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Introduction 

You’ll have heard the story of a taxi driver asking a priest riding in his cab. 

“Supposing when you die, it turns out you were wrong about the existence 

of God and Heaven?” 

The priest responds, “Supposing you die without believing in Him, then find 

out you’re wrong? I’ll have lived a happy life in the expectation of going to 

Heaven. And if I’m wrong, it won’t matter - my life will still have had 

meaning. But if you’re wrong, it will matter - and it’ll be too late.” 

I’ve used that argument many times when my faith has been put under 

pressure. But reading Dr. Norman Vincent Peale’s The Power of Positive 

Thinking made me realize just believing in God isn’t enough.  

We’re here on earth to fulfill our potential. That parable about the talents is 

so potent - how interesting that the coins of the day should be called 

‘talents’! Each of us has unique talents, given to us by God Who expects us to 

use them for His glory. 

Dr. Peale’s book made me understand the importance of setting good goals 

and going for them. He gives numerous methods for doing this, and for 

removing obstacles that come our way, using the power God gave us. 

In addition to perfect charity with our neighbors, we only need faith ‘the size 

of a mustard seed’ to make good things happen in our lives.  

I wrote this little book to show what happened when I put Dr. Peale’s 

principles into practice. I hope they inspire you to get a copy of his book. 

You’ll be amazed at how your life changes for the better. 

 

Hilary C.T. Walker 

Owings, Maryland, April 2011 
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“It isn’t our position but our disposition which makes us happy.” 

 - Author Unknown 

The Shuttle That Shouldn’t Have 

We were flying back from vacation and due to land at Dulles airport just 

before the last shuttle left for our hotel. 

Normally we’d have driven home. But the trip had been long and exhausting, 

so we’d booked a room at a hotel near Dulles to recuperate before driving 

the two and half hours down to our home in Richmond, Virginia, the 

following morning. 

Our flight originated in Vancouver with a layover in Denver before taking the 

final plane to Washington, DC. There was delay, but nothing bad - we still 

had plenty of time to reach Dulles before that last crucial shuttle left at 

midnight for our motel.  

The hold-up gave us time to browse the airport bookstore and off we went.  

None of the latest and greatest ‘best-sellers’ grabbed my attention, so I 

wandered round the rest of the store. For some reason, one small book 

looked up at me and said, “Buy me.” I picked it up and it seemed pretty 

interesting, but I hadn’t yet given up on finding a work of fiction.  

The slim volume was the ‘how-to’ genre which I don’t usually buy. 

Do you ever see something you like but walk away because you don’t have 

to have it? Then later you’re still thinking about it, and know it’s the right 

thing for you. The pocket-sized paperback was doing that to me.  

I walked back and picked it up again.  
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The title was The Power of Positive Thinking by Dr. Norman Vincent Peale. I 

knew nothing about the author, but I liked the layout of the book, its 

optimistic viewpoint, and the author’s friendly writing style. I bought it. 

While I was sitting and reading my new purchase at the departure gate, with 

my husband, eleven-year-old son, and my mother-in-law, the announcement 

bellowed that our plane was further delayed. 

My husband began to worry that we wouldn’t make it back in time to catch 

the last shuttle. There would certainly be no taxis at that hour. That shuttle 

was our only chance of reaching the hotel. 

By then I had read enough of my optimistic book to turn to him and say, 

“Don’t worry. It doesn’t matter when we land - the shuttle will still be 

waiting for us.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous! Of course it won’t!” 

“Oh, but it will. I’m reading this fantastic book, and it says all I have to do is 

believe we’ll be okay and it’ll happen.” 

My husband rolled his eyes at me - not for the first time in our long marriage 

- and that was the end of the discussion. 

I’d been reading Chapter Four: Try Prayer Power, which made total sense to 

me. Among other things, it advocates using only positive thoughts when 

praying, as they are the ones that get results. 

Underlined is also the importance of being willing to accept God’s will - He may 

be about to give us something better than what we’re asking for. We mustn’t 

forget to give thanks constantly for what we have and not keep asking for 

what we don’t have. 

Then come two tough things.  
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The first is to put everything in God’s hands. You’ll have seen on bumper 

stickers, “Let go and let God.” We’re so desperate to be in control of our lives 

that handing our problems over to an Unseen Power is the hardest thing to 

do - especially at the precise moment when we most need to do it. It’s the 

ultimate test of faith for me. I feel I’m doing nothing constructive, when I’m 

actually helping my situation by allowing God to work on it for me. 

