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ALL IS STILL. Barely audible are the 
last faint echoes of voices raised in 
familiar Christmas carols. Diamonds of 
light shed their brilliance in the mid
night sky above the deep white blanket 
of glistening new snow snuggled over 
the countryside. Inside the house, all is 
quiet and peaceful as the day nears its 

. end. Colored lights sparkle gaily amid 
the tinsel and ornaments on the Christ
mas tree by the window. Holly and 
evergreen branches adorn the mantle, 
and the woodsy aroma wafts through
out the house. Undulating flames burn 

. low in the fireplace, casting a soft 
golden glow over the pleasant room. All 
is peace. All is harmony. All is good.

It is Christmas ... a special time, a 
glad time of giving and receiving, the 
wondrous time of Christ’s rebirth. 
Father, I am so grateful for all the good 
things in my life. I am grateful for all 

‘■'the opportunities I have to leam and 
'’grow and put into action the principles 
of Truth.

The Christ in my heart calls out to 
*.the Christ in the hearts of all mankind. I 
praise and thank You, God, that this is 

“ so. I praise and thank You that today
► many persons will respond to Your 
gifts of healing love, quickened faith, 
enlightened understanding, living sub
stance, hope renewed, spontaneous 
joy, and enduring peace.

v Oh, God, I thank You that You hear 
%-me when I speak, whether the words 
are spoken aloud or in my inmost 
being. I thank You for the blessings of 
the glorious Christmas season, and the 
deep meaning it has for every soul on

► earth. May these blessings lift everyone 
upward in divine wholeness and attune- 
ment with the spirit of the Christ.

Father-Mother God, let me cooper-
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BY REBECCA CLARK

ate in expressing the true spirit of 
Christmas that is peace and goodwill. 
Let my mouth speak the words that 
should be spoken. Let my ears hear the 
music of the spheres proclaiming the 
good in everything. Let my eyes behold 
the kingdom of heaven come into mani
festation on earth. Let my song join 
with the celestial choir in giving eternal 
praise to You, our Creator. Let my 
thoughts ever seek and worship You.

May the Christ Child be born anew in 
my consciousness this day. Fulfill in me 
the promise that I may, in Your name, 
do the things that should be done by 
me. Come and walk and talk with me, 
for I am preparing the way. My Christ
mas gift, my offering of love, is the gift 
of myself. Teach me how to walk the 
earth with my head held high in adora
tion, with my spirit soaring with the 
enlightenment of the Christ Mind, and 
with the peace of the Truth of God 
permeating my being.

Align my consciousness with Yours, 
Christ of God. From everything less 
than the perfection of Truth, make me 
free. Seal my total being in Yours with 
the constant knowing that I am Your 
child divine. 0



JAMES DILLET FREEMAN

CONVERSATION
I

AT AN INN

“YOU! A CAPTAIN in the Roman 
army! I can’t believe it, Philip!” said 
Adam. “And you, Balsha? A merchant 
in—where did you say?”

“Nisibis.”
“Nisibis! I hardly know where it is,” 

said Adam. “Up near Assyria, isn’t it? 
Almost the end of the earth.”

“Hardly that,” said Balsha. “The 
earth, I’ve discovered, is a big place, 
Adam. ”

Adam shook his head, looking from 
one of his friends to the other. “I envy 
you two. You’ve been everywhere, and 
here I still am where I’ve always been, 
in the inn of my father and his father 
before him.”

“And are we glad you are!” said 
Philip. “The way this town’s packed by 
this census, thank Jupiter I know the 
innkeeper!”

“Thank Jupiter?” said Adam. “The 
Roman army hasn’t made a pagan out 
of you, has it?”

Philip scratched the back of his head. 
“After twenty years in the Roman

army, I’m not sure what I am. I guess I 
don’t think it’s important what I call 
myself—or God.”

Adam turned to Balsha. “You, 
Balsha? You haven’t abandoned the •• 
faith, have you?” *

“Oh, I think I’m still a Jew,” said 
Balsha, “though like Philip, I’ve been a 
lot of places and met a lot of people this. 
last twenty years. You get a few new 
ideas. You’d expect that, wouldn’t > 
you?”

“That all depends on what the ideas 
are,” said Adam.

“I’m from Nisibis. You said, it’s the 
end of the world. But out beyond, 
there’s a whole other world. I’ve jour-„  
neyed there. You know about Persia, of # 
course.”

Adam nodded.
“And India?”
Adam nodded, a little more slowly. 
“And China?”
Adam shook his head.
“I’ve heard of it,” said Philip.
“The people of China have yellow





skin and a civilization so old they think 
they’re the only civilized people in the 
world—all the rest of us are barbarians— 
so they’ve built a wall a thousand miles 
long and so big the Roman army could 
march on it, around their entire king
dom, just to keep us barbarians out. 
I’ve been there. China. India. Persia. 
Strange lands. Different people. New 
ideas. Adam, you ask me if I’m a Jew. I 
don’t know. You’re a Roman citizen 
now, aren’t you, Philip?”

Philip nodded.
“I figured you’d be. Me? I’m a 

citizen of the world. I’ve found out 
there are fascinating people every
where. Their cities, their customs, their 
ideas. Yes, and their religions! Why do 
you think I’m a merchant? Just to 
make money? No. Because it pushes me 
out past my old horizons. How is it the 
poet puts it? I make the golden journey 
to Samarkand! And beyond. Beyond. 
I’m searching, Adam. Searching.” 

“What are you searching for?” said 
Adam.

“What are we all searching for?” said 
Philip. “For the truth. Aren’t you?” 

“You think you’re going to find the 
truth by traveling over the earth?” said 
Adam.

“That’s surely one of the places we 
have to look, isn’t it?” said Philip. 
“Where would you look?”

“Is there any doubt?” said Adam. 
“I’d look in the Bible, the Torah, the 
word of God.”

“I look there, too,” said Balsha. 
“But as to just what that truth means, 
different people have different ideas, 
even the rabbis—don’t they? Yes, I’m 
searching for the truth. That’s why I’m 
here. Oh, I’m here because the Roman 
Emperor ordered a census and I was

born in this town. But that’s only one 
of the reasons I’m here. I live in Nisi bis. 
Nisibis may belong to Rome, but it isn’t 
Roman. It’s a Persian town. Some of 
my best friends are Persian priests. 
They’re called magi. Ever heard of 
them?”

His friends nodded.
“They’re very wise men. Just as * 

much monotheists as we Jews. And 
these magi have a teaching. Have you 
two ever heard of the Messiah?”

“I’m in the Roman army, I’ve heard 
of everything,” said Philip.

“I’ve heard of it, that’s all,” said „ 
Adam. .

“The magi believe that from time to 
time a child is to be born who is the son 
of God. The Persians call him Shao- 
shyant, but I believe the Hebrew word 
is Messiah.”

“Shaoshyant or Messiah, I don’t 
believe in him,” said Adam, shaking his 
head. *

“There are Jews who do,” said 
Balsha.

“In Nisibis perhaps. Not here. God is •

to have a son?” Adam threw up his 
hands in a gesture of disbelief. «

“Yes, God is to have a son. Oh, he’s < 
to be human. Very human. But also 
divine. He’ll be born like anyone else—

V  Y  -  +
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of a woman. But God will be his 
father.”

“What kind of Jew can you be and 
say you believe this?” said Adam. 
“There is only one God. The Lord our 
God is one Lord, and you shall love the 
Lord your God with all your heart and 
with all your mind and with all your 
might. This is the supreme command
ment. You know that.”

“I know the commandment,” said 
Balsha. “But I don’t see anything in it 
that says the one Lord can’t have a son. 
The magi believe, from time to time 
when the world gets into a bad enough 
mess—and it’s in a mess now, you’ll 
have to admit that, won’t you?”

“Sure. It’s the first thing you’ve said 
that makes sense,” said Adam.

“Very well. You believe in a God 
who is love, don’t you?”

“Just,” said Adam.
“All right, just. Wise. Isn’t it reason

able to believe a just and wise God 
won’t let things get so bad He’ll have to 
destroy everything, like He had to with 
Sodom and Gomorrah and the Flood?” 

“So when we all get as immoral and 
idolatrous as Persians and Romans”— 
Adam looked from one of his friends to 
the other—“God comes down and has a 
son and that sets everything right?” 

“W ouldn’t it ?” said Balsha. 
“Wouldn’t such a One, humanly divine 
and divinely human, have infinite 
wisdom and love? Wouldn’t He show us 
how to heal our sicknesses and suffer
ing, how to live in peace and plenty?” 

“For this God needs a son? He can’t 
do it Himself?” said Adam.

“But what’s wrong with God having 
a son? Is it so strange? The Bible tells 
how He’s come down for all sorts of 
reasons. Now the time has come, the

magi say, for God to have a son—yes, by 
a woman—a virgin, beautiful and pure 
and worthy to bear such a child. What 
do you think, Philip?”

“Well, it’s not a belief I’m wholly un
fam iliar with,” said Philip. “The 
Romans have so many gods I don’t even 
know their names. And all of them have 
sons by the dozens. Most of them ille
gitimate. But you can’t tell me you 
really believe nonsense like this, Balsha. 
These are ignorant superstitions.” 

“Whatever I believe, one thing I 
know,” said Balsha, “the magi are not 
ignoran t or superstitious. They’re 
among the wisest people this earth has. 
Even the ancient Greeks thought that. 
Plato wished to go and study with 
them.”

“The Greeks have as many crack- 
brain notions as the Romans,” said 
Philip. “Or the Persians!”

Balsha flushed. Then he said in a 
deeply earnest voice, “The magi are 
w ise men! Great astronomers and 
astrologers, and they’ve prophesied this 
for a thousand years. Now they say, all 
the signs—all the signs!—point to now. 
Right now! Please don’t shut your 
minds to this. When he comes, I want to 
be there. Don’t you?”

“I probably will be,” said Philip. “In 
my official capacity. This Messiah— 
straighten me out if this isn’t true, 
Balsha, but I think I’ve heard it—when 
he comes he’s going to proclaim himself 
King of the Jews.”

Balsha nodded.
“And he’s supposed to rescue them 

from their oppressors, no?”
“He will, he will,” said Balsha.
“That means Rome, doesn’t it?” said 

Philip.
“I’ll second that,” said Adam. “If



the shoe fits—or should I say iron 
boot?”

“This is no joke,” said Philip. “If 
there’s one thing any Messiah had 
better keep in mind, the Roman army 
takes a dim view of people who pro
claim themselves kings. There’s only 
one power that decides who’s going to 
be king of anything, that’s Caesar. 
We’ve already got one king of the 
Jews.”

“Herod!” said Adam and spat.
“I have the same opinion of him you 

do,” said Philip. “All the more reason 
why we don’t need two. We’ve got 
enough problems without Messiahs 
stirring up trouble.”

“Stirring up trouble!” cried Balsha. 
“You can’t believe that. You know in 
your heart the son of God could only 
bring—what is it the Bible says?—righ
teousness in His wings, and order and 
liberty and love. He’ll be the prince of 
peace.”

“You really believe all this, don’t 
you?” said Philip.

“Yes, I do.”
“And you’ve searched for this son of 

God, this Messiah, whatever he’s 
called?”

“I have.”
“Is that why you went to India?” 
“Yes, and the people there—they’re 

very spiritual, the most spiritual people 
I’ve ever met—they have the same 
beliefs the magi have.”

“That God takes human form?” 
“Yes.”
“And you found Him there?”
“You know I didn’t,” said Balsha. 
“No, of course, you didn’t. And this 

China, you went there, too, you said?” 
Balsha nodded. “It’s an unbelievable 

country, across the roof of the world. 
8

The mountains there make Ararat and 
O lym pus look like foothills. And 
among those mountains there are men 
as spiritually lofty as the mountains. 
They spend their whole lives in prayer 
and meditation, holy, holy men. And 
do you know what they believe? God 
appears as a human child.”

“And among these you found your 
human god? No, you didn’t,” said 
Philip, not waiting for an answer. “But 
now you expect to find Him here. In 
Palestine! Why?”

“Don’t you see?” said Balsha ex
citedly. “I don’t know why it didn’t 
occur to me long ago, and I a Jew! If 
God is going to have a son, where better 
than here? Has any people been more 
His than we Jews? The magi agree. 
Some of them are in Jerusalem now.” 

“He’s to be born in Jerusalem?” said 
Philip.

“I—I think so,” said Balsha.
“You’re not sure?”
Balsha shook his head.
“Anyway, you haven’t found Him 

yet?”
“Not yet,” said Balsha.
“Not ever, Balsha, never! I’ve met 

lots of holy men. Probably as many as 
you. Remember, the Roman army gets 
around. Yes, and holy women—along 
with quite a few unholy ones.” He 
laughed. “Saviors are always popping 
up. You know what I’ve found them to 
be? Sometimes rogues. Yes, charming 
and persuasive rogues. But most of 
them weren’t rogues. They were the 
projection of the delusion of their own 
followers, and as much under the 
delusion as their followers were; they 
believed they were divine. But that 
didn’t make them so. No matter how 
many millions of worshipers knelt at



I
their feet. When someone like me came 
along—not hypnotized by his will-to- 
believe—it was clear, the human god 
was merely human. If there’s anything 
I’ve learned as a Roman soldier, it’s that 
there are no saviors. I’ve encountered a 
lot of strange gods and goddesses and 
sons and daughters of gods in my life, 
but I’ve never met any of them when 
the chips were down, who could do me 
much good—or was much help in a 
sword fight.”

“You don’t sound as if you even 
believe in God any more,” said Adam.

“That all depends on what you mean 
by God. Personally I think I believe 
more in a real, honest-to-god God than 
either you or Balsha.”

“God is God,” said Adam.
“Words are words,” said Philip. “I 

probably don’t believe in the kind of 
God you do, and I’m sure I don’t be- 
lieve in the kind Balsha says he believes 

*. in. I don’t believe there’s somebody out 
there”—he pointed at the sky—“some 
kind of super Caesar on a starry throne 

, who will maybe help me if I ask him 
to—or maybe won’t. All this Savior 

* stuff—help me, Almighty King—come 
K and deliver us, Lord, from our own 

foolishness—it’s a lot of superstition.
“The kind of God I believe in is a 

force within myself. The God, the only 
real God, is the spirit within me. You 

> want to find your Lord and Savior? 
v That’s where you have to look for Him. 

Not in some far-off heaven or some 
Shaoshyant or Messiah. Look within 
yourself.

“Yes, I believe in God. I believe He 
v made me in His image, just like I read it 

in the Torah as a boy. I believe He put 
Himself in me and in every atom of His 
universe, and He said,‘Now it’s up to

you. You have in you all the qualities of 
heart and mind you need to save 
yourself and your world.’

Adam snorted. “If this is true, we’ve

been a little slow doing it, haven’t we?” 
“You can’t blame God for that,” 

said Philip. “He gave us all we need. But 
He made us like Himself. That means 
free! Balsha, you think God has a son. I 
do, too. I think you’re His son. And 
you too, Adam. Me, too. All of us are. 
We all have God in us. We have a divine 
nature. But it’s up to us to express it. 
When you use your own divine power 
and intelligence and love, then you’re 
true to the only true God there is.” 

“Why, you don’t believe in any
thing,” said Adam. “You’re a—a mate
rialist.”

“Materialist? No. I’m just not a 
superstitionist.”

“No, Adam’s right,” said Balsha. 
“You don’t believe in God. Your 
God—is He everything or nothing? At 
least, Adam and I believe in God. Yes, 
the same God, the Lord God of the 
Torah.”

“I believe in the Lord God of the 
Torah, but not in a God like yours, 
Balsha,” said Adam quickly. “A God 
who becomes a human being? Never.” 

Philip laughed. “You have hit to the 
heart of the matter, Adam. A God who 
becomes like me? Heaven forbid! It’s I



who must become like God.”
“You think you’re like God?” said 

Adam. “You know what you sound 
like? You’re just carrying the Roman 
heresy a step further. It’s bad enough 
when they tell me I’ve got to worship 
Caesar as god—and they’re trying to 
make us do that!—but you tell me I’ve 
got to worship you.”

“That’s ridiculous.”
“Didn’t you just say you’re God?” 
“I’m God. You’re God. Every man is 

God.”
“That’s what I thought you said. 

Well, if man is God, it’s not much of a 
God we have, is it?” said Adam.

“Yes, you call my belief supersti
tion. I call yours blasphemy,” said 
Balsha. “Here you sit, a Roman soldier 
in your iron suit, and you dare to tell 
me this is what God looks like? This is 
your idea of the divine? I’ll stick to 
mine. A God of love. A God who loves 
us so much He sends His own begotten 
son to save us from our sins.”

“You’re not Jews,” said Adam. 
“Neither of you. You’re pagans. There 
is one supreme Lord of heaven and 
earth. He made me out of the clay, out 
of the dust. That’s all you and I are, 
Philip. And all human beings. There is 
one God. I don’t make images of Him— 
like me or anything else. I’m expressly 
forbidden to by His commandment. He 
is one, and there is none beside Him. No 
sons. No daughters. No uncles. No 
aunts.

“But enough of this. It’s bedtime, 
and I’ve still got a job to do before I go 
to bed—or my wife won’t let me in with 
her.

“You know with this census how 
crowded Bethlehem is. Well, three days 
ago, a couple came here looking for a

room. Poor people, from the North, 
from Galilee.”

“What’s the old saying? Nothing 
good will come out of Galilee?” said 
Balsha.

Adam nodded. “This fellow comes 
up to my door. He’s got his wife behind 
him, riding on a donkey. I wish I’d been 
the one to talk to him. But it was my 
wife. And you know women. It seems 
the man’s wife is pregnant. Very preg- * 
nant. The child is due any minute. The 
woman’s practically in labor as she 
rides up. And she’s a mere wisp of a girl, 
hardly more than a child herself. My 
wife could see that.

“The inn is full, as you know. But ' 
my wife is too soft-hearted to turn 
them away. She can see they’re poor 
people, simple people—he’s a carpen
ter. They won’t need fancy lodgings. So 
she tells them they can stay in the 
stable.

“So in the stable they’ve been stay
ing. And just in time. That night the 
mother had her baby, a boy.

“Now I’m under strict orders from 
my w ife—she feels like she’s the 
godmother-the last thing each night , 
before I go to bed, I’m to make a trip to 
the stable and make sure everything’s 
all right.”

