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VIEW FROM UNITY VILLAGE

This issue of UNITY Magazine has been a joy to prepare, and it is our 
ery special gift to you during this Christmas season. May you receive 
)lessings upon blessings as you start your journey through the pages that 
ollow.
Each year in our December issue we are favored with the talent of 

ames Dillet Freeman in a Christmas fable or story. This year Mr. Freeman 
>ffers you, “The Woman Who Learned to Love Christmas.” In our strictly 
jrejudiced view, it is a masterpiece of writing, and it is sure to inspire you.

We also highly recommend to you Charles Roth’s, “The Fillmore 
Covenant.” The writer, minister of Unity Truth Center, Indianapolis, 
ndiana, has lovingly written about the document that in essence gave 
Jnity its original impetus and tells now we can put these words of Truth 
o work in our daily life.

Verle Bell’s “What Is Music?” is one of the most stimulating pieces of 
)oetry that we have published in some time. We are sure you will flow 
vith these powerful and beautiful words into a higher understanding of a 
lubject that seems so very simple, but is in reality complex and all-encom- 
)assing.

Closing out this issue is a wonderfully-written true story of a little girl 
vho was born on Christmas Day, and what the event meant to her as she 
prew into adulthood. It is warm and inviting, and we know you will love 
lebecca Clark’s article.

Perceptive readers will notice a change in the masthead this month. One 
lame, Janna Russell, is missing. Ms. Russell is no longer associated with 
-he magazine, but she has new and more important responsibilities as 
;ditor for Unity Books. She has been with UNITY Magazine for six years, 
ind her good work has been invaluable in the growth of the publication. 
Replacing her as associate editor is Pamela Yearsley, moved up from her 
'ormer position as editorial assistant. Readers will recognize her name 
Decause she has been a frequent contributor to the magazine. These 
changes are good and we are happy to share the news with our readers.

.. .with the ed ito r

* * *

Merry Christmas



T  he (iXwm 
(1)1)0 Beamed to 
Dove Christmas

BY JAMES DILLET FREEMAN

THIS IS A STORY about Christ
mas. More particularly, it is a 
story about a woman who did not 
like Christmas.

Ms. D. Darlington was the assis
tant to the assistant manager of 
the c i t y ’s largest department 
store. At the store, Christmas was 
held in higher veneration than 
mother, the American flag, or 
even the Annual Red Tag Store
wide Sale. So Ms. Darlington did 
not often say how she felt. She 
had to think about Christmas a 
great deal of the time; that made 
her like it even less. When she did 
talk about it—far away from the 
store and among friends—her eyes 
gleamed and her lips curled.

“To like Christmas you have to 
like headaches, riots, and traffic 
jams,” she would say with a 
shudder. “Christmas is hokum, 
pure hokum. It’s supposed to be a 
holy day, a quiet day when people 
go to church to worship the new
born Lord. I might buy that. But 
name one thing about Christmas

that has anything to do with that, 
Name one thing that isn’t a fable 
or a rip-off. Eat too much, drink 
too much, spend too much—and 
afterward wish you hadn’t—that’s 
Christmas.”

Ms. Darlington often talked to 
herself—that is, when she was not 
talking to several thousand other 
people or, to be accurate, when 
several thousand other people 
were not talking to her. To make 
it easier for her to be talked to she 
wore a pager, and during the 
Christmas season it beeped inces
santly. “Ms. Darlington, will you 
come to credit, please ... Ms. 
Darlington, this is store secu
rity . . . Ms. Darlington, hurry, 
please, hurry to ladies’ wear on 
the fourth floor . . . Ms. Darling
ton, are you there? . . . Ms. Dar
lin gton  . . . Ms. Darling . . . Ms. 
Dar . . . Ms. . . .

“Ms. Darlington, go to the 
jewelry counter.” She was hurry
ing through toyland when her 
pager sounded. As she turned to-





ward the escalator, she spied two 
little boys putting a toy racing car 
on the electric train track to see if 
they could have a train wreck.

With a lunge she snapped up the 
car before the train reached it. 
The little boys glared at her, 
yelled something, then whirled 
about and ran.

“The only thing worse than 
grown-ups at Christmas is chil
dren,” she thought. “They break 
the toys or try to steal them, they 
stop up toilets, get lost, ride the 
down escalator up, the up esca
lator down, and monopolize the 
elevators. Whoever said Christmas 
is for children is right—they de
serve one another.”

At the next counter she saw 
that a little girl had taken out of 
its box and was fiercely hugging 
the most expensive doll in the 
store, the big doll with hair that 
looked natural and could be set, 
and skin that felt natural and 
could be bathed; the doll that 
talked and cried and drank from a 
bottle, all naturally, and naturally 
wet its diaper.

She whisked the doll out of the 
little girl’s arms.

“You’re not allowed to handle 
the dolls,” she said. “You’ll break 
her.”

“Oh, no, I love her,” said the 
little girl. She was a plain child, 
with big brown eyes in a pale thin 
face, and she was dressed in plain, 
almost threadbare clothes.

“Haven’t I had to take this doll 
away from you before?” said Ms. 
Darlington.

The little girl nodded.

“I thought so,” said Ms. Dar
lington. “If I catch you touching 
her again . . .” But somehow the 
little girl’s big eyes hanging so 
hungrily on the doll stopped what 
she was going to say, and she con
cluded, “Don’t you have anyone 
who could buy her for you?”

“I wish I did,” said the little 
girl. “ You’d have to be rich to buy 
someone like her. She’s the most 
beautiful doll in the world.”

Ms. Darlington caught herself 
starting to say, “Tomorrow’s 
Christmas. Maybe Santa Claus will 
bring her to you,” but she stopped 
before she began. She was sur
prised that she would even think 
of compounding childish illusions 
by uttering such a falsehood.

“You can’t play with the doll,” 
she said sharply. “It’s time you 
were home. It’s almost closing 
time here. Get along.” But her 
voice softened as she spoke, and 
she found herself giving the little 
girl a warm pat instead of the 
rough push she had intended to 
give her.

“I wonder if she’ll get anything



at all,” thought Ms. Darlington as 
she watched the girl disappear 
slowly down the aisle. Then she 
said aloud, “Christmas! What isn’t 
hokum is heartache.”

“Not if you find its true mean
ing,” said a voice. “She’s already 
gotten a lot just through wanting 
it.”

“Why, I wager she’ll get noth
ing,” snorted Ms. Darlington. She 
turned with a start. Who could 
have spoken? She had a strange 
feeling it was the doll.

But at that moment her pager 
sounded again. “Ms. Darlington, 
jewelry needs you immediately.”

“I could have sworn that doll 
spoke. This Christmas nonsense is 
driving me out of my head,” she 
said as she hurried toward the 
escalator. As it started down, she 
looked back. The doll was looking 
at her, smiling, and the doll said, 
“No, it’s driving you into your 
heart. There’s hope for you, Ms. 
Darlington.”

“I ought to run out of this 
insane store before I’m carried out 
screaming ‘Merry Christmas!’ ” 
she said to herself as the escalator 
bore her gently toward the lower 
floor. Softly undulating under her 
feet, it seemed almost like a 
haven. “This escalator is the 
sanest thing in this store—and 
even it has breakdowns. Christ
mas! It’s not spelled right. The 
first syllable ought to be crass and 
the second  mess. Crassmess! 
That’s what it is.”

At the jewelry counter she had 
to make the customer feel that she 
was always right and at the same

time keep the clerk from quitting. 
Then she went to the lost and 
found department. Here she 
found a woman and a child. The 
woman claimed the child was her 
sister’s and the child just kept 
screaming, “Mama! I want my 
mama!” Then she was called to 
the north entrance where one of 
the clerks told her that he had just 
stopped a little boy from eating 
the ornaments on the big Christ
mas tree inside the entrance.

For a moment she paused 
beside the tree. It was a real tree. 
“We haven’t had a real tree in the 
store for years,” the manager had 
told her. “The customers will love 
it, a real old-fashioned Christmas 
kind of thing!”

She had started to tell him how 
many houses were burned down 
by Christmas tree fires, but in
stead she had only smiled and 
muttered to herself, “Christmas 
trees were dreamed up by the 
‘society of firebugs!’ ” and she 
decided to increase her secret 
donation to the environmental 
group that was seeking a ban on 
Christmas trees as a waste of our 
forest resources.

Now as she stood beside it, 
bathed in its rosiny fragrance, she 
had to admit that it was a beauti
ful tree, tall and straight, perfectly 
shaped, towering to the ceiling, 
laden with baubles and lights. The 
green tree suffused a warm and 
tranquil atmosphere in which for 
a moment she felt engulfed.

“I thought the manager was 
nutty to insist on you,” she said to 
the tree. “But I’m glad he did.



You’re the only natural thing in 
this store.”

“Thank you,” said the tree.
She looked at the tree in alarm. 
“But that’s not entirely true,” 

the tree went on. “You are natu
ral, too.”

“This can’t be happening,” she 
thought. “Here I am, Ms. D. Dar
lington, standing here quietly and 
calmly, having a conversation 
with a tree. Christmas has finally 
done it—I’ve gone mad.”

The tree read her thoughts. 
“Because you are talking to a 

tree?” it said. “You think that’s 
any sillier than talking to most of 
the people you’ve been talking to 
today? I assure you, some of the

sanest people the world has ever 
known have talked to trees. In 
fact, talking to trees has helped a 
lot of people to stay sane.”

“Nevertheless, one doesn’t go 
around talking to trees,” said Ms. 
Darlington.

“Ordinarily, true. But then 
trees don’t go around talking to 
people. You looked as if you 
needed someone to talk to you.”

“Perhaps I did, but I didn’t 
expect . . .”

“The someone to be me, I 
know. But I needed someone to 
talk to, too. I don’t have much 
longer to talk, you know. Tomor
row is Christmas, and after 
that . . .” The tree sighed.

“I’m sorry,” she said.
“Oh, there’s nothing to be 

sorry about,” said the tree. “It’s 
been delightful. I’ve enjoyed the 
whole affair. Not many trees get 
to be decked out so beautifully 
and stand in the main entrance of 
the main department store in 
town. I’ve met everyone of any 
importance in this town, not 
form ally, but we’ve brushed 
against one another.”

“But tomorrow you’ll be taken 
down and hauled out in the 
trash.”

“Oh, not tomorrow,” said the 
tree. “Nobody’s working tomor
row. Tomorrow will be a quiet 
day for me—give me time to sort 
out my thoughts and run through 
my memories. A lot of lovely 
things have happened to me in this 
last month, you know. It will be 
pleasant to think of them. ”

“But the day after tomorrow!” 
“Everybody has a day after 

tomorrow,” said the tree. “Right 
now we have the day before 
Christmas.”

“Christmas! I hate it!”
“So I see,” said the tree.
“But look what it does. It 

covers you with baubles and deco
rations, and then . . .”

“Baubles and decorations, 
aren’t they lovely?” said the tree.



“They’re flimflam and fakery! 
There’s nothing real about Christ
mas.”

“I’m real,” said the tree. “So 
are you.”

“That’s the worst thing about 
Christmas—what it does to the 
real things. It’s made me a nervous 
wreck, and it’s torn you out of the 
forest where you might be living a 
beautiful natural life.”

“I might have grown to be a 
forest giant,” said the tree reflec
tively, “but only a few of us trees 
end up that way. Most of us end 
up as match sticks or paper plates 
or yesterday’s newspaper.”

“But you might have lived fora 
thousand years!”

“Maybe so,” said the tree. “But 
the purpose of life is not to sur
vive, but to live while you survive. 
And I have lived! I have been 
beautiful, I have been admired, I 
have been the center of great ex
citement. No, I will always be 
thankful for Christmas.”

“But it’s killed you!”
“Ah, no, it has let me live,’’said 

the tree, “and if you let it, it will 
do the same for you.”

Suddenly Ms. Darlington be
came aware that her pager was 
beeping furiously. “Ms. Darling
ton, Ms. Darlington, are you 
there, Ms. Darlington? Will you 
com e to the south entrance, 
please?”

When she reached the south 
entrance, she found no one there 
except the usual swirl of people 
passing in and out of the revolving 
doors. At this entrance, instead of 
a tree there was a Santa seated in a

beautiful red sleigh drawn by 
eight reindeer, all constructed out 
of some new kind of marvelous 
plastic.

Ms. Darlington found herself 
drawn to stare at this Santa. As 
she did, she found him staring at 
her. She felt a little annoyed. “If I 
d id n’t know this Santa was 
plastic, I’d swear he was looking at 
me. A very talented artist must 
have worked for weeks to create 
such a lifelike effect. And on such 
nonsense. What a waste Christmas 
is!”

At that moment Santa winked. 
“Nonsense!” he said. “So you 
finally got here, Ms. Darlington. 
I’ve been paging you for the last 
five minutes. What took you so 
long?”

“I—I was talking to a Christmas 
tree,” she said. The moment she 
said it, she wished she hadn’t, it 
sounded so ridiculous. But then 
she realized that it sounded no 
more ridiculous than to be talking 
to a Santa.

“I can understand that,” said 
Santa. “I hope the conversation 
was enlightening. I’ve known 
some highly intelligent Christmas 
trees.”

“This can’t be happening to 
me,” she said to herself. “I 
know—I haven’t really come to 
the store today, I’m still in bed— 
I’m just dreaming all this.”

“No, you are not in bed. You 
are not dreaming. You are stand
ing in the south entrance of this 
department store talking to me, 
Santa Claus.”

“This is absurd,” said Ms. Dar-



lington. “In the first place, there 
isn’t any Santa Claus, and even if 
there were, you’re just a display 
model made for this store—out of 
papier-mache or plastic or some
thing.”

“Let’s settle for something,” 
said Santa Claus. “We are all made 
out of something, aren’t we?”

“But I ’m real—flesh and 
blood,” she said.

“ Faugh! Is flesh and blood any
thing but a special kind of plastic? 
That’s not what makes you real. 
There are a lot of people running 
around this store who aren’t very 
real and a lot of things for sale 
here that are.”

“But you are just a—just a— 
Santa.”

“Is there anything more real 
than that?” said Santa. “Oh, I 
know what you think—Santa is 
make-believe. But surely you’ve 
learned by now that make-believe 
for most people is the most real 
thing about them. Far more real 
than outer events. Most people 
wouldn’t be alive at all if they 
didn’t have their make-believes. 
Aren’t you mainly make-believe, 
Ms. Darlington?”

Ms. Darlington looked at her
self as if to disavow it.

“Oh, it’s not what you’re look
ing at that makes you real, Ms. 
Darlington. It’s all those hopes 
and dreams and expectations and 
imaginings that crowd your mind. 
So I am the work of imagination. 
Do you think you are not, my 
dear?”

“It’s not at all the same thing,” 
said Ms. Darlington indignantly.

She wondered what she was doing 
here, arguing with a plastic Santa 
Claus. Perhaps arguing with a 
Christmas tree had made it easier.

“How do you know it’s not the 
same thing,” said Santa, “since 
you don’t know what I am like? In 
fact, you say you don’t even think 
I am. Isn’t that true?”

“Well, Id o  find it hard to ” 
she said doubtfully.

“Ho, ho, ho! Let’s make it 
easier. Step over here a little 
closer.”

Ms. Darlington found herself 
edging toward the sleigh.

“Fine, my dear. Here, get right 
in the sleigh with me. There’s 
plenty of room.”

“Oh, I can’t do that,” she said. 
But to her amazement she found 
herself climbing into the sleigh 
and settling comfortably down on 
the seat beside the white-bearded, 
red-robed figure who quietly but 
expertly wrapped around her the 
blanket that lay beside him. It was 
the warmest, softest, dreamiest 
blanket she had ever snuggled 
into. The moment its folds fell 
around her she found herself curl
ing down, not only into the midst 
of the blanket, but into the midst 
of herself.