The second tough thing is pray for people we don’t like or who have 

mistreated us. As Dr. Peale writes, “Resentment is blockade number one of 

spiritual power.” 

And so, while I was reading, I was also praying in the manner the book 

outlined. Getting the last shuttle back to the hotel that night was not the 

most important thing I’ve ever asked God for, but it was the most immediate 

need we had as a family and a test of how firmly I was willing to believe in 

the power of right-minded prayer. 

Finally we boarded our plane and it took off. By now it was clear that even 

with the captain going full throttle we would land after midnight and miss 

the shuttle. 

However, I refused to be pessimistic. The further along I got with reading my 

book, the more convinced I was that the shuttle would wait for us. My 

husband was thoroughly exasperated with me and my determination that all 

would be well. 

“If it makes you happy, believe what you like,” he said. “But I’m telling you, 

we’re going to have to spend the night at the airport!” 

The plane landed. We picked up our luggage and made for the shuttle bus 

stop. It was now 12:30 a.m. and the shuttle should have left half an hour ago. 
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Irritated beyond endurance by my constant chirping about how the shuttle 

would still be there, my husband ran on ahead so he could turn round and 

tell me, “I told you so!” when the shuttle was nowhere to be seen. 

Instead, he ran outside to find the shuttle bus waiting by the bus stop, with 

the driver leaning against the cab. 

“Why are you still here?” my incredulous husband asked. 

“I don’t know,” came the reply. 

My spouse admitted to being covered in goose bumps when the rest of us 

showed up and boarded the bus. I just smiled happily and said, “I told you it 

would be okay.” 

That experience was my first introduction to how correctly applied optimism 

really pays off. How wonderful that I could put it into practice before I’d even 

finished the book! 

There will be many of you reading this who’ll say I just got lucky - it was pure 

coincidence the shuttle driver was still waiting for us.  

I completely understand your reaction. But if you were right, why have my 

prayers and optimism resolved the following, much more difficult, situations 

for me? 
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The Greedy Farmer 

This is the story of someone trying to extort money unjustly from me. The 

sum involved was not small, and I was astounded when I first got the request 

to pay it. 

In the mid 1990’s we bought and lived in a lovely property in the West 

Country of England. It had twenty-six acres of land, and we were able to set 

aside eleven of them every spring to grow hay for our horses, leaving the 

other grass paddocks for them to graze on. 

The summer before we moved to the States, I asked the usual farmer to cut 

the hay. We were about to sell the house and move out of the country, so I 

told him he could keep the hay. 

Stupidly I didn’t discuss this with him, but I assumed the laws of fairness 

dictated that if I was giving him the eleven hundred bales of hay, he would 

waive the cost of cutting it. The value of the crop far outweighed the cost to 

the farmer of turning my long grass into bales, which he could sell for a 

profit. It never occurred to me he would take the hay for free then charge 

me for making it! 

I had been in the States for about a year when I received a bill from the 

farmer for cutting and baling my hay which he had taken and sold. This is a 

mistake, I thought. I wrote back saying surely he wasn’t charging me for 

preparing hay which I had given to him for nothing? 

The reply came that he’d had the expense of storing the hay before selling it 

and had sold it at cost. My answer was that what he did with the hay was not 

my responsibility and I didn’t see how I owed him any money.  

He had received goods of far greater value in return for work of lesser value. 

How was it just that I pay him for something he’d taken? To my mind that 
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put an end to the whole discussion. No reasonable person could possibly 

think I owed the man any money! 

But I wasn’t dealing with a reasonable person. 

I received a letter from a debt collection agency in England, trying to get the 

money from me. 

I wrote back explaining why I didn’t owe any money. 

The situation had escalated far beyond my expectations and sense of fair 

play. I hadn’t picked up The Power of Positive Thinking for a while, but now I 

remembered the book and how its principles helped me once before. 

I began to pray daily for the farmer who was trying to wrong me. I decided 

he must be in some kind of sudden financial difficulty, otherwise why would 

he have waited a year to come after me for money, if he really believed I 

owed it to him? 

Remembering resentment blocks spiritual power, and understanding the 

necessity of praying for those who mistreat us, I asked God to resolve the 

farmer’s financial problems. 

I prayed the farmer might be relieved of the need to use such unfair means 

to get money. I prayed he would receive the money he needed through 

honest channels, and no longer feel the need to chase me. 

In the beginning it was hard to feel charitable towards this man, whom I 

considered a mean-spirited extortionist. But I persevered. Every night I sent 

out kind thoughts and wishes to him, and asked God to change his mind 

about haunting me with debt collectors’ letters. 