“Balsha, aren’t you going with 
him?” said Philip.

“You want to go?” said Adam.
“Of course, he does,” said Philip. “A 

newborn boy and just at the right time? 
He’ll want to summon his magi.”

“Philip, to me this is not a joke,” said 
Balsha.

“I’m not joking. It’s you. Are you 
going to be false to your own faith?”

“You know you don’t think this 
actually might—”



“On the contrary. The whole point 
I’ve been making all night is—this 
might. Are you saying it mightn’t?” 

“You know how unlikely—”
“Your whole idea’s unlikely. But 

don’t you believe your own story?” 
“Well, I don’t,” said Adam. “If this is 

the son of God, then God must be a 
carpenter.”

“So He is,” said Philip, “and an inn
keeper and a merchant and a soldier in 
the Roman army.”

“Look, that baby sleeping out there 
in my stable—and lucky to have a place 
to lay his head—is the son of a carpenter 
and a fourteen-year old girl.” Adam 
sounded irked. “But just so there can 
be no doubt, I think he was conceived 
out of wedlock. From something the 
mother let drop to my wife, we figure 
th ey’ve only been married a few 
months, not long enough to have a 
baby. That’s your son of God for you.” 

“Adam, you’re making it more inter
esting all the time,” said Philip. “If he is

a son of God, that last piece of infor
mation would make it more likely, 
wouldn’t it, Balsha?”

Balsha looked as if he were not sure 
what he should say.

Adam snorted. “Let’s be sensible. 
He’sjustaboy.”

“You’re belittling that? Neither of 
you have been hearing what I’m trying 
to tell you,” said Philip. “Just a boy is 
all he needs to be to save the world. 
Yes, or even just a girl. Boy or girl, he 
has within him all he needs. He has a 
God in him.”

“If you insist on making a joke out 
of it, Philip, so will I,” said Adam. “So I 
promise, if this boy, conceived out of 
wedlock, born in a stable, a simple 
carpenter’s son, grows up and turns out 
to be a savior, I will write you a letter, 
Philip, swearing that I have been con
verted to your philosophy.”

“Not to mine?” said Balsha.
“Oh, for heaven’s sake, anything to 

get to bed! To yours, too! He’s the son 
of God. You’re the son of God. I’m the 
son of God. We’re all the sons of God.” 

“I couldn’t have said it better,” said 
Philip. “And you, Balsha? He’s the son 
of God?”

Balsha stammered for a moment. 
“ Of course, I- I—”

“Are you two coming?” said Adam. 
“Come on, Balsha,” said Philip. “I 

promise you, you’re going to see what a 
true son of God looks like.”

“And I promise you, you’re going to 
see a baby,” said Adam.

“What else would one expect to 
see?” said Philip, as they started toward 
the door. “Have they named the baby 
yet?”

“Yes. Yes, they have. His name is— 
uh, let me think—Jesus.” 0



The Wonder
of Christmas

BY SUE SIKKING

WHAT IS CHRISTMAS? What does it 
mean in this troubled world? It’s differ
ent now than it was last year or any 
year before. There is more need of 
understanding Christmas now than ever 
before. The hope o f the world is love; 
Christmas is love! Love is man’s great
est gift. You will always love people, 
for you find yourself in them. It is love 
that sets man free, love that heals the 
body, love that raises the dead, our own 
dead self. To love is the fulfillment of 
life. To be loved is a constant necessity. 
Love is the answer to our personal 
problems as well as our national prob
lems. “Love one another.” Believe in 
each other, believe in yourself.

The hope of the world is glory to 
God. The Scripture says “Glory to God 
in the highest,” and then “on earth 
peace among men with whom he is 
pleased” follows automatically. We 
render glory to God by knowing that 
God’s presence is the life and intelli
gence of every human form.

If you ever believed in Christmas, the 
Christ presence in all humanity, believe 
now. Christmas is the magic of be
lieving in the divine, in the human, God

as man, man as God. It is a time of 
miracles, but miracles happen only to 
those who believe in them. Let us be
lieve that all things are possible. Christ
mas is not just one day of the year, or 
one time. It is with us always. We are to 
send forth this great power from within 
until its radiance fills all the world. 
Christmas is in our heart!

It was Henry Van Dyke who wrote: 
“Are you willing to believe that love is 
the strongest thing in the world? Then 
you can keep Christmas! If for a day, 
why not always? But you can never 
keep it alone!” Fra Angelico said:
“Though Christ a thousand times in 
Bethlehem is bom, if He is not born in 
thee, thy soul is all forlorn. Hold, there! 
Where runnest thou? Know heaven is in 
thee; seek thou for God elsewhere, His 
face thou’ll never see. In all eternity no 
tone can be so sweet as where man’s 
heart with God in unison can beat.”

Some say Christmas is for children. 
Are joy, love, and happiness just for 
children? Christmas is in our heart, no 
matter how old we may be, how far 
from home we have come. It is the real
ization that life, no matter how full of



care it seems to be, is strangely wonder
ful and wonderfully strange. This joy of 
living is the answer to all the emptiness 
of humanity. You cannot bury life in 
yourself. It must be shared, moment by 
moment, with all who come your way. 
Remember, no one comes to you but 
the Father sends them. Life is divine 
order. Christmas is man’s answer to 
darkness and fear.

Let us be aware of the day in which 
we are living, the new age prophesied 
since recorded time. It is a time of great 
change. Life is not a carousel, where 
you go around and around and get off 
at the same place where you got on! 
Life is an unfolding, upward path to a 
fulfillment not yet fully known to man. 
“No eye has seen, nor ear heard, nor the 
heart of man conceived” what is pre
pared for us. In the human mind we are 
creatures of habit, and when great 
change is at hand let us not fall back 
into the same old rut, the trap of the 
mind.

You may be unaware that this time is 
different. There is a great movement, 
and all the power of the universe is 
pressing for the revelation of human
ity’s next great unfoldment. We are

moving from a purely mental concep
tion to a sense of heart and feeling.

All authority will rule from the 
hearts of men and not from logic and 
reason. The head will take second place 
in the balancing of all power. It is the 
time when mankind shall attain its real 
destiny. A new being shall walk the 
earth, and this new being is coming 
forth from the center part of every 
inhabitant of the earth. This change is 
as natural and normal as the butterfly 
emerging from the caterpillar, the bird 
from the egg, the baby from the womb. 
It is the next great movement of the 
unfolding Spirit in our universe. Moses, 
Jesus, Buddha, Mohammed were 
heralds of what shall now and hereafter 
be expressed. It is an unfoldment never 
before experienced by humanity. We 
are to become something we see only in 
part, yet we feel the movement all 
around us as clearly as the mother feels 
the movement in the womb. The Wise 
Men were told that they would “find a 
babe wrapped in swaddling cloths, and 
lying in a manger.” We are still search
ing for this God presence, each in his 
own way, for this is our purpose in 
living. We shall find this real self within,



for it is our “hope of glory.” In truth, it 
is our hope for everything, and the 
fulfillment of Christmas on earth 
depends on our finding it.

Where is this Presence for which we 
are searching? The answer is, “wrapped 
in swaddling cloths,” and swaddling 
cloths symbolize a “period of imma
turity.” Man has believed in Christmas 
for as far back as memory goes. Christ
mas is the coming of good. It is a 
symbol of the time when every day 
shall be a love-day. The awakening of 
our God-self cannot be in the busy inn 
of the mind, but must be found in the 
manger of the heart. This Presence is in 
your heart to be brought forth by you, 
and can come forth for you only 
through you.

This great Power has been in you 
always, but realized only in part. The 
human mind down through the ages has 
longed to believe. Humanity cries out 
in its deep need to believe in the un
believable, the impossible. Yet we hold 
fast to the testimony of the outer world 
and its illusions which we call wisdom! 
Paul tells us clearly: “Let no one 
deceive himself. If any one among you 
thinks that he is wise in this age let him 
become a fool that he may become 
wise. For the wisdom of this world is 
folly with God.” We want so much to 
dream the impossible dream and have it 
come true! In the outer we have built a 
world that is nearly incredible; we have 
walked on the moon, but we are still 
unfulfilled, with a deep empty place 
inside us.

The power in man can do all things, 
but we have interpreted this exclusively 
for the outer world. And no matter 
what we bring forth out there, the 
emptiness within remains. We have in

us right now enough power to end all 
wars, close all hospitals, abolish all lack, 
overcome fear and death. “The last 
enemy to be destroyed is death.” This 
power is ours today and needs only to 
be refocused. This power is not some
thing created to ease the pressure of 
living, not an antidote for the moment 
in this bewildering world. It is not 
something to help us thread our way 
through the seeming wilderness of life. 
It is a knowing that awakens us to the 
realization of how great we are, and to 
the unreality of the experiences that 
seem to overcome us. It is to make us 
realize our own power and dominion.

Christmas is to teach us to be child- 
like, with unaffected simplicity of 
mind and heart. We must reverse all the 
acquired habits of the years and begin 
all over again. We have been filled with 
the wisdom of the world, and sophisti
cation has become a pattern of life. 
Now we must remember that the 
“outer world” is a part of the universe 
of God, but there is more, much more. 
We must be as little children, full of 
wonder about what is to be. “Whoever
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does not receive the kingdom of God 
like a child shall not enter it.” To be a 
child is to have mental receptivity and a 
delicate natural sensitivity to the un
seen. It is a living in two worlds at the 
same time. The world of sense is not the 
only world: we must live in the whole 
of the universe . . . live a life of faith, 
live in both the seen and the unseen. We 
have no glossary of the unseen, no 
notes or dictionary. It must, at this 
point, be taken on faith. Christmas is 
magic. The Sanskrit word for God is 
translated “magic.” Why don’t we go 
back to the magic of Christmas?

Do you remember what it is to be a 
child? Heaven lies about us in our 
infancy. To be a child is to believe in 
Santa Claus, in love, in loveliness, in 
belief. Maybe we need to be so small 
that elves can reach up to whisper in 
our ears. We need to recapture that 
childhood faith that made it easy to 
believe in Santa driving his reindeer 
across the sky, to hear the faint jingle of 
the sleigh bells. Let’s believe in turning 
pumpkins into coaches and mice into 
horses—and nothing into everything. 
We all have a fairy godmother within 
our own soul. “Unless one is bom 
anew, he cannot see the kingdom of 
God.”

The child seeks the parent mind. It is 
teachable. Sometimes the adult mind 
knows too much to be open. Fullness 
of life is not in the things we acquire, 
but in the consciousness we bring to 
everyday living that rounds out life. 
Little things, acutely realized, are im
portant. We react to many experiences 
lightly, and to others deeply, because 
we believe some things are good and 
some are not. We forget that all is God. 
There is nothing to set right, but some

thing to know. The impossible dream is 
here and now, and it must only be be
lieved. We are the imperishable image 
of God, regardless of how it may seem 
to be within us today. The image of 
God in people is the loveliest thing on 
earth. To him who has eyes to see it, the 
image of God is within each human 
soul. This kingdom of heaven within is 
the rule of God, the gift of God, God’s 
fullest expression.

In the Bible this untouchable Pres
ence is called “the Son of God.” Every 
man, regardless of race, color, creed, or 
education, has within him this holy 
part. This is the untouchable you that 
can never be humiliated, insulted, de
graded, robbed, or hurt in any way by 
anything in all creation, for it is unpro
faned. No matter what we have been 
taught to think about ourself, we are 
created of God, and God is all, the one 
presence, power, and substance in all 
the world. This is the oldest truth in the 
universe, carried like a golden thread 
through every religion since antiquity. 
Since God is all and in all, what else 
could we possibly be but God? Scien
tists have proven that there is only one 
substance, whether we call it First 
Cause, Energy, or God: everything is 
related to and contained in this sub
stance. We are all created “in the 
image.” We are all one.

We have searched for truth and taken 
the high road of logic. We return unful
filled. The great intelligence we call 
God lets us look and look, seek every
where, until we are completely satisfied 
it is not anywhere outside ourself. Man, 
on the road to self-discovery, has made 
a circle and is coming back to face him
self. The secret of man’s life is in the 
invisible—the invisible that the scientist



explored and the invisible that is the 
peace and presence of God. Man must 
look to himself, because the hope of 
the world is in man’s own being. Man is 
on his way back to God, and he is being 
made to travel fast and light. Our world 
is full of pressures, but we are full of 
God.

The only way any one can be 
affected would be by something with
in . Nothing outside of man could affect 
mankind! The whole drama of life 
takes place within us. This is the only 
way! All that God is, you are. The 
power radiates from all who know and 
are attuned. It can only happen at the 
point where we are. Many people 
believe that the world won’t make any 
progress until it has solved the practical 
problems—but it is the other way 
around! The next great step in world 
progress will be something that hap
pens in the unseen within man. Man
kind will be compelled from within to 
move in a new direction, and the prob
lems of the world will be solved.

Every human form must be a warm, 
living, radiant presence—the glory of 
God! Christmas is the ability to look at 
all we see and recognize the sacred Pres

ence, the supreme expression of life 
everywhere. Living is the only way we 
prove God or good. Christmas can tie us 
back to each other, and draw the 
stranger in. Let us laugh, because laugh
ter is one of the freest and highest ex
pressions o f life. Our joy is within us 
and we should not be afraid to let it 
pour out. Christmas is the magic of 
believing, the starting again to live.

He who sits and looks out on the 
palpitating world.

And feels his heart swell in him large 
enough

To hold all men within it, he is near 
His great Creator’s standard, though 

he dwells 
Out side the pale of churches, and 

knows not 
A feast-day from a fast-day, or aline 
Of Scripture even. What God wants 

of us
Is that outreaching bigness that 

ignores
All littleness of aims, or loves, or 

creeds
And clasps all Earth and Heaven in 

its embrace.
Ella Wheeler Wilcox

By Jerry Spinelli
Forget magicians.
Look at the winter moon 
through the bare branches of a tree.
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POINT OF 
NO RETURN

BY CHARLES LELLY

THERE ARE POINTS of time in our 
life when a sudden irreversible change 
takes place and we are completely 
transformed into a new level of expe
rience.

This happens early in life to each of 
us. Those who have studied the science 
of embryology become aware of the

great miracles of life. One female cell is 
irreversibly changed by the acceptance 
of one male cell, and suddenly both 
change into one irreversible new entity. 
This new cell is totally and absolutely 
different from its previous condition. It 
has now the capacity to grow into 
another organism similar to its parents. 
It has reached a point of no return.

But at this point in time the em
bryo’s development is limited to pro
liferating or doubling the number of 
cells (mathematically, we could say, by 
exponential growth): one cell becomes 
two, two become four, four become 
eight, etc. This rapid growth continued 
until another miracle occurs, which the 
embryo l og i s t s  call differentiation. 
Before this sudden point of cataclysmic 
change, one small area of this growing 
ball of cells can be transplanted to any 
other area and it will accept new cells 
and grow normally.

But after this point in time called 
“differentiation,” each area of cells 
located on this growing ball is now 
predestined to become a particular 
type of tissue. In other words, if the cell 
area is to be a leg, no matter where it is 
transplanted, it will become a leg. If it is 
to be an ear, it will become an ear.

These examples of irreversible, cata
clysmic change are miracles of life that 
defy understanding.

If we look at life in general, we find a 
myriad of such examples in every area- 
in the development of any wave motion 
or life cycle that could be one human 
life span, one sun’s life span, or the 
birth, development, and death of a 
galaxy.

With each complete cycle, there are 
many points of sudden, cataclysmic 
change. With our present measuring



devices we frequently overlook these, 
since a wave motion plotted by the 
usual two axes on a graph appears to be 
a smooth, continuous line of develop
ment with no apparent changes. (How
ever, life has never been easy to show 
graphically.)

Here are other examples of these 
points of change:
1. Crossing a state line, e.g., from 

Georgia to Florida.
2. Growth of a city to a point of irre

versible change, beyond which point 
everything suddenly changes into 
new problems (e.g., New York City).

3. Development of a disease state to the 
point beyond which the organism 
cannot regenerate itself.

4. Spiritual illumination of a person—a 
sudden flash of knowingness that is 
irreversible and forever changes the 
individual. He sees where before he 
saw not. He knows where before he 
believed he knew.
We could go on and on giving ex

amples from our own life experience, 
but our object is merely to demonstrate 
the existence of these sudden changes, 
and perhaps leave you with a feeling of 
awe concern ing their miraculous 
power.

Each of us struggles unceasingly, 
whether conscious of it or not, to 
understand or to know God. Our prepa
ration time and its nature varies, but 
inexorably each of us will reach the 
point of exaltation when we will know 
and not merely believe. It will be a sud
den awakening to a light previously un
noticed. We will then have achieved a 
level of awareness that will never leave 
us. This will prepare the way to another 
level of awareness, which also will come 
suddenly, by grace, or by what? ©

PRAYER
POWER

Excerpts from letters to Silent Unity, 
quoted with permission of the writers

Prayers Answered
Dear Silent Unity: I asked you to pray with 
me for a miracle. By a certain date I needed 
twenty-five percent of my annual sales quota 
in order to continue for another year in my 
present work in which I am qualified and 
enjoy. It seemed impossible to accomplish 
this prior to the end o f the current fiscal year.

With your help I not only met my quota 
but exceeded it. Thank you and God bless 
your work.— W.H., Tennessee.

Amazing Recovery
Dear Silent Unity: I want you to know of an 
amazing answer to prayer.

A ninety-two-year-old friend o f mine fell 
and broke her hip and was in the hospital for 
three months. After coming home she used a 
walker at first, but now gets around with a 
cane. She goes up and down sixteen stairs 
three times a day with her little dog.

I am thanking God for an amazing re
covery, and also thanking you at Silent Unity 
for your prayers. I thank you, bless you, and 
love you.—A.B., Missouri.



“God Protects Me”

T o call for prayer help, phone (816) 
524-5104. (If you have an urgent need and 
have no means of paying for a call, dial our 
toll-free number: 800-821-2935.)

“I Was Unable to Worry”
Dear Silent Unity: I placed a call to you for 
prayers for my son. He had just called in a 
most despondent frame o f mind over an 
injury he had received. When 1 dialed your 
number I was sick in my heart. Only a few 
words passed between me and the lovely lady 
on the line, but when I hungup, I wondered 
about the complete disappearance o f that 
aching worry. It was now out o f my hands. 
This release stayed with me, though this is not 
my normal reaction to things concerning my 
children. I vj&sunable to worry!