“Wonderful, w e’re o f f ,’’ 
shouted Santa. “Come, Vixen and 
Dancer and Cupid and Comet! 
Come, Donder and Blitzen and 
Dasher and Prancer!” He turned 
to her with a twinkle. “Sorry, 
Rudolph is not with us this eve
ning. He is the work of someone 
else’s imagination.”

Santa had no sooner spoken



than the reindeer sprang into 
action, and before you could say, 
“Merry Christmas!” they were 
jolting across—she was not sure 
what.

“Where—where are we going?” 
she asked breathlessly.

“On my usual journey, of 
course, dear. It’s Christmas Eve, 
you know, and already moving 
toward morning in some parts of 
the earth. The people are waiting 
for me. I try to get around to all of 
them.”

She could see the breath of the 
reindeer floating back in frozen

puffs, making a kind of Christmas 
fan tail behind the sleigh. As they 
sped along, Santa kept reaching 
into his sack and casting things 
out.

She shook her head in disbelief. 
“Then you really do make a mid
night journey giving gifts to every
one?”

“I try,” said Santa. “Some 
won’t let me in—though I only 
need a very small chink, you 
know.”

“I—I haven’t believed in you.” 
“I know,” said Santa. “There 

are people who don’t believe in 
George Washington or God.”

“I—I thought you were an in
vention of Madison Avenue or the 
National Retail Merchants Asso
ciation.”

“I am an invention,” said 
Santa. “But much older than that. 
I know I’m used to promote sales 
and entice customers to come into 
the store. But even before there 
were stores, I was the invention of 
man’s desire to believe that there 
is a spirit in him and in the world 
that is kind and generous and self
less, and leaves no one out.”

“But people are left out,” she 
said.

“All the more need for my 
being,” said Santa. “If the Christ
mas spirit is to touch everyone, it 
is going to have to take many 
shapes. I am one of those shapes. 
But not the least, I hope. I feel 
that I bring happiness, or at least a 
happy expectation, to many—and 
if most of them are children that is 
no small accomplishment, for are 
we not all children at heart? So 
even to those who are no longer 
children I may bring a sigh of re
membrance of a childhood long 
forgotten, or at least a chuckle as 
they hurry by—and that, too, is no 
mean accomplishment.”

The ride was not at all like any
thing she might have imagined it 
would be. She would have



thought it would be a smooth and 
gentle glide across a starlit or per
haps a snow-filled sky.

It was a jolting ride. The sleigh 
soared, sometimes as in a flash. It 
lost elevation as quickly as it rose, 
sucking out her breath. It rolled 
from side to side. It pitched and 
tossed. It passed through long 
stretches of darkness and long 
stretches of emptiness. At times 
she had a sense of shooting up 
over frigid peaks. At times she had 
a sense of skimming over stormy 
seas. They passed through rain
storms; the raindrops tasted like 
tears. They passed through hail
storms; when the hail struck, it 
stung like angry words. They 
passed through sounds like crying 
and sounds like laughter. They 
passed through silences that were 
peaceful and through silences that 
were dread.

“Where are we now?” she 
asked.

“Somewhere between fear and 
hope, somewhere between doubt 
and resolution,” said Santa.

“But are we passing over New 
York or London or some little 
village? Where on earth are we?”

“Earth? We’re not on earth at 
all.”

“You—you don’t travel over 
earth, landing on people’s roof
tops and sliding down their chim
neys?”

“You really thought it might be 
like that? I suppose Clement 
M oore’s poem is responsible for 
that idea. I don’t blame you for 
not believing that sort of thing. It 
would be impossible, wouldn’t it?

But it has been fun for children.” 
“But if we’re not traveling 

through the sky, where are we 
traveling?”

“Where would you expect 
someone like me to be traveling? 
The sky’s for birds and airplanes. 
And I’m hardly either. There’s 
only one place I’ve ever made my 
trip. That is through human 
hearts. I wouldn’t last a minute 
anywhere else.”

“Then it’s human hearts I’ve 
been taking this ride through?” 

“Human hearts!”
“But it’s been so wild!”
“You wouldn’t expect a trip 

through human hearts to be like a

( ,  i *  ''-in K s j| 1 ' *

slow train ride, would you? Think 
of your own heart.”

Suddenly she felt frightened. 
“Don’t we ever stop?”



“When you have to visit every 
person in the world in one night, 
you don’t have much time for 
pausing along the way. Do you 
need to stop?”

“Yes, yes, I think I do.”
Even as she spoke, they had 

stopped. They were in a small 
room. It was simply furnished.

“Why, this is the room I had 
when I was a little girl,” said Ms. 
Darlington.

Santa nodded.
“Is—is it Christmas Eve?”
“We wouldn’t be here if it 

wasn’t,” said Santa.
“But there are no decorations.” 
“I thought you didn’t believe in 

wasting money on such foolish 
frivolities.”

“I don’t see a tree. I always had 
a tree.”

Santa looked at her curiously. 
“Did you? But is it not a pagan 
custom—and a fire hazard, too?” 

“And gifts—where are the gifts? 
My parents gave me gifts.”

“But would you add to the 
cheap commercialism of the 
times?”

Ms. Darlington looked at the 
little girl. “And she—is she—?” 

Slowly the little girl raised her 
head. Her face was not a young 
face, but had a dry, tight look; 
hard lines were beginning to form 
around the mouth and eyes. She 
was crying. She looked as if she 
had been crying for a long time.

Ms. Darlington let out a long 
sigh of relief. “I thought it might 
be . . . who is she?”

“You don’t recognize her?”
She shook her head.

“Look again,” said Santa. 
“You know her very well.”

Ms. Darlington began to feel a 
strange panic. “It’s not me, it’s 
not!” she cried. “I didn’t look at 
all like that when I was a little 
girl.”

At that the little girl let out a 
tremendous sob, and looked at 
her accusingly.

“Of course you didn’t,” said 
Santa. “She’s not the little girl 
you were, she’s the little girl you 
are.”

Suddenly Ms. Darlington real
ized that she was not sitting in the 
sleigh, but standing alongside it. 
She was crying, crying as if her 
heart were broken.

“I’ve helped you as much as I 
can,” said Santa. “Now you need 
more help than I can give you. 
There’s only one place in the store 
where you may be able to find it. I 
suggest you try Christmas deco
rations.”

When she reached Christmas 
decorations, she saw no one there. 
“I wonder why he sent me here?” 
she said.

Then she heard a soft voice, 
“Are you looking for me, Ms. 
Darlington?”

She looked around. “Where are 
you?”

“Right over here,” said the 
voice.

“I don’t see you,” she said.
“Many people haven’t been 

able to,” said the voice. “You 
have to want to very much.”

Ms. Darlington’s eyes followed 
the voice to a small wooden 
creche on the next counter.



“Are you in the creche?” she 
asked.

“Can you think of a better 
place for me to be on Christmas 
Eve?” said the voice. She realized 
that it was the Holy Child lying in 
the manger who was speaking. “I 
hear you don’t care much for this 
merry Christmas mix of worldli
ness and wonder.”

“Well, I . . .”
“I had to get used to it myself,” 

said the Child. “But when you 
look aright at it, you see that it fits 
the occasion very well. After all, it 
is my birthday, and birthdays 
ought to be gala!”

“But you—you get lost in it 
all!”

“Oh, the form perhaps, but not 
the spirit! Christmas is a spirit! I 
am the shape it took two thou
sand years ago in a village in 
Judea, but I was old before I was 
born. You can find me almost 
anywhere, if you look. If you 
can’t, you haven’t found me at all. 
Let my old friends tell you how 
they did it.”

“You have to put your heart 
into it,” said the donkey who was 
standing by the manger. “I’m only 
a donkey, but I found Christmas. I 
carried Christmas on my back that 
night, and I found that when the 
burden you bear is love, it is not 
you that bear love, it is love that 
bears you.”

“You have to give a little,” said 
the ox. “The sheep and I gave 
Christmas our stable and straw. 
And we found that when you give 
with no thought of return, the gift 
you have given does not leave you

less, but makes you more.”
“You have to let it grow in 

you,” said Mary. “I carried it next 
to my heart for a long time. I 
found that to do the will of life, 
even when the way seems fright
ening and strange, is to become 
what you were meant to be, and 
that is always something glori
ously beautiful.”

“I was the least important part 
of the story,” said Joseph. “Oh, 
I’m there, but who gives me much 
thought? But I did what was mine 
to do, even when I didn’t want to 
do it. So I found that there are no 
unimportant parts. If the least did 
not do the little things that are 
theirs to do, the great events 
would never take place.”

Then the angels began to sing. 
Ms. Darlington had never heard a 
song like theirs. She did not 
understand the words—they were 
singing in an unknown tongue— 
but she understood the music, for 
it lifted her heart.

“I’ve never believed in angels,” 
she thought.

“You’ve not believed in many 
things,” said an angel. “But surely 
even an unbeliever must believe 
that the world has wonders in it 
beyond his conceiving. To find 
your sense of wonder is to find 
Christmas.”

“We shepherds found Christ
mas when we heard that angel 
song,” said a shepherd. “Shep
herds lonely in the night often 
hear music—there’s the wind in 
the grass and the sheep-cries and 
bird-songs, and the silent music of 
the starry heavens—but this music



was the sound of hope, and the 
hope was of joy. I was not sure 

' what it said, but suddenly I knew 
that nothing and no one is mean
ingless or mean.”

&. “I followed a star to Christ
mas,” said one of the Wise Men. 
“It led me far from my own 
country, far from my own expec
tation of what Truth would be 
like. I found that Truth is always a 

. revelation and a wonder, a light 
that no one may ever have seen 
before, but once seen seems to 
have been shining always.”

Then the Child spoke. “To find 
what anything means, you have to 
look with your heart into the 
heart of what you’re looking at. 
Then sometimes you see what you 
could not see before. I am the 
beautiful mystery that lies curled 
at the heart of all that is, waiting 
to be born, and my best-loved, 
loveliest name is love. To find me 
is to find Christmas.”

“I think—I think I’m beginning 
to understand,” said Ms. Darling
ton.

“Yes, I believe you are,” said

the Child. “For now we have given 
you all the help we can.”

“There is no more?” said Ms. 
Darlington.

“Oh, much more!” said the 
Child. “But it’s nothing anyone 
can tell you. Good-bye, Ms. Dar
lington, merry Christmas, and 
good luck!”

The creche was once more just 
an ordinary cr&che on the coun
ter, waiting to be sold, and the 
little figures that had spoken with 
such animation were now just 
pieces of wood, not even very well 
carved. She stared at them for a 
long time. “Can I possibly . . . ?” 
she thought. She would have liked 
to pick up one of the figures and 
examine it closely, but somehow 
she was afraid to do that.

She slowly turned away.
She did not know how or why 

she turned in that direction, but 
suddenly right in front of her was 
the big natural-looking doll with 
which the whole affair had 
started, and right in front of the 
doll was the little girl with the thin 
pale face and the big brown eyes.

Ms. Darlington started to say, 
“I thought I told you to go 
home,” but stopped before she 
said it.

“I—I just had to see her once 
more,” said the little girl. “I—I 
didn’t touch her.”

Ms. Darlington looked at the 
little girl. She looked at the doll. 
She called a salesclerk. “I would 
like to buy this doll, please,” she 
said.

When the salesclerk had written 
out the sales slip, Ms. Darlington



took the doll and turned to the 
little girl.

“You bought her!” said the 
girl. “You must be very rich!” 

“Yes, I believe I am,” said Ms. 
Darlington, and she thrust the doll 
into the little girl’s arms. “I 
bought her for you. Here, you’ll 
need this sales slip so everyone 
will know she’s yours.”

The little girl hugged the doll to 
her for a moment. Then she 
looked up. Ms. Darlington could 
not tell whether the little girl was 
about to cry or to laugh, her eyes 
were welling with tears, but her 
face wore a look of wild joy.

“Thank you,” she said, and she 
threw her arms around Ms. Dar
lington, almost crushing the doll 
between them. Then she turned, 
and holding the doll tightly in her 
arms, she began to run toward the 
escalator.

“That was silly. I don’t know

why in the world I did that,” 
thought Ms. Darlington.

She started down the escalator. 
As the moving platform trundled 
her gently toward the lower floor, 
once more she heard a voice. No, 
it was not a voice, but voices—the 
fir tree, the Santa, the little figures 
of the creche, the doll, and the 
little girl with the pale thin face 
and the big brown eyes, they were 
all speaking as one—or was she 
merely hearing the carol singers 
the store had hired to sing? She 
was not sure, but somehow it did 
not matter.

For the voices were saying to 
her, “You will search for me and 
find me everywhere and in every
thing, Ms. Darlington, when you 
search for me with your heart.”

And whatever outside herself 
might be celebrating or not cele
brating Christmas, it was Christ
mas in her heart. 0



BY NORMAN V. OLSSON

THE HEART IN its wisdom can 
easily make words flow with an 
eloquence and simplicity that 
move the souls of those who truly 
hear. One need not be a profes
sional to express sublime feeling 
and excellence of thought. Too 
much intellect in speaking of spiri
tual things can fail to communi
cate at a higher level of conscious
ness.

Some years ago I received a 
message from the heart of a wo
man who had patterned her life in 
accord with Unity teachings. It 
c ommuni ca t ed  magnificently. 
Her opening comment was, “This 
little gift is to commemorate my 
fifty years in Unity.”

Only recently, coming across 
this woman’s message in reviewing 
my personal papers, I came to

realize “this little gift” was in
tended for you, the reader of this 
magazine. It was not written in 
the first person to me; it bears no 
salutation. It is the testimonial of 
one person’s faith and inner feel
ing and it was only entrusted to 
my care. I kept it over the years 
because I became attached to the 
graciousness of her testimony and 
how it embodied the character of 
her belief.

Before I deliver “this little 
gift,” you should know something 
about her. I first met her when she 
was a hospital patient and was re
covering from an operation. She 
had a serene smile, stately bearing, 
and engaging countenance. Being 
inwardly poised and centered in a 
peaceful spirit, she had no need 
for reassurance about health. Her 
need seemed to be to talk about 
Truth ideas and the spiritual life. 
This we did, and I was pleased to 
be c ome  personally acquainted 
with her.

Over the years that followed, 
this very dear woman made occa
sional contact with me by tele
phone or letter. Sometimes it was 
a prayer request for myself or 
others, other times just a friendly 
note of appreciation. I would see 
her after Sunday services for a 
brief moment in the reception 
line. It always seemed to me that 
we would exchange an inner 
knowing, a continuation of our 
reaffirmation of Truth from that 
first meeting. She had, I knew, 
human problems, but she never 
surrendered her serenity or lost 
her lam  content smile. Then I was



told of her passing and was called 
upon to speak words of faith, 
comfort, and blessing.

The subject of this article typi
fies so many wonderful Unity 
women who have lived and are 
living Spirit-filled lives and I feel a 
special tribute is due them. I think 
of the many women over the years 
who have looked me in the eye 
and proudly declared, “I’ve been 
in Unity more than fifty years.” I 
think of the early years when the 
teachers and ministers of Unity 
were mostly women. Unity’s 
background of growth in the field 
ministry is unique compared with 
tradit ional denominations of 
America. One thing is certain, 
man or woman, bearing witness to 
ways of Spirit and treasuring the 
ideals that endure is sure to 
change the world and others.

In Truth we find a deeper 
accord of relationship. The reader 
and the writer are capable of equal 
understanding. The teacher is also 
a student and a student can be
come a teacher. When the wisdom 
of the heart speaks, words flow 
with an eloquence and simplicity 
that carry authority. One must 
always be listening for the voice of 
Truth, expecting it no less than a 
long-awaited phone call. Truth 
often speaks when we relax our 
searching for revelation, using for 
its voice the heart filled to over
flowing.

