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“A compelling call to consider both the meaning and the power of prayer.” —BOOKPAGE




THE REAL SECRET TO HAPPINESS AND ABUNDANCE HAS BEEN HIDING IN PLAIN SIGHT, AND YOU ALREADY KNOW IT BY HEART.





New York Times bestselling author Kathleen McGowan’s transformative new book unlocks the hidden power of the Lord’s Prayer in seven simple steps.


In this brilliant handbook, Kathleen McGowan reveals the true secret to a joyous and fulfilling life: using the Lord’s Prayer to create real and lasting change in the soul. Each chapter in The Source of Miracles is a guide to one of the seven steps in the process, corresponding to a primary teaching of the prayer:


FAITH: Understand that you are part of God’s plan


SURRENDER: Find the ultimate liberation and peace


SERVICE: Create heaven on earth through your own good works


ABUNDANCE: Attract joy and fulfillment through gratitude


FORGIVENESS: Release anger and resentment


OVERCOMING OBSTACLES: Know that you can master temptation


    LOVE: Tap into the greatest power of all


Featuring meditations, affirmations, and other activities designed to help readers work through life’s challenges.


“A unique perspective. . . . Many readers . . . will discover new depths and dimensions in the age-old Lord’s Prayer.”


—PUBLISHERS WEEKLY
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KATHLEEN MCGOWAN is the New York Times bestselling author of The Expected One, The Book of Love, and The Poet Prince. Her books have been translated into more than thirty languages. She lives in Los Angeles with her three sons.


Visit her website at www.kathleenmcgowan.com.
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For Shane




Our Father in Heaven,


May Your Name Be Hallowed,


May Your Kingdom Come,


May Your Will Be Done,


As in Heaven, So upon Earth.


Give Us Today Our Sufficient Bread,


And Forgive Us Our Debts,


As We Also Have Forgiven Our Debtors.


And Do Not Bring Us into Temptation,


But Deliver Us from Evil.


 


This version of the Lord’s Prayer comes from a literal translation of the New Testament by the late scholar Richmond Lattimore. I have chosen to use this translation as I believe it is the closest we can come to the words that Jesus spoke in the Gospel of Matthew, chapter 6, verses 9–13, based upon original texts in the Greek. It is similar to the most commonly read English translation, the New International Version. Please see the appendixes for alternate versions and for an explanation on the doxology, “For thine is the kingdom and the power and the glory.”




THE ROSE WITH SIX PETALS:


A Treasure Map to the Source of Miracles
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I



Introduction—The Lord’s Prayer


On Easter Sunday in the year 2007, the Los Angeles Times reported that two billion people worldwide were united by one powerful common denominator: the Lord’s Prayer. On that date, nearly one third of the planet’s population recited that prayer in their native languages as an expression of faith.


While Christianity has been divided since its inception into factions with theological differences, this single prayer unifies all of them. The content of the Lord’s Prayer cannot be affected by dogma or politics. Even while different denominations may make minor variations, the essential words and the teachings they impart remain unchanged since the day that Jesus first taught them to his followers. The two billion souls who call themselves Christians often differ in more ways than they are alike, yet this single prayer is the common ground for all of them. Jesus gave us a prayer so universal and impactful that it would endure for thousands of years and against the harshest odds. It is not only indelible, it is eternal.


The Lord’s Prayer is now, as it was when Jesus lived, the incorruptible formula for personal and global transformation.


Most Christians learn the Lord’s Prayer in early childhood and can recite it by rote and without effort. It is so ingrained in our memories that we don’t even have to think about it.


And therein lies the problem. We don’t even have to think about it.


While most of us can rattle off this greatest of prayers and know that it is a cornerstone of Christianity, the full extent of our understanding often ends right about there. Many of us have forgotten the extraordinary power and meaning behind the words, if we ever thought about them to begin with. I learned the Lord’s Prayer when I was three years old, in preschool, many years before I would ever know what words like hallowed, trespasses, or temptation meant. There wasn’t a child in my class who could have told you the meaning behind the prayer, and yet we were all able to recite it flawlessly on Parents’ Night. We were taught to speak it on cue, like obedient little parrots who could make the appropriate sounds come out after endless repetitions but had no ability to understand the somewhat exotic-sounding syllables.