Two weeks later our son called again (he 
did not know I had called you, or anybody, 
for prayers) and said, “Funny thing! The day I 
called you things began to improve, and my 
mental attitude is much better, so don’t 
worry, your kid is o.k.”

Just wanted to say thank you. 1 still can’t 
get over that sudden lifting o f  the burden— 
really amazing! Praise the Lord! — V.T.J., 
Pennsylvania.

A
Dear Unity: I am so very grateful to God for 
the way He protects me. Today I was involved 
in an auto accident in which the car was a total 
loss, but my mother, my son, and I came out 
alive with not even a scratch. God is good, 
greatly to be praised. 1 could almost feel His 
protecting arms around us as the car crashed.

I know God is real. Please continue to pray 
for us as we pray too that G od’s will be done 
in our lives. May God ever bless those of you 
at Unity who are spreading G o d ’s 
word.—C.B., New York.

A Changed Outlook
Dear Friends: Thank you for your prayers for 
my elderly father who suffered a stroke. His 
physical condition has improved greatly and 
continues to do so. Even more important is his 
frame o f mind and general outlook. His 
gloomy approach to the days ahead in the 
nursing home has all disappeared. He is very 
optimistic, content, and cheerful, and looks 
forward to each day with interest.

I do appreciate your publications, and 1 
find peace o f mind and help in Unity. Thank 
you.—B. W., Oregon.

Health Restored
Dear Silent Unity: My sincere thanks for your 
prayers concerning my mother’s battle against 
cancer.

With God’s divine guidance she has become 
a happy and healthy person again.— M.R., 
Missouri.________ J





BY THOMAS E. WITHERSPOON

THE HUGE CARGO ship slipped easily 
through the quiet waters of the Medi
terranean Sea on its journey south from 
Malta to La Goulette, the port city of 
Tunis. My wife Marilyn and I were 
aboard the freighter, which had 
steamed from New Orleans more than a 
month earlier. It was Christmas Eve and 
we were still in our beds. Dawn was an 
hour away. We were awake and occa
sionally we chatted about the good 
times we had had in Spain, Italy, 
Greece, and Malta. Thoughts raced 
through our minds, too, about how far 
we were from our family and friends.

La Goulette was to be our last port 
of call, and neither of us looked for
ward to it with any degree of anticipa
tion. We felt Tunisia would be an anti
climax in many ways, but most particu
larly because many of the seamen and 
some of the ship’s officers had warned 
us that Tunis was a city to avoid. One 
officer was quite frank: “The very least 
o f all the bad things that can happen to 
an American visiting in an Arab 
country is that someone will steal his 
wallet. So, just stay aboard and be 
safe.”

Admittedly, warnings such as this 
one had made us somewhat apprehen
sive about Tunisia. But both of us had a 
good understanding of Unity principles 
and we were applying them in our 
everyday life. We were confident that 
with G od’s always-present help, we not

only could visit Tunis safely, but also 
could have a great time there.

Not in our wildest dreams, however, 
could we have imagined what was in 
store for us in Tunis. The next twelve 
hours were to be indelibly engraved in 
our memory.

Customs clearance aboard a freighter 
always is a casual experience. Some
times the captain takes care of it 
personally for passengers. Only rarely is 
a passenger summoned for a “sight” 
inspection and clearance. But this was 
the case in La Goulette. The huge man 
with the big black mustache and even 
blacker cigar frowned constantly as he 
fondled our passports and quarantine 
cards. Finally he asked my wife her 
o c cu p a t io n .  “H ou sew ife,” she 
answered. He nodded agreeably and 
stamped her passport. Then he turned 
to me. “Newspaper editor,” I said. 
“No, no, no,” he declared. He con
tinued shaking his head. Finally the 
captain said, “How about writer?” 
“No, no, no!” he almost shouted. Then 
a smile crossed the inspector’s face and 
he said gleefully: “Tourist! He’s a 
tourist. That’s all.” Only later did I 
learn that the government frowned on 
visiting editors or writers, and per
mitted them to enter the country only 
after considerable red tape had been 
cut.

And so it was that Marilyn the house
wife and Tom the tourist entered



Tunisia. We walked down the long 
gangplank, away from the security of 
the ship, and into the world of the 
unknown. As we stepped onto the 
docks we were taunted by several of the 
seamen: “You’ll be sorry!” “Hope you 
make it back.”

8 he docks were teeming with masses 
of humanity. Men and women in every 
garb imaginable scurried about. Many 
of them were scarred and crippled. 
Most of them were seriously malnour
ished. The freighter was carrying flour 
and grain as part of America’s foreign- 
aid-program allotments to Tunisia, and 
the hundreds of men and women had 
gathered to help unload the cargo.

We pressed our way through the 
people and the donkeys and the carts 
and to the dock gates, where we 
quickly were cleared through. We had 
been told a train station was located 
about half a mile away, so we made our 
way in that direction. When we were 
just minutes from the station, a train 
stopped and then sped away toward 
Tunis. Missing that train was the first 
link in a series of incidents that would 
mark this Christmas Eve as the most 
unusual we had ever spent.

When we finally reached the station, 
we found absolutely no activity of any 
kind: no ticket agent, no booth, no 
information in English. And there was 
only one person to be seen. Cautiously 
we approached the man who was read
ing a newspaper. “Do you speak 
English?” I asked. He seemed to ignore 
me, and turned back to his paper. Then 
he gave me a second glance, and 
answered softly: “Yes, I do. May I help 
you?”

We explained our plight and our con
fusion, and he told us the fare to Tunis 
was the equivalent of fifty cents per 
person, that no American money 
would be accepted by the conductor, 
and that the trip into the city took 
about twenty minutes. I had only two 
dollars and an assortment of traveler’s 
checks, so I asked him if he would trade 
me some dinar (Tunisian currency) for 
my dollars. He said such exchange was 
illegal but that he would simply pay our 
way; when we got to Tunis, he would 
take us to a bank where we could make 
change and repay him. So it was agreed.

i le  took charge of us almost in
stantly in a most friendly manner, and 
we talked amicably until the train 
arrived. Then he saw to it that we got 
the best available seats on the train and, 
as it sped toward Tunis, he told us 
about the country. He also explained 
that he was a Syrian, and that he was in 
Tunisia as a teacher. It was his day off, 
he said, and he was going to Tunis to 
meet his girl friend.

When the train stopped in Tunis, he 
got off with us and looked around 
expectantly. Then he turned to us and 
said he would like to show us around, if 
we would like for him to do so, since his 
girl friend had not shown up at the 
appointed time. We were somewhat 
wary because we had had some difficult 
experiences with young men in some of 
the ports who wanted to guide us at 
exorbitant rates. Our Syrian friend did 
not mention money, however, and 
since we already were in his debt, we 
readily agreed to his idea.

As we walked through the streets of 
Tunis we found ourselves in a modern,



beautiful city. Except for the incom
prehensible language we heard voiced 
all around us, we might have been in 
any large Southern city of the United 
States. Large, tall buildings dotted the 
skyline. Sidewalks were wide and clean. 
The streets were busy and lined with 
palm trees. Almost everyone was well- 
dressed, although occasionally a beggar 
could be sighted.

Our Syrian friend, who had asked us 
to call him Shoureh, took us first to an 
exposition building where he proudly 
showed us the latest in Tunisian tech
nology and handicrafts. While there he 
bought Marilyn a ring that he had 
noticed her admiring. I made a mental 
note to repay him for the ring when we 
found a bank. After an hour or so, we 
left the building and he told us he 
would take us next to the souk, or the 
native market place. I asked him if he 
would take us to a bank first, but he put 
me off with, “Later.”

W e  tou red  the “old country” 
bazaar ... a network of passageways in 
what seemed to us to be an under
ground marketplace. There was incense 
in the air, and weird-sounding music. 
Merchants chanted abou t their 
products in sing-song cadence. Sights 
and sounds fascinated us as we walked 
along. I found myself wishing Shoureh 
had taken us to a bank first, so we 
might buy some of the more unusual 
items we saw. Marilyn, a Pisces, paused 
to admire a stuffed cloth fish. Shoureh 
quickly reached for his wallet and 
bought it for her. I made another 
mental note of still another debt to our 
new-found friend.

After we left the souk, we passed a 
newsstand, and I stopped to read the 
headlines of the Paris Herald-Tribune. I 
had been out of touch with news from 
the United States for some time, so I 
had a particular interest in the paper. 
Shoureh quickly whipped out the 
necessary money and bought it for me, 
plus an English edition of an American 
news magazine. I made another mental 
note of a debt. Again I asked him to 
take us to a bank. Again he put us off.

“We’ll get to a bank soon. Don’t 
worry about it,” he said.

S  uddenly he encountered a beautiful 
young woman. He embraced her, and 
turned to us to introduce his girl friend 
whom he’d just happened to meet. Her 
name was Tabubi and she was wearing a 
brown midi-length dress. Her smile was 
exceeded in radiance only by the bril
liance of the many gold necklaces she 
was wearing about her neck. She 
couldn’t speak English, but her smile 
and pleasant demeanor more than over
came the language barrier.

We expected at this point to part 
company. All we needed to do now was 
to find a bank, and then Shoureh and 
Tabubi could go their way and we 
could go ours. But Shoureh had other 
plans, and they involved staying with 
us.

We continued our tour of Tunis by 
stopping in a quaint little tea shop. We 
sat on a ledge covered with pillows 
while hostesses in Arabian Nights 
costumes served us. While we sipped 
the thick, sweet tea, which of course 
Shoureh paid for, we chatted. I occa
sionally jotted something in a note-



book I was carrying. Finally he asked 
me, “Why do you write some things 
down?” I explained that I was an 
editor, and that someday I hoped to 
write about my experiences on this 
freighter trip.

“Don’t take notes. Watch. Listen. 
You miss too much when you are 
writing. Depend upon the memory of 
the mind. It won’t fail you,” he 
solemnly told me.

pon leaving the tea shop, the young 
woman said good-bye and melted into 
the crowd. He told us she would be 
back in a few moments. We had walked 
a circuitous route and suddenly we 
found ourselves back at the train 
station. As we approached it, a woman 
asked us for alms. Neither Marilyn nor I 
had anything to give her. Shoureh, 
however, gave her a dinar. As we 
walked away from her, I asked him why 
he decided to help her.

“Surely,” I said, “you cannot afford 
to help everyone who asks for it.” He 
humbled me with his answer, “If she 
didn’t need, she wouldn’t be reduced to 
asking.”

Moments later Tabubi reappeared 
and Shoureh told us: “We are ready to 
go eat now. You will go with us. The 
food will be safe. It has never been 
touched by human hands.” His assur
ance of safe food showed great insight 
on his part; he must have been familiar 
with the common fear of travelers—real 
or imagined food poisoning.

Shoureh explained that the restau
rant was some distance away and that 
we would need to take cabs. Almost all 
the taxis in Tunis are very small, with a

three-passenger limit. So, Shoureh 
suggested, we would go in separate 
cabs. First we tucked the women into 
one cab and then Shoureh and I got 
into the next one. Almost immediately 
I had a sick feeling: the other cab had 
disappeared. I had envisioned the two 
cabs in tandem. The drivers had other 
ideas.

All of the very worst of fears raced 
through my head. “Why did I let 
Marilyn out of my sight?” I asked 
myself.

And then the worst fear of all 
became a reality. Shoureh and I arrived 
at the restaurant, and the other cab was 
not there. Ten minutes passed and it 
still had not arrived. My concern was 
rapidly slipping toward panic. Then 
Shoureh hailed a passing cab and, 
jumping in, said: “I’ll be back soon. I’m 
going after them.”

Now I stood there even more dis
turbed. Not only had I let my wife get 
lost, but now I had lost my only possi
ble contact to relocate her, my guide 
Shoureh.

The taunts of the men on the ship 
came back to haunt me as I stood there 
on that sidewalk. The least that could 
happen to me was the loss of my wallet, 
I had been told. “Well,” I thought 
bitterly, “I’ve topped that. I’ve lost my 
wife.”

A 11 I could do was wait—and pray, 
and affirm safe thoughts. So I did. 
Finally I calmed myself and fear began 
to diminish. Moments later a cab pulled 
to the curb and out stepped Marilyn, 
Shoureh, and Tabubi.

A tremendous surge of relief raced



through my body. Shoureh quickly 
explained that the other cab had gone 
to a restaurant with a similar name and 
that the separation was quite by mis
take.

We spent the next hour in the restau
rant eating chicken “never touched by 
human hands” and all the trimmings. 
Again, Shoureh paid the fare.

A fter we left the restaurant, I 
insisted he take us to a bank where I 
could change money and repay him. 
Instead, he said he had one more place 
he wanted to show us. Minutes later we 
were in what appeared to be a night 
club. Mysterious-sounding music filled 
the air and lulled us as we sipped coffee 
and enjoyed the atmosphere.

CShoureh, frankly, was not a physi
cally handsome man. His girl friend, 
however, was strikingly lovely. Finally 
I found the courage to ask him, almost 
in a joshing manner, “How is it you 
have found yourself such a beautiful 
girl?”

His answer was eloquently simple, 
and obviously true: “I love her so much 
she cannot resist me.”

Then he confided: “I really don’t 
know why else she would be interested 
in me. She is a motion picture and tele
vision personality. I have nothing else 
to offer her but my love.”

The information that she was a tele-

v ision  and motion picture starlet 
answered another of our questions. 
Everywhere we had been all day, 
people had stared at Tabubi. Many of 
them pointed at her. At first we had 
thought the attention was directed at 
us, Americans in a strange land. But we 
had soon realized that it was our beauti
ful companion who was the center of 
attraction.

As we left the night club, Shoureh 
said Tabubi lived in La Goulette and 
the two of them would ride with us. As 
we walked toward the train station 
again, I made another request to visit a 
bank.

“Ah,” Shoureh said, “we’ll miss our 
train. So let’s make our bank stop in La 
Goulette.”

After the brisk ride to the port city, 
we disembarked.

“Where is the bank?” I asked.
“There is no bank in this village,” he 

answered.
“But how can I repay you?” I asked.
“You Americans worry too much 

about money. I wish you a merry 
Christmas, from an Arab to Americans. 
Peace at you!”

Almost immediately Shoureh and 
Tabubi disappeared into the night.

The cry of “Peace at you!” rang in 
our ears. As we approached our ship, 
we felt a deep contentment and an 
inner knowing that there is indeed only 
one power and one presence in the 
universe—and that He can and does 
work through all men and in all nations.

I will listen to anyone’s convictions, 
but pray keep your doubts to your
self.—Goethe.
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BY J. SIG PAULSON AND RIC DICKERSON

ARMAGEDDON

Paulson We have been investi
gating the portion of the book of Reve
lation in which the Lamb within us— 
that is, our true Self—is opening the 
seals of our own consciousness. We can 
think of these seals as those aspects 
within us that must be opened and 
cleansed, and also as potential that 
must be released and expressed. In our 
previous dialogue, we got as far as the 
fourth seal.

Dickerson We are all experiencing 
a relative existence on the plane of

everyday living in the changing world, 
but there is also a cosmic side of exis
tence that is revealed to us as we 
become more aware of the eternal, 
ever-unfolding aspects of life. The seals 
referred to in Revelation are sort of 
safety valves between us and the cosmic 
level of awareness. Once the Lamb goes 
into action, once the worthy one comes 
forth, then the seals begin to dissolve 
and we can move into an expanded 
level of awareness. The whole purpose 
of the revelation seems to be the move
ment of the mind into these finer levels 
of awareness.

Paulson Nearly everyone suspects 
that there is a greater Self within him. 
We are all conscious of the truth that



there is more in us than we have yet 
expressed.

Let’s continue with the fifth seal, 
keeping in mind that the Lamb is our 
own real Self beginning to open a new 
area o f  consciousness: “When he 
opened the fifth seal, I saw under the 
altar the souls of those who had been 
slain for the word of God and for the 
witness they had borne; they cried out 
with a loud voice, ‘O Sovereign Lord, 
holy and true, how long before thou 
wilt judge and avenge our blood on 
those who dwell upon the earth?’ Then 
they were each given a white robe and 
told to rest a little longer, until the 
number of their fellow servants and 
their brethren should be complete, who 
were to be killed as they themselves had 
been.” This seems to be describing 
what we might call a “martyr complex” 
within ourself. There are certain ele
ments within us that have been sup
pressed and are now trying to break 
forth from their bondage. They are 
rebelling and calling for justice, but we 
must rid ourself of this attitude in con
sciousness. Jesus Christ’s attitude was 
not one of punishment, but of forgive
ness; He said, “Father, forgive them; 
for they know not what they do.”

We all have negative elements within 
us—hurt feelings that have been buried, 
irritation or guilt that has been re
pressed, feelings of condemnation or 
bondage. These elements within us 
have to be cleansed. We must be freed 
from them, and the way to handle them 
is described here. “Then they were each 
given a white robe.” The white robe 
symbolizes our new way of looking at 
these negative thoughts. We can view 
them with a new consciousness and set 
them aside, as they are told “to rest a

little longer, until the number of their 
fellow servants and their brethren 
should be complete, who were to be 
killed as they themselves had been.” We 
should set these hurt feelings aside 
temporarily, until more come up to the 
surface so that we can deal with all of 
them. They must be wiped out of con
sciousness, and we are cautioned not to 
be upset and disturbed because we 
become irritated or feel put upon. We 
should not fight our feelings head-on, 
but set them aside and let the creative 
process o f revelation move through us 
until we are freed of all these kinds of 
feelings. Most of us are afraid to face 
these feelings of martyrdom. We feel 
guilty about them, but if we can set 
these feelings aside and let the reve
lation process continue, the real Self



will assert its power and they will be 
wiped out.

Dickerson Nearly every aspect of 
the revelation process is automatic. Our 
part is to turn within and allow the 
mind to expand, and then the reve
lation process can go ahead at its own 
momentum. Because a lot of it is auto
matic and subjective, we complicate it 
greatly when we feel that we have to be 
active and move everything around 
within the sequence. As we do this, we 
may interfere with the process and 
cause a setback. Sometimes the best 
thing to do is just to observe the things 
that come up and not put so much 
energy into them, because any energy 
we put into them will perpetuate their 
activity. The revelation is a natural, 
automatic, spontaneous process that 
happens when we allow ourself to expe
rience the deeper aspects of mind.