Now it is time to deliver “this 
little gift” to you. I suspect she 
knew all along that I would even
tually get around to sharing it 
with you.

A Little Gift

“This little gift is to commemo
rate my fifty years in Unity.

“In all those years God has 
never failed me although I have 
failed Him many times. During 
those years I have at times reached 
the heights o f consciousness 
where I knew I and the Father 
were one and could actually feel 
His presence a living thing within 
me. Yet in those years I also expe
rienced the frustrations o f sadness 
and failure in the valley o f despair 
when I let the human self get in 
the way o f God's divine plan.

“I have known and experienced 
the great power o f God's love 
within me and the miracles it can 
perform—not our little puny hu
man love which mouths words of 
love and goodwill but the great 
overwhelming love that flows 
from God to us and through us. It 
is only as it passes through us be
stowing great impersonal love on 
everything and everybody that it 
becomes an all-powerful magnet 
drawing all good to us. Even God's 
love if we dam it up inside us is 
powerless. Only as we let it flow 
through does it become powerful 
even as electricity through the 
dynamo.

“I have found in those years 
that my obligations are to God for 
His continued unlimited goodness 
to me. I meet these obligations by 
keeping the high watch and seeing 
in everything and everybody only 
the good He has crea ted.

“I have learned where to use 
the power o f the will. Even if we



ould, we have no right to use our 
'Allpower to coerce other people. 
nhe power o f the will is to be kept 
t home, to be used on ourselves 
o keep us thinking and seeing the 
nruth in all people, conditions, 
nd circumstances no matter what 
ppearance.

“/ learned by painful expe- 
ience that in Truth one does not 
mputate but that when things are 
urned over to the Father com

pletely, wi thout reservation, 
everything is adjusted in divine 
order without hurt or harm to 
anyone and to the satisfaction o f 
all.

“J think perhaps the most won
drous thing I have learned in these 
fifty years is that in true prayer, 
no matter what it is we are praying 
for or about, we come to the great 
realization that the Giver is always 
grea ter than the gift. ’ ’ ©

By Howard Fosdick

The candlelight permeates the entire room,
It renders the unseen, seen, 

the unknown, known,
For what could escape its reach?

The candlelight warms what is nearest it,
And for what is far, 
it holds promise of warmth.

One only need approach it.

The candlelight is beauty in its viewer’s eye, 
Beauty unnamed,

Brilliance unexplained,
One cannot describe it to others.

As the shine of gold is to people of this world,
The light of the candle is to the people of the next.



Stories
from
Life
BY
STELLA TERRILL MANN

The
Woman 

Who 
Made a 
Molehill 
Out of a 

Mountain
( i i )

MRS. CONWAY’S MOUNTAIN 
had more parts to it than she had 
at first realized. There were the 
troublesome relatives, and worst 
of all, the open threats of a lawsuit 
by Bill, her late husband’s 
brother, who claimed she owed 
him money by refusing to go 
ahead with a project they had 
talked about. After our first con
ference, Mrs. Conway, at my sug
gestion, met with an attorney.

Mrs. Conway needed to face all 
of the facts—the other parts of her 
mountain of which she was un
aware. They were:

1. Loneliness: The letdown 
from expecting to spend the rest 
of her life with relatives, then 
knowing she would have to face 
“old age” alone was a greater 
shock than she had realized.

2. She was without a job. Al
though she enjoyed good health 
and had a great capacity for work, 
she now had nothing to do. She 
had sold the business that she and 
her husband had owned and suc
cessfully operated all their mar
ried life.

3. With no children, and no 
other blood relatives, she thought

“/ do not think that seventy years is the 
time o f a man or woman 
Nor that seventy millions o f years is the 
time o f a man or woman,
Nor that years will ever stop the existence 
o f me or anyone else. ”

—Walt Whitman
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hat she would have no one to 
eceive the great amount o f love 
he had to give. Equally frighten- 
ng to her was her belief that there 
vas no one to give love to her.

4. She had no hobby or par- 
icular interest. Her work and her 
lusband had been all. She had 
leeded nothing more.

It was for these reasons that I 
lad suggested she take sight-see- 
ng tours and meet new people. I 
idvised her to talk freely and to 
isten attentively so that she might 
earn more about herself. She 
vould have to make decisions 
ibout what she wanted to do with 
die rest of her life. She could 
lever be happy pretending or 
merely going along with the 
:rowd. We decided that she 
should telephone me each night 
ind report on the day’s activities. 
To help her, I needed her opinions 
and reactions.

When Mrs. Conway said, “What 
is to become of me as I grow old?” 
she revealed a hidden worry.

“No one grows old,” I said. 
“We become old only if we stop 
growing.” I told her that tests had 
shown that while we reach an 
apparent peak of learning at about 
twenty-two or twenty-five years 
of age, the ability to learn does 
not leave us. The facts indicate 
that a person of eighty can learn as 
well as a child of twelve. “Prepare 
yourself to learn as long as you 
live!” I told her.

Mrs. Conway needed to meet 
many new people and to watch 
her honest reactions to all that 
went on. This would give her valu

able insights into her own hidden 
talents, desires, and set habits.

After her first trip, a full day at 
Disneyland, Mrs. Conway told me 
that she thought it had been a 
wonderful trip, far more beautiful 
than she had expected. She had 
found the “press of people and 
confusion” distracting, but said 
the music “was just lovely!” But 
finally she had felt tired, and was 
glad to get home.

“Did you buy any pretties 
while there?” I asked.

“Well,” Mrs. Conway’s tone of 
voice changed from tired recital to 
interest as she said: “I got to 
thinking of so many people who I 
thought would like to see Disney
land, so I did buy a lot of cards 
and some folders and the like to 
send to friends. So this morning I 
am busy writing cards to a lot of 
people saying, ‘Wish you were 
here!’ ”

“Are you sending one to that 
young couple who bought your 
business?” I asked.

“Oh, the Gibsons!” she said, 
pleased at my question. “I 
decided to send them a letter and 
a packet of some of the view 
cards. I think neither of them 
knows much about California. I 
do not think they have ever seen 
an orange grove.”

Since Mrs. Conway had now 
discovered that one of the great 
joys of travel is to send cards and 
letters back home, I relaxed and 
waited to hear about her next trip. 
She planned to visit Palm Springs 
and the desert country nearby. 
After that trip, she telephoned me



and said: “I wish I could paint the 
color of those mountains and the 
sand! I did not know that sand 
could be so beautiful!”

I asked whether she had sent a 
card from Palm Springs to the 
Gibsons and she said, “Yes, I sent 
a picture card of one of the dates 
on a tree, big and fat and ripe, and 
I said, ‘Have a date with me! ’ They 
will get the point.”

Mrs. Conway wanted to be sure

“ It is as if  something is trying to 
tell me that only good is taking 
place! If Bill and the rest o f them 
had not . . .  if  I hadn’t come out 
at all . . .  if  I hadn’t found your 
book . . .  a new way to live.”

I was still praying for her. In turn I 
told her to be sure to keep up her 
prayers and affirmations. When 
she returned in a few days and 
there was still no word from Bill 
regarding the lawsuit, she decided 
on a new move. She contacted the 
Chamber of Commerce and other 
information centers and found 
what she wanted: a young student 
who would drive her around and 
tell her about what she was seeing. 
“I am sure my prayers were 
answered,” she told me after the 
first trip. “It was a very educa
tional tour.” She had become 
tired of the large groups and had 
not wanted to make friends with 
any of the people she had met. A 
private driver who had been born

S te lla  T e r r i l l  M ann

in California and who needed the 
money to keep on with school- 
work was a case of everyone 
helped and no one harmed. Then 
her real joy and learning began. 
They went to the museums, the 
Tar Pits, and the top of Mount 
Wilson; to the beach towns, to San 
Fernando Valley, and the mission 
there. When she told me about 
these visits, Mrs. Conway was tell
ing herself what she liked most: 
the libraries—they had spent most 
of a day at the big public library in 
Los Angeles. And Mrs. Conway 
had gathered a lot of material 
about all the places she visited. 
She had not yet recognized the 
fact, but she was discovering her 
hidden hunger for, and great

"Finally, Mrs. Conway wrote: 
‘God has sent a fine man into my 
life .” ’

ability to appreciate the history of 
the human race, people, and 
something of their art, science, 
music, and other culture. She did 
not understand her new sense of 
joy in living, but she knew it was 
there.

UMTO



Her desire to travel was dimin- 
.shing. She said one morning that 
she intended to stay at the hotel 
all day and finish reading a book I 
had loaned her. It was that morn
ing the attorney informed her that 
he had heard from Bill, and that 
she had nothing to worry about. 
Suddenly Mrs. Conway was free 
to go home at any time.

“Do not let your confidence 
droop,” I said. “You are now 
ready for another step up. You 
m ight want to contact the 
Gibsons and ask them how they 
are getting along, and see if you 
can be of any help.”

I must explain that when I 
heard myself say those words, I

“ Do not let your confidence 
droop,”  I said. "You are now 
ready for another step up.”

was stunned! I had had no such 
thought. But that is not the only 
instance of words being “put into 
my mouth” as it were. I have 
come to know that when we ask 
God for help, then do our full 
part, God will use any means avail
able to help. Mrs. Conway gasped 
and said, “Why Mrs. Mann! I never 
had thought of that!”

She took up the thought in 
happy excitement. “I bet they do 
need help,” she said. “When we 
started in business things were 
simple. But they became more 
complicated. Why, today there is

a ton of paperwork for the govern
ment, taxes to report, mountains 
of paperwork!” She ended and 
gasped once again.

I think we both received the 
same thought at the same instant.

"A fter that trip  she telephoned 
me and said: ‘ I wish I could paint 
the color of those mountains and 
the sand! I did not know that 
sand could be so beautiful! ’ ”

I said, “Maybe they would like for 
you to turn that mountain into a 
molehill for them. Why not tele
phone them right now and offer 
to help.”

Mrs. Conway was sobbing, but 
happily. She felt a sense of release, 
and so did I. “This seems to me 
like an answer to prayer,” I added.

Mrs. Conway called me back in 
about half an hour. Her first 
words were, “It is all set! They are 
so happy and excited that I will 
work part-time and help them 
out.” She then added that she 
would go the following morning, 
and wanted to come for a last 
“helping” from me and to “settle 
my account.”

We began by thanking God for 
the perfect answer. After our 
prayers for further guidance, Mrs. 
Conway sat very still, then she 
spoke hesitantly: “It is as if some
thing is trying to tell me that only 
good is taking place! If Bill and



the rest of them had not ... if I 
hadn’t come out at all ... if I 
hadn’t found your book . . . a 
new way to live.” She shook her 
head and became silent.

Answering her unspoken ques
tion I said, “Yes, God does work 
in very direct ways to help us, to 
answer our prayers.”

“Like a plan,” Mrs. Conway 
said. “Their being mean to me was 
the best thing that could have 
happened to me. Maybe I could 
not have learned in any other 
way.”

“Maybe,” I agreed. “Only God 
knows. God does not usurp our 
free will, but He does step in and 
show us the way out when we 
make painful mistakes.”

She was still somewhat con
cerned about her relatives. I said, 
“Remember, God loves them just 
as much as He loves you. You can 
help them most by right thoughts 
about them and your daily spoken 
words and prayers for creative 
good for them. Father God and 
Mother Nature are good parents. 
They work ahead for the future of 
mankind, as well as right now. 
Jesus, realizing this fact, made the 
bold statement, which is also a 
promise, that we can learn to do 
the works that He did, and greater 
works. Our work is cut out for us. 
The ability has already been given 
to us. Our job is to become love 
persons.”

So Mrs. Conway went home 
with high expectations and prac
tical plans for a useful, happy 
future. She had a list of books that 
would help her to happier, fuller

living. When she was settled, she 
wrote that she was happy in her 
new life working for and with the 
young couple. Some of her old 
customers returned which pleased 
all concerned.

She once wrote that she “now 
and then received letters asking 
for money from one or more of 
the relatives. But my answer to 
them is always the same: ‘No 
more money. But, I will keep your 
name on my prayer list.’ ”

She had learned how easy it is 
to make a molehill out of a moun
tain, and how to keep it that way. 
All she had to do was to put it into 
G od’s consciousness, which is 
what Jesus meant when he said to 
tell the mountain to “move from 
here to there.”

Finally, Mrs. Conway wrote: 
“God has sent a fine man into my 
life.” Some of the happy details 
were that he was a distant relative 
of the Gibson family, he was re
tired, but very active, and he 
played the violin. She had intro
duced him to Truth literature. 
“He is just the most ideal escort 
any lady could wish for,” she 
wrote. As if she wanted to answer 
my unspoken question, she added 
a postscript: “Neither of us wants 
to get married again. I taught him 
the phrase ‘let your growing be 
showing.’ We laugh a lot and go 
out to dinners and concerts, and 
haunt the art museums and the 
like.”

I wrote to thank her for sharing 
and said, “Now I can take you off 
of my ‘please, God’ list and put 
you on my ‘thank You, God’ list.”



CHRISTMAS HAS many mean
ings for many people. To those 
who are unaware of the Christ 
consciousness, it means the 
birth of the Baby Jesus 
nearly two thousand 
years ago. They 
celebrate the anni
versary of His 
birth never real- 
iz in g  the im
portance of its 
symbology. They 
feel a reverence 
which is born of awe, 
for they do not under
stand the connection 
between Jesus and themselves.

There are those who have 
caught a glimmer of the Truth, 
those who know that the Christ 
can be born in each heart. They 
are preparing their mind for this 
rebirth of the Christ Spirit, but as 
yet it has not taken place within 
them. At Christmastime these 
persons feel a kinship toward the 
Christ. They know that the birth 
of the Christ is a wonderful expe
rience, and they look forward 
with anticipation to this event.

There are also those who are 
lifted into a wave of spiritual 
consciousness at Christmastime

which brings the good tidings of 
great joy, for unto them is born in 
the city of Love, the Savior, who 

is Christ their Lord. They 
know the holiness and 
sacredness of Christ

mas and they wor
ship at the manger 
of the heart, as 
did the Wise Men 
of old.

Then there are 
those who travel 

the road of the 
risen Lord. To them 

the Christmas season is 
a time for quiet rejoicing 

that God in His infinite goodness 
saw fit to send a Redeemer, a 
Savior, who would show us the 
way until we were able to walk the 
path ourselves. These are the 
brethren in whom the Christ is 
growing. Theirs is the quiet joy, 
the inner exaltation, the deep 
peace, that come with under
standing. But in every state of 
consciousness, all people are 
united in the one thought of cele
brating the birth of the Christ, and 
in this wave of spirituality that 
goes around the earth once each 
year, we too can add our word of 
power and help.



l in s im a s

By Elizabeth Searle Lamb

Caught there in the stained glass: 
Madonna and Child

how the light 
streaming through leaded panes 
breaks into rainbows 
about her head

how His face 
becomes more than a ch ild’s face

and how the rays 
beaming from His hands are healing rays 

Madonna and Child 
and how the light flowing through 
is more than light, is indeed 
more Light than light

more Faith than faith 
and more even than love 

is Love.

LNrnd



THE “GAY NINETIES” proba
bly conjure up visions of the lights 
of New York, dancing ladies in the 
long skirts of that bygone era, 
swaying with their mustachioed 
and thick-sidebumed escorts. But 
more went on in those days than 
balls and parties. There was more 
to life than the general prosperity 
caused by the booming railroads 
that opened seemingly limitless 
markets for the nation’s speeding 
economy.

In an ordinary-looking house in 
Kansas City in 1892, Charles and 
Myrtle Fillmore were planting the 
seeds for what was to become a 
worldwide religious movement 
called Unity. On December 7, the 
Fillmores together wrote out their 
Dedication and Covenant that was 
to be the spiritual foundation 
from which the Unity movement 
grew and is still growing.