I can assure you that we were not taught the origins of the prayer as children, and even if someone had tried to explain it to us, we were far too young to understand it as a dynamic spiritual practice and a foolproof recipe for creating a joyous and fulfilled life.


So we grow up never knowing that, with the Lord’s Prayer, Jesus was giving us the formula for manifesting miracles—not only when we most need them, but on a very regular basis.


While interviewing a random selection of Christians from different denominations, I was stunned to find how few of them even knew that this prayer came directly from Jesus. “Wait a minute—Jesus created the Lord’s Prayer?” was the shocked question I heard over and over again. Even some truly devout churchgoers looked at me in surprise when I said this prayer was the work of Jesus. Some didn’t believe me, even when I cited the gospel accounts that attest to this origin. One replied, “But they didn’t teach us that in school,” as if such an omission in our spiritual education were unusual!


But Jesus was, in fact, the author of this most perfectly constructed blueprint for spiritual change. In the New Testament, the Lord’s Prayer can be found in the Gospel of Matthew in chapter 6, verses 9–13, as a component of his Sermon on the Mount, and then again in Luke, chapter 11, verses 1–4, when one of the disciples asks Jesus to “teach us to pray.” And teach us he did. In doing so, he gave us this priceless treasure: a set of simple and unchangeable directions, in the form of a prayer, for discovering the real secret of how to have the life you truly desire: a life filled with love, happiness, and yes, even wealth. The prayer shows us that all these wonderful gifts come about through an increase in faith: faith in God, faith in ourselves, and faith in our fellow humans—in that order.


The Lord’s Prayer addresses the issues that hurt us, confound us, and impede our progress, and illuminates the way in which we can overcome these obstacles. The prayer is our guide to purifying our spirit of anything that troubles it and holds us back from being “fully realized” human beings—which is to say, human beings functioning at our highest potential, a potential that leads directly to happiness and abundance. Using this prayer regularly as a spiritual practice creates real and lasting change at the soul level, change which becomes manifest in very earthly, visible ways.


When spoken with faith and intention, these are literally magic words.


On the eve of my thirtieth birthday in the spring of 1993, I became an ordained minister as an expression of my commitment to studying and understanding the teachings of Jesus. Fifteen years, thousands of pages of reading, and hundreds of hours of spirited discussions later, I have come to what some may consider a simplistic, and therefore perhaps controversial, view of Christian teachings. I believe that if you study and hold tight to the Lord’s Prayer, the Beatitudes, a handful of parables, and what Jesus tells us in Matthew 22, verses 37–39—love the Lord thy God with all thy heart and love thy neighbor as thyself—then you pretty much have everything you need to live a perfect life and encourage peace on earth. But foremost of these gifts, the center from which all blessings spring, is the Lord’s Prayer. While the other elements teach us valuable spiritual lessons, this great prayer is the tool that connects us immediately and directly to the source that is within each of us: the source of faith, the source of love, the source of for-giveness. And in combination, those things are the source of very real miracles.


My own life has been transformed dramatically by utilizing the Lord’s Prayer as a regular spiritual practice. As a result, I have witnessed the most miraculous events, including wonders of life and death. I have been blessed with extraordinary abundance and joy. But this was not always the case.


To show you how I came to truly know the Lord’s Prayer as the perfect formula for dramatic transformation—and how you can do the same—I must first take you with me into the past, through the once locked doors of a secret society and into the heart of a medieval mystery school.


I must first introduce you to the Mystery of the Rose with Six Petals.





II



The Mystery of the Rose with Six Petals


LOS ANGELES: AUGUST 17, 2001


Our beautiful baby boy would be dead within an hour.