Paulson Sometimes when we first 
come into a Truth teaching such as 
Unity, we feel we must attack our 
whole life by blasting away at negative 
aspects of ourself with denial and 
affirmation. This is a part o f our un- 
foldment, but we hope to reach the 
point in consciousness where what we 
are struggling to achieve is what we 
already are. The Truth is already within 
us, and as soon as we realize this, it can 
begin to unfold and to take place in our 
life. When this happens, we do not talk 
quite so freely about it. We may have 
hit ourself in the head with Truth, and 
then hit our neighbor on the head with 
it to try to convert him and the world. 
But we come to realize that we cannot 
save the whole world by converting it. 
All we can do is let the developing reve
lation unfold within us, and auto
matically we become an inspiration to

others. We become an example just by 
being ourself. When we are out preach
ing and trying to save everyone else, we 
are really trying to convince ourself.

Let’s consider this idea of a martyr 
complex for a moment. It is easy to 
recognize a martyr: he is the one who 
feels sorry for himself and is very un
happy. Generally he wants God to even 
things up by punishing those who he 
feels are being unfair to him. This state 
of consciousness has to go before the 
celestial or cosmic Self can come into 
expression. I suppose that even from a 
medical viewpoint, self-pity can be 
detected in the physical body. Is there 
such a thing as a martyr liver or a 
martyr brain?

D ickerson  Sometimes a person 
does take out his frustrations on his 
liver, and what is left of the organ 
usually looks like all the armies of the 
world have marched on it. The activity 
o f this energy is evident in the physical 
body, and we can direct it in a way that 
is not in our best interest, either physi
cally or mentally.

Paulson Edison once said that we 
electrically shock our body to death by 
the thoughts and feelings of resent
ment, unhappiness, condemnation, and 
self-pity that we hold.

Revelation goes on: “When he 
opened the sixth seal, I looked, and 
behold, there was a great earthquake; 
and the sun became black as sackcloth, 
the full moon became like blood, and 
the stars of the sky fell to the earth as 
the fig tree sheds its winter fruit when 
shaken by a gale; the sky vanished like a 
scroll that is rolled up, and every moun
tain and island was removed from its 
place. Then the kings of the earth and 
the great men and the generals and the



rich and the strong, and every one, slave 
and free, hid in the caves and among the 
rocks of the mountains, calling to the 
mountains and rocks, ‘Fall on us and 
hide us from the face of him who is 
seated on the throne, and from the 
wrath of the Lamb; for the great day of 
their wrath has come, and who can 
stand before it?’ ”

In this passage, “the sky” refers to 
our state o f consciousness, “every 
mountain and island” refers to every
thing we have believed in, and “the 
kings of the earth” are our ruling states 
of consciousness. Thus, there comes a 
time in our spiritual unfoldment when 
everything we have believed in dis
appears, and we no longer can recog
nize ourself. We wake up to the fact 
that someone or something greater 
than we have been is now on the scene, 
and we must give up the old. We may 
not be quite ready for this to take 
place; there may be certain “sins” that 
we want to hang onto because we are 
familiar and comfortable with them. 
These can be resentments and hurt feel
ings that we have tended and nourished 
so long that it seems too difficult to 
give them up. We do not want to be as 
strong and free and forgiving as we are 
capable of being.

Dickerson This, then, is the vision 
of what it means to move from the fifth 
or cosmic level of awareness into a level 
that is even more refined. In order to 
move from one state to the next, our 
consciousness must be reorganized 
around a totally new and different 
value system. All the old elements have 
to go, and this is a difficult thing to do 
and can cause a lot of mourning within 
us. However, the results to be gained by 
releasing them are certainly well worth

the sense of loss we must undergo.
Paulson Sometimes the changes 

we undergo are so drastic that we have a 
hard time remembering the “other 
person” we were before. We can look 
back and see that we are not what we 
used to be. We are no longer quite as 
bound by old hang-ups, old fears, old 
resentments, old irritations, old self- 
pity as we once were. We are making 
some progress and are allowing the 
spiritual elements of our being to lift us 
out of the old state. We need to recog
nize and acknowledge this lifting.

Dickerson We are undergoing what 
has been called an “energy crisis,” a 
situation about which many people are 
very concerned. But in the midst of this 
crisis, generators are being produced 
that use laser beams to focus on hydro
gen atoms and create the same kind of 
energy that makes up the sun. While 
people are so preoccupied with the 
gasoline shortage, research in the field 
o f nuclear fusion continues. When we 
enter the age o f nuclear fusion, we will 
not have to worry about the fossil fuels 
o f  the past. They are just about 
depleted, and it is a good thing that 
they are, because we are going to move 
beyond our dependency upon them 
into a completely new plane of exis
tence. From our vantage point between 
these two states, however, it is difficult 
to figure out how it is all going to come 
about. We have to do some disconnect
ing in our mind and then reconnect it to 
the entirely new age, with completely 
new methods of operating.

Paulson I think we are finally 
beginning to realize that fossil fuels are 
fo r fossils! The time is rapidly 
approaching when we will be using 
hydrogen as a source of energy, and we



can see this as one aspect of the revela
tion. We are speaking not only of 
nuclear fusion, but of spiritual fusion. 
There is a spiritual energy within every 
individual, and this fantastic energy 
will be released as we go through the 
revelation process.

The next passage of Revelation says: 
“After this I saw four angels standing at 
the four corners of the earth, holding 
back the four winds of the earth, that 
no wind might blow on earth or sea or 
against any tree. Then I saw another 
angel ascend from the rising of the sun, 
with the seal of the living God, and he 
called with a loud voice to the four 
angels who had been given power to 
harm earth and sea, saying, ‘Do not 
harm the earth or the sea or the trees, 
till we have sealed the servants of our 
God upon their foreheads.’ And I heard 
the number of the sealed, a hundred 
and forty-four thousand. . . .” This 
seems to say that only a certain number 
of people will be saved.

Dickerson I think that this refer
ence is not to a hundred and forty-four 
thousand people, but to a hundred and 
forty-four thousand cellular elements 
within each individual body. There will 
be total regeneration of the various 
centers within every person. As we 
begin to expand our awareness, we see 
that the human race operates more like 
one giant body than a hundred and 
forty-four thousand individual bodies.

Paulson The passage says that 
there will be twelve thousand saved 
from each o f the twelve tribes of Israel. 
These twelve tribes symbolize the 
twelve powers we have within us, and 
thus we are talking about the expansion 
of our twelve powers. Of course this 
shows up in the cellular structure of the

body, in the mental structure of the 
mind, in the emotional structure of the 
heart, and certainly in the spiritual 
structure of the whole man. So we need 
not worry that there will be only a hun
dred and forty-four thousand people 
saved, but we can be grateful that a 
hundred and forty-four thousand ele
ments within our own being will be 
saved or straightened out.

“When the Lamb opened the seventh 
seal, there was silence in heaven for 
about half an hour.” The spiritual im
plications of this are tremendous. This 
is a complete change. Before this point, 
we had no silence, just frenzied 
activity. Now we are coming into some
thing entirely new.

“And another angel came and stood 
at the altar with a golden censer; and he 
was given much incense to mingle with 
the prayers o f all the saints upon the 
golden altar before the throne. . . . 
Then the angel took the censer and 
filled it with fire from the altar and 
threw it on the earth. . . .” We are told 
many times in the book of Revelation 
that incense represents the prayers of 
God’s people. This refers to silence and 
prayer and the spiritual process that is 
beginning to unfold and cast its influ
ence upon the earth. It is just another 
way o f saying that we must allow our 
prayer and meditation to work through 
the elements o f our consciousness. 
However, if this book is read literally, 
what comes next sounds terrible and 
terrifying.

Dickerson This angel at the altar is 
the element within each individual con
sciousness that is concerned with the 
health, the well-being, the goodness of 
all creation. Each of us has an angel 
within which is in constant prayer and



communication with the subtler ele
ments of creation—with God. There is 
an aspect within us that is constantly in 
service to the Most High, and as we 
grow spiritually we become more and 
more aware of it.

Paulson We can touch briefly on a 
few more points included in Revela
tion. For example, there is a passage 
concerning a woman about to give birth 
to a child, and a dragon waiting to 
devour the child as soon as it is born. 
The revelator’s spectacular imagery 
refers to the new state of consciousness 
that is in the process of being born and 
to the old state of consciousness 
waiting to pounce on it. But as soon as 
the child is born, God takes it out of the 
reach of the dragon. We have come to 
the point in spiritual consciousness that 
we are aware of what is happening with
in us and can see how this process 
works. We may receive some illumi
nation, say from a book or lecture, and 
we feel a tremendous spiritual surge 
within us—this is the child in the 
process of being born. But quite often 
we find that our old thoughts and ideas 
begin to pick away at the new revela
tion, and over a period of time, we may 
lose the vividness of that new state of 
consciousness. Here we are told that 
when we come to the point where we 
can meditate, enter the silence, and 
become conscious of these processes 
within us, then the child or new state of 
consciousness is lifted up out of the 
reach o f the old state.

D ick erson  From the scientific 
viewpoint, there is quite a lot of evi
dence coming forth that relates higher 
levels of consciousness to variations of 
physiology in the body—specifically, 
different brain wave patterns. So what

the revelator wrote about in glowing, 
symbolic language can be expressed in 
very scientific, down-to-earth terms.

Pau Ison Another mystifying image 
in Revelation is that of the “great har
lot” and the city that is set on seven 
hills. This city is believed by some to be 
Babylon and by others to be Rome. But 
of course we are talking about states of 
spiritual awareness, and this city repre
sents something within us. It stands for 
our own highest state of consciousness, 
our own clearest perception. Even this 
must eventually be put aside, for it will 
be replaced by something even greater 
in this ever-expanding process.

The truly pitched battle takes place 
at a place called Armageddon. This is 
the battle in which the forces of light, 
or Spirit, meet the forces of darkness, 
or the devil. The thought of this battle 
horrifies a lot of people, and many are 
convinced that this battle will come 
one day soon, possibly in the Near East. 
Well, it is a lot closer than the Near 
East. It takes place right within us. 
There is a tremendous struggle (or per
haps we should call it an unfoldment) 
within our own consciousness.

Dickerson It is a struggle, but we 
are not necessarily down in the midst of 
the battle trying to win. Rather we are 
above it, watching from a high vantage 
point, and although the going may get 
rough, we know what the ultimate out
come will be—for we are simply watch
ing the forces of nature balance out 
creation and bring everything into har
mony once again. Armageddon is an 
individual process that we undergo in 
consciousness daily. Armageddon goes 
on each and every time we meet a situa
tion in life that does not fit our idea of 
what should be. For instance, suppose



we chance to meet a person whom we 
have disliked for quite some time, but 
for some reason he does something nice 
for us. This may be a real surprise to us, 
for we have been opposed on every 
issue and have felt no love for each 
other before this. As soon as that per
son does something nice for us, we are 
caught in our own Armageddon, be
cause the truth—that he is a good 
person, a son of God and capable of 
doing good—conflicts with our own 
error or misconception about him. We 
may find ourself right in the middle of 
Armageddon, with all the earthquakes 
and thunder and lightning going on in 
our own mind.

Something inside us whispers: “Why 
don’t you change your mind? You have 
been mistaken, and it would be great if 
you would get yourself back in har
mony with this aspect of creation.” We 
are rocked by earthquakes. On the 
physical level, an earthquake occurs 
where the cooling of the earth has 
caused two layers of earth to overlap 
rather than to come together flush. As 
they try to settle into a more natural 
position, they release energy. We all 
have misconceptions or these over
lapping places within ourself, based on 
our past experience. We all have these 
places deep within us where things do 
not fit together properly, where there 
are flaws in our thinking. When we 
meet a situation that begins to trigger 
these flaws, we cannot help but feel the 
rumbling. In fact, these situations 
occur for the purpose of showing us 
where our own personal Armageddon 
needs to take place, and that is when we 
need to take a stand for Truth and 
allow things to move into a better rela
tionship.

Paulson Quite often an Armaged
don experience takes place in the heal
ing of a physical disease. I remember 
reading that in many of the healings 
that take place at Lourdes, great pain 
accompanies the healing. The process 
does not have to take a long time, but it 
may, because of our great attachment 
to the error that we have believed in. If 
we are tightly attached to an error, it 
hurts to let go of it. It is as if we have 
put a rock in our shoe and have walked 
on it until our foot has grown around 
the rock. If someone then takes the 
rock away, our foot pains until it has 
readjusted.

Any time that a negative situation 
occurs in consciousness, in the body, or 
in our experience, Armageddon takes 
place. But we are learning that the work 
is done in consciousness—the battle is 
the Lord’s—and we can step back and 
watch it happen. Many doctors say that 
they do not heal anyone, nor do drugs 
heal anyone. There is a natural healing 
process that occurs, and what doctors 
try to do is get the patient to relax and 
allow the healing to take place. Once 
we perceive the reality of the situation, 
we can go through even painful expe
riences and be conscious that the forces 
of light will win. The Christ state of 
consciousness will win. It has already 
won, and this is the conclusion that the 
revelator comes to.

Dickerson Let’s imagine that we 
are standing on a dock, and below us 
there is a lot o f rough water, with many 
waves and whitecaps. We can think of 
this activity as Armageddon, as the plus 
and minus forces of creation. The 
battle takes place down there in the 
waves. Of course, in the past, before we 
understood what was going on, we had



a tendency to dive down into the waves 
and try to fight them—to meet our 
problems head-on. But in most situa
tions we are much better off simply 
standing above the activity, watching. 
As we do this, we soon see that for a 
while there is great agitation among the 
waves, then a period of stillness, then 
wave activity again. This knowledge is 
much more valuable to us than what we 
would gain from diving in to fight the 
waves. We can gain a particular knowl
edge from doing that, but we must real
ize that the forces within that activity 
take care of themselves. It is best for us 
to watch from a still place, far above.

Paulson Revelation speaks fre
quently of God’s terrible wrath, and it 
frightens people to think that the earth 
will feel the full fury of G od’s anger, of 
hellfire, the fire that burns forever. A 
woman once told me that she always 
thinks of the wrath of God as the 
intense fire of infinite love that burns 
up that which is not true. This is a 
beautiful way of looking at it. We can 
think of hell as a purifying fire, and if 
we read Revelation with the thought 
that it is speaking of the intense fire of 
infinite love that is too pure to behold 
evil, then we can see why anything less 
than Truth has to go.

Dickerson In one way, this gift of 
God’s wrath is a very loving offering, 
because without it we would stay 
exactly where we are. We would not 
move in consciousness and would be
come stagnant. In physical terms, we 
can think of this wrath as an opposite 
and equal reaction. Any action that is 
out of harmony with the integrative 
balance of nature pulls this wrath to 
itself, and it is this equal and opposite 
reaction that brings things back to a

balanced state. It feels like wrath, but it 
is really divine law in operation.

Paulson Change is part of the law, 
and as we go through the transition of 
changing our faith and our reliance 
from the outer to the inner, we go 
through all sorts of stages. We can see 
these growing pains outpictured in the 
world today. For instance, we are 
having to change our whole approach 
to obtaining energy to run our civiliza
tion. We are having to change our reli
gious concepts. It is not an easy process 
to give up our beliefs, especially after 
we have been successfully advocating 
them for centuries. All our institutions 
are well-established and we have 
become certain of them, but they are 
going to be taken from us. This is not 
easy for us to accept, and that is why in 
Revelation a great cry goes up for the 
city that is going down. Some of us are 
going to mourn because we have built a 
system of business, of education, of 
society based on certain premises, and 
now we are finding that these premises 
are just not true.

Scientists are just like religious 
leaders in a sense. They develop a 
theory, get attached to the theory, and 
will defend it to the last gasp. But then 
one day there is a statement in the 
paper that still another theory has been 
disproved. There was a time when the 
earth was flat. This was an accepted 
theory, and just think what a problem 
all those people had giving up this 
theory! I read the other day that there 
are still some people who insist that the 
earth is flat. But we must come to terms 
with the fact that there are things that 
we must release, for our own growth’s 
sake.

All this turmoil and chaos is finalized



before the coming of the new Jeru
salem, and this is described as the 
“second death” or the “lake of fire.” 
Satan and his angels are tossed into this 
fiery lake, and thus we can see that even 
Satan gets the benefit of the intense fire 
of infinite love. Then something won
derful happens. This is the day of the 
final judgment, and death and the 
world of the dead are thrown into the 
lake of fire. “If anyone’s name was not 
found written in the book of life, he 
was thrown into the lake of fire.” 
Think of this in terms of individual 
consciousness. On the day of final judg
ment, everything in our consciousness 
that has to do with death and the world 
of the dead is to be thrown into the lake 
of fire. Everyone whose name is not 
written in the book of life—that is, 
every element of our nature that is not 
true, that is not real, that is not alive—is 
to be destroyed. I am sure that this is

what takes place in a healing. Every
thing that is not whole and alive and 
true is thrown into the purifying fire, 
and the healing takes place.

Dickerson There is an aspect of 
each individual that is in touch with the 
eternal, unbounded part of himself— 
that is, the part of him that is “written 
in the book of life.” And of course 
everyone contains elements that he is 
not in touch with. These have to depart 
from our consciousness.

Paulson The important thing to be 
learned from the revelation experience 
is that we can look ahead into our own 
life and into the lives of all humanity 
without fear, because the only thing 
that will ever be lost is that which is not 
true. What is true continues forever, 
and we are discovering this as we near 
the conclusion of the book of Reve
lation. ©

(To be concluded)

ison
By Marie Daerr

A sparrow took food from my hand 
today.

A thing of no consequence, you say?
When three-or-four-ounces of feath

ered fluff
Finally gathers courage enough
To pluck a seed from my outstretched 

palm—
Friend, I dispute you. This is balm
For the heart that is wearied by winter. 

Here
Is a lesson in faith for me, tender and 

clear.



A Touch of Sublimity
BY GLENN CLAIRMONTE

BELIEVE IT OR NOT, we really can 
“make our lives sublime,” even though 
we may discount the sands of time. 
Within us is the power to associate our
self with what we like, and the mere 
proximity can make us match it.