The Covenan t, in Charles 
Fillm ore’s handwriting, was dis
covered in 1942 among some 
stored files. Now, enlarged copies 
are available through Unity Vil
lage. Across the top in large, bold

writing and strongly underlined 
are the words:

Dedication and Covenant.
We, Charles Fillmore and 

Myrtle Fillmore, husband 
and wife, hereby dedicate 
ourselves, our time, our 
money, all we have and all 
we expect to have, to the 
Spirit o f Truth, and through 
it, to the Society o f Silent 
Unity.

It being understood and 
agreed that the Said Spirit of 
Truth shall render unto us an 
equivalent for this dedica
tion, in peace o f mind, 
health o f body, wisdom, 
understanding, love, life, and 
an abundant supply o f all 
things necessary to meet 
every want without our 
making any o f these things 
the object o f our existence.

In the presence o f the 
Conscious Mind o f Christ 
Jesus, this 7th day o f Decem
ber A.D. 1892.

Charles Fillmore 
Myrtle Fillmore
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Remember that in 1892 there 
were no Unity centers or churches 
as now exist in nations through
out the world. There was no Unity 
Village, with its beautiful 1400 
acres; no large, busy publication 
department; nor were there the 
200 workers in Silent Unity 
answering thousands of prayer re
quest letters daily from people all 
over the world.

No, there were only Charles 
and Myrtle, and some dedicated 
friends helping them with the

printing of a small magazine called 
Thought, and a monthly paper 
called Unity. But there was a great 
idea—the Dedication and Cove
nant. When you add the power of 
Spirit—the irresistible power of 
Spirit—to an idea, the results stag
ger the imagination.

Do you have a problem or chal
lenging situation today that seems 
impossible to solve? Do you have 
high hopes that you are ready to 
abandon because facts and condi
tions seem to close off any fore
seeable way to the fulfillment of 
your heart’s desire? Do not give 
up! Do not underestimate the 
invisible but very real power of 
God working through the Spirit of 
Truth to make possible what, to 
human sense, seems impossible. 
Do not be intimidated by what 
seem to be the cold, hard facts.

Let us take a look at the hard 
facts of 1892, when the Fillmores 
enlisted the aid of, or placed 
themselves in tune with Spirit. 
Climb into the time machine of 
your imagination and travel with 
me backward to the year 1892, to 
the month of December. Let us 
discover what the world of the 
Fillmores was like when they 
came to the conclusion that Chris
tianity was not merely an “after 
death” religion, but is a practical 
religion for the here and now.

Well, if it is December 1892, 
this means that just last month 
Grover Cleveland defeated Presi
dent Harrison. What songs are 
people humming these days? Well, 
there is that brand new one just 
written this year called “Daisy



Bell.” It is best remembered by its 
catchy line, “You’ll look sweet 
upon the seat of a bicycle built for 
two!” The reason for its popu
larity is partly that bicycles with 
two equal-sized wheels were just 
introduced some seven years ago. 
The bicycles we had before then 
consisted of one huge front wheel 
and a tiny rear wheel and were 
extremely difficult to ride. Now 
everyone can ride a bicycle, and 
nearly everyone does!

As we walk the streets of an 
American city in 1892, we may 
hear from a nearby dance hall the 
strains of “After the Ball Is Over.” 
Charles Harris composed this 
waltz just this year; it will be the 
hit of the Columbian Exposition 
to be held in Chicago, in 1893. 
And speaking of the Exposition, 
did you hear about that new 
attraction that George Ferris is 
designing for the occasion? It is a 
huge wheel, 250 feet high, fitted 
with swinging carriage seats. They 
call it a Ferris wheel!

Earlier this year, the tallest 
building in the world, Chicago’s 
Masonic building—twenty-two 
sto r ie s h igh—was completed. 
Some crank has claimed that one 
day they will build a building 
more than a hundred stories high.

On September 1 of this year in 
C h icopee, Massachusetts, two 
bicycle designers by the names of 
Charles and Frank Duryea tested 
the first gasoline automobile 
made in the United States. Fear
ing ridicule, they tested it indoors, 
away from the public eye. It was 
barely a success, but next year

they plan to build another with a 
more powerful engine.

And who could forget Septem
ber 7, when James J. Corbett 
knocked out Champion John L. 
Sullivan in the twenty-first 
round? That was the first time 
that three-minute rounds and 
boxing gloves were used under the 
new Marquis of Queensbury rules.

Do you begin to get the feel of 
the year 1892? All of these things 
were the cold, hard facts of the 
time, seemingly unchangeable. 
Yet today those same cold, hard 
facts have vanished into thin air, 
with the exception of a few left
overs behind glass enclosures in 
museums.

Never let present facts and con
ditions tempt you to give up. The 
relentless juggernaut of history 
has a way of turning hard facts 
into putty to be remolded and re
shaped into new facts that make 
the old outworn and outdated- 
useless except for a few moments 
of entertainment in the museum 
of memory.

When you add to the inherent 
moldable nature of seemingly 
hard facts, the direction and guid
ance of infinite wisdom, or God, 
you can clearly see how there is no 
impossible dream, no unfillable 
need, no unattainable desire, 
when we get in tune with, dedi
cate ourself to, and totally depend 
upon the mountain-moving, 
miracle-working power of God. 
Prosperity in all its forms is 
assured when we move with 
Spirit.

Unity has prospered. Not only



in lands and buildings, but in 
terms of the fulfillment of that 
great idea. Unity prospers in the 
abundant harvest of influencing 
and changing for the better the 
lives of literally millions of people 
everywhere. Whether you call it a 
prosperity principle, or the fulfill
ment secret o f the ages, the point 
is that this covenant is not the ex
clusive property of any person or 
any organization. It can be your 
policy or mine if we choose to 
adopt it.

The secret is not in the words. 
It is a simple matter to copy the 
exact words of the Fillmore Dedi
cation and Covenant. The secret 
itself, the prospering, life-chang
ing, need-fulfilling power itself, is 
in the idea that the words express. 
And that idea is simply this: con
sciously choosing or willing to 
depend totally upon the Spirit o f 
God.

Before the concept of the Dedi
cation and Covenant, the Fill- 
mores may have depended more 
or less upon outer things, such as 
the amount of money on hand, 
reaching the right people, their 
intellectual ability to plan, or 
well-worded articles that would 
appeal to readers. But they sat 
down on the evening of December 
7, 1892, to say in effect: From 
this time forward, we are depend
ing completely and totally on the 
Spirit o f Truth. We will dedicate 
or give our faith, our lives, every
thing, over to the inner guidance 
o f God. And in return we are 
depend in g entirely upon the 
Spirit o f God to take care o f our

every need—adequately and abun
dantly.

Upon what are you depending? 
Your job? Your pension? Your 
s to ck ?  Your college degrees? 
Your intellectual ability to figure 
out things, get around people, and 
reach the top rung? These things 
can fail you. At best, you may 
never really feel safe and secure in 
them.

Perhaps, over the years, the 
things you have depended upon 
have collapsed and you feel that 
your spirit is beaten. You may 
even have tried, unsuccessfully, to 
escape through the many tempt
ing, but soul-shriveling ways of 
escaping through artificial means, 
such as alcohol, drugs, or fantasy. 
These ways can never ultimately 
distract your attention from the 
emptiness within.

But there is one beautiful alter
native left. Depend upon God! 
Make your covenant. Here are 
some sample words for the idea 
that you want to lay hold of: 
From this moment forward I 
depend upon God for all things. I 
refuse to let outer appearances 
cause me to doubt God's power to 
take care o f my every need. I 
refuse to let outer conditions 
cause me to waver one fraction in 
my faith. In fact, I no longer feel I 
must judge any outer condition 
good or bad—it just is, and what
ever it appears to be to others, to 
me it is a beautiful and essential 
part o f God's unfolding plan of 
good for me. Yes, I depend upon 
God and the unfolding activity o f 
God toward the increase o f good



in my life—all the way!
As Charles and Myrtle Fillmore 

sat in their parlor in 1892, perhaps 
they talked about the possibilities 
of this new approach to Chris
tianity that was being called New 
Thought. Perhaps they talked 
about how they would like to 
have known Phineas Quimby, 
who really was the father of New 
Thought. It was in 1866, twenty- 
six years earlier that he passed.

Perhaps they thought of their 
friends and fellow lecturers and 
teachers in the mushrooming New 
Thought m ovement: Emma 
Curtis Hopkins, H. Emilie Cady, 
Annie Rix Militz, Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox, Ernest Holmes, Elizabeth 
Towne, and that new young 
fellow, Ralph Waldo Trine.

As they looked out of the win
dow at their world in 1892, it 
must have seemed so real and un
changeable. There were the hard 
facts: the trolley car, the clumsy- 
looking (but not to them) steam 
engine trains, the unpaved streets, 
fire engines drawn by horses and 
water-pumped by hand. This was 
the “unchangeable reality.”

But Charles and Myrtle knew 
that only one thing is really un
changeable, reliable, dependable. 
And that is the Spirit of Truth 
that guides individuals through 
the changing outer circumstances, 
heals and prospers, and gives 
understanding and soul-deep 
peace of mind.

People may change the style 
and fabric of the clothes they 
wear, they may celebrate holidays 
in different ways, even make new

holidays, and they may find new 
and different kinds of external 
things to excite them and please 
them and distract them. But no 
matter how things change, no 
matter how man strives and 
sweats for power, and works to 
accumulate the money and pos
sessions that seem to represent 
security to him, he will always be 
in bondage to these inanimate, 
changing facts we see before us, 
until he learns to seek and depend 
upon the one unchanging fact that 
man is an expression of the One 
Mind. And as man finds a greater 
awareness of his unity with the 
One Mind, he transcends his 
environment, whatever it may be 
at the time, and becomes its 
master instead of its slave.

Imagine Myrtle turning to 
Charles and saying with her soft, 
yet powerful voice, “We have this 
precious gift of life. What shall we 
do with it? Shall we waste it with 
worrying whether or not Cleve
land will make a mess of the coun
try, or whether the trolley should 
be outlawed because of the terri
ble noise, or over money, or the 
leak in the roof? Let us devote our 
lives to the unchanging values. Let 
us totally depend upon the un
changing Spirit of Truth to take 
care of all our changing temporal 
needs and wants!”

Picture Charles Fillm ore’s eyes 
lighting up with enthusiasm, as he 
might have said, “Myrtle, that’s an 
inspired idea! Let’s put it in 
writing! Hand me one of those 
new Unity Book Company letter
heads . . .” 0



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

Sight Restored
Dear Unity: It is with a full and grate
ful heart that I write this note. I wrote 
you asking for prayers for my brother 
who had been blind for twenty-five 
years. For the last fifteen years the 
doctors told him there was no hope for 
his sight.

In desperation I wrote to you as I had 
never given up hope. In ten days time he 
had an appointment with a specialist 
who, with a new method, operated on 
his eyes. Today he can see to get around 
a little like he used to, and his eyes are 
getting better each day.

My heart overflows with thankful
ness. —G.D., California.

Sight Assured
Dear Silent Unity: I called for prayers 
for my daughter who was due for plastic 
surgery following an accident which 
threatened her sight. You had told me a 
year ago, when the accident occurred, 
that Judy could have vision again in 
spite o f medical opinion that she could 
not.

She does have vision. She also reports 
that the recent plastic surgery was like 
magic in restoring her appearance.

Silent Unity said the Great Physician 
would be working through the hands of

the doctors. It happened as you assured 
me it would. I am so grateful to you and 
to God.—J.McC., Nebraska.

G od’s Care
Dear Silent Unity: I called you for 
healing prayers for my father. He was 
seriously ill in the hospital with high 
blood pressure, a stroke, and a non
functioning kidney. With the sorrowing 
and hopeless atmosphere o f my family, 
I found it hard to release him to God’s 
care. With the prayers and help o f Silent 
Unity, I did release him to God’s healing 
love, and peace and confidence pre
vailed.

Now, about three months later, he 
looks great. He has lost weight but has 
returned to work. He knows not to push 
himself so hard now. He maintains a 
proper diet and feels better than he ever 
has.

The literature, tapes, and prayers of 
Unity have been the most wonderful 
things I have ever discovered. Thank 
you and God bless you.—J.S., North 
Carolina.

To 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.)

LNTIU



Hiccups Healed
)ear Friends at Unity: I called and 
isked for prayers for my husband. 
\1 though hiccups do not sound serious, 
lis body was racked with them for 
learly two weeks. Something seemed to 
dose his throat, and he had to gasp for 
dr.

While waiting for another call from 
:he doctor so we could take him to the 
lospital, I reread your letter to him and 
:he affirmation you sent. Together we 
arayed with you. The hiccups stopped. 
He fell into a deep, peaceful sleep, and 
ill discomfort vanished. He was com
pletely healed.

Many times I have called you and 
llways the answer came.

Thank you all at Silent Unity. I love 
you and 1 know that God is blessing 
your great work.—D.McG., Texas.

A New Life
Dear Silent Unity: 1 received word that 
a matching kidney was available for me, 
and I was to enter the hospital imme
diately for the kidney transplant. I 
called Silent Unity for prayers before 
entering the hospital.

I want to report that the kidney 
transplant was a success beyond my 
wildest imagination. I feel like a com
pletely new person, more alive physi
cally, mentally, and spiritually than I 
have ever felt in my entire life.

Knowing that you dear ones were 
praying, as well as my friends and rela
tives and their church prayer groups, 
helped keep me buoyed through the 
whole experience, and brought me 
through with a minimum o f complica
tions. I have been given this wonderful, 
miraculous gift o f life, and I am request-

ing continued prayers that 1 may find 
the best way to use my talents and 
abilities to bring good to others. Thank 
you for all your prayers.—S.L.B., Cali
fornia.

A Challenging Job
Dear Silent Unity: I wrote you con
cerning my husband’s job and the strain 
it caused the family. Well, only a month 
later he was offered a fine job and natu
rally he accepted. But now another 
month later, he’s been offered a more 
responsible and challenging job by the 
same company.

I had particularly asked you to help 
us pray for a job that would give him 
just those things: responsibility and 
challenge. And nowhere it is!

Isn’t prayer a wonderful thing? I’m 
sure you already knew this, and now, 
thanks to you and God, I do 
too.—M. W., Minnesota.

Clubfeet Corrected
Dear Silent Unity: Two and one-half 
years ago I wrote to you because our 
daughter was born with bilateral club
feet and her doctor indicated it was the 
worst case he had ever seen. Your 
prayers and ours have worked, and I 
thank God each time I watch her run 
and walk and move as normal children 
do. The only remnant is a very slight 
malformation of her foot shape which 
has no bearing on her movement and 
only requires more toe width in her 
shoes. Her doctor just shakes his head 
and tells us if he didn’t know she’s the 
baby he treated he would need X rays to 
see she had been clubfooted. Isn’t that a 
special kind o f miracle? God has been 
good to us and for us.—A.D., California.
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Music is rhythm and tempo, pitch and tone.
This structured notation of form,

developed to express feelings and thoughts, 
is what man usually calls “music.”

But there is more.

Music whispers and shouts, laughs and cries.
Music cheers and saddens, inspires and depresses, 

depending on the musician, the need, the inclii

Man’s orchestration includes strings, skins, hair, 
metal, horns, ivory, wood, and plastic. . . .

Nature’s instrumentation is of wind, water, wood, 
stone, snow, ice, flame,

animals (both man and beast), 
and much more.

Man and nature may combine their talents in many ’ 
The scream of saws stinging their way through w< 

of steam forcing metal to move,
o f bulldozers gouging dirt and rock . . . 

Combinations ad infinitum shout their unique void

Everything has its own special song, 
be it happy or sad, angry or glad:

the peaceful strumming of misty rain, 
the brisk beat of driving drops, 

the sharp temper of chilling sleet, 
the gentle drifting of fluffy snow.