I believed with all my heart this situation would resolve itself. I refused to 

accept that such unfairness would prevail. My resolve was tested when a 
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second letter came from the debt collector explaining why the farmer 

thought I owed the money. 

But I refused to give in. My response was firm but polite: I did not owe the 

money: once again I explained why, and that I was not going to pay it. I then 

continued on my path of prayer and charitable thoughts.  

I never heard from either the collection agency or the farmer again. 

I hope he came into the money he needed by some fair means, realized he 

was acting unjustly towards me, and gave up on his attempts to collect 

money he wasn’t entitled to. 

It’s hard to explain this as mere ‘coincidence,’ isn’t it? 
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Another Farm Tries It On 

My horses had lived with me for many years before I had to move to another 

property which as yet had no barn on it. We were going to build one but in 

the meantime my horses would have to board elsewhere. This would be 

hard on me and the four of them.  

When your horses live with you, you can be flexible about their routine. You 

are also automatically more generous with hay, more solicitous about clean 

stalls, available fresh water, and enough grazing. If it’s cold, you bring them 

in. If it’s warm, you take off their blankets, so they don’t sweat and become 

uncomfortable. If the flies are getting bothersome, you bring them in…. You 

get the picture - you, the owner, take much better care of your horses than 

most boarding barns. 

I’d found a barn willing to take all four horses, including my mare. She 

cribbed, meaning she would chew anything she could lay her teeth on, a 

habit she’d developed long before I acquired her. Since she was the best 

horse I’d ever owned and had worked her way out of all her other vices, I 

allowed her to crib at home. She did it less and less frequently as she became 

more relaxed around me, but never completely stopped. 

This barn agreed to take all four horses, including the cribbing mare. In order 

to prevent her from chewing the paddock fencing, the owners put a strand 

of live electric wire around the top two planks. It ensured she could not 

damage their property. 

The mare was still able to chew the wood in her box, but I had agreed to pay 

any damages she incurred and the barn owners were fine with that. 

Over time I became aware that not only my horses, but the other equines, 

were not being given enough hay or water. I would show up on a boiling hot 

day and find all the water troughs empty. One morning I saw a pony of theirs 
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drinking water out of a muddy puddle - it was the only liquid available. Time 

and time again I would have to fill up those troughs. 

My horses did not have enough water in their buckets to drink during the 

night, so I bought four extra buckets and filled them.  A few days later, my 

extra buckets had been given to their own horses and mine no longer had 

the two buckets of water they needed. 

There were many other examples of mismanagement. I never made an issue 

out of them, but simply mentioned from time to time that the water needed 

filling up. I bought extra hay for my horses, so I could not be accused of 

‘stealing’ the barn’s hay.  

They badly needed it, as they had no grass in their paddock. Whereas the 

owners’ horses were in a lush field… 

One horrible day my mare became sick with colic. It was brought on by the 

stress of being in an unhappy environment and not being given enough hay 

or water. She was an older mare, which is why she was unable to withstand 

the bad conditions. I was trying to build a barn as fast as I could, but it was 

too late for her. 

At 8:30 p.m. of the night before Thanksgiving, the vet had to put her down. I 

held her lifeless head in my lap and sobbed my heart out. 

Her body lay in the indoor school throughout the next day, as no one was 

available to remove it on that major holiday.  

On Friday I brought her home and buried her near the house. 

I was devastated and had to get my other three horses out of there before 

another one died. 
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I found a barn nearby (it was easy, as I no longer had a cribbing horse to 

accommodate) and told the current barn owners I was moving. Did they 

need anything in writing from me, as it said in the boarding agreement? 

“No,” the barn manager replied.  

Two weeks before I was due to leave with my remaining horses, there was a 

sudden flurry of activity at the barn. Fences were being repaired (long overdue) 

and fence posts were being replaced with new ones. Everyone was smiling at me 

as I rode my horses, though no one actually spoke to me. It was eerie. I didn’t 

know what was going on. 

Two weeks later, I received a bill from the barn owners. I apparently owed 

them for twenty fence boards and two fence posts which my horses had 

allegedly destroyed. I also owed them for damage to the stall incurred by my 

late mare. 

I now understood the reason behind the sudden repair work being done a 

week earlier. But I made no comment on the bill - it was too ridiculous for 

words. Plus I wanted to get my horses out of there before they were held 

hostage over a bill I didn’t owe.  

I acknowledged responsibility for the wood chewing in the stall, though I 

thought it insensitive of the owners whose mismanagement caused my 

mare’s death to even think of charging me.  