Biologists tell us that all life forms 
exist in the aggregate, that particles 
adhere to’ one another, that a resulting 
organization of various components 
provides the environment in which 
they operate. We too are parts of the 
universe, and we too are activated with
in a complex of forces.

Aside from our biological apparatus, 
we rely upon a whole parcel called 
character to steer us through the ramifi- 
cations of community living. Con
stantly we submit to a mental climate 
in which we can either flounder or re
joice at how well we are doing.

We are always reflectin g the 
thoughts of others, whether we know it 
or not, and our selection of those 
others can mean our promotion or our

deterrent. The fact that we are usually 
unconscious of the reason for the sway 
exerted upon us does not protect us 
from its influence. We are immune 
from the wrong only if we choose the 
right.

Therefore it is of practical impor
tance to be surrounded by the best, and 
for this there is nothing better than 
exposu re to notable predecessors. 
Ambitiously we seek the company of 
the admirable examples in history, and 
we move into a beneficial atmosphere 
merely by thinking of them. Our imagi
nation allows us to absorb the collec
tive condition of society while we court 
our highest potential.

We may as well celebrate our coun
try’s bicentennial by reading again the 
story of good old Ben Franklin. Much is 
known of him in general, but little is 
realized about what may benefit us in 
the elements that shone through his 
public service. Let us profit from an 
acquaintance with his personality,



which attracted the love of his fellow- 
men while he helped to extend their 
welfare.

When Franklin was still a child, he 
discovered that he would not be 
popular if he allowed himself to be
come overbearing, and he vowed to 
develop “the Habit of expressing my
self in terms of modest Diffidence, 
never using, when I advance any thing 
that may possibly be disputed, the 
words Certainly, undoubtedly, but 
rather saying I conceive, or I apprehend 
a Thing to be so and so, or It appears to 
me. ”

So it was hardly by accident that he 
respected the opinions of his compan
ions—and incidentally practiced the 
gentle art of persuasion. We may find it 
advantageous to contract this particu
lar custom.

His wide reading from the time he 
was five years old made him revere 
books, but he chose them with an

object in view: “to inform the Under
standing rightly, and enable the Mind 
to frame great and noble ideas.” Such 
an aspiration brought about this con
viction: “Without Freedom o f Thought 
there can be no such Thing as Wisdom; 
and no such Thing as Publick Liberty 
without Freedom of Speech; which is 
the Right of every Man, as far as by it he 
does not hurt or controul the Right of 
another.”

Doubtless we are willing to subscribe 
to this.

While still in his teens, Franklin re
gretted that women were not given the 
same educational opportunities that 
were available to men—although he 
himself had only two years of school
ing. He also noticed that the writing of 
poetry was thought to be the province 
o f  England, and consequently was 
neglected by the colonists (“Upon 
which Consideration I have deter
mined, when I meet with a Good Piece 
of New-England Poetry, to give it a 
suitable Encomium in order to encour
age the Author to go on.”).

And later he described, with enviable 
restraint, the faulty logic in race preju
dice:

“If an Indian injured me, does it 
follow that I may revenge that injury 
on all Indians? The only Crime of these 
poor Wretches seems to have been, that 
they had a reddish brown Skin and 
Black Hair; and some People of that 
Sort, it seems had murdered some of 
our Relations. If it be right to kill Men 
for such a Reason, then, should any 
man, with a freckled Face and red Hair, 
kill a wife or Child of mine, it would be 
right for me to revenge it, by killing all 
the freckled red-haired Men, Women, 
and Children I could afterwards any



where meet with.”
In another instance, Franklin 

showed not only intelligence but espe
cially compassion such as can well be 
appreciated in the present period of the 
senior citizen. His favorite sister had 
written him that she was planning to 
transplant their older half-sister to a 
retirement home, and he replied:

“As having their own way is one of 
the greatest Comforts of Life, to old 
People, I think their Friends should 
endeavor to accommodate them in 
that, as well as in any thing else. When 
they have long liv’d in a House, it be
comes natural to them, they are almost 
as closely connected with it as the 
Tortoise with his Shell, they die if you 
tear them out of it. Old Folks and old 
Trees, if you remove them, ’tis ten to 
one that you kill them. So let our good 
old Sister be no more importun’d on 
that head. We are growing old fast our
selves, and shall expect the same kind 
of Indulgences. If we give them, we 
shall have a Right to receive them in our 
Turn.”

One Englishman advised Franklin 
that he was wise to test electricity 
“from your own nature instead of 
studying others: for then you will cer
tainly find many other things which 
have been hidden to natural philoso
phers throughout the course of cen
turies.” That course Franklin con
tinued to follow, and his reports were 
always written from firsthand observa
tion in “a close, naked, natural way of 
speaking.” He repeatedly gave credit to 
any from whom he was able to take 
hints that helped his own progress, 
showing appreciation and generosity 
too.

Because some of his laboratory work

encroached upon unknown realms, he 
said, “I feel a Want of Terms,” and he 
had to invent descriptions. Many of the 
electric terms that he initiated are still 
in use: armature, battery, condenser, 
positive, negative, etc. His curiosity led 
him to such outstanding accomplish
ments in this area that a history of 
science was entitled “Franklin and 
Newton.” Insofar as we can, we ought 
to emulate his diligence and originality.

One commentator summarized: “It 
is not easy to say whether we are most 
pleased with the simplicity and perspi
cuity with which Franklin proposes 
every hypothesis of his own, or the 
noble frankness with which he relates 
his mistakes, when they are corrected 
by subsequent experiments.” And 
Franklin himself exclaimed, “How 
many pretty systems do we build, 
which we soon find ourselves oblig’d to 
destroy!”

We still speak well of anyone who 
acknowledges a misstep.

It has been said that Franklin had a 
vision of the future, but it is more likely 
that he shaped the future as he wished 
it to become. His persistence continu
ally kept open the door to his expecta
tions. He was willing to persevere for 
any necessary length of time, never 
giving way to the possibility o f failure— 
the sort of attitude that is familiar 
today when positive thinking is widely 
recommended.

Yet he was equally vigilant to show 
himself agreeable to the interests of 
others. This latter trait became evident 
after the start of the Revolutionary War 
when he represented the colonies in 
France, seemingly having nothing with 
which to barter. There is a fine distinc
tion between subservience and cooper-



ation, between entreaty and tact. He 
exercised dignity while encouraging 
intimacy with the wily king’s minister, 
during the long years when he was con
sulted only in official secrecy. These 
negotiations were conducted with a 
mixture of integrity and discretion, 
while he governed his every word and 
move. It could not hurt us to learn from 
his control.

Always avoiding vanity and haste, he 
grac iou sly  yielded to the French 
official’s plans without relaxing his 
urgent efforts on behalf of the colonies. 
He also collected funds and supplies 
and armaments and recruits for George 
W ash ington’s army while, despite 
distance of time and ocean, he laid the 
cornerstone of the new country’s diplo
macy. When his quiet handling of 
matters culminated in the Treaty of 
Paris (which validated France’s alliance 
with and support of the Revolution
ists), at last the United States was en
rolled as a member of the world of 
nations.

As one historian expressed it, that 
treaty “produced the greatest blessings 
to both contracting parties” and “the 
greatest benefit to civilisation as a 
whole.” No wonder Franklin was 
praised for his “sanity and clear sense.” 
A diplomat’s venture, even in the 
modern world, depends upon skill in 
candid discussion, plus wisdom to 
retain balance between opponents.

When at last Franklin was presented 
at the French court, he accepted the 
long-postponed honor without any 
hint that he may have expected it 
earlier. He was without recrimination, 
for he thoroughly knew the reason for 
the delay. The treaty had in effect 
created the new nation, and only then,

according to international usage, was 
he entitled to equal status with the 
French signatories. Had he been less 
prudent in any of the crises during his 
stay in Paris, the full value of his project 
could have been reduced or possibly 
annulled. What patience!

Franklin’s intentions became justi
fied only by means of a combination of 
his talents, but his conspicuous virtue 
was forbearance.

We are tempted to ask, “How did he 
get that way?” He taught himself? 
“Well, what was there about him that 
made it possible for him to teach him
self?” Did he have this aptitude at 
birth? If so, where did he get it?

We have asked such questions about 
other highly competent persons, and 
the fact is that we do not know the 
answer. We are still mystified. Some
times Franklin spoke casually of the 
continuity of life after this stage, and 
he may have guessed that this one had 
grown out of a previous one, during 
which he prepared for his role here. Did 
he know that he came into this life with 
an accumulation of knowledge which 
he was always increasing for the sake of 
lives yet to be lived?

That may have been only a hazy 
suggestion in his thoughts. However, he 
seems quite definitely (in his unortho
dox manner) to have been aware of a 
higher Supervisor, and this may have 
emphasized his confidence. Certainly it 
was some such impersonal view that 
fortified his purpose. Did it also assure 
him that the Supervisor’s wisdom was 
available on demand? Surely he, like 
the rest of us, had access to daily guid
ance in whatever extent he was able to 
receive it. At any rate, he strove consis
tently for an open mind and may have



reached understanding for that reason.
All this is speculation, yet the details 

of his biography suggest it.
Now, this is the point: when you and 

I survey our own characteristics, we 
admit that we could not admire Frank
lin as we do had we no similar tenden
cies. The great majority of men and 
women who know his name approve of 
him. Perhaps we can even find traces 
that we have inherited some of his 
qualities.

Thereupon our responsibility is 
aroused. In the chain of influences, 
person to person, long before Franklin 
lived and ever after, examples of excel
lence are being transmitted. It is star
tling to realize that we too swing our 
weight upon the lives of others. In 
leaving the flavor of all we are, 
wherever we go, are we positive that it

w ill infuse heroism in those who 
follow? Are we satisfied that, within 
the complex in which we operate as 
particles, we are inventing our bit to
ward the improvement of the human 
race?

How good we should feel if we could 
be sure of this! Anyway, we know that 
the fabric of humanity is strengthened 
by every personal relationship that is 
nurtured in the cradle of courtesy. Cir
cumstances testify that to esteem an 
adversary is to transform him into a 
friend, and any test of this principle 
proclaims its feasibility.

In every transaction, then, let us 
inspire reciprocal confidence in order 
that we may gradually erect the utopia 
that instinctively we know to be our 
natural home. ©

(d IV  of o r
By R. H. Grenville

I can color my day 
any way that I please— 
anxiety-gray, 
or prosperity’s 
flourishing green.
I can have an orange-and-purple scene 
if that’s my pleasure; a measure 
of sun-dazzle bright golden light, 
or a color-tide that floods and flows 
from dawn’s shell pink to evening rose 
in tones o f vibrant harmony.
I can color my day.
It is up to me
to express life’s innate
artistry.





LOVE, JOY, AND PEACE are all part 
of the fruit of the Holy Spirit in us.

Jesus told His disciples how they 
were to cultivate this fruit. Jesus 
prayed that His joy would be perfected 
in us. “The joy of the Lord” is ours for 
the asking. Before Jesus was captured 
He prayed for us: “That My joy may be 
made full and complete and perfect in 
them; that they may experience My 
delight fulfilled in them; that My enjoy
ment may be perfected in their own 
souls, and that they may have My glad
ness w ithin them fulfilling their 
hearts.”*

The conviction of the prophet Nehe- 
miah was that “the joy of the Lord is 
your strength.”

Charles and Myrtle Fillmore realized 
this Truth when they were inspired to 
found Silent Unity. Through the years 
millions of people have tuned in to this 
tower of Spiritual power.

Their eldest son, Lowell, followed in 
their footsteps and founded Weekly 
Unity, to which he contributed hun
dreds of articles for many years.

The handsome and substantial build
ings that have risen to form Unity 
Village are the result of the genius of 
their second son, Rickert, who had the 
vision of multitudes of students coming 
to the headquarters of Unity School for 
spiritual instruction and healing.

During the month of April, Unity’s 
World Headquarters Activities Center 
building was dedicated by the grandson 
of Charles and Myrtle Fillmore, Charles

*John 17:13, Amplified Bible

R. Fillmore, thus bringing to fruition 
his father’s vision and his grandfather’s 
dream of benefiting humanity.

The world today is in desperate need 
of joy . We have but to look at the faces 
of those we meet every day to realize 
how few people have discovered either 
the real meaning o f joy or where it may 
be found. Humanity is madly chasing 
after pleasure and hoping to find happi
ness in excitement or forgetfulness, in 
worldly possessions or positions. The 
particular thing each person lacks, he 
feels would give him boundless joy. If 
only he had work or wealth, love or 
friends—whatever it is he desires, he is 
convinced it would satisfy him and 
make him happy. He must come to 
know the distinction between joy and 
enjoyment, between happiness and 
pleasure, as a difference between prin
ciple and its expression; between the 
essence and its diffusion; between an 
attribute of the soul and its manifesta
tion.

Joy is instinctive with every human 
being. It is a divine heritage to be 
claimed and used. No person or thing, 
no outside circumstance or condition 
can give it to us, just as nothing can take 
it away from us. Shall anything sepa
rate us from our innate consciousness 
of joy? Shall tribulation or distress or 
lack of employment or depression or 
any other thing keep it out of our 
heart? People or things may arouse its 
activity and make us aware of some
thing that is already ours; they may add 
to our sense of blessedness, but that is

BY RICHARD LYNCH



the only way in which they can affect 
this inmost quality of Spirit in one who 
has recognized and developed it.

C■> orrow and sadness are in the world. 
There are many lonely ones; lack, want 
and suffering may seem to predomi
nate; we hear of those who, finding no 
joy in living, seek a way out through 
self-destruction. It may seem strange 
how all this can be if G od’s will for the 
world is joy and well-being. When we 
see life aright, we know that none of 
this is due to any neglect on God’s part. 
The tragic state of affairs is the result of 
man’s own lack of vision and his failure 
to direct his life in accordance with the 
divine purpose.

Sorrow and grief, disappointment 
and discouragement, can never reach 
the joyous soul. No word of criticism or 
note of displeasure, no unkind remark, 
can trouble the peace of mind that is 
founded upon omnipresent joy. The 
loss of some pleasure, carefully planned 
and long anticipated, cannot interfere 
with real happiness. We make our own 
disappointments by admitting outside 
things into our consciousness. When 
negative moods weigh us down and 
threaten our gladness of Spirit, instead 
of depending upon some person or 
condition to roll away the stone of our 
discontent, we may ourself apply the 
divine stabilizer.

Those we depend upon may fail us; 
material pleasures may prove unsatis
factory; the happy hours we antici
pated are, many times, delayed; but the 
joy within, that we have sensed in our 
own consciousness as springing from an 
indwelling Spirit, the attribute we may 
carry into every human experience, is

the joy that “no one will take from 
you.” It is a “fulness of joy” where 
there is no room for bitterness, resent
ment or self-pity. If in God’s presence 
there is this “fulness of joy,” we with
draw ourself from Good every time we 
are gloomy or sad, worried or discour
aged.

Although it may seem strangely 
unusual to classify joy as spiritual 
healthfulness, closely connected with 
bodily ease and wholeness, most of us 
know that disease and suffering go 
hand in hand with mental wretched
ness. The metaphysician sees joy as a 
divine radiation whose release quickens 
the Spirit, lifts the life forces, and 
promotes physical soundness.

Few people regard joy as an attribute 
of physical healing, yet in this scientific 
age it is easy to so understand it. The 
universe is fast being reduced to vibra
tory force. We are becoming educated 
in wave-lengths and radiations. We have 
new concepts of the body. Our myste
rious processes of mind and matter in
volve radiations of various wave-lengths 
which emanate from the living sub
stance of the organism. We may tune in 
on the symphonic harmony of health 
by adjusting our keynote to its rate of 
vibration.

hought is the active medium 
through which we accomplish the 
synchronization. It is the connecting 
link between mind and matter. Joy of 
spirit raises the rate of thought vibra
tion and establishes truer rhythm in our 
body by affording it new and higher 
radiations. The short wave-length, it 
has been discovered, has creative



power, whereas the long wave-length 
lacks the energy necessary to produce 
living matter.

Just as the diamond, in its high 
rapidity of vibration, cuts through the 
slower negative surface of glass, so the 
positive, dynamic energy of joy en
graves its vivid pictures on the proto
plasm of life, forming etchings of 
happiness and health.

“The kingdom of God is in the midst 
of you” was the Master’s approach to 
the subject. It is a Spirit realm of har
monious joy, latent, perhaps, yet al
ways susceptible to development as an 
ideal attainment. When recognized and 
realized, it must result in a permanent 
sense of happiness. Infinite joy is with
in you and me and every person. Ours is 
the work of cultivating it and watching 
its unfoldment.

: t is unfortunate that we have been 
taught to picture Jesus as “a man of 
sorrows.” One who thinks intelligently 
knows this to be a misnomer. The key
note of His cradle song was angelic joy. 
During His life He attracted friends, 
calmed fears, and healed diseases, all of 
which are impossibilities to the 
gloomy, negative mind. The Master was 
constantly dispensing happiness; He 
was radiant with comfort and peace. It 
is true He understood sorrow and He 
was acquainted with grief; it was a part 
of His environment. But wretched, 
sorrowing ones are not drawn to gloom 
and despair. Multitudes followed the 
Master, and He healed their distress by 
transforming their consciousness. He 
had a solution for every problem. His 
one great desire was that they might

have His joy fulfilled in themselves. 
Even as He was facing the supreme 
moment of His life, His thought was to 
comfort His beloved friends: “These 
things I have spoken to you, that my 
joy may be in you, and that your joy 
may be full.”

ave Christians always been joyous 
people, with their doctrines of sin and 
sorrow, retribution and punishment, 
disease and death? Scarcely! Have they 
felt themselves continually at one with 
the Father, in whose presence is 
“fulness of joy”? I think not. Their atti
tude has often been exclusive superior
ity, which is really disguised resent
ment against the disappointments of 
the world. For this reason they have 
turned to God, but the “fulness of joy” 
has been lacking.

The conditions of the world today 
offer us a special opportunity to use 
this infinite joy that is within us. “At 
[His] right hand are pleasures forever
more” if we keep ourself adjusted to 
them. But many of us have been taught 
that we must resign ourself to sorrow 
and suffering, as trials God sends to try 
our faith and prove our loyalty to Him.

