
“Lord, if I thought you were listening, I’d pray for this above all: that any church set up in your 
name should remain poor, and powerless, and modest. That it should wield no authority except 
that of love. That it should never cast anyone out. That it should own no property and make no 
laws. That it should not condemn, but only forgive. That it should not be like a palace with 
marble walls and polished floors, and guards standing at the door, but like a tree with its roots 
deep in the soil, that shelters every kind of bird and beast and gives blossom in the spring and 
shade in the hot sun and fruit in the season, and in time gives up its good sound wood for the 
carpenter; but that sheds many thousands of seed so that new trees can grow in its place.” (pg 
199) 