But my horses couldn’t possibly have damaged the fencing - there were two 

strands of electrified wire protecting it! And why wasn’t I shown the damage 

- if indeed my horses had done it - before the repairs were carried out? 

Clearly I was being targeted to foot the bill for much-needed repairs to the 

ancient posts and rails. 

I continued to say nothing, and interestingly no one approached me about it.  
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The day before I was set to leave, I went to collect all my tack and noticed a 

note chalked on the board saying, “Well, today’s the day! Good bye and 

good luck!” 

What?! I was more than happy to go, but the new barn wasn’t expecting me 

until the following day, the first of the month. I rushed round to the new 

barn and luckily the lady was willing to take my three guys in twenty-four 

hours early. 

But I had to get them out of the barn first - and I wanted to avoid a show-

down over that unfair bill. 

God was on my side while I loaded the first two horses into the trailer. Too 

busy chasing their own horses, which had escaped from the field, the barn 

staff had no time to challenge me for the money I didn’t owe. 

When I returned for the last gelding, those horses had got out again! 

Nobody cared about me. Thank you, God! 

My third horse normally kicked up a huge fuss about riding in the trailer. But 

he was so desperate to get out of there that he walked straight onto the 

hated transport. 

Phew! I’d escaped that awful place, which held such miserable memories for 

me - leaving a check for the wood chewing damage done to the stall.  

It wasn’t long before I got a letter saying I owed the rest of the money. I 

ignored it. I then got a registered letter, and responded by saying I was not 

responsible for repairs to their property beyond those for which I had 

already paid. Plus, if my horses were the culprits, why wasn’t I told about the 

damage when they did it? 

The reply came that the repairs were done “before I could be shown the 

damage,” and I still owed the money. 
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I said I didn’t. 

Then I got a registered letter from their attorney. I responded to this by 

saying why I couldn’t owe the money - my horses had been physically 

restrained by electric wire from chewing on the fencing. 

The attorney wrote back that I now owed the money plus additional 

boarding fees, because I’d not given written notice that I was leaving. I 

automatically owed one month’s bill in lieu of notice, plus every additional 

month since my horses had left. 

And the manager had told me I didn’t need to give written notice! 

It was now time to hire an attorney. A friend from the same barn was also 

being sued for money she didn’t owe and found a competent lady lawyer 

who saw us both together and charged us half the regular fee each. 

She grabbed a box of tissues as she asked me to explain exactly how my 

mare died.  

I wanted to countersue for the death of my horse, as her value was far 

greater than the amount I was being harassed over.  

However, I wasn’t interested in getting any money - I just wanted these 

horrible people to go away! 

My lawyer’s first letter was greeted by a response saying that cribbing horses 

are prone to colic and enclosing a photo of my mare cribbing. They declined 

to agree her death was their fault.  

But I refused to back down. 

My lawyer told them they owed me $25,000 as the value of my deceased 

horse. This was more than twenty-five times what they were asking from me. 

More letters flew back and forth. 
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* * * * 

It was now time to apply the positive principle. 

This meant forgiving the main culprit in all of this, the lady who owned the 

barn. She was in the beginning stages of muscular dystrophy and would be 

nice to my face, but I heard many reports of her bad-mouthing me behind 

my back. 

I never understood what I’d done wrong. I can only assume she felt guilty 

about her poor care of my horses, and how the way I looked after them 

showed her how it should be done.  

It’s just a guess - I’ll never know the real reason. But later I found out the 

medication for her condition could induce bipolar behavior. 

So I set about praying nightly for this lady. It was so hard! I didn’t feel well-

disposed to her for causing the death of my beloved horse and then suing 

me for money I didn’t owe. 

But I persevered. I told myself her condition was only going to get worse and 

she would soon be in a wheelchair. I on the other hand, however this 

situation played out, would still be able to walk and function normally.  

This alone should evoke sympathy for my persecutor. I prayed for her to feel 

at peace and stop chasing me so unfairly.  

I continued to do this for four weeks and the letters stopped. 

Still don’t believe optimism can come true? 
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Beating Bell’s Palsy 

As a result of moving my horses to a better barn after the death of my mare, 

I made some great friends and my faith in equestrian people was revived. 

I would only be at that boarding barn for a few months. The plans for my 

own stables at home had finally been approved and the building was now 

under construction. But that time was filled with camaraderie and riding with 

like-minded equestrians, who came to my barn party when I was able to 

bring my three remaining horses home. 