I once knew a woman who, because 
she was passing through a sad expe
rience, looked upon any happy mo
ments as very nearly wicked. “I laugh, 
God forgive me,” was her apology for 
even a momentary lightening of her 
burden. It was the old idea that sadness 
and grief must be endured with resigna
tion; that any attempt to climb out of 
“the slough of despond” was flying in 
the face of Providence; that burdens 
must be borne and sorrow must be



experienced in accordance with the will 
of God; that the harder the life in this 
world, the greater the reward will be in 
the next. This idea brought a sense of 
resigned martyrdom, a satisfied feeling 
that, although no joy might be ex
pected in this “vale o f tears,” great 
would be her reward in Heaven.

The modern thought is but a clear 
understanding of the teaching of Jesus 
that the kingdom of heaven is not a 
place, but a condition of joyous har
mony; not an end, but a beginning; not 
on the outside, but within; not a recom
pense for misfortune and affliction, but 
a power to transform them into bless
ings. As everything has its origin in 
mind, we ourself have the ability to 
decide what shall express through us.

I he entire universe is keyed to joy
ousness. “It is not only set to music but 
it is the product of music.” Every form 
of life is rhythmic. When we swing out 
of our selfish limitations and feel the 
pulse o f  the great Whole surging 
through our being, we know we are “in 
tune with the Infinite.” Whoever wills 
to do so may tune in, by harmonizing 
his thought with the universal keynote; 
thus he may set in operation its divine 
creative force. The living universe 
always responds to the one who strikes 
its chords harmoniously.

Whether we realize it or not, we are 
continually converting thought into 
things. Consciously or unconsciously, 
we are employing creative power every 
moment of our life. There is but the 
one Power, and it seeks expression 
through us as an individual outlet. We 
direct its course along whatever lines 
we desire.

We know that electricity is depen

dent upon control and direction for 
predetermined results; we know that it 
may be used for our comfort, con
venience, and pleasure, or that it may 
become a destructive, death-dealing 
force. As we regulate its course, it 
works either for or against us. Ours is 
the intelligence upon which its results 
depend.

The great stream of omnipresent 
energy, which is the life principle, flows 
through us as creative power. It must 
have channels for release, and each 
individual is responsible for its course 
through his own being. Each must 
decide whether its expression shall be 
constructive or destructive. It is obliged 
to be one or the other, for life may not 
stand still; it has to be lived.

Just as the intelligence of mind 
determines what electricity shall do, so 
also it is the guiding impetus in 
choosing how life shall serve us. We 
create our own body and our own con
ditions. With our own thoughts, we 
mold them into tangible form.

/ \  ray of pure white light, passing 
through a clear prism, reveals its spec
trum of exquisite colors, caused by the 
separation and arrangement of a series 
of rays, in the order of their wave
lengths. Our appreciation of their 
beauty depends upon the effect of the 
various wave-lengths on the sensitive 
retina of our eyes.

The radiant energy we call thought, 
in passing through the prism of the indi
vidual consciousness reveals its spec
trum of attributes, according to the 
clarity of the medium through which it 
passes. In its normal state of purity it 
discloses what Paul called the “fruit of



the Spirit”: such qualities as love, joy, 
peace, and faith. As constituent ele
ments of thought energy, these have 
their distinctive wave-lengths, which 
may be applied in the creative process 
of living.

Si ot only has the modern physician 
captured pure white light with which to 
treat disease, but he has separated it 
into its primary colors, each of which 
he applies according to the specific 
wave-length he considers necessary in 
the individual case. The modem meta
physician prescribes thought vibration 
in much the same manner. He supplies 
the “oil of gladness instead of mourn
ing, the mantle of praise instead of a 
faint spirit.” He knows that joy is 
dynamic energy, vibrant with strength 
and vitality. It will attune itself to its 
own wave-length, which exists some
where in every person. However dor
mant and inactive it may have been, it is 
bound to respond when its keynote is 
struck.

Joy is one of the strongest attributes 
Df the thought-spectrum. It has a defi- 
lite effect upon the mind, the body, 
and the affairs of mankind. It does far 
more than dispel gloom and counteract 
despondency. It is a divine elixir that 
transmutes the base metal of everyday 
living into the golden glory of the king
dom of heaven. It is the secret of con
structive power. It quickens the spirit, 
deals the body, and prospers the affairs.

Whatever we have attracted in life 
belongs to us. Something within us has 
synchronized with it or it could not 
remain with us. No undesirable condi
tion can come into our life unless it 
finds something that harmonizes with

it. It cannot remain if we cease to enter
tain it. The sooner we come to realize 
this, the nearer we shall be to a solution 
of our difficulties. If we would have 
joyous conditions in our world of 
affairs, the place to begin is within our
self. We shall never find happiness until 
we are keyed to its vibration.

To just the degree that we are filled 
with this spiritual joy, we not only 
attract it from every source, but we 
radiate it to others. Perhaps the keenest 
sense of happiness a human being can 
have is the knowledge that he has light
ened another’s burden or encouraged a 
distressed soul or comforted a grief- 
stricken heart. For this reason we may 
be sure that Jesus was a man, not of 
sorrows, but of pure radiant joy. In our 
accounts of Him we read that He was 
continually correcting the misfortunes 
of those about Him. His life was cen
tered in joy, and through this realiza
tion of absolute blessedness, He drew 
all men unto Him.

t is true the Master was sad at times; 
He even wept at the tomb o f Lazarus, 
but it could not have been because His 
friend was dead. In just a few minutes 
the living Lazarus stepped forth and 
was restored to his family.

Many times we have felt like weeping 
over the ignorance or the suffering of 
others, while all the time our perma
nent sense of peace and joy has re
mained undisturbed. It was this sympa
thetic quality in Jesus that saddened 
Him and caused His tears. Have we, as 
the Master did, always given our princi
ple with our compassion?

The “bluebird of happiness” loses its 
brilliance when it is selfishly caged. It



glows with heavenly hue only when it is 
freely released to bring joy to another. 
In the flash of its glowing beauty, as it 
goes forth to the world, we shall find 
our own sense of glory and rapture. 
Lord Byron left an inspired thought 
that is worthy of our attention:

“All who joy would win 
must share it.

Happiness was born a twin.”
The keynote for December is joy. 

Ushering in, as it does, our celebration 
of Christmas and the Gospel that has 
re-echoed in the heart of humanity for 
nearly two thousand years: “Behold, I 
bring you good news of a great joy!” 
Truly Christmas is no legend, but a 
revelation: a pilgrimage of the mind to 
a “manger” in the soul where “unto us 
is born a Savior,” which is the Christ 
Spirit within each one of us. The signifi
cance of this advent is the awakening of 
the consciousness to a perception of 
the beauty and glory of life—an immac
ulate conception of Truth.

The greatest message of the ages was 
broadcast on the first Christmas morn
ing, but only the wakeful, watchful 
shepherds were attuned to receive it;

only a few went to find the Babe an< 
worship Him. The blazing, heraldic 
star shone vividly in the East, but onh 
the three wise men followed it, bringin; 
their gifts to present to the newbon 
King.

The song is still being broadcast 
with its “good news of a great joy.” Th» 
star still gleams through the darkness a 
an eternal light, a guiding radianci 
pointing the way and illuminating thi 
place where the “young child” lies. A 
this shrine of our divinity we may daib 
offer our gifts—the gold o f our under 
standing, the frankincense of our joy 
and the myrrh of our accomplishment 
If we do this, the Christ Spirit will un 
fold within us until we too shall grov 
“in wisdom and in stature, and in favo 
with God and man.”

As never before, our soul shoult 
vibrate to the joy of giving. The work 
needs our gifts of blessing, of healing 
of encouraging, and o f prospering. Le 
us breathe into them this message 
“From my Spirit to your Spirit—som< 
understanding of infinite joy, and the 
need to make it universal.” 4

THE FUTURE DEPENDS 
ON OUR THOUGHTS

The greatest power in the world is 
the dynamic energy of thought. Man
kind creates the world it lives in with 
the thoughts it thinks. Skyscrapers, 
bridges, automobiles, airplanes and all

other inventions and developments 
were ideas in the minds of men before 
they became realities. The course oi 
history follows the stream of human 
thought. Our past is the creation of oui 
past thinking. Our present is based on 
the quality of our thinking up to this 
moment. Our future depends upon the 
thoughts we think from now on. We 
can change our world by changing oui 
minds!—Wilferd A. Peterson.
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SYMBOLISM
OF

CHRISTMAS^
CONSIDERING CHRISTMAS FROM 
its historical side, we know that the 
birth of Jesus did not occur at this sea
son. There are no records that tell defi
nitely when He was bom. Not even the 
year is a matter of certainty, but the 
most careful writers tell us that they are 
sure there is an error of four or five 
years, and that Jesus was bom four or

five years before the commonly 
accepted date.

The fact is that long before the birth 
of Jesus the so-called pagans observed 
this season as a festival time. All nations 
had their deities and knew something 
of the working of the universal law. The 
Romans, the Celts, and the Germans 
had an inner perception of a change 
taking place in the universal outflow of 
life, intelligence, and power, at this 
season of the year. Back in the remotest 
histories and legends of the race we can 
trace the festivals o f the winter solstice.

We are told by astronomers that at 
this time of the year there is a change in 
the relation of the earth to the sun. Up 
to the 22d of December the days grow 
shorter, and there is a gradual with
drawal o f warmth and life until that 
time, when a renewal takes place, the 
sun becomes brighter, and new life 
springs up. At the same time there is 
universal rejoicing and feasting over the 
storing away of the harvest of the year. 
Man knows by experience that there 
will be a period of cold and darkness 
before the new life and light, which is 
springing up within, can make itself 
manifest without.

The pagans were without an under
standing of the spiritual meaning o f the 
new birth that is the Christian’s Christ
mas, and when the Christian world and 
the Gentile world united in the obser
vance of the day, a certain compromise 
was made, and the customs of both 
were dovetailed together, so that we 
have with us many pagan rites and cere
monies. The Christians had to adopt 
the pagan date, and the pagans had to 
accept the Christian symbols, in part at 
least, as representative of the birth of



the Savior, and had to admit into their 
observance of the time the carols and 
many of the mystical ideas associated 
with His birth.

What is symbolized by the birth of 
Jesus in Bethlehem (“house o f bread”) 
of Judea? What is the meaning of the 
coming of the Wise Men, the appear
ance of the star to the shepherds, and 
all the other mysterious symbols? They 
all have reference to the coming forth 
in each individual man of the ideal man.

We all represent a certain state of 
consciousness, and there is eternal 
progress. Every man must be born 
again, born of the Spirit, born from 
above. Every man must realize this 
before he can come into the real life 
and know himself as he is. Before the 
new birth a man has a partial idea of 
himself as he is in a certain stage of his 
development. When he is bom again, 
when he begins to understand the real, 
spiritual man, and to know that there is 
an omnipresent good in which he lives 
and has his being, he comes into the full 
light and knows himself spiritually. 
This is the descent into consciousness 
of the higher self, the birth of the 
Christ.

Some men are so nearly perfect, so 
representative of the great life, so like 
the law that we cannot discern the 
difference. These are the perfect ex
pression and manifestation of the law. 
Jesus was such a man, because He had 
rounded out the race evolution. The 
divine man, which Jesus brought forth, 
must be bom into the consciousness of 
every man, and we must all stand joint 
heirs in God’s kingdom with Him. This 
is the teaching of Christianity, and this 
new birth in man is what we celebrate 
at Christmas.

Bethlehem, where Jesus was born 
represents substance and life. It is thi 
place in the subconsciousness, dowi 
among the despised “animal forces,’ 
where the Christ is formed. Jesus wa 
brought forth in a manger among thi 
cattle. When the new life is quickeninj 
in the body, it is despised and con 
sidered a mere animal force, and Heroc 
(sense consciousness), fearing it; 
power, seeks to kill it. We find on al 
sides thoughts that would do away witl 
this new child in consciousness. Th< 
Wise Men from the East are the true 
though ts of the all-providing, all 
protecting within, coming and goinj 
unobserved, yet bringing rich gifts.

This new birth is a matter of realiza 
tion in each soul. Everyone mustknov 
for himself the all-encompassing pres 
ence. Be true to the law and watch foi 
the quickening of your spiritual body 
Do not leave it to the Herod thoughts 
but obey the promptings o f the uni 
versal protection; let it be nourishec 
and kept so that you may attain youi 
full stature in Christ. The divine life 
working in you is the magnet through 
which the divine good will supply youi 
every need.

Walt Whitman said, “I celebrate 
myself.” When people heard this they 
said, “Here is an egotist; put him out.’ 
When Jesus arose in the synagogue anc 
read the passage from Isaiah referring 
to the Messiah He said, “I am the fulfill 
ment of this Scripture,” and the people 
cried, “Put him out.”

These men were not understood 
They were proclaiming that which if 
true of the real man. The real self if 
both individual and universal, and it if 
right for the individual to celebrate 
himself. This is what men do when they



find there is something within them 
above the personal consciousness. Man 
is Spirit. Everyone should rejoice 
greatly in this, and should seek to bring 
forth his divine nature under the law. If 
we think only of the historical Jesus we 
do not celebrate ourselves. If the occur
rences in Jesus’ life are not of today, 
they have no special significance. We 
must perceive that the real man is con
stantly coming forth. This is the mean
ing of Christmas. It does not belong to 
the past; it is a vital, living, present 
Truth.

Jesus was a man like unto us, yet 
there was something different in Him. 
rhe time seemed to be ripe for the 
advent into the race of a new kind of 
man. The thought of all Israel had long 
oeen concentrated upon the coming of 
:>ne who should be the Messiah, and all 
she virgins hoped for the honor of 
aringing him forth. All this should be 
applied to the individual consciousness. 
You know the law of mind, and under
stand how an idea held in mind takes 
form in substance and finds expression. 
In this way the Christ man is brought 
forth. The I AM is constantly bringing 
forth: first is the idea in mind and then 
the representation of that idea. If you 
are an artist, you make a rough sketch 
before painting the final picture. If you 
are a sculptor, you first make a plaster 
:ast of your ideal statue before you 
begin to give it form in marble. In this 
order everything is made. In this way 
man is made.

The 1st and 2d chapters of Genesis 
are very puzzling until you understand 
the law of mind action. The first 
chapter tells that man was made per
fect; the second says “there was no man 
to till the ground.” The first chapter

describes creation in the ideal. The first 
man is the spiritual idea, the perfect 
man, the Christ. This creation is com
plete, finished, and “very good.” The 
second creation is the manifestation of 
the perfect-man idea, and its degree of 
perfection depends upon the person 
who expresses it.

Jesus and Christ jointly form the per
fect man: Christ the ideal, Jesus the 
manifestation. Jesus was above the 
average man because of His fuller real
ization of what man is. We have been 
identified with the Adam man long 
enough. We have called ourself “dust” 
and have reaped the consequences. Let 
us call ourself Christ and attain perfec
tion. By seeing our perfection in mind 
we shall project it into visibility.

This is being about the Father’s 
work. It is not the vanity o f the per
sonal man that leads us to look upon 
our perfection but the wisdom of 
Divine Mind. If we are coarse and crude 
in appearance, it shows that we have 
been lax in thought. We have not dis
cerned the Lord’s body. Man is just 
beginning to learn how to make a per
fect body. He is just now coming into 
an understanding of the laws of mind 
that are to bring into manifestation the 
body of Christ. So long as he has a 
crude, material idea of body, so long 
will he bring forth a crude kind of man. 
By following Jesus we produce the per
fect character, and out of the perfect 
character will come the perfect body.

So we celebrate the good in ourselves 
and in all men. Spiritual understanding 
leads us to look back of the appearance 
and see the “image and likeness” in all 
men. The bringing forth of the Christ 
Child is not a work that was finished in 
Bethlehem. It is taking place in our



midst every day. It is this we celebrate.
When the Christ consciousness is 

born in your soul you will know the 
meaning of the Christmas festival.

The new birth is not a matter of out
ward observation, and you may not 
know just when it takes place in your
self. There was no room at the public 
inn for Mary, and her son was born in a 
cave stable.

Mary is the soul that magnifies the 
Lord daily in the temple and through 
her devotions prepares herself for the 
higher life.

The higher life is a higher state of 
mind. It exists as the soul of God, and 
we know it when we realize the I AM, 
the Son of God.

You may have to “magnify the 
Lord” in your temple a long time 
before the “sun of righteousness” 
bursts forth. This birth of the Christ 
consciousness at the soul center, the 
holy place within, is a very high attain
ment. Devotees of religious cults in all 
ages have willingly made every human 
sacrifice to reach it. The difference 
between the Son of man and the Son of 
God is here defined. The Son of man is 
the mind of change, with its transitory 
temple. This son goes to and fro in the 
universe seeking the heavenly place and 
finding it not. When this son perceives 
that harmony is not a place but a condi
tion of exhalted consciousness, his soul 
begins to purify itself.

Pray for the perfect. Meditate upon 
the pure. Affirm the fearless and 
secretly dwell in the place of the Most 
High. In imagination see yourself the 
prince of God. “We all, with unveiled 
face, beholding the glory of the Lord, 
are being changed from one degree of 
glory to another.” ©

ILLUMINATION—In love God gave His 
only-begotten Son, the fullness o f the 
perfect-man idea in Divine Mind, the 
Christ, to be the true, spiritual self o f every 
individual. Every person in his real, true 
self desires to be just as great and good as 
possible and the open door to this attain
ment is to believe in one’s own divinity. 

Christ w ithin me gives me the gift 
of light. I accept and fo llow the 

guidance that comes from within.

HEALING—Within our body is the center 
where pure Christ life is generated. When 
quickened by faith in the indwelling Lord, 
the source of life, the waters o f life are set 
free and purified. By keeping our mind 
steadily on the pure, redeeming life of 
Christ, and refusing to allow any thought 
to come in that stops the consciousness of 
the universal life flow, we increase our 
power to appropriate more healing life. 

Christ w ithin me gives me the gift 
of life and health. I accept this gift, 

and I am healed.

PROSPERITY—Faith is the faculty on 
which depends continuous supply. Faith 
must be in loving communion with the 
Christ Mind in order to draw down to the 
thoughts the necessary substance. Man 
must be active and trustful, constantly 
looking to the Christ Spirit within instead 
o f matter as the source o f his good.