Angry winds howl and rage, whine and whistle. 
Sweet-smelling breezes stroke one’s face tenderly 

humming their pleasant tunes.
Rambunctious creeks leap into waterfalls, 

exulting in triumph over boulders and hills.
Placid rivers meander softly through meadowl;



Oceans and seas rock their tides from shoreline 
to far shoreline, and back again,

playing the ageless symphonies of the deep.
The quiet murmur of the earth, 

warmed by the sun, is music, too, 
beyond the range of the human ear.

The same earth shifts its blankets,
and groaning and crying and terror and pain 

send forth their crescendo of torment.
Landslide, glacier, thunder, tornado, fire . . . 

all nature’s marvels of power 
produce their own voices,

not to be mistaken for any other.

Nature’s choirs, on the earth alone,
consist of myriad birds: hummingbirds, 

mockingbirds, sparrows, and crows, 
to mention just a few.

Insects join the merry glee club, 
buzzing and chirping and scraping.

Animals: field mice, elephants, dogs and cats, 
creatures large or small, 

swell the mighty chorus.

Music is the silent sound of the spheres 
swinging their way through endless space.

The hymns of the angelic hosts are heard, 
some listeners have declared,

by the sensitive ears of the spirit.

But music need not be heard to be felt. 
Reverberating through the heart, 

the music o f Spirit hums and soars 
filling one with the joy

of being in tune with Truth.

In and through it all,
composing, directing, singing, 

is the magnificent voice of God, 
soothing, cajoling, exhorting, 

declaring His boundless love 
for His infinite creation.



The Hidden Teaching o f

Eons ago, God decided to create a being. He 
called two o f His favorite angels and informed 
them o f His plans. God directed each angel to 
build a prototype and bring to Him the specifi
cations.

The first angel returned and said: “This 
being will do whatever You want, but he has a

Jesus
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somewhat limited potential because if he did
not, he would think he is God. Your thoughts will be his thoughts. There 
will be one-way communication. Only You can speak to him. He has the 
capacity to love his friends and hate his enemies. He can forgive seven 
times. I call this creature YB-1. ”

Then God began to question the angel: “Can he think for himself ?"
‘Wo, ”replied the angel.
“He can forgive only seven times?"asked God.
“That is correct, ”answered the angel.
“Can he speak to Me or ask questions?"
“No, "came the answer.
“Will he love Me?"queried God.
“No, but he will not hate You either, "retorted the angel.
“Will he feel his oneness with Me?"
“No, but he will not feel apart from You, " was the response.
And God said, “What you are really proposing is a puppet, is that not 

true?"
“Yes, " was the answer from the first angel, and then there was silence. 
The second angel entered and began to report: “This being can commu

nicate with You and can think for himself. He has the capacity to love his 
friends and his enemies. He can forgive not seven times, but seven times 
seventy. His potential is unlimited because You can express through him, 
and he has free choice. Id o  not want to call him YB-1 or YB-2, but I want 
You to call him Your son. "

Then came the questions: “Can he talk back to Me?"
“Yes," the angel answered.
“You say this creature has an unlimited potential, and yet he has free

t



choice. Does that mean that he 
nust allow Me to express through 
him?"

“Yes, ” was the reply.
“He can forgive seven times 

seventy. Does that mean an un
limited number o f times?"

“Yes, it does.”
“Will he love Me?" asked God.
“Yes, but he may also hate 

You, ” came the answer in a whis- 
oer.

“Will he feel his oneness with 
Me?"

“Yes, but he can also feel sepa
rate from You.”

And then God said, “Let us 
make man in our own image, after 
our likeness. . . . ”

The truth is, we are all sons and 
daughters of God. This idea has 
been unfolding for an eternity. 
Unity teaches that the Son of God 
is the Christ, G od’s prototype of 
man, and that within each of us is 
the potential to express as G od’s 
image and likeness.

Why didn’t Jesus Christ empha
size the fact that we are all sons of 
God? There are times when He 
hinted at this teaching. The in
nuendo was made in the first two 
words of the Lord’s Prayer, “Our 
Father.” He also was quoted by 
Matthew as saying, “Blessed are 
the peacemakers, for they shall be 
called sons of God.”

Jesus did not openly teach this 
great Truth because it was beyond 
the awareness of most people of 
that time. For them, God was not 
Father, but Creator. For them, 
the Son of God was the Christ, the

Messiah, the one Man who would 
come and rid the Jewish people of 
foreign rule.

When Jesus went so far as to 
say, “I and the Father are one,” 
they wanted to imprison Him. 
When it became known that He 
considered Himself the Son of 
God, they crucified Him. If Jesus 
had taught that each man is a son 
of God, there might not have been 
a teaching or disciples, because 
few persons, if any, would have 
listened.

Paul wrote in a letter to the 
Galatians, “So through God you 
are no longer a slave but a son, and 
if a son then an heir.” This is the 
hidden teaching of Jesus Christ, 
that we are all sons of God.

Jesus had a very special name 
for Himself. He called Himself 
Son of man—a title which refers to 
every man; it is how the men of 
Jesus’ day considered themselves. 
For instance, there was Isaac, son 
of Abraham; Jacob, son of Isaac; 
and Jesus, son of Joseph. Jesus did 
not use a term restricted only to 
Him, but an all-inclusive term for 
all men: Son of man. Then, using 
the simplest logic, He showed that 
the Son of man and the Son of 
God are equal, and He did it at 
significant times in His life.

One such time was a trial before 
the high priest. It is written, “But 
Jesus was silent. And the high 
priest said to him, ‘I adjure you by 
the living God, tell us if you are 
the Christ, the Son of God.’ Jesus 
said to him, ‘You have said so. But 
I tell you, hereafter you will see 
the Son of man seated at the right



hand of Power, and coming on the 
clouds of heaven.’ Then the high 
priest tore his robes, and said, ‘He 
has uttered blasphemy!’ ” Jesus 
called Himself the Son of man, 
but He did it in such a manner that 
the high priest knew He had 
acknowledged Himself to be the 
Son of God.

On another day Jesus showed 
that the Son of man and the Son 
of God are equal. It was when the 
disciples learned that Jesus was 
the Christ. Up to this time, Jesus 
had used the term Son of man 
many times to identify Himself, 
so the disciples knew who He was 
talking about.

Jesus began with a question, 
“ ‘Who do men say the Son of 
man is?’ And they said, ‘Some say 
John the Baptist, others Elijah, 
and others Jeremiah or one of the 
prophets.’ He said to them, ‘But 
who do you say that I am?’ Simon 
Peter replied, ‘You are the Christ, 
the Son of the living God. ’ ”

Jesus has used the simplest 
logic to teach that we are all Sons 
of God. It is the kind of logic that 
says, “Who do men say Jim Rose- 
mergy is?” “Some say a minister, 
others a writer.” “Who do you say 
I am?” “You are a Son of God.” 
Therefore, Jim Rosemergy is a 
Son of God. The simplest logic for 
the greatest Truth, except Jesus 
did not use a name that was re
stricted to one individual. He used 
a term which applied to all man
kind; Son of man. The Son of man 
is a Son of God. The hidden teach
ing of Jesus Christ is revealed.

If Jesus were to walk among us

today. He would not call Himself 
a Son of man, but a Son of God. If 
someone asked Him, “Master, 
what am I?” He might answer, 
“You call yourself by name, a 
product of your environment. 
Truly, truly, I say to you, years 
ago when I hung upon a cross, a 
Son of man, a centurion, said of 
me, ‘Truly, this was the Son of 
God.’ and he did not hear my 
whispered reply, ‘Truly, you are a 
Son of God.’” ©
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By R. H. Grenville

There is a strength in calm, 
in quietness, 
that active energies 
do not possess.
A waiting calm,
the calm of quiet knowing,
precedes all impetus
of vital growing,
a fact I rediscover as I go
past patient trees in a landscape
under snow.
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BY RUSSELL W. LAKE

EVEN A CASUAL reading of the 
Bible reveals that Jesus Christ did 
not say all that His listeners ex
pected or wanted Him to say. 
There seem to have been times 
when the disciples’understanding 
was stretched to the limit by the 
noncon form ist ideas He pre
sented. The incredibility of His 
words that startled the people of 
His time may continue to startle 
to this day, although multitudes 
now claim to accept His teachings. 
This is not to say that the multi
tudes understand the deep mean
ings of His words, however.

Jesus was an iconoclast, a 
breaker of images, a shaker of 
traditional beliefs.

In Matthew, He said: “Love 
your enemies and pray for those 
who persecute you.” Say that to

the average person on the street 
and you will probably get a 
patronizing smile. “Sounds fine, 
but it’s impractical,” may be the 
reaction. A common misconcep
tion is that if you let down your 
guard for an instant somebody is 
sure to belt you. Yet here is Jesus 
Christ instructing us to love the 
person who is determined to bring 
us to our knees, and even to pray 
for such a person. This is so far 
from the “common” behavior 
pattern that some of us may find 
it difficult to conceive of a situa
tion in which we would act this 
way. There is a consistency in 
Jesu s’ teachings that we can 
depend on. Always He said, in 
effect, when in doubt express 
love. And let us not fall back on 
the lame excuse that He was 
speaking in a different time and to 
different people. His listeners 
were as opinionated and as prag-



matic as we are and perhaps more 
so.

This is only one of the instances 
in which Jesus taught us to deny 
the way of the world and embrace 
the non-belligerent and more 
powerful way of God. It may be 
astonishing to us that His way 
inevitably proves better when 
given a chance.

Jesus said: “And whatever you 
ask in prayer, you will receive, if 
you have faith.” Try telling that 
to a person who has prayed hard 
for months and no obvious good 
has come of it. Maybe our expe
rience has shown that we must 
fight for anything we want, and a 
contrary view seems to go against 
the law of probability. There is 
not a person alive who would not 
love to get desired things through 
prayer, yet some of us feel that 
this surely cannot be the way to 
get money or prestige or a house 
or an automobile.

A great many people pray but 
do n ot really believe in the 
efficacy of prayer. They hope for 
many things but seem to be look
ing for effortless manifestations. 
Jesus never said it was easy. He 
simply said, “Whatever you ask in 
prayer, you will receive, if you 
have faith.” There are prayers and 
there are prayers. There is be
lieving and there is believing. 
There is one way to ask and there 
is another way.

We need to learn how to pray 
and how to ask and how to be
lieve. Effective prayer is total 
commitment to God. It is taking 
our affairs and desires to Him and

agreeing to follow His leading 
wherever it may take us. He leads 
us on our true course by implant
ing strong impulses and an inner 
knowing.

Asking is naming our desire and 
laying plans to receive it. There 
are many ways of asking, but none 
of them include pleading with 
God.

Believing is expectation with
out shadow of doubt, or accep
tance of an idea with no trace of 
dissent. There is depth to the con
dition of believing that many of us 
never dream of. You may believe 
that a certain act will produce a 
certain result but you are not 
completely devastated if it fails to 
do so. On the other hand, it is 
beyond your comprehension that 
the sun will not come up in the 
morning, or that you will not get 
wet when you walk in the rain. 
You believe with a total convic
tion that a temperature of forty 
degrees below zero is cold. It is 
that kind of believing that Jesus 
stressed when He said that if you 
believe you will receive what you 
desire.

The traditional concept that 
man earns his good through the 
sweat of his brow seems to run 
counter to Jesus’ statement that 
asking in prayer, believing, will 
bring the manifestation. It is 
easier for us to believe that it takes 
hard labor to get the things we 
want. Perhaps we forget that labor 
is one way of asking. Perhaps it is 
the best way for some of us, but 
labor without faith does not bring 
success. We assure and multiply



:he good effects of our work 
through sincere prayer coupled 
with expectation.

In discussions of how to get 
along in the world, someone is 
sure to declare: “I watch out for 
No. 1. If I don’t, nobody else 
will,” and others nod in agree
ment. Yet Jesus said: “Therefore I 
tell you, do not be anxious about 
your life, what you shall eat or 
what you shall drink, nor about 
your body, what you shall put on. 
Look at the birds of the air: they 
neither sow nor reap nor gather 
into barns, and yet your heavenly 
Father feeds them. Are you not of 
more value than they?”

In this age, how many persons 
believe that God will feed us or 
clothe us? We have never seen 
food or clothing or lodging mate
rialize out of invisible substance. 
We go to the shopping center to 
buy the things we need, and 
buying takes money. What, one 
may ask, does God have to do 
with that? People shrug off 
miracles, often refusing to con
cede that they are anything more 
than strokes of luck. While some 
may doubt in their heart that God 
will provide all their needs as Jesus 
asserted, they hasten to proclaim 
that God sometimes does help a 
great deal by making their work 
more productive and their ven
tures successful. It is the same 
thing. Even the birds of the air 
must expend the effort to go 
where the food is and to eat it. All 
of us need a more exact under
standing.

Jesus told us how to reach the

ultimate goal. He said, “But seek 
first his kingdom and his righ
teousness, and all these things 
shall be yours as well.” Simply sit
ting by the wayside does not 
guarantee good results. In this, as 
in all Jesus’ teachings, He tells us 
first to seek, to ask, to knock, to 
believe, and the manifestation will 
follow. First the effort in faith, 
then the reward. This is His in
struction. We must send out our 
ships before they can return with 
treasure.

If a stranger should walk into 
our town today and declare, “ You 
are gods,” I doubt that he would 
get much attention. Even if he 
came with a great following we 
might look upon him as a char
latan who had hoodwinked a lot 
of people, and when he said in all 
seriousness, “Love your neighbor 
as yourself,” some of us would be 
sure of it. Certainly all will agree it 
pays to be friendly with our neigh
bor, or at least to not fight openly 
with him. It saves all kinds of 
problems. But to love him as 
much as we love ourself? That is 
considered a bit much.

We judge all that we see and all 
that we hear in the light of our 
own experience and understand
ing. Experience tells us that we are 
not gods. In all our life we may 
never have demonstrated any
th ing approaching miraculous 
powers. When a man asserts and 
insists that we are gods, some of us 
cannot understand him. When he 
tells us to love our neighbor as 
ourself, he must be speaking of 
some other neighbor, not the one



who lives next door to us. And 
thereby we miss the whole point.

Quite probably the people of 
Jesus’ day had similar reactions to 
His incredible statements, at least 
in the beginning. Even when the 
blind men came to Him and He 
said, “Your faith has made you 
well,” and their eyes were opened, 
perhaps some of those present 
rationalized that the men were 
not really blind in the first place, 
or that they would have regained 
their sight anyway. We may never 
have seen blind men made to see 
by someone simply touching their 
eyes, therefore we say it cannot be 
done. It is unreasonable. Knowing 
something of the complex struc
ture of our eyes, we believe that if 
sight is gone it will take something 
more than a mere touch on the 
eyelids to restore vision. We need 
to elevate our understanding 
before we can realize that the 
“something more” is the ever- 
available power of God.

Even earnest students steeped 
in metaphysics sometimes find it 
difficult to accept without reser
vation the wonderful promises of 
Jesus Christ. We live too much in 
the world. When we read that 
Jesus said, “Love your enemies 
and pray for those who persecute 
you,” our habitual thought strug
gles with our desire to believe. We 
may find it hard to understand 
how a woman could be healed of a 
serious illness simply by touching 
the hem of His cloak. Even the 
Golden Rule may be difficult to 
accept as a way of life. “And as 
you wish that men would do to

you, do so to them.”
Jesus Christ upsets old con

cepts and reverses mass reactions. 
If we would follow Him we must 
give up cherished beliefs, in
grained opinions, long-held atti
tudes and convictions, and with 
cleared mind take His teachings 
into our consciousness. As He 
said, we must become as little chil
dren, trusting, and our mind un
clu ttered  with preconceived 
n otion s gained from worldly 
experience. When we can accept 
His words as Truth and follow His 
example without questioning, 
then we can say that we believe in 
Jesus Christ.