Two years later I took my youngest horse to a show.  

When I drew up with my trailer, I was thrilled to see I’d parked next to a family 

of horse riders I knew well from my happy boarding barn days. They were all 

there - mother, father, son, and the daughter, who was riding her mare that 

day. My gelding remembered the little paint and greeted her with a friendly 

whinny. 

As soon as I said hello to the father, he was quick to tell me that he may look 

drunk, with his lopsided face, but it was from Bell’s palsy. He’d suddenly 

contracted it a couple of weeks earlier. The doctor told him he may recover - 

either slowly or quickly - or maybe never. My unfortunate friend was 

wearing a patch over one eye which refused to shut. 

He was entered in a horse show two weeks from then and was determined 

to go ahead and compete. 

There is a wonderful park open to riders that I’d wanted to visit with my 

horse, but not by myself. This kind man and his amiable wife suggested we 

meet the week after his show, so we could go for a long ride together. I 

readily agreed and looked forward to the outing, which I knew my horse 

would enjoy. 
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That evening I drove home feeling bad for my friend with Bell’s palsy but 

impressed with his sanguine attitude towards it. 

I resolved to pray he would recover from the affliction in time for his 

competition in two weeks. As before, I put strong mental effort into forgiving 

anyone I may feel a grudge against before asking God to please make it 

happen. I knew I was asking for very quick results, but this time it wasn’t for 

me - it was for someone else. 

I continued to pray and pray every night, believing a miracle would happen. 

Over that short time, I became convinced my friend would be whole again 

and I couldn’t wait to see him. 

The Thursday after his horse show, I met up with him and his wife at the 

riding park. Imagine how thrilled I was to see my friend’s face back to 

normal! I asked him whether by any chance he had recovered on Sunday?  

He looked at me in surprise and said, “Yes.” 

“I prayed for you,” I said simply. 

“It looks as though it worked,” he replied. “Thank you.” 

I know Bell’s palsy can cure itself at any moment. But why did my friend’s 

case heal on the very day I had asked God to make it happen? 
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The Unexpected Benefits of Prayer 

For a long time I’d been hoping my mother would come back into the church. 

She’s actually the reason why I am Catholic. But whereas I left the faith then 

returned, she away and even claimed not to believe in God.  

This pained me very much, and I tried in subtle ways - unsuccessfully - to 

encourage her to rethink.  

I brought this up to my parish priest, who said the one thing I should do is 

pray for her. 

After this conversation, I began zealously praying for her, wishing her 

happiness and sending out strong messages of goodwill, as well as hoping 

she would reconsider her negative feelings about God. 

This continued for several months, and it became a habit for me to pray for 

her. Then, out of the blue, I received a phone call from her. It wasn’t about 

the hoped-for re-conversion to Catholicism - it was God rewarding me for my 

selfless prayer in a way I hadn’t even imagined or wished for. 

My mother offered to help pay for my son’s college tuition! 

 

* * * * 

Two years after this, my mother had a stroke. She was 84 years old and it 

was clear she would not recover mobility in her left side. She was too old and 

too weak to fight the paralysis. 

The stroke triggered Alzheimer’s, do it was a matter of four to five years 

before the end came. 
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My big concern became that my mother should die without being reconciled 

to the Church. 

My parish priest urged me to pray for her daily, and gave me a relic from the 

veil of a nun whose body had been exhumed and found to be incorrupt. She 

is now being considered for canonization, and her Carmelite order is anxious 

to hear from anyone whose intercessions to Mother Therese of Jesus have 

been answered. With the relic came a short novena prayer. 

I prayed the novena constantly, not just for nine days, and was in frequent 

touch with a Catholic friend of Mother’s. They both lived in Wisconsin, a long 

way from Maryland where I lived, so I relied heavily on this lady to keep me 

in the loop during the intervals between my visits to Mother in her rehab 

facility. 

On my birthday that year I received an email from the friend to say that 

Mother had accepted a visit from the local parish priest, had received the 

Anointing of the Sick, and returned to the Catholic Church. 

I was no longer in mortal fear of the state of my mother’s soul. 

I was careful to write to the Carmelite nuns to let them know their deceased 

superior had interceded successfully on behalf of my mother. They were 

overjoyed. 

God works not only in mysterious ways, He also works in amazing ways. 

Four years later, my mother died. For several days she was lying in bed, 

drifting in and out of consciousness. 

Two days before her death she opened her eyes and raised her right hand 

towards Someone we couldn’t see and cried out “Jesus!” He was coming to 

take her home. 

THE END 
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