That’s what the doctors said. And had I believed them, he likely would have died exactly as they predicted. But I didn’t believe them, and I didn’t because of what I learned from the rose with six petals.


The youngest of our three sons, Shane Francis, was born on an August afternoon in 2001, perfect and healthy. Or so we thought. He appeared to be having a little trouble breathing after a few hours into his life here on earth, but we were told that this was not uncommon with a baby born via cesarean section. At this stage, no one was too worried. He was placed under an oxygen tent and observed in the nursery for a few hours.


And then he turned blue—before turning an ashen shade of ghastly gray. He was no longer able to breathe on his own. His lungs simply ceased to function. We would discover later that he had been born with a deadly condition that made it impossible for his lungs to inflate. But this wasn’t even necessarily the most immediate concern. The crisis came from the realization that he had essentially been deprived of oxygen for several hours before anyone realized it. There was, at this stage, permanent damage to his newborn organs, including his brain.


While the suburban hospital Shane was born in had a neonatal intensive care unit (NICU), they were not optimistic about his chances of survival when he was transferred into their ward. He did not respond to any of the respirators he was hooked up to; it was simply too late to save him.


The NICU doctors thought I was in an understandable state of maternal denial when I told them they were wrong. As a result, a mild-mannered social worker from the hospital was sent to “counsel us.” In other words, his job was to make sure we understood that our baby was about to die.


“This isn’t your fault,” the well-intentioned man assured me as he patted me on the back. “You didn’t do anything to cause this. It’s just one of those things that we can’t foresee. But if you have a priest, minister, or other spiritual adviser, I suggest you call him or her now to help you get through this. There are only a few minutes of life left in this baby.”


I knew that he meant well, but I really just wanted him to shut up. I was furious that they had all given up on my baby, that they were taking the position that he was already dead, when he was still alive in the same room with us.


But I also knew something they didn’t know. I knew that my baby would live, no matter what they said, because I had seen it while praying in the center of a labyrinth three months earlier. I had, in fact, caught my first glimpse of the miracles that were to follow a full six years earlier, over six thousand miles away in a cathedral in France.



CHARTRES, FRANCE: MAY 1995



There is a legend that when Napoleon stormed through the doors of the Cathedral of Notre Dame de Chartres for the first time, the glory of the place stopped him in his tracks. He grew very silent—a rarity—as he looked around, taking in the majesty, the artistry, and the sanctity. In a choked voice he announced to his entourage, “Chartres is no place for an atheist.”


I beg to differ. I think that Chartres is a perfect place for an atheist. The glory and grace of the structure have the potential to convince even the most hardened skeptic of the presence of God. If ever there was a monument that was divinely guided and inspired to illustrate the concept of “on earth as it is in heaven,” it is Chartres Cathedral.


I had my first look at Chartres from approximately twenty miles away while driving through France, “coincidentally” on Mother’s Day in 1995. The mismatched yet magnificent spires pointed to heaven from their place on a hilltop that has been sacred to mankind for thousands of years. To describe the majesty of Chartres in detail is beyond the scope of this book; it just may be beyond my ability to ever find the right words to do it justice. Orson Welles, who knew a few things about genius, said Chartres Cathedral was “the premier work of mankind . . . a celebration of God’s glory and the dignity of man.” I find his description perfectly fitting now that I have seen the miracles that emerge from such a place.


But in May of 1995, I was a tourist more than I was a pilgrim. To call myself a pilgrim would indicate that I knew how sacred and special the place was when I set out to visit it. I did not. While I knew that the cathedral was a heritage site for its glorious eight-hundred-year-old architecture and hundreds of magnificent stained glass windows, the extent of my knowledge at that stage came from a couple of paragraphs in a Paris guidebook.


I entered the cathedral for the first time through the majestic western portal, beneath a grand relief of Christ enthroned. I gasped at the sheer enormity of the place, at the overwhelming abundance of awe-inspiring beauty contained within.