His words are words to live by; 
not just to live—everyone who 
walks about does that—but to live 
successfu lly, joyously, trium
phantly. Jesus received prompt
ings directly from God, even as we 
do. The voice of God speaks 
within us at the very core of our 
being, and we hear as Jesus did. 
We need to listen as Jesus did. 
Whether we know it or acknowl
edge it, we are inseparably one 
with God. He in us and we in Him. 
This is why, in spite of our armor 
of materiality and stubbornness, 
we feel His presence, though 
perhaps as through a veil, and we 
yearn to let Him in.

Jesus’ words are iconoclastic, 
but in a wonderful way. His Truth 
assails us, transforms our con
sciousness, and one beautiful day 
it w ill break through trium
phantly to our willing heart, and 
our very nature will cry out in joy 
and exultation, “I believe! ” 0
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AMONG PEOPLE who observe 
and think, there is no question 
about love’s being the greatest 
harmonizing principle known. 
The question is how to get people

to use love in adjusting their dis
cords. Where for a lifetime there 
has been continuous agitation for 
lawmaking and force as panaceas 
for the discords of humanity, the 
simple and easy methods of love 
seem childish and silly. The minds 
of reformers have as a rule been 
charged and surcharged with pic
tures of the unjust conditions in 
the world and their righteous in
dignation has often been excited 
to the boiling point. Their upper
most thought is how to outlaw or 
crush the oppressors. They fairly 
explode with indignation when 
love or some of its attributes is 
proposed as a remedy. This brings 
up the matter of the component 
parts of love, what the elements 
are that constitute that very quiet 
and apparently powerless thing 
called love.

Paul says (I Cor. 13) that love is 
patience, kindness, generosity, 
contentment, modesty, goodness 
and good temper, truth, burden
bearing capacity, faith in every
thing, a hope for the happy out
come of everything, and never a 
thought of failure. These are some 
of the working parts of love, but



not all. The fact is that love is fun
damental in every activity of life, 
not only in the spiritual and 
mental but in the mechanical and 
physical as well.

Scientists describe gravitation 
as the force with which bodies 
attract one another. This defini
tion holds good in the mental, in 
the physical, and for all we know, 
in the spiritual realm. So what the 
physicist calls gravitation is one of 
the activities of love. Withdraw 
for one instant the steady pull of 
love from mother earth and we, 
her children, would be plunged 
into the depths of space and dark
ness. We should remember this 
when we are tempted to think 
that no one loves us. The spiri
tually developed person gives 
thought and attention to these 
apparently invisible yet powerful 
forces, and by repeated mental 
contacts unifies Spirit, soul, and 
body in the one Mind, which sus
tains and unifies all things.

It is through this process of un
folding love that great human 
beings are developed. We are not 
created great but with the capa
city to become great. Many fac
tors enter into soul growth, some 
minor and some major, but a 
person never attains supermind 
power without love. The reason 
why love is essential in a great 
person is that love is the binding 
power, the factor so necessary to 
strengthening or fortifying the 
soul. Hate and antagonism are dis
integrating, and they destroy the 
cohesion of the spiritual electrons 
and protons of which we are built.

There are metaphysicians who 
think that this earth is a tempo
rary abiding place of the soul, a 
kind o f  kindergarten, where 
lessons are learned in a single life
time that fit the soul at death to 
fly away to paradise or some beau
tiful place in the skies. This line of 
thought separates the soul from 
its source and builds a mental gulf 
between soul and body. The body 
is the precipitation of the soul or 
our th inking part; if it has 
developed sensuality and separa
tion, it must be redeemed by 
being unified with the soul, and 
this unification is accomplished 
through love. When like Jesus we 
have developed love for all things, 
even for our enemies, then the 
body and all its elements become 
plastic to thought and we have all 
power in heaven and in earth. The 
energy of light, through which 
creative Mind rules heaven and 
earth, is amenable to us when our 
mind of love synchronizes with 
creative Mind and we can say, “I 
and the Father are one.” Accord
ing to physicists, nature in all its 
forms is an electromagnetic “solu
tion” in which the atoms spin like 
cannon balls about one another; 
that is, nothing is solid, as it seems 
to be, but everything floats in 
ethereal space, ready to fly about 
at the impulse of a directive mind 
of superenergy such as that of 
Jesus. With this understanding we 
can see that Jesus was stating facts 
of superscience when He said to 
His disciples, “If you have faith as 
a grain of mustard seed, you will 
say to this mountain, ‘Move from



here to there,’ and it will move; 
and nothing will be impossible to 
you.”

In his “Essay on Man” Pope 
must have had something akin to 
this combination of gravitation 
and love in mind when he wrote,

“When the loose mountain 
trembles from on high, 

Shall gravitation cease, if you 
go by?”

According to Revelation, Jesus 
said, “He who conquers, I will 
grant him to sit with me on my 
throne.”

We begin our overcoming by 
thought mastery. We begin to 
master thoughts of hate and force 
by first thinking and doing the 
little component acts that consti
tute love. Begin today to be a little 
more patient. Practice kindness. 
Be generous in thought and act. 
When you are tempted to lose 
your temper, say, “J have a good 
temper. ” Affirm your truthful
ness under all circumstances. If 
your burdens seem greater than 
you can bear, remember what 
Jesus said: “Come unto me, all ye 
that labor and are heavy laden, 
and I will give you rest.” Develop 
spiritual faith by believing in spiri
tual forces capable of accomplish
ing for you the seemingly impossi
ble. Affirm a propitious outcome 
for everything you plan or do, and 
never admit failure in anything.

“He who conquers, I will grant 
him to sit with me on my throne, 
as I myself conquered and sat 
down with my Father on his 
throne.” ®
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ILLUMINATION—Prayer is the most 
highly accelerated mind action known. 
It steps up mental action until our con
sciousness synchronizes with the Christ 
Mind. It is the only way to cleanse and 
perf ec t  the consciousness. In this 
knowledge, we seek divine guidance 
through prayer, and earnestly affirm:

I am born anew in Christ. The Mind 
of Christ inspires and illumines me.

HEALING—O u t  physical body is the 
projection of our consciousness. If the 
body-idea is rooted in Divine Mind, the 
body will be filled with the healing, re
storing Christ life that is a perpetual life 
flow.

I am born anew in Christ. The life 
of Christ strengthens and restores 

my mind and body.

PROSPERITY-It is perfectly logical to 
assume that a wise and loving Creator 
would provide for all the needs of His 
creatures. We are indeed the Father’s 
beloved children. The very air is alive 
with dynamic forces that await our 
grasp and utilization. Truly, all things 
have their source in the invisible spiri
tual substance.

I am born anew in Christ. The love 
of Christ enriches and prospers me.



Questions
Quest

. . . with answers by 
MARCUS BACH

On the Nature of Healing

Question: How would you 
define the term often heard these 
days, “an ecstatical healing?”

G.K.

Answer: It applies to the phe
nomenon of being healed not only 
physically but also experiencing 
an overpowering sense of libera
tion, love, redemption, and peace. 
Healing has brought with it a re
lease from guilt, oppression, and 
self-condemnation. It is a way of 
saying that the root causes of the 
illness have been thoroughly 
purged. Let’s call it a sense of 
spiritual rebirth.

MB

THE IDEA To answer readers’ 
questionsabout 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.

On the Deeper Levels 
of Consciousness

Question: What is meant hy 
“psycholytic therapy ”and what 
is its function ?

H.H.

Answer: It is a term that grew out 
of LSD research in which the 
therapeutic value of LSD (Lyser
gic acid diethylamide) was clini
cally tested. Lysis or lytic refers to 
the releasing of tension and the 
reso lv in g of conflicts in the 
human mind.

MB

Question: What is your opinion 
o f the effect o f marijuana on a
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erson’s spiritual growth ?
R.T.F.

\nswer: It all depends upon a 
•erson’s definition of “spiritual
ty,” on one’s state of conscious- 
less, the ability to handle mind- 
xpanding, mind-boggling, mind- 
antasizing encounters, and one’s 
>sychological defenses in this 
ield of self-exploration. Let’s put 
t this way: as a “sacrament” to be 
ecommended for a deepening of 
ipiritual consciousness, I’d vote 
igainst it.

MB

Question: What is the difference 
between spiritual healing; faith 
iealing, and mental healing? Do 
they really produce results and if 
to, how?

E.J.

Answer: The terms have varying 
meanings depending upon indi
vidual interpretations, but basi
cally they all refer to a process and 
a discipline involving a “God- 
power” or a healing force beyond 
conventional medical and non
medical approaches to health and 
well-being.

Each of the terms is saying: 
Expect a miracle—never give up 
the hope for healing—the body 
has a will to be well—the power of 
God is unlimited—get at the root 
cause o f  your distress—make 
attunement with the total Self— 
affirm, believe, and realize your 
good!

Each term refers to the dis

covery and workability of a 
source or presence available to 
those who comprehend: 1. Laws 
of spirit 2. Depth of faith 3. 
Reach of mind.

The English healer Harry 
Edwards defines spiritual healing 
as “a spiritual act impelled by 
love.” He believes spiritual healing 
is G od’s gift to everyone and that 
it should assure us of our oneness 
with the Spirit of all life.

Faith healing, while also 
placing emphasis upon Spirit, 
allows for the working of G od’s 
grace, by which is meant that even 
though a person in need of healing 
may lack faith, the power of those 
who affirm the healing may so in
voke divine compassion that the 
barrier of doubt is broken.

Mental healing includes the 
concept of Spirit and faith, but 
puts strong emphasis on the 
power of mind, notably Divine 
Mind. “Mind is All and All is 
Mind” is a case in point. While 
spiritual healing and faith healing 
may conceivably be processes 
apart from the mind, mental heal
ing, as in the psychosomatic and 
related fields, is believed by many 
to come nearer to “scientific” 
evaluation and control.

We are, however, living in that 
remarkable transitional period in 
which the public is prepared to 
consider spiritual healing, faith 
healing, and mental healing as 
having a scientific basis even 
though the material sciences have 
found no way to prove or even 
define the terms. The question is 
openly asked: how can scientists



properly investigate the field of 
Spirit by methods or standards 
used to investigate “matter,” no 
matter how sophisticated their 
physical instrumentations may 
be? Despite or because of this, the 
gap between “scientific” and 
“spiritual” fields is nonetheless 
closing. This is all a part of a new 
holistic approach in the field of 
healing.

Do the healing methods pro
duce results? My years of research 
have convinced me they do. They 
always have and they always will, 
especially to those who, as has 
been said, comprehend the laws of 
Spirit, the depth o f faith, and the 
incredible reach o f mind.

MB

Question: How do changes in 
though t or consciousness 
produce changes in the body ?

E.A.

Answer: L aboratory experi
ments have demonstrated that dis
turbed or disturbing thoughts 
cause changes in the body chemis
try. This is also true of regressive 
states of consciousness to the 
degree that a chemical reaction 
can inject poison into the blood. 
It has also been shown that calm 
and controlled thoughts and a 
heightened consciousness gener
ate chemical compounds which 
stimulate cells to manufacture 
energy and induce a healthier 
state.

According to W. A. Chapman

(Your Cosmic Destiny), “In ex 
periments persons were made tc 
breathe through ice-cooled tubes 
causing condensation of th( 
vola tile constituents. When j 
person is at peace with himself 
the tube is found to be clear; bu 
in hatred, anger, and jealousj 
there are different colors left ir 
the tube which under analysi: 
have been found to contair 
deadly poisons. The poison o; 
jealousy will kill a guinea pig in z 
few minutes. In an hour of intense 
hatred enough poison is emittec 
to kill eighty human beings.”

You take it from there! If foi 
each destructive emotion there is 
life-damaging reaction, for each 
constructive emotion there is z 
life-prom otin g change! Fail 
enough!

Yours in a good consciousness
ME

Question: How does the faith 
factor actually work in healing?

V.B.

Answer: Faith works by dislodg
ing fear and unbelief. Since 
thought and being are one and the 
same, it follows that a construc
tive thought, such as faith, in
stantly strengthens being. Meta
physicians contend that faith sets 
up an actual current of a subtle 
life-force and directs it toward 
effecting and correcting the dis
eased condition. One of the surest 
and most hopeful signs of re
covery from disease is a rise in
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faith in the person who requires 
aealing. Faith is the thermostat! 
Set it high in consciousness to 
sffect the desired result!

MB

Question: I write you from Sri 
Lanka (formerly Ceylon), to tell 
you how much your answers 
mean to me and to say that I 
have been receiving UNITY 
Magazine free o f charge for the 
last six months because of the 
foreign exchange restrictions 
existing in Sri Lanka. The only 
way I can repay is to circulate my 
Unity material as much as I can 
among my friends.

I do have a question. Why do 
most o f Unity's articles and 
poems make it as if God is a 
human being who lives 
somewhere up in the sky and is 
waiting with hawkish eyes to jot 
down all the good and bad we 
do? I mean, isn't it highly 
obvious that God is in yourself 
(one's self)? That all power, 
wisdom, and ability to face the 
world come through confidence 
in this belief, and that what 
prayer does is to raise 
subconsciously the ability to have 
confidence by brainwashing 
oneself into believing that there 
is some external help ?

Would you agree with me that 
Christianity as it is being 
practiced today makes a person 
unconstructive in that all 
troubles you have to face are the

work o f God and that He has His 
reasons for all that, and you 
should give thanks no matter 
what He does to you because He 
is your Father, etc., etc. ?

Nowadays there is a 
wholesale misinterpretation of 
the Bible which makes a Christian 
meek and mild and highly 
passive. It is high time we 
changed this kind o f thinking.
Do you agree ? If this cannot be 
published I would like at least a 
private answer from you.

Romesh Jayosinghe

Answer: Christianity and the 
Bible are of such a nature that 
practica lly anything you say 
about them in either criticism or 
praise can be substantiated. The 
challenge put upon us as indi
viduals is to find “Truth” on the 
level of our consciousness and 
express this Truth in and through 
our daily life.

It is good that you have been 
introduced to Unity. As you read 
and study Unity teachings you 
will find many of your ideas 
corroborated. God has never been 
pictured in Unity as a pie-in-the- 
sky-superman, but, rather, the in
dwelling manifestation of Divine 
life. The true Self with a capital 
“S” is God expressed in you and 
me and in all living things. The 
overpowering realization of this is 
so great that it leaves no room for 
criticizing others who hold differ
ent views, no time for judgmental 
opinions, and actually no desire to



redeem the world or convert any
one but oneself, so demanding are 
the intrinsic values of the onward- 
going quest!

MB

Question: One year ago an 
incident took place in my life 
that caused me to lose touch 
with reality although not 
completely. Reports were filed 
about me to the FBI and police 
departments. Ever since, I have 
been watched and followed and 
my telephone conversations have 
been monitored.

These reports were filed in the 
hope that I would be deported 
from this country. Soon I will be 
going to court to defend myself 
against these reports and will 
stand alone against 
approximately twenty-five 
witnesses.

Iam praying earnestly that 
God will work a miracle, but I 
have so little faith in God. Iam 
so doubtful. Would God let it 
happen this way ? I heard that an 
individual's future is planned by 
God and if something is supposed 
to happen it will happen, and no 
one can stop it from happening 
because God planned it that way. 
Is there any truth in this?

B.C.

Answer: Your letter is printed 
essentially as you wrote it, with 
the exception that I took the 
liberty o f capitalizing “God” 
which, for reasons best known to

you, you spelled with the lower 
case “g.” I hope you don’t mind 
this upgrading. Not that I am 
superstitious, but a bit of rever
ence for Whoever created the 
world and keeps the universe 
going seems to me to be in good 
taste.