Christ w ithin me gives me the gift 
of prospering ideas. I accept and 
use this gift, and I am prospered



THE IDEA To answer readers’ 
questions about anything 
related to increased spiritual 
understandingand deeper 
integrative growth. To discover 
not only what people are asking 
but what people are thinking 
about in the area of beliefs and 
practices in the world within 
and without. To help 
others—and—us in the spiritual 
search. To stimulate the search 
itself.

. . .  with answers by Marcus Bach

Dear Dr. Bach:
I have been a member o f Unity for 
almost two years now. I love the in
spiration I receive from Daily Word.
It has been in my home for nearly 
five years. I have given su bscriptions 
to any number o f  people. I  am not a 
letter writer, but this will be my first.

I have given this letter much 
thought. My question is this: In all 
the articles o f Unity, I have not seen 
one black person. On all the covers of 
Daily Word, there have not been any 
pictures o f black people. I hate to be 
negative, but please enlighten me.

I work in a senior citizen build
ing, and one o f  the ladies gave me my 
first subscription to UNITY. Over half 
the building gets UNITY and Daily 
Word.

We are all black, and we would

like to see some o f our faces in the 
UNITY material and on the cover o f 
Daily Word. We know that God is 
neither white nor black, but please 
answer this question for me.

IvaW.

Dear Iva W.:
Being something of a stamp collec

tor, I was interested the other day to 
pick up plate blocks of the new U.S. 
issue called “Contributors to the Cause 
of Freedom.” One of these issues 
honors an infantryman named Salem 
Poor, whom history has cited for his 
gallantry and bravery at the Battle of 
Bunker Hill in 1775. Another issue 
pays tribute to a financier of the 
American Revolution by the name of 
Haymn Salomon, without whose help 
the war of independence might not



have been successful. To both men, 
public recognition has been long over
due.

Sensitivity to blacks in America, as 
everyone now belatedly realizes, has 
also been long overdue. Only now, after 
much travail, is America becoming 
aware of black people’s achievements 
and dilemmas. While this should have 
come much earlier according to our 
way of figuring, it has come, and 
though there is still much to be done, 
the going has at least begun.

Your letter has been brought to 
Unity’s attention and I want to share a 
few of my own findings with you. As 
you say, in God there is no black or 
white, just as in God there is no east or 
west. These are strictly manmade desig
nations, just as Protestant and Catholic, 
Jew and gentile, spiritual and secular 
are indications of the inability of our 
presumptuous brain to think in any
thing but linear terms. But as we grow 
into an understanding of Divine Mind 
these delineations disappear.

Unity material has carried articles by 
blacks and about blacks, but made no 
special notice of the fact. When an 
article appears over an author’s name, 
who knows whether he or she is white 
or black? I agree with Unity in this 
point of view. UNITY and Daily Word 
use very few “person pictures” on their 
covers. The Unity Movement shies 
away from personalization, idolization, 
or deification of individuals, but they 
do and they should, it seems to me, give 
recognition where recognition is due. 
There are very few Christian move
ments more interculturally, interspiri- 
tually, internationally, and interethni- 
cally minded than Unity. This ecu
menicity in a broad sense is part of its

power, and I am sure it recognizes this 
fact.

I personally am grateful for your 
sharing of the fact that UNITY Maga
zine is so widely distributed and read 
by the community in your senior 
citizens’ building. Under separate mail
ing a copy of one of my books is going 
out to you to share with them. Good 
wishes and good reading!

MB

Dear Dr. Bach:
I would like your opinion about the 
value o f “guided meditation"and 
what is your understanding o f it?

J.J.B.

Dear J.J.B.:
Guided meditation, which seems to 

be growing in popularity, takes many 
forms. I interpret it as a journey in 
mind and spirit under the direction of a 
wayshower or pathfinder. For ex
ample, let’s imagine you have a prob
lem or challenge that needs treatment 
or solution. Let’s imagine that I am 
serving as your wayshower. I would ask 
you to sit quietly with me in medita
tion and prayer. We would seek guid
ance and affirm that it will be given. 
Then, perhaps, I would be led to say: 

“We are now walking along a 
beautiful forest trail. It is spring. 
The scent of spring is in the air. 
The sun filtering through the over
hanging trees forms lovely pat
terns of light and shadow around 
us. We are walking into the sun 
but it is gentle and easy on the 
eyes. Light is directing us.



“Now we are led into this wonder
fully appointed place where there 
is a small, rippling waterfall so 
gentle it makes only a whispering, 
musical sound. The sunlight play
ing on the water is shimmering 
silver, peaceful, restful, quiet. It 
looks as if these moss covered 
stones were put here just for us. 
Let’s sit down.”
So our unfolding scenario would 

continue and we would follow our 
guidance, which could conceivably in
clude my directing your attention to 
the appearance o f a teacher who steps 
into the scene. After describing him 
and making us all feel en rapport, I 
would perhaps say:

“He asks you to tell him your 
problem. He is eager to hear all 
about it. Go ahead and tell him.” 
You would then actually recount to 

him, aloud, your story, your thoughts, 
your concerns. With candor and open
ness you would get it all off your mind 
and heart as we sit together in this 
m editation fantasy which has, of 
course, become very real and in a new 
dimension of awareness. When you 
have finished your report to the 
teacher, I would say:

“Now he has something to say to 
you. Listen carefully to every 
word and tell me what he is say
ing.”
So you would listen and relate aloud 

what you feel, what you imagine you 
are hearing, what you sense the teacher 
has to share with you. You have, of 
course, turned the problem upon your 
inner consciousness of the divine Pres
ence, and out of this interplay a solu
tion or resolvement might well be 
constructively effected.

We would then return back over our 
original sunlit path to our starting 
point. Grateful in prayer for our adven
ture in guided meditation, we would 
affirm that we have been supplied with 
new insight (and hopefully, a solution 
to your problem).

MB

Dear Mr. Bach:
I have a question that has puzzled me. 
Who and what are demons? The Bible 
speaks o f a demon as a disembodied 
personality looking for a physical 
body to live in and make o f that body 
a devil, and these embodied personal
ities cause all the crimes and sins. One 
illustration is where the demons 
entered some animals and all the ani
mals rushed into the water and were 
drowned. I just hope I never encounter 
one o f them!

Mrs. F. C.

Dear Mrs. F.C.:
You won’t encounter them if you 

keep yourself in good physical condi
tion and stay on the side of love and 
truth! Another thing to remember is 
that the Bible and other ancient books 
of wisdom abound in symbols, allego
ries, and graphic metaphors which were 
in the idiom and nature of their time 
but not necessarily in the nature of 
ours.

Possession by an evil spirit was once 
considered the cause of many illnesses, 
mental and physical alike. This is no 
longer true today, though some people 
would like to believe it, and would also 
like to put the blame for their misdeeds



and poor physical condition on some 
evil spirit instead of taking the responsi
bility upon themselves.

What we refer to today as germs and 
viruses were once considered to be 
demons, devils, and powers of dark
ness. What we label “mental illness” 
was once construed as possession and as 
witchcraft, even in the United States as 
late or as early as 1776. Many people 
who are now treated by psychiatrists 
would have been sent to exorcists in the 
Middle Ages.

Not that we moderns are immune to 
the notion of demon possession! Your 
letter indicates, as do other letters that 
come to me, that there is still a lively 
speculation on the notion that there are 
entities all around us waiting to pounce 
upon us the moment we give them half 
a chance. One of our most popular 
movies of several seasons ago was based 
on exorcism, and it proved that the 
subject of demon-possession is deep- 
seated in the collective unconscious 
(the thought realm) of millions of 
Americans.

D em ons in Biblical times were 
considered to be “unclean spirits.” 
Dem ons in our time are unclean 
thoughts, evil, conniving, ungodly 
passions, dark, sinister motives, warped 
thinking, egomaniacal ambitions, 
duplicity, insensitivity to good, igno
rance and rejection of divine law, and 
so on.

Unity and other metaphysical teach
ing will give you an insight into the 
deeper meaning and motivation of 
these spectacular personifications of 
today’s “powers of darkness.” En
lightened, liberated, spiritually-minded 
people recognize themselves as mani

festations of God, and they know that 
this Godness, this goodness, which is 
their true life, overcomes any destruc
tive influence by means of the con
structive counterpower of belief in a 
God o f love and truth. There is nothing 
to fear.

MB

Dear MB:
What do astrologists mean when 
they talk about “houses”?

E.L. W.

Dear E.L.W.:
Astrology’s twelve houses represent 

twelve areas o f the zodiac, showing the 
relative positions of the planets and the 
zodiacal signs. These twelve positions 
guide astrologers in casting their horo
scopes and preparing their charts. A 
“house” is also a term for the seat of a 
planet’s greatest influence, as well as a 
way of explaining that the heavenly 
“houses” have their corresponding 
relationship with conditions on earth 
and events in individual lives. If this 
sounds a bit complicated, it is. One 
astrologer told his students to use the 
term signs for the divisions of the 
heavens and reserve the term houses for 
the divisions of the earth. This was his 
way of saying that signs govern and 
influence certain parts of the body and 
houses refer to conditions in life. He 
was also emphasizing that the twelve 
heavenly signs (or houses) are inter
related with the twelve powers of man 
which, in astrology, are: intuition, har-



mony, reason, feeling, faith, circula
tion, perception, attachment, intro
spection, absorption, memory, and 
emotion.

Look upward to the heavens and 
inwardly to self for further light on all 
this. All I can say is that in our Father's 
house are many mansions!

MB

Dear Mr. Bach:
Unity has helped me a gi'eat deal in 
putting the practical application of 
religion to work in my daily life. I love 
its teachings. However, friends tell me 
I should look into other approaches to 
truth such as Mind Control and Tran
scendental Meditation. Would I find 
something in these that Unity lacks?
I would appreciate your answer.

Alice B.

Dear Alice B.:
What would we do without our well- 

meaning friends! Who can deny that 
they are often part of our guidance? I 
must share with you, however, that in 
my wide acquaintance and association 
with people on the quest, I keep run
ning into Mind Control students who 
come into Unity to find something that 
was lacking in their involvement with 
MC. I also find individuals from other 
disciplines, including TM, who drop 
around to Unity services and read 
Unity literature to round out their re
quirements for certain aspects of their 
search. Many of these questers find in 
Unity a sense of fellowship and an 
openness for spiritual growth which is 
un iquely creative and fulfilling. I

thought you’d like to know!
But to answer your question. No 

religion or inspirational movement has 
a monopoly on total truth. Unity as a 
universal teaching would be the last to 
make that claim. It ties no one to its 
apron strings and, as far as I can see, has 
no jealous possessiveness. It offers a 
wide latitude in the search for truth and 
my statement about all this in my book 
The Unity Way o f  Life has become 
almost a cliche: “There are shallows in 
this religion in which a child can wade, 
and depths in which a giant must 
swim.”

What I am saying is: investigate other 
movements and techniques if you are 
so guided, but be sure you have fully 
explored Unity’s deeper meanings with 
both zeal and insight. Having done this, 
you will have a competent base from 
which to appraise other teachings. The 
genius and heart of Unity is the chal
lenge to find and follow the light and 
love which best lead to your most satis- 
fy ing spiritual unfoldment. Good 
guidance!

MB

Dear Dr. Bach:
I came into Unity because I heard you 
speak and read your book The Unity 
Way of Life. In your talk you gave 
definitions o f religion by various 
philosophers. Do you remember this 
after quite a number o f years, or can 
you tell me where to find this infor
mation?

A.J. Allen



Dear Mr. Allen:
Let me share with you several of 

these interpretations as I remember 
them.

Kant: “Religion consists in our 
recognition of all our duties as divine 
commandments.”

Hegel: “Religion is the knowledge 
acquired by the finite spirit of its 
essence as Absolute Spirit.”

Descartes: “Religion consists of the 
certainty that God exists and that He 
has implanted in me the concept of a 
perfect being which, though I do not 
fully represent, I can think about and 
envision.”

William James: “Religion consists 
in the perception of the Infinite under 
such manifestations as are able to influ
ence the moral character of man.” 

Rudolph Eucken: “Religion is a 
m ystica l experience in which the 
oppositions of life are transcended.”

All these are interesting, but more 
interesting at this stage of the game 
would be your own definition of what 
religion means to you.

MB

Dear Friend:
I have a question pertaining to pets.
Do you think it is wrong to be senti
mental about them ? I have never quite 
recovered from the passing o f my little 
dog, a poodle, who was killed, and 
some o f my friends accuse me o f being 
“paranoid" about this and say a person 
should not love an animal this much.
Is it wrong?

Louise

Dear Louise:

Your question may pertain to pets, 
but it also pertains to people. On what 
fine scale do your friends appraise the 
weight of your grief? Unless you weep 
in public or disturb the peace with your 
sorrow, it really isn’t any of their busi
ness how you feel about the loss of 
your poodle.

I lost a schnauzer under the wheels 
of a speeding car one summer on a 
Canadian highway, and if the average 
person had seen me weep at the funeral, 
where we buried him in a grave lined 
with balsam boughs and gave him all 
the rites fit for a king, I would have 
been dubbed not as paranoid but mad. 
Is there really anyone who ever lost a 
pet who hasn’t wept? Perhaps.

On the day I write this, the Los 
Angeles papers are carrying a story 
about a group of people out here who 
train and incite dogs for pit fights. They 
toss two dogs into a pit and watch them 
tear each other’s flesh until one dies. 
They bet on these mastiffs the way 
people bet on cockfights or bullfights 
or the death struggle between the 
mongoose and cobra. There is a great 
deal of cruelty to animals around the 
world, and all of this somehow deepens 
our love and sensitivity for our pets.

So bless your friends and release 
them. Let them follow the level of their 
love in their own way. Have one more 
good cry if you feel like it and then 
release your poodle, too, to follow 
whatever is his “life to come.” Say a 
little prayer of thanks that you had a 
pet even for a brief time, a pet you 
loved. If your circumstances allow, 
why not get another dog? Chances are 
you will learn to love Poodle Two as 
much as you did Poodle One!

MB
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This article, which appears in The Unity Treasure Chest, 
has been a favorite of Truth students since its first publica
tion many years ago.

WHERE I AM KING
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V/.

BY DANA GATLIN

I THINK IT came to me as one of the profoundest realiza
tions of my life that my mind is absolutely my own. What 
enters it and lodges in it and colors it is under my juris
diction. My thoughts are really under my control, and like
wise my moods and emotions, although I had previously 
thought that these were in the nature of powerful waves 
that washed up over a man from external conditions to 
bend him to their will.

One day I was wishing that there might be more 
peace, order, and beauty in my life, and suddenly the 
thought came to me, “How about your mind—couldn’t 
you improve conditions a little there?” So I stood off, as it

A
AAAAAA

A



were, and peered into my own mind, 
gazing at the thoughts milling around in 
a disordered fashion, and I was horri
fied by the first intentional inventory. 
There were grudges, grievances, doubts, 
worries, preoccupation with physical 
ailments. Everything in the world 
seemed to have gone wrong or threat
ened to go wrong. That day I had “the 
blues.”

That day I also started setting my 
mind in order. I resolved sincerely to 
keep a closer watch over my thoughts. I 
resolved to honor my mind and guard it 
against unlovely thoughts. I set up a 
kind of mental signboard: “My mind is 
a place o f loveliness, and ugly visitors 
are not welcome. ” The sustaining 
thought came to me, “Keep your mind 
an open channel for God.” I prayed to 
God to help me, and He did.

I have often thanked Him that He 
prompted me to look to my mind, to 
take an inventory of what is really har
bored there, to cherish what is desirable 
and to throw out what is not. This is 
something any of us, under any circum
stances, can do. It is what we should do.

Your mind is your own. It is your 
own place. You have the absolute say- 
so as regards what shall enter and dwell 
there. This fact should be a source of 
renewed strength and joy to you. You 
are the absolute arbiter. Of course it 
will require watchfulness, alertness, 
fidelity, and sincere desire on your 
part. Yet it rests with you and is within 
your capacities. Any good gardener is 
on the lookout for weeds, wants to pull 
them up, and is perfectly able to pull 
them up. He gives his loving attention 
to the plants that will blossom into 
beauty. So with you. If you then en
counter difficulties that seem too great

for human control, you can always 
have recourse to God. You can turn tc 
Him, ask His help, and put the tangled 
garden of your mind in His care. He will 
surely help you to get it back in order

You will be surprised how much you 
can do for yourself, if only you set 
about it. You will be surprised at the 
number of weeds, at the many kinds 
already rooted, perhaps hidden, but 
ready to pop up at a moment’s notice. 
Ugly, fearsome weeds. Thoughts of 
doubt and fear. Criticism and condem- 
nation. Ranklings and bitternesses. 
Pain and sickness, sorrow, limitation, 
lack. Worry and anxiety, weakness and 
inertia. Disagreeable conditions and 
circumstances. Thoughts along these 
lines are weeds. They mar and foul the 
fair areas of your mind. Don’t let them 
remain for a minute, don’t nurture 
them. Get rid of them as quickly as 
possible. Pull them up and throw them 
out. Your mind is your own place, and 
you don’t want ugly things in it. You 
want it filled with that which will, in 
turn, fill your life with joy, peace, love, 
order, harmony, and beauty.

You may think you have no power 
over the conditions that fill your life, 
the thoughts that fill your mind. Noth
ing is falser than this belief, which in 
itself is a destructive weed. You have 
the power, and you may exercise it in 
accordance with your desire, purpose, 
integrity, and perseverance.

The sorry fact is that we often really 
do not want to give up our error 
thoughts. It is very difficult to give up 
our grudges. We seem to like to cling to 
them. We like to exaggerate our ail
ments and troubles. We like to drama
tize them and ourself. We actually 
derive a certain morbid pleasure from



our “organ recitals” and misfortunes. 
We want our sufferings to seem a bit 
worse than the other fellow’s. We have 
had a harder time than most people, 
and we want everybody to realize just 
what a hard time we have had. All this is 
very human. We like sympathy. If other 
people won’t feel properly sorry for us, 
we make up for it by feeling sorry for 
ourself—one of the most debasing pro
cesses that can go on in the human 
organism. We hug our resentments.

If we indulge ourself in this way, we 
shall have a fine harvest of weeds, a 
harvest that won’t be pleasant. Some
times our mind gets so choked with 
weeds that it is difficult to disentangle 
and clear it even when we earnestly 
wish to do so. Then is the time to pray, 
to cast off every thought pertaining to 
the outer, every personal conception, 
and turn to God; to turn the attention 
to His realm, which is “a realm of light 
and love, joy and supply, back of the 
sense world o f limitation.”