Like so many other tourists before and since, I rarely looked down after entering the cathedral. The stained glass marvels are several stories above eye level, causing visitors to bump into each other as their focus remains directed heavenward. I did not know then what is so integral to my life now: that as much glory awaited me beneath my feet as above my head. Sadly, most visitors never discover that life-changing secret.


But an unusual design on the floor had caught my eye ever so briefly when I first entered the cathedral. It niggled at the back of my mind—something about it was important—and I went back to take a second look. Embedded in the center of the floor was a large mosaic in stone, large enough for at least ten adults to stand within it. It was a type of flower, a rose with six rounded petals, and a circle in the center. Much of the ancient design had been covered with rows of chairs and was therefore difficult to see in its entirety. The rest of the pattern that surrounded this flower spanned a huge portion of the nave’s floor, but this was also covered with chairs, which made it impossible to identify. What I could see of the design was beautiful and elegant but also curious. I went to stand in the central circle, at the heart of the rose, as this was the only area that was not covered with chairs.


I stood there, took a deep breath . . . and fell to my knees. A heated surge of energy flooded my body and pulled me to the ground with its force. I was dizzy for quite a while afterward, forced to sit down in the wooden chairs that covered the rest of the rose mosaic. When the dizziness wore off, I was consumed with utter fascination.


Long after my return to the States, the rose in the floor of the cathedral haunted me. That fascination became an obsession which led to a great and unexpected spiritual quest. It would become the journey of a lifetime, a journey that continues to this day.


Along my path to understanding the mystery of the rose with six petals, I discovered that the image was the central point of a huge labyrinth that extended over forty-two feet across the floor of Chartres Cathedral. The great Gothic cathedral builders in France had installed labyrinths in the floors of many of their monuments, although only a handful have survived. These are elaborate patterns built with geometric precision by master architects. They are sometimes referred to as mazes, but that is a misnomer. Mazes are places where one gets lost. Labyrinths are places where one is found.


The purpose of the labyrinths in the French cathedrals has never been definitively agreed upon by scholars or theologians. Some say that they represented a metaphorical path to the Holy Land for those in medieval times who were unable to make such a pilgrimage. Others, myself included, believe that they were created as a prayer tool, a path that could be walked while praying, toward a center where God awaits. The labyrinths all have one single path that leads in to a central place, a holy of holies reserved for prayer. I learned that Chartres Cathedral is unique in that it contains the only medieval labyrinth where the center is represented by the six-petaled rose.


In the early Middle Ages, and perhaps long before, there was a great spiritual school at Chartres. It was a center for both theology and mystery that is now the stuff of legend. The school counted saints, mystics, philosophers, politicians, and even a few infamous heretics among its eclectic group of graduates and teachers. While much of what was taught there is lost to time and history, there are some powerful remnants of the more mystical Chartres teachings available for those who dig deeply enough.
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The Chartres labyrinth and the central rose with six petals


My own search was relentless.


Thus, along my path I was fortunate enough to find teachers who invited me back in time through the ancient doors of the Chartres mystery school. They instructed me in the way of the labyrinth and showed me that the rose at the center is a portal that leads to the ultimate and most priceless treasure: spiritual transformation.


I will share some of Chartres’ most potent, life-changing lessons within the pages that follow, but the essence of what I discovered is this:


 




The secret of the rose with six petals is its perfect correlation to the Lord’s Prayer. Each petal represents a different teaching found within the prayer, and the central circle represents the essence and wellspring of LOVE, as love must feed into all aspects of our lives in order for us to achieve true fulfillment. The rose is the symbol of the perfect spiritual practice as left to us by Jesus. It is our map to the source of miracles.





     


The rose at the center of the labyrinth in Chartres Cathedral is the heart of an unmatched temple built to honor the power of prayer. It was central to the teachings of the medieval mystery school, and to this most powerful and sacred Christian tradition that has been nearly lost to us in modern times.


During my studies, I learned to use the Lord’s Prayer as a committed practice in the same way as the students of the Chartres mystery school. Since incorporating this prayer into my daily life, I have never been the same, nor would I want to be. This practice restored my faith: in God, in myself, and in my fellow human beings.