I would have been interested in 
precisely what caused you to lose 
touch with “reality” and what 
triggered reports to the FBI, but 
no matter. The time has come to 
establish a new state of conscious
ness, by which I mean making 
yourself responsive to and identi
fying with a God who represents 
Truth, justice, love, and light. And 
by “reality” let’s consider not the 
world as we see it, but God’s 
world of order and right, in short, 
the real world of Universal Mind.

With an awareness of this kind, 
you need not be concerned by 
those who tell you that God has it 
all planned out, that the cards of 
life are stacked, or that a fatalistic 
view is inevitable. Let’s put your 
problem in the hands of a God 
who sees life as meaningful and 
who goes with us through many 
dark experiences in order to effect 
the light of spiritual growth. It 
would be good to hear from you 
again and to learn what may be 
revealed to you in the days ahead. 
Affirm that many good and un
expected things will happen to 
you between now and when your 
case is called—if, indeed, it will be 
called at all. You say you pray 
earnestly for a miracle. Let’s 
expect it!

MB



BY MARION ODMARK

ANY FORM OF creativity, how
ever simple it is, has a magical 
ministration all its own, if we use 
our hands to renew the spirit of 
the mind. New adventures, new 
horizons, new understanding of 
ourself and others pop up like 
dandelions in the spring. And in 
the golden experience comes an 
unexplainable nearness to the 
greatest Creator of all.

A longtime student of Unity 
confides, “When something is 
troubling me I just start some new 
project. Maybe it is nothing more 
than trying a new recipe or 
making over a dress—anything to 
busy my hands. Creativity, you 
know, doesn’t have to be an 
artistic expression in painting or 
sculpting. It is whatever we do to 
put prayer in motion, the silent 
supplication of working with God 
to be more worthy of His help.”

Working with our hands is more 
and more an antidote to the per
plexities of today’s evolutionary 
living. We find unexpected solace
December 1977

beyond calculation or under
standing. Once we know the 
heady stimulus of creativity we 
discover untapped potentialities, 
a joyous confidence in the future, 
and a decidedly heightened appe
tite for the present.

A few years ago with consider
able trepidation a young city-bred 
couple bought their first home in 
the suburbs. It was a big invest
ment of funds and future, a 
sweeping change of lifestyle, the 
challenge of the unknown. Most 
worrisome was the personal risk 
involved.

Were they up to the demands a 
house of their own imposed? Was 
it the answer to a creeping bore
dom they both feared in their 
marriage? Could it possibly refire 
a faltering faith in God?

Recounting their experience 
recen tly, the wife explained, 
“Neither of us had ever done any 
physical work. Living in the city 
we never had to use our hands out
side of carrying groceries home
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from the supermarket. We didn’t 
know what it was to be “bone- 
tired.” But were we ever in for a 
wonderful surprise!

“It was satisfaction beyond 
belief getting the house in shape. 
My husband felt the same way. We 
hated to see it end. But when the 
work was finally finished, we both 
asked, ‘What now? What else can 
we do with our hands now that we 
know how to use them? ’ ”

For her first fling at creativity, 
the wife decided to braid a rug. 
The husband tried his hand at 
carving a wooden duck decoy. “A

disaster,” he admits, “but it did 
lead me to books on wood carving 
and seeking out experts for their 
helpful hints.” That was just the 
beginning. As the couple’s inter
ests in handcrafts widened, they 
began touring the environs for 
local fairs and exhibits, and even
tually on to more distant areas.

Their first trip to the Missouri 
Ozarks of their grandparents’ 
birth was a revelation. They found 
the beauty of the countryside 
matched only by their enchant
ment with the rare and historic 
crafts and skills handed down



from forebears of frontier days.
“For the first time in my life 1 

knew the feeling of having roots 
and somehow being rooted in all 
eternity,” the wife marveled. “I 
could relate to all those house
wives of the hills still engaged in 
china painting, rug braiding, the 
seed pictures in nature, and my 
husband felt a certain kinship 
with the woodsmen, still splitting 
fence rails and building log cabins, 
even though his own wood carving 
is so insignificant in contrast. I’ll 
never forget the long talks I had 
with a woman weaving corn- 
shucks into sturdy chair bottoms 
and another who sculpted reli
gious objects in native stone. Such 
reverence for the abundance 
about us!

“What really got through to 
me,” she continued, “was their 
contentment; such a switch from 
the uptight people back home. 
There is surely some heavenly 
peace of mind that comes from 
using your hands. This is what is 
missing in so many of our lives 
today.”

Mysterious as the virtues of 
creativity are to verbalize, the 
mind-hands partnership as a 
means to regaining emotional 
equilibrium is wholeheartedly en
dorsed by psychologists and 
psychiatrists. As one leading prac
titioner says, “At a moment of 
inner crisis, that is, at a time when 
one may feel trapped and hope
less, the use of one’s hands can be 
a lifesaving procedure. People 
who work with their hands may 
not know what takes place in their

minds and what motivates them 
to work with their hands. Psycho- 
dynamically, doing something 
useful gives people satisfaction be
cause it stimulates creativity and 
is a conquest of love over hate, of 
the creative instinct over the de
structive or self-destructive drive. 
It is a defense against fears ex
pressed in many psychosomatic 
illnesses or anxieties about ill
ness.”

Scien tific research abounds 
with clinical tests and testimonials 
showing how success and well
being result from letting subcon
scious faculties take over. The act 
of stitching, for example, can also 
stitch up loose ends of a vexing 
problem, without our knowing it! 
It crystallizes concentration when 
you need it most, or releases 
worry when that is most impor
tant. We are counseled to relax 
and put the mind at rest because 
subconscious processes cannot 
operate when the conscious mind 
is confused.

It has also been found that 
beneficial physical and chemical 
changes do take place when the 
human spirit is fully animated, as 
it is in using one’s hands in cre
ative work. When we are happily 
occupied, we experience relief 
and satisfaction. We find and safe
guard our privacy. We are better 
able to cope with the world and 
keep life in proper perspective. We 
are more receptive to the teach
ings of Truth. Our inborn restless
ness is quieted and the most mean
ingful factors come into focus.

There are other peripheral plea-



sures in working with our hands; 
the dignity of discipline, the har
mony and orderliness of one step 
at a time, the elastic inventiveness 
that snaps into being when we 
slow down and let imagination be 
free. All these factors substantiate 
the secrets of those who best 
exemplify a mature coming to 
terms with living and a closeness 
to the heavenly Source of life. 
Creativity is an enveloping atmo
sphere with its own kind of 
oxygen.

Following a recent lecture, I 
was asked, “How do you explain 
so many young people, teenagers 
and even those younger, be
coming interested in handcrafts? 
It seems incongruous in this day 
and age of computers and outer 
space.”

Not strange at all. In youth’s 
serious search for self-knowledge, 
introspection and discovery of 
one’s natural self, manual expres
sion can be the essence of com
munication with self as well as 
with peers in youth’s prevailing 
nonverbal behaviorism. Many of 
the problems young persons face 
are the same problems that plague 
older generations. No wonder age- 
old crafts are being consecrated as 
symbols of technology spurned, 
individualism asserted, and cre
ativity triumphantly vindicated. 
The function of creativity as balm 
to the psyche counts just as much, 
if not more, to the growing as to 
the grown. Yet it is work that is 
ageless and timeless.

Some time ago the famous 
Tournai tapestry of the “Flight

into Egypt” was badly in need of 
repair. Dating back to the early 
1500s, this monumental master
piece, ten feet by twelve feet 
eleven inches, that hangs at 
DePaul University in Chicago, was 
showing the ravages of time. It 
was all too evident the priceless 
treasure needed expert restora
tion.

Who could be entrusted with 
such painstaking work? Only 
Josephine Wilkins, a mere 4 feet 
10 inches tall and nearing eighty! 
In an interview at the time, she 
flatly stated, “I’ve never studied 
restoration work. I’ve gone ahead 
and done it. My great grand
m others on both sides were 
weavers. I think there is some of 
inheritance in the understanding 
of threads. I seem to have a differ
ent approach than most people in 
seeing threads and their patterns. 
You see the trouble with me is, I 
don’t know what I can’t do.

“I thought I was up against it 
when I couldn’t find any silk to 
match, but things have a way of 
falling into place,” she stated. She 
found some silk on her own closet 
shelf that she estimates had been 
there forty years. She dyed it to 
match and used it to reinforce the 
tapestry’s silk highlights around 
the central figures of Mary and 
Jesus.

Waking up our sleeping sensi
bility to the world around us—its 
history and hereafter—and to the 
glory of God our Creator is what 
creativity is all about. It is the eye 
of the hurricane where all is quiet 
and right. ©



STEPS

BY LEDDY AND RANDOLPH SCHMELIG

A Tenth Step 
Learning Right Judgment

Because of your unfolding sen
sitivity to spiritual things, and to 
individuals everywhere, all con
sciously or unconsciously seeking 
this same Ideal, you perceive that 
life holds the old eternal choices,

possibilities, and infinite potential 
for all. You see more completely 
than ever before that the most 
basic needs of life, the underlying 
longings and questionings are 
essentially the same for souls in



every age, in every place. There is 
a universally shared experience—a 
shared restlessness from within. 
The restlessness grows into a won
dering, and the wondering into an 
active seeking, and the active seek
ing into love—devotion to the 
Truth. That love unfolds from 
within outward as the Answer 
that answers everything.

Lesson 2: Love, the Divine Answer

The miracle of it all is that the 
divine Answer is forever seeking 
to reveal itself to everyone every
where. It is seeking to reveal itself 
to you now, in all that you expe
rience, through everyone that you 
meet, through these words now, 
and through all the words that 
you study and listen to as you 
glean for Truth.

If you find sweetness in reading 
scriptures or other Truth writings, 
if you find yourself pausing just 
after some phrase to lift up your 
eyes from the page or close them 
in a brief moment of peace and 
wonder that comes to you sud
denly through the medium of the 
words (you can’t tell just how), be 
grateful for that experience of 
divine grace. That is the love of 
Truth actively growing and un
folding in you. That love is itself 
the great affirmation of all that 
you have ever heard that is good 
and true and eternal. And it is the 
continual denial of all that may 
seem depressing or limiting to you 
in any way, either in thoughts of 
the past, the present, or the 
future. That unfolding love is the

living process of affirmation and 
denial active in your life. It is ever 
choosing through you and for you 
experiences and relationships and 
directions in life that are filled 
with possibilities of greatness.

Grace—divine love in action—is 
signaled by your seeking, and it 
comes to fruition as a peaceful 
self-reliance in all that you under
take. Learn to think lovingly of 
the universe, actively seek the 
spiritual Ideal—the divine Be
loved—in all that you do, and you 
will be safe, illumined, free.

As any serious decision con
fronts you, try to feel this inner 
freedom and self-reliance; sense 
that peaceful inner knowing that 
is love expressed. Try to develop a 
sense of devotion and oneness 
with Spirit even before you 
actually formulate a specific 
choice in the matter at hand. Seek 
to feel devotion for the spiritual 
Ideal—for God, for the Christ of 
your being, for that radiant Self, 
for the universal Father or Mother 
or Friend, for whatever form or 
attributes that Beingness assumes 
for you. The love you experience 
for that which is the highest and 
best will begin to illumine all your 
sensibilities with wisdom and con
fidence. Love will transmute your 
attitudes for the better; it will 
change and uplift you. Love will 
light your life.

As you seek out the answers to 
l i f e’s questions, and as you 
develop an attitude of love even 
through the hardest lessons, you 
see more and more that all these 
things must be discovered by each
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one for himself. No one can learn 
for another. There is no standard 
book of etiquette that will be an 
infallible guide through all the 
shadows and turns of your life. 
Therefore, strive to get at the very 
base of all the lessons—that self- 
luminous Self of you.

Rem ember always that no 
matter who may hold up diplomas 
before you, whoever may tell of 
great visions, whoever has made 
miraculous overcomings and turns 
back to tell you about them, who- 
ever expounds beautiful scrip
tures and great teachings, the final 
answer to your questions must 
always come from that timeless 
Self of you and none other. No 
one else has timeless answers for 
those old questions.

The illumined souls of all time 
have always taught this Truth. 
They have always pointed to the I 
AM of your very own being as the 
source of all wisdom. That Christ 
Spirit is the Way and the Truth 
and the Light forever. Follow that 
Light.

Sooner or later, you will begin 
to experience a genuine devotion 
blossoming from within whenever 
you think about the spiritual 
Ideal, whenever you think about 
Truth. Think about that feeling of 
love and inspiration. That is the 
Answer trying to come through, 
and it is trying to come through 
even in the hardest decisions as 
wisdom and peace.

It becomes natural and progres
sively easy to love and become 
consciously at one with that 
which is the answer to all ques

tions, the remedy revealed, the 
treasure continually offered, the 
Beloved that your mind and heart 
have been seeking to know all 
along. Only that which is love 
itself can permanently attract and 
fulfill the deepest desire of your 
heart, the boundless love you have 
to express. Seek that ultimate 
answer through all the judgments 
and decisions of your life.

Reflect for a moment about 
what it is like to be in love. No, 
this kind of reverie is not really 
out of place in learning right judg
ment. (After all, the wise, the 
clear-eyed, are always in love with 
life.) And it is not out of place in 
relig ion—not in true religion. 
Those who have been recognized 
as saints and seers of every faith 
have been God-intoxicated, 
cosmically “in love” individuals. 
They have known love so fully 
that the experience has trans
formed their life and the lives of 
countless others. Think of that 
ecstasy!

The one who knows this love— 
who is in love with the spiritual 
Ideal—will always choose to think 
about, to be consciously with, to 
see remembrances of the Beloved 
in each and every thing and cir- 
cum stance. The matter o f 
deciding whether or not to dwell 
upon the Beloved is simply not 
considered. The mind and heart of 
the devotee follow naturally and 
gladly toward the Beloved at all 
times.

The practice of positive affir
mation and denial is an important 
way to help the spiritual aspirant



direct and uplift the mind so that 
more and more it will naturally 
and gladly dwell on the spiritual 
Ideal. It is important to remember 
that the right use of affirmation 
and denial is not for the ultimate 
purpose neither of strengthening 
the mental powers nor of pro
ducing certain desired effects in 
the realm of appearances. What a 
dangerous pitfall this false con
cept can be! Rather, the right use 
of affirmation and denial is to 
develop the faculty of spiritual 
discrimination—the clear sense of 
what is unreal and what is Real. 
The development of right judg
ment, spiritual discrimination, 
leads to the blooming of devotion. 
Complete liberation—unity with 
the spiritual Ideal in thought, 
word, and action—is the fruit of 
devotion.

With the idea in mind of devel
oping the love faculty of your 
being, and with the confidence 
that the development of this 
faculty will naturally and beauti
fully develop also the judgment 
faculty, let the Beloved Spirit, the 
Christ of your being, lead you 
always. As you enter into the cre
ative process of affirmation and 
denial, know that it is the Beloved 
you seek to experience, the Be
loved you seek to express. Know 
that the Beloved Christ of your 
being intends only blessings and 
ever greater realization for you 
through all that you encounter in 
life. The answer trying to come 
through for you now is real and 
important and meaningful for you 
in the life situations you expe

rience in day-to-day unfoldment 
Therefore, free yourself to formu 
late and use affirmations anc 
denials that mean something tc 
you at your own particular poini 
in unfoldm ent, as you pas: 
through this particular growth 
process. Lovingly and firmly 
devise your own statements your 
self, inspired by the Teacher with 
in. Or, still led by that same 
Teacher, choose statements thal 
you have read or heard which 
really speak those inner feelings 
you have. Your Teacher is evei 
seeking to guide and instruct you 
through everything and everyone

Be persistent as you strive foi 
inner peace and sureness. Write, 
repeat, think your statements to 
yourself until you can get the 
same sense of sureness and peace 
that accompanies real love- 
mother or father for child, child 
for parent, friend for friend, lover 
for beloved.