What a source of strength and help it 
is to realize and accept this truth! God’s 
realm of love and peace and beauty that 
can never be marred or destroyed or 
taken away! Inexhaustible and unas
sailable! Always there, awaiting our 
recognition, there for us to think about 
to our fill! Peace, love, and joy flowing 
to us in an inexhaustible tide. Probably 
before this we had formed the very 
iiuman habit of looking solely to outer 
circumstances for our happiness and in 
doing so had been cheated or betrayed. 
It is a wonderful experience when we 
realize that joy is a thing of the spirit, 
transcendent; that instead of being 
dependent on circumstances, it has 
itself the power to bring about happy 
circumstances. Train yourself therefore

to acknowledge this spiritual gift, 
which is dependable, always at hand 
awaiting reception into your mind. 
Remember it and think o f it. What a 
wonderful thought to let enter your 
mind! Say to yourself every morning 
and many times each day:

“Today I accept the peace, love, and 
joy o f God. ”

These gifts will surely flow into your 
thoughts, into your mind. They will 
transform your mind. They will trans
form your body, your life, your world.

God’s joy is always at hand, yours 
for the taking. But you must take it 
yourself, give it a place in your 
thoughts. And you must make a place 
for it; that is, drop many other 
thoughts from your mind. Several years 
ago I read a statement that greatly im
pressed me. It was to the effect that as 
soon as we make and keep our thoughts 
fifty-one percent constructive our 
battle is won. Our life will take an up
swing.

Sometimes we meet people who 
seem to have lost all their energy, 
enthusiasm, aspiration, and their very 
capacity for caring. Perhaps you have 
reached that place yourself, or at least 
have days of weariness, boredom, 
futility, and depression. Most of us 
have known such days. Then if we are 
sincere in our desire to be uplifted, it is 
good for us to turn to the Father and 
pray:

“Father, help me to love life. ”
If we are sincere. He will help us. The 

way He usually helps is by helping us to 
weed out the thoughts that are choking 
our mind and to substitute for them 
thoughts that will grow and flourish to 
a happier and more beautiful fulfill
ment.



Love—we may think that we know 
all about love, that we have given 
proper attention to it. But to what 
degree do we really keep our mind 
filled with freeing, kind, tolerant, 
generous thoughts toward people, 
conditions, circumstances, even toward 
life? It comes to us with a shock to face 
the situation squarely and to discover 
that we really do not love life, that we 
are tired of it, bored with it, disgusted 
with it, defeated by it.In that case there 
is one prime thing for us to do. We must 
do it quickly. It is as important a thing 
as we shall ever find to do. We must 
somehow reawaken our friendly feeling 
for life, reestablish friendly relations 
with it. For life is God’s supreme gift to 
us. In our dire straits the first and the 
best procedure is simply to throw our
selves on God. If you feel discouraged, 
if you feel tired, if you feel all out of 
sorts, if you do not know what to do, 
turn to Him with these words:

“Father, help me to love life. ”
The Father will hear you. He will 

answer you, He will help you. As soon 
as you face the matter and tell Him 
about it, you will begin to feel better.

GOD’S ABUNDANCE

God’s abundance surrounds us at all 
times, but if it is to do us any good we 
must become conscious of it. We must 
recognize it if it comes to us in the form 
of money and also if it comes to us in 
the form of rich ideas or in form of 
greater energy, assurance, wisdom, joy, 
or love. Whatever form it takes, let us 
be quick to recognize it as the good that 
we are seeking —Charles Fillmore.

You will be relieved, rested, encour 
aged. You will find yourself getting £ 
different slant on things, new ideas wil 
present themselves, a new strength wil 
arise in you, energy to carry on. Yoi 
will think differently, speak differ 
ently, move differently, act differently 
You will find yourself disposed to fee! 
m ore patient, more tolerant—ever 
cheerful. Unexpectedly you will rur 
into a kindness; you will be apprecia 
tive of it, responsive. Life isn’t so bac 
after all. You find your interest 
awakening, perhaps your enthusiasm 
your confidence—you are expectant 
Something pleasant and delightful 
happens—you are keyed to receive it. 
An opportunity presents itself—you 
catch at it eagerly. It’s a good world 
after all—full of interest, activity, and 
promise. In the selfsame world—and 
perhaps under not greatly changed 
conditions—you feel like an entirely 
different person. Your thoughts have 
changed their color and trend. You are 
responsive to life again. God has 
answered your prayer.

In an orderly, harmonious, estab
lished mind there is no place for 
grudges and grievances. There must not 
be if it is to attain peace. Human rela
tionships often offer the trickiest and 
most subtle obstructions, especially 
our private, unspoken thoughts. It 
doesn’t do much good to refrain from 
angry or critical speech if we seethe 
inwardly with unspoken condemna
tions. They poison us within, and we 
throw off poison into the very air. So 
we must weed up those thoughts 
promptly and resolutely. By whatever 
process, we must rid ourself of them. 
This is one of the most insidiously diffi
cult tasks the human mind has to



ccomplish, requiring watchfulness and 
bsolute sincerity. We must want to 
:eep our mind clean, lovely, and har- 
aonious, to harbor only thoughts that 
re freeing, generous, and kind. We 
nust root out every lurking, secret im
pulse of criticism and condemnation. 
res, often it is difficult. The unwanted 
houghts creep up on us unawares. It 
equires patience and perseverance, 
rying and trying again; but it can be 
lone.
Sometimes it helps, when thinking 

>f the person who arouses our secret 
riticism, to say in thought:

11 You too are a child o f  God. You 
oo are heir to His peace, love, joy , and 
llimitable bounty. You too are seeking 
o find and know your divine relation- 
hip. You want to be radiant and 
oving, kind and generous and happy, 
•ven as I do. ”

Sometimes it helps most just to put 
he matter in the hands of the Father, 
isking Him to take care of it for us, and 
hen try to forget about it. I know a 
voman who accomplished marvelous 
esults both within her own mind and 
n a discordant environment by quickly 
)raying at every appearance of inhar- 
nony:

“Father, I thank Thee for Thine un- 
teen presence and for the divine har- 
nony that blesses this home. ”

Very often our human emotions 
:heat and betray us. The human way is 
;o let them have sway. We think they 
:an’t be conquered, or else we do not 
Dother to think about them and just 
jive them their head. They can be 
nastered. They must be if our mind is 
;o be peaceful. If our mind finds the 
vay to peace, our life will become 
Deaceful. Over and over I have found

this prayer efficacious:
“Today I accept the peace, love, and 

joy o f God. ”
If your mind and the conditions of 

your life are disordered, try it. Remem
ber it the first thing when you wake in 
the morning. Remember it often during 
the day, under all kinds of outer condi
tions and circumstances:

“Today I accept the peace, love, and 
joy o f God. ”

It helps!
It is a wonderful thought to reflect 

that your joy is from God. All your joy. 
It is. Nothing can affect it or take it 
away. Say to yourself:

“/ am unified with all the joy there
is. ”

Feel the universal joy flowing into 
you. You are attuned to the joy of the 
universe. You will grow responsive to 
this realization, you will learn to rely 
on it, you will expand under it and find 
poise and happiness. You will learn 
how to deal with your negative moods 
and em otion s and find strength, 
wisdom, and courage.

It requires great courage and wisdom 
to deal with grief. Grief is utterly per
sonal, it is very human, it all but over
comes us; but grief never helps. It is 
difficult, however we try to deal with
it. It is apt to master us and often does. 
Often it seems heartless to try to master 
it; it seems heartless to try to let go of 
it. But what good do we achieve by 
clinging to it, either for ourselves or for 
anyone else? Is it not better to lift the 
human mind up toward God and give 
this load, too, into His care? “Cast your 
burden upon the Lord.” The hour of 
grief is the time of times when we must 
turn to God, to His light, His enduring 
promises, His strength, security, and



love. No human power or wisdom can 
help us then. Only God. Let Him 
through.

“I fear no evil; for thou art with me.” 
There is beauty and peace in fearless
ness, and beauty and peace will reign in 
your mind when it is filled with fearless 
thoughts, thoughts of divine guidance 
and protection.

Do not allow yourself to become 
fearful and anxious even for the safety 
of your loved ones. Again, it requires

courage to relinquish personal thoughl 
and fears. But be courageous in th: 
way: Let the fear thoughts go and giv 
your dear ones over to God. Remembt 
who and what God is. Surely you ca 
trust Him! Let your reliance on Him s 
fill your mind that it will blot out ever 
thought of fear. Instead of worryin 
and fretting in the human way, lift yoi 
mind up until it can hold this thougl 
for your dear ones:

God is taking care o f you. The Spin

A subscription to UNITY Magazine w ill bring you a year of growth, 
insight, and spiritual upliftment. You'll find each issue packed with 
feature-length articles, poetry, and thought-provoking material from the 
best of Unity writers. You'll read the works of such authors as J. Sig 
Paulson, Marcus Bach, James Dillet Freeman, Glenn Clairmonte, Mary 
Rowe, Sue Sikking, plus many more.

If you're new, you'll find UNITY Magazine an incomparable intro
duction to the Unity Movement; for the growing Truth student, it's an 
indispensable monthly source o f inspiration.

UNITY Magazine is a thoughtful gift, too-perfect for a friend or family 
member. Complete subscription information is on the convenient order 
flap on the back cover.

Get started on better things today with UNITY Magazine!



•f the Lord watches over you and keeps 
ou in perfect safety. His Spirit is now 
uarding, protecting, inspiring, and 
uidingyou in all your ways.
This thought illumines and calms 

our mind. It gives comfort, brings 
•eace. It produces tranquillity and 
trength. It helps you and helps your 
lear ones. Instead of holding over them 
he shadow of your worry and tension 
'ou are blessing them by your thought, 
jet your every thought be a blessing.
Watch your thoughts. Catch yourself 

ip when you find yourself thinking un
wholesome or unworthy thoughts. Say 
o yourself, “Would Jesus think this?” 
?ry to imagine what Jesus would think 
n its stead; and try to think—dare to 
hink—the Christ thought of love, wis- 
lom, security, joy, and peace.

It requires patience, determination, 
magination, faith, and sincere desire to 
mild your mind toward loveliness. It 
equires perseverance. But it can be 
lone. Almost at once your efforts 
>egin producing results in the outer. 
rifty-one percent—get across the 
talfway mark in your percentage of 
constructive thought and your goal is 
von!
Like every other training enterprise 

t becomes easier with practice. Your 
aood is your response to conditions 
round you. If it is favorable to your 
• eace, happiness, and achievement, 
nake use o f it. If it isn’t favorable, drop 
t, change it. You can!—by changing 
four point of view, your trend of 
bought, your habits of mind, even by 
emporarily changing your occupation. 
Do something for a while that is en- 
irely different, that interests you, that 
fou enjoy doing. Shift the focus of

your attention. If a thought disturbs 
you, drop it. Turn to something 
pleasanter. If you seem unable to find a 
pleasant thought, manufacture one. In 
fact you are not manufacturing it, for 
in reality there are plenty of pleasant 
thoughts divinely true. But you have to 
open your mind to them. Marvelously 
beneficial results have been attained by 
the simple process of making a list of 
pleasant, happy, desirable things and 
dwelling on these from time to time 
during the day.

The color and content of the mind 
are strictly up to the individual, regard
less of outer circumstances. If your 
“frame of mind” and your thoughts are 
unsatisfactory you can change them. 
Sometimes it may seem difficult to do, 
but it can be done. Your mind is your 
own, and you are the sole arbiter. It is 
up to you.

Remind yourself that you are one 
with all peace and love and joy every
where.

Coax your thoughts. Be kind to 
them. Give them a new impetus, fresh 
attention.

Your moods do not depend on outer 
circumstances. The reverse is true. Say 
to yourself:

Today I accept the peace, love, and 
joy o f God.

There is a realm o f light and love, joy 
and supply back o f the limitations of 
the sense world.

My mind is an open channel for God. 
I think His thoughts after Him.

My mind is a place o f loveliness. No 
ugly thought can enter there.

Father, let Thy kingdom come forth 
on earth as it is established in the realm 
o f divine harmony. 0



CDecember < £ ace
By Winifred Heiskell Lay ton 

Snow-flocked petals 
of thought swirl 
through inner space, 
intricate patterns 
of December lace 
entwined in my mind. 
Tested on the loom 
o f faith, threads begin 
to unwind.
Here petals come 
to rest, softly 
as snowflakes 
when sprinkled 
by the hand of God.



To R. P., who in the July issue wrote that 
the UNITY articles were too deep, let me say 
that many people feel this way on reading 
UNITY for the first time. But after you give it 
a real try and manage to exercise and stretch 
your mind to receive these ideas, it becomes 
easier to understand. Why not ask God to help 
you read and understand the UNITY articles? 
The result might well astonish you.

I also read Stella Terrill Mann’s installment, 
“They Have a Dream.” I stepped off into the 
dark void o f faith in God because I was shoved 
by fear, so far that I felt I had nothing to lose 
and nowhere else to go. Almost at once that 
dark void became light, gloriously light, and I 
saw my path ahead as complete commitment 
to God. Out of this dream has come lesser 
dreams and the complete erasing o f fears and 
anxieties, insecurity and dependence. I now 
stand firm and true with faith in God as my 
strength. I was reborn!—B.H., Hawaii.

“Your Year of Triumph,” by Catherine 
Ponder, has to be the greatest. How on earth 
do you manage to publish the greatest maga
zine in existence? I’m not really asking be
cause I know. How I wish every person in the 
world could be exposed to its light!

I am still rereading and loving Mr. Free
man’s “The Most Important Things,” which 
to me is truer than truth.

One o f my daughters, who devours the

magazine, has decided for a time to read 
nothing more (and reread), which seems like a 
good idea to me.

Bless you for being!— S.P., New York.

On Christmas eve I found in the January 
UNITY Magazine the wonderful article “Your 
Year o f Triumph.” I can’t tell how much I 
enjoyed it, and the wonderful gift it gave me. I 
have read it several times now, and it means so 
much to me. It is a great little magazine. I 
always look forward to the next one. A small 
g i f t  is enclosed, and many thanks 
again.—C.R.R., California.

A question for C.P.D. o f  Arizona: What 
does he (or she) mean, “Christ was a solid 
man, no mystic”? Solid in my dictionary is 
defined as “thick, dense, weighty, full of 
matter.” Through my study I find that Jesus 
Christ was a true metaphysicist. I hope the 
fine writers for UNITY will keep helping your 
readers to climb out o f the materialism of 
today’s world by opening new doors to the 
understanding o f  metaphysics. And may that 
copy of UNITY which he threw away fall into 
the hands o f  another Truth seeker who will 
appreciate and benefit by reading itl—H.F.B., 
New Jersey.
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THE CHARLES FILLMORE 
CONCORDANCE, compiled by 
Clinton E. Bernard, editorial re
vision by Jeffrey Fischer; Unity 
Books, Unity Village, Mo.; 332 
pages, paperback, $3.95.

Publication of this volume repre
sents attainment of a goal long sought 
after: a complete index to the books of 
Charles Fillmore.

From “Aaron” to “Zuzim,” this 
c onco r dance  contains entries for 
virtually every word and proper name 
used in Mr. Fillm ore’s writings. Some 
concept of the scope of this work may 
be obtained by glancing at the hun
dreds of entries for each of the “key 
words” and names; for instance, there 
are approximately six hundred entries 
under Jesus, another two hundred or so 
under Jesus Christ, as many more under 
Christ, etc.

The purpose of this Concordance, as 
noted in the Preface, is “to help the 
student get closer to the spirit of Mr. 
Fillm ore’s work . . . and to provide a 
quick reference to the thousands of

practical ideas that Charles Fillmort 
put into his books. This book, togethei 
with the ten volumes of Charles Fill 
more’s writing (plus the compilatior 
Dynamics for Living), will make i 
wonderful reference library for anj 
Truth student. Here is inspiration, anc 
the explanation of many hidden, prac 
tical truths in the Bible.”

An index of this scope has beer 
needed for many years; now that it is ai 
last available, it will surely find a place 
in the permanent library of every Truth 
student, teacher, minister, and seeker 
Each entry is carefully keyed to the 
particular Fillmore book in which it is 
found.

When Emmet Fox visited Unity 
some years ago, he wrote: “I look upor 
Charles Fillmore as being among the 
prophets. He has given us something 
that the great prophets have given us. A 
prophet is, you know, one who has 
certain contact with God in a very rare 
degree and gives that out to his fellow- 
men. He is a broadcasting station foi 
God. We all know the great prophets ir 
the Bible, and there have been a few 
outside of them. He [Charles Fillmore] 
is one of the great men of this genera
tion, although unknown as such to the 
world at large. The things which realty 
are his are not the things which are sc 
apparent on the surface. I am one of his 
spiritual children.”

Regardless of how well you know 
Charles Fillm ore’s work, you will dis
cover unexpected things when you 
make use of The Charles Fillmore 
Concordance. Above all, he was a man 
of rich ideas. The Concordance makes 
his thousands of inspired ideas more 
readily available than they have evei 
been before.



T H E  C H A R L E S  F IL L M O R E  
C O N C O R D A N C E
An Expanded Index to the Writings of Charles Fillmore
The metaphysical interpretation 
of the Bible by Charles Fillmore is 
the foundation of the Unity Move
ment. The ten published works of 
Charles Fillmore contain the insights 
of this great metaphysician. Now 
there is a complete guide to these 
works-THE CHARLES FILLMORE 
CONCORDANCE.
Whether you are a beginning or 
advanced student, THE CHARLES 
FILLMORE CONCORDANCE is an 
invaluable aid to the study of Truth. 
This outstanding reference work has 
subjects arranged in alphabetical 
order for ease in finding material.
Let it become a part of your ongoing 
unfoldment in Truth.

The
Charles Fillmore 
Concordance

Use the convenient order form 
on the flap today to secure your 
copy. Only $3.95. Paperbound.



Unity is a link in the great educational move
ment inaugurated by jesus Christ. Our 
objective is to discern the Truth and prove it. 
The Truth we teach is not new, neither do we 
claim special discovery of new religious prin
ciples. Our purpose is to help and teach man
kind to use and prove the eternal Truth 
taught by the Muster.—Charles Fillmore.