The revelations from the Lord’s Prayer that awaited me within that mystical rose changed the course of my life and that of those around me, irrevocably. They also brought the miracle that saved the life of my infant son.


SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA: MAY 2001


It was another Mother’s Day, six years and six thousand miles away from Chartres. I was visiting my dear friend Stacey in the Bay Area of Northern California. It is not a coincidence that Stacey had been my companion on that fateful trip to Chartres in 1995. And like me, she had become mesmerized by the labyrinths and all that they offered in terms of spiritual progress through prayer and walking meditation. So it was on this celebratory Sunday that Stacey and I walked up the steep hill to Grace Cathedral, a San Francisco monument that contains not one but two perfect replicas of the labyrinth at Chartres and its six-petaled rose centerpiece, one on the interior and one on the exterior. We intended to walk both of the labyrinths, each for our own reasons. As an expectant mother nearing forty who had suffered terrible miscarriages, I had a lot of concerns about my pregnancy. My primary intention for these labyrinth walks was to pray for the safe delivery of the baby.


My secondary intention was to request guidance for the book I was writing at that time, a novel about the inspirational life of Mary Magdalene and her unique relationship with Jesus. I was having some faith-based challenges with that book on a number of levels. Writing about the life of Jesus was a hefty responsibility, one that sometimes overwhelmed me. Further, my research unearthed extraordinary details about Mary Magdalene’s role in Jesus’ life and ministry, details that are not found in traditional or academic sources. Did I have the courage to write the truth of what I had discovered? And what about the miracles that Jesus performed? How could I portray those scenes in the novel as literal, when I believed that they were meant to be viewed symbolically, as allegories? I hoped to gain clarity on these creative and spiritual challenges through the medieval prayer process. I could not have envisioned how that clarity would be delivered to me.


I was six months pregnant as I entered the labyrinth at Grace Cathedral and walked its eleven undulating circuits. Upon reaching the rose, I began to pray in earnest for my baby’s health while moving through each of the petals. When I reached the center, something happened that I had never experienced before in the labyrinth: I had a vision of Mary Magdalene, who awaited me at the center. And I heard her voice, loud and clear and insistent, say to me, “No matter what anyone tells you, your baby will be fine. You will be tested, but you must know at all times that your baby will survive, and survive wholly. Do not ever believe differently, and do not ever give up. No matter what happens, you must keep your faith in this.”


LOS ANGELES: AUGUST 17, 2001


Three months later, my tiny, perfect little boy was in an incubator with countless tubes and needles, none of which were helping him.


“It’s nobody’s fault,” the social worker said to me again, still intent on convincing me that my baby was going to die and that his hospital wasn’t responsible. I no longer heard him. I heard only the strong feminine voice from the labyrinth three months prior, the one that had said to me, “You will be tested, but you must know at all times that your baby will survive, and survive wholly. Do not ever believe differently, and do not ever give up. No matter what happens, you must keep your faith in this.”


I had been told by the doctors that I was not to touch Shane as he was “too sensitive.” But given that they also believed he was going to die any minute, I ceased to listen and took matters into my own hands. I got out of my wheelchair, pushed everyone away, and put my arms around my baby. I began to talk to him, to tell him that I would never give up on him, and I began to pray in his ear. As I did this, there was a measurable, if slight, medical response from Shane. The numbers on all the machinery he was hooked up to, previously flat and hopeless, flickered for the first time. He was fighting to stay with me, I could feel it. And I was fighting to keep him with every ounce of strength I had left. Shane was comatose and cold, small and blue and so nearly lost to us. Faith was almost all I had left, faith and love for this precious little being.


But I learned that night that those two things are all that are needed to change the world. With faith and love, all things are possible.