Get at the essence of pure love 
in your mind and heart. Then do 
not lose touch with the value of 
that experience; bring it out into 
the light of today. Find it when 
you need it most: in trouble, in 
indecision, in doubt, in confusion, 
in fear, in all of life.

This Truth that you love is not 
out of place in life. Only some
times the student may feel out of 
place with the lessons. But when 
you can get at the meaning of 
life’s lessons, and when you can 
feel love welling up in your 
thoughts and feelings and judg
ments about things—even if the 
pieces don’t seem to fit together



in the outer yet—just trust in that 
feeling. Let it guide your words 
and actions. And let the outcome 
take care of itself. It will!

Practice Exercise

As you begin this practice exer
cise, put the pressing decisions of 
life aside for the moment, and as 
you relax and become attuned to 
the guidance of your inner Self, 
feel that in all things the supreme 
Beloved of your soul is comfort
ing, uplifting, and directing you.

Breathe in the love that the Self 
eternally gives to you, and as you 
breathe out easily and freely, 
know that the divine love you are 
experiencing is naturally express
ing into every area of your life. 
Even in unseen ways, the answers 
you seek are being made manifest.

Now that you are relaxing and 
feeling receptive, let your mind 
flow to the feeling of deep love. If 
you have ever felt “in love,” give 
thanks for the blessing that is the 
essence of that feeling. Let the 
remembrance of love be lifted in 
your thinking completely out of 
the context of sentimentality or 
emotionalism. Realize that the 
faculty of pure love with which 
you are spiritually endowed is 
really one with the faculty of per
fect judgment. Both are of the 
Christ nature, all light.

Take the feeling of love into the 
silence of your being and see what 
answers it has for you. Lift it up 
into the heights of your highest 
thoughts. Direct it toward the Be
loved that is the light of every

person and every experience. Let 
that pure love illumine your judg
ment faculty. Feel how, like a 
great warm and loving light, it 
seeks to reveal everything to you.

How wonderful to have every 
decision life brings your way 
answered with such a feeling! If 
only you could lift up your eyes 
from every problem and test of 
life with such a sureness and 
peace, and if only you could pro
ceed in every judgment and choice 
prompted by divine love. Beloved 
child of God, that is your birth
right and destiny.

In order to begin to claim that 
birthright, use the creative 
method of affirmation and denial 
with the spirit of devotion so that 
your judgment faculty may be 
illumined. Use affirmation as a 
way of saying, Yes! This is o f the 
nature o f my Beloved. I accept 
this with all my mind and heart! 
Use denial as a way of saying, No! 
This is not o f the nature o f my 
Beloved. I bar this from my con
sciousness! In this way the spiri
tual aspirant becomes truly free 
and divinely wise. In this way you 
will come to know the Beloved of 
your soul as never before.

For example, if you seek illumi
nation concerning a health chal
lenge, try this technique of seek
ing the Christ essence even in the 
midst of the illness experience. 
You might use an affirmative 
statement, such as: My true 
nature is one with the nature of 
Spirit, the Beloved o f my mind 
and heart. Therefore, 7, too, am 
essentially whole, strong, eternal.



beautiful, and vitally alive. I 
accept this Truth with all my 
mind and heart. And you might 
accompany this statement with a 
denial, such as: The appearance of 
illness or weakness that I have 
been experiencing is in no way a 
part o f the nature o f Spirit, the 
Beloved o f my mind and heart. 
Therefore, I do not accept or give 
power in word, thought, or action 
to the appearance o f illness. I 
declare this appearance as a chal
lenge to be overcome victoriously, 
a passing growth experience.

The outcome of both the affir
mation and the denial should be 
an increased tendency to dwell on 
the qualities of Spirit. This ten
dency of mind and heart will be 
experienced and outpictured as 
the perfection of Spirit.

If a problem concerning per
sonal relationships with other 
people has developed in your life, 
purify your judgment faculty 
with the same technique. Try a 
statement like this: My true 
nature and the true nature o f each 
individual concerned in this situa
tion are one with the true nature 
o f Spirit, the Beloved o f the uni
verse. Therefore, we are essen
tially loving, wise, understanding, 
harmonious, and patient. I accept 
this Truth with all my mind and 
heart. And try also a freeing state
ment of denial, such as: The 
apparent antagonism, conflict, or 
lack o f communication in this 
situation in no way reveals the 
true nature o f all concerned, 
which is the peace and love and 
wisdom o f Spirit, the Beloved o f

the universe. I do not accept or 
give power in my thought, word, 
or deed, to these negative condi
tions, and I declare this problem 
as a passing growth experience, a 
challenge to be overcome with 
victory and love.

The outcome of both the affir
mation and the denial should once 
again be a new revelation and 
attraction to the qualities of 
Spirit. By dwelling on these spiri
tual qualities, the mind becomes 
infused with light. Drawn by love, 
the mind is uplifted into a new, 
ever more perfect wisdom and 
peace. The companions you 
attract and the experiences you 
share with others will express the 
love in your mind and heart.

If you are seeking right judg
ment concerning prosperity in 
your affairs, perhaps this kind of 
statement will prove very helpful: 
My true nature is the nature of 
Spirit, the Beloved o f my mind 
and heart. I am rich in ideas and 
creative ability and I express and 
attract abundance. I accept this 
Truth with all my mind and heart. 
And this type of denial may also 
help: This appearance o f lack is in 
no way my natural state, for it is 
not o f the nature o f  Spirit, the Be
loved o f my mind and heart, the 
Source o f infinite supply. There
fore, I do not accept or give power 
in my thought, word, or action to 
this negative appearance, and I de
clare this appearance as a passing 
growth experience, a challenge 
through which the Beloved will be 
demonstrated in full glory.

As before, the outcome of the



affirmation and the denial noted 
should be that more and more 
thought and feeling are centered 
on the positive qualities of the Be
loved, the Christ nature. Natu
rally, as thoughts are outpictured 
by the universal law of mind 
action, those positive qualities 
will come to the surface of your 
experience. Perhaps the answers 
and the outworking will come in 
ways that surprise you—even in 
ways that challenge you further. 
Only good can come of this seek
ing activity. Therefore, trust in 
the leading of Spirit. When you

are challenged by indecision or 
contradictory appearances, love 
more. Think of the spiritual quali
ties of the Beloved of your mind 
and heart for even a few solid 
seconds a day, and your life will 
fill with new light. Beloved, bless 
your Spiritual Diary as you write 
your personal affirmations and 
denials there. It will reveal won
derful things to you about your
self and about the Christ self of 
you. Bless you as the divine 
answer comes through for you 
ever more clearly and freely. Now 
and forever, you are unfolding!

Consistent reading of UNITY Magazine can mean a 
change in your life. Each issue is full o f human interest 
stories that will speak to you; poetry that will give you inspi
ration; and metaphysical articles that will expand your think
ing.

UNITY Magazine contains the thoughts o f the best Truth 
writers-and each month is an adventure in spiritual learning, 
upliftment, and growth.

A subscription is just $3 per year; each additional year or 
subscription on the same order, $2. Place your order today 
by using the form on the flap.

UNITY Magazine 
Unity Village, Missouri 64065

UNITY Magazine also makes a fine New Year’s gift to 
change the life of someone you know!



Mappx Birthday, 
Christ Child!

BY REBECCA CLARK

IT WAS CHRISTMAS DAY.
It was a time of magic for me, 

the whispered secrets of the 
adults, the good smells coming 
from the kitchen, the gathering of 
family, and the big moment soon 
to come—opening the presents 
heaped under the fragrant 
Christmas tree in the library.

Thoughts of anticipated Christ
mas morning joy sparkled in my 
eyes as brightly as lighted candles. 
Grandmother’s big patchwork 
qu ilt was nestled around my 
shoulders and I snuggled warmly 
in the big four-poster bed in my 
upstairs room. I knew before 
peeking from the window that a 
thick blanket of new-fallen snow 
had covered the surrounding 
mountains. It always snowed in 
the Blue Ridge Mountains for 
Christmas—at least it did in my 
child’s mind and memory!

I opened my eyes with all the

anticipation of a ten-year-old 
eager to get on with the activities 
of Christmas morning. As I tossed 
back the covers, my attention was 
drawn to a small white card that 
was attached to my pillow with a 
red ribbon. Lovingly and carefully 
lettered on the card were these 
words:

Rebecca, child of love and 
light,

You are unique and you are 
loved.

On this, your special day,
Happy Birthday, Christ Child!
I stared at the card. Good feel

ings of warmth and love filled my 
heart. Somehow I knew this card 
was special and held great mean
ing and promise that my child- 
mind did not fully comprehend at 
the time.

Great was my fortune to grow 
up in a household of love and 
faith, with parents who were
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thoroughly Truth oriented, and 
who practiced what they learned 
and believed. No question my in
quisitive mind asked was ever 
ignored or neglected. I was curi
ous to know more about this 
“Christ Child” idea. It sounded 
good. Of course, I knew the story 
of the Baby Jesus, but instinc
tively I knew there was more.

When my birthday arrived I was 
often teased by folks saying, 
“Merry Christmas and Happy 
Birthday,” in one big gulp. People 
often asked, “Isn’t it frustrating 
for you to have a Christmas birth
day? You get only one present 
instead of two! ”

never felt that way. Christmas 
held deep, inner significance for 
me and had always been a special 
and moving time. If I had chosen a 
holiday birthday, it would have 
been Christmas. Even as a child 
and teenager my mind often 
soared beyond the mundane com
mercial realm of Christmas and 
tou ch ed  the deeper spiritual 
meaning of the holy season.

ow indescribable are Christ
mas and the birth of the Christ 
Child. It is something far deeper 
than all our words can convey. It 
is a feeling, a knowing, that ex
presses itself in the very spirit with 
which it draws people together.

There are times when I seem to

sense a strong universal feeling of 
awe, or praise, of great rejoicing, 
permeating the atmosphere. I can 
almost hear the chorus of Christ
mas angels singing their “Allelu- 
jah!” to the Christ Child. Christ
mas decorations sparkle for me as 
a shadow of the glory and bril
liance of the light of our own 
radiance.

Christmas is our story!

T he ancient story of the star of 
Bethlehem, the three Wise Men, 
and the Babe in the manger is our 
story—yours and mine. It is an old 
story but as fresh as a newborn 
child. I cannot think of it without 
being struck with the rare beauty 
and simplicity of it all.

Each of us is also a Christ child. 
Your birthday, my birthday— 
whatever the calendar date—is the 
birthday of a Christ child. The 
light and spirit of God burn with a 
brilliant flame in our hearts. 
Recognize this Truth. Lift up 
your eyes and stand in your Real
ity beneath the sky, beneath the 
trees, in the warming rays of the 
sun. Listen to the harmonies of 
nature whispering to you. Feel the 
rhythm of abundant life coursing 
through your being as the universe 
sings your birthday song.

You came into this mortal life 
with a definite purpose. There was 
a reason for your birth, for you 
are a unique individual. You are 
important. Let the greatness of 
G od’s Life fill you. Let each forth
coming birthday be a new horizon
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reaching beyond your current 
knowledge.

xpress joy in being alive. Joy 
is a part of your divine birthright, 
so claim what is yours! Expect 
opportunities for happiness and 
service to come to you because 
your attitude of faith and confi
dent expectancy brings more 
blessings than you can ever con
ceive for yourself.

When the Child Jesus grew into 
adulthood, He demonstrated the 
reality of God’s presence in Him
self. He told those who would 
hear that all men have the same 
potential. He gave instructions to 
the path of perfect spiritual un- 
foldment. He invited us to follow 
Him, to give birth to our own 
Christ—to experience our own 
Christmas!

\ s you celebrate the birth of 
the Christ Child, Jesus, celebrate 
also your birth as a Christ child. 
Let your mouth speak words of 
peace and goodwill. Let your ears 
hear the music of the spheres pro
claiming the good in everything. 
Let your eyes behold the beauty 
of God in everything around you. 
Let your song join with the 
celestial choir in praising God for 
the glories of this Christmas 
season.

Faith, hope, and love are gifts 
which cannot be bought or sold, 
but only joyfully given away.

They are the wellspring, firm and 
deep, of true Christmas celebra
tion. These are the gifts without 
price, the ornaments incapable of 
imitation. They are discovered 
only within the beingness of each 
of us, and therefore they are 
unique. They are not always easy 
to come by, but with effort they 
are available in unlimited supply.

RRemember the words on the 
small white card that very special 
Christmas morning? Well, when I 
went downstairs, I asked my 
parents to tell me what the words 
meant. And the thoughts I have 
shared with you are from the 
story they told me!

Keep this Truth in mind!
Wherever you are, on whatever 

day you celebrate your birth, love 
speaks to you through the words,

Happy Birthday, Christ Child!

Unity Churches, Centers, 
and Teachers

If you would like to know the location 
o f  your nearest Unity church or 
center, and cannot find it listed in 
your telephone directory, please write 
to The Association o f  Unity Churches, 
Unity Village, Mo. 64065. They will 
be glad to give you any desired infor
m ation about Unity churches or 
classes in your vicinity.



1 have been promising myself to write 
and tell you how beautiful are the pic
tures within and on the covers of Daily 
Word and UNITY Magazine. One could 
sit and look at them and meditate for 
hours they are so perfect.—H.M., Cali
fornia.

®
I just wanted to tell you that I am 

very pleased with UNITY Magazine. 
The short articles are for times when I 
am in a hurry or feel I can cope with 
only one simple idea at the moment. 
The light articles are for the times when 
I am light. The deep and abstract 
articles are there when I am ready to 
handle that depth. So, basically, I want 
to say that UNITY Magazine is well- 
rounded and is serving our needs very 
well. The covers are the most beautiful I 
have ever seen. Every month I think 
that you have achieved the ultimate in 
beauty, and every month I am pleased 
to see that I was mistaken.—D.D., 
Arizona.

0
Thank you so much for your re

minder to me to renew my subscription 
to UNITY Magazine. I would like to 
take this opportunity to say thank you 
for a wonderful magazine. It has 
brought me much comfort and much 
strength. God bless you in your 
work.—N.D., England.

You know, I like the new UNITY 
Magazine. It seems to have blossomed 
into something new and exciting. As 
you always stress, change is natural and 
good. Thanks to all who take part in its 
preparation.—E.H., Canada.

o
Over the years I have enjoyed UNITY 

Magazine and Daily Word. On my 
“down” days they always seem to have 
the lift I need for that special energy to 
meet any purpose at hand. Thank you 
for letting me share the good news with 
so many others.—N.P., California.

©
I would like to tell you of my expe

rience. Not long ago, I was very de
pressed and found it difficult to get rid 
o f the feelings. So, I packed a shopping 
bag with copies o f old UNITY Maga
zines and Daily Words, and took a bus 
to a business section. I walked several 
blocks, leaving magazines at each bus 
stop. I looked back often and saw 
people taking the magazines. One wo
man opened a Daily Word and put it in 
her purse. A man was reading while 
walking, and I felt good knowing that 
there are people in all walks o f life who 
are looking for the things that I am try
ing to grasp. By the time I got home the 
depressed feelings were gone. Thank 
you, dear friends, for showing me the 
way.—E.J., California.



authors of "Steps in Self-knowledge," currently running as 
a series in UNITY Magazine, have written a book which can show 
you how to develop a "pattern for a new and dynamic personal 
experience."

PATTERNS FOR SELF-UNFOLDMENT will give you guide
lines for realizing and using the process of "the ever-outward ex
panding, the continually-upward spiraling unfoldment" that can 
take place in you!

Clearly and concisely you will be shown how to put into daily 
practice a step-by-step method that will make you more aware of 
your spiritual self, and guidq^ou into patterns of increasing the 
Christ-awareness within

PATTERNS FOR H ^ fe ^M E N T ,  a best-selling hard
bound book from UNITY Books, is priced at only $3.95. Order 
your co rn e r  coDies for friends bit lining the convenient form on 
the




