise.

Every time you meet a person, think of some encouraging thing
to say—a kind word, a helpful suggestion, an expression of admira-
tion. Never think of any right effort as being fruitless. All right effort
bears fruit, whether we see the results or not.

(§ ]

Be a sweet melody in the great orchestration, instead of a discor-
dant note. The medicine this sick world needs is love. Hatred must

be replaced by love, and fear by faith that love will prevail.

Qv

A song has this phrase: Love is flowing like a river, flowing out from
you and me. Spreading out into the desert, setting all the captives free.
Yes, the captives are those who don’t know who they are, those

who don’t know they are God’s children.

Q

Remember this: Be still and know that I am God. Don’t ever forget
who you are! You cannot be where God is not.

[\
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The Cbange Called Death.

Life is a series of tests, but if you pass your tests you’ll look back
upon them as good experiences. I look back on all of my tests as good
experiences, including the night I faced death in a blinding snow-
storm. It was the first year of my pilgrimage and the most beautiful
experience I ever had.

I was walking in a very isolated section of the high mountains of
Arizona where there was no human habitation for many miles. That
afternoon there came a surprising snowstorm, out of season. I have
never seen such a storm. If the snow had been rain you would have
called it a cloudburst. Never had I seen snow dumped down lik