UCLA Medical Center is about twenty miles from the hospital where Shane was born, in Westwood Village, the college enclave in West Los Angeles. Their NICU is one of the best in the world, and they are a pioneering hospital for new, lifesaving techniques. At the insistence of my family, the doctors called UCLA as a last-ditch effort, but I was told not to get my hopes up. The life-flight helicopter wasn’t available to transport us, and the UCLA team would have to come by ambulance, across town in the legendary, immovable Friday evening L.A. traffic—if they were even available, which was uncertain. I was assured that Shane could not possibly live long enough for the Westwood cavalry to arrive. Even if he did, through some wildly unlikely miracle, he would not survive the journey across town in the ambulance.


But I held him and prayed for the nearly two hours it took for the transport team to arrive. Shane fought along with me, holding on long enough to get out of that suburban hospital and into the hands of the angels on earth at UCLA Medical Center.


But I could not go with him.


I had just endured major surgery and experienced a few complications of my own, made worse by the unexpected, strenuous activity in the NICU. As the compassionate UCLA transport nurse took Shane from my hands to place him into their mobile incubator, the baby did something that no one anticipated. He opened his eyes.


“Impossible!” This was the exclamation from the same doctor who had nearly pronounced him dead. But Shane defied them all. He looked at me for several long seconds, and then at his distraught father, before closing his eyes again in exhaustion from the effort. In that moment, I really saw my child for the first time. He was in there, and he would come back to us. That was the first of the innumerable gifts that Shane bestowed upon us.


It was physically impossible for me to leave the hospital with Shane that night, although I wanted to desperately. I was left behind to deal with a new nightmare as the suburban doctors came in to “prepare me” for their version of the truth. They told me that because Shane was so severely oxygen-deprived, the extent of damage to his body couldn’t yet be measured. His brain was affected to such a large degree that he would likely never see or hear me, much less recognize me. They said that the opening of his eyes in the NICU was simply a fluke reflex action and not to be taken as a sign of brain activity. His lungs were a nonfunctional mass that resembled scar tissue, and even if he survived, he would never be able to breathe without a respirator. His adrenal glands had hemorrhaged, and he would not be able to produce the hormones necessary to live and grow. It was likely that his other organs were in similar states of irreparable destruction.


One doctor actually said to me, “It isn’t necessarily a good thing that your baby lived through the night.”


I wish I could report that my faith was so strong that I never believed any of this, but I would be lying. I hadn’t seen the miracles that would give me that kind of utterly unshakable faith yet. I was still being tested.


That was the darkest night of my life. My poor, suffering baby was across the city and I couldn’t be with him. I was alone in this wretched place with worst-case scenario news from the doctors, while my family was with the baby in a neonatal intensive care unit across town. I had never known such misery, or fear.


The next day, I checked out of that hospital and joined my family at my baby’s bedside, where I stayed for the next twelve days.


We never left the baby, except for the hour a day when the patient NICU nurses changed shifts. Perhaps it was a coincidence that three of Shane’s primary care nurses were named Mary, Magdalena, and Mary Ann. But each of these women was blessed with the compassion and grace of their namesakes, and it was with their support that we kept our vigil.


We lived in armchairs at the side of Shane’s bed, talking to him, singing to him, and most of all, praying. We prayed in the NICU, we prayed in the hospital chapel, we prayed in the garden, and we invited our friends and family all over the world to pray with us via telephone and Internet. There were thousands of people praying for our baby. We never gave up.


The Lord’s Prayer was my anchor through this difficult time, and I envisioned the rose as I meditated. I struggled to have faith and to surrender to the will of God, which are the tasks of the first and second petals in the prayer practice, every single day. In order to get through the ordeal, I had to believe that all of this was happening for a reason, so I clung tightly to that faith. And I used the rest of the Lord’s Prayer practice as necessary. Sometimes I had to get through major financial worries: we couldn’t afford not to work during this time, and yet leaving the baby was not an option. Whatever the outcome, it was certain that we were going to eventually go home to a financial crisis. At other times I had to deal with my anger over the circumstances and even find forgiveness for the doctors who had almost let my baby die. These weighty burdens were made far more bearable through the prayer. And all the while I clung to the vision from the labyrinth and the message that I must not give up.
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