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VIEW FROM UNITY VILLAGE
.. .with the editor

February—the month of love! And who can tell the story better than 
lames Dillet Freeman? We invite you inside this issue of UNITY Magazine 
o page thirty-four where Mr. Freeman’s smiling face and beautiful words 
ibout love await you in his Message from Silent Unity. If you are lonely or 
done, or know someone who is, you will find comfort in the words that 
he director of Silent Unity shares.

It is always difficult to single out articles or poems that we believe 
ieserve special attention, because everything that is published is so beauti
fully Christ-inspired, but we especially would like to recommend these 
)ieces to you.

—“How Wonderful We Are!” by Glenn Clairmonte, on page four, is a 
ophisticated yet beautifully simple look at the uniqueness of human
kind. We all have times when we feel unworthy or that we are not making 
ubstantial contributions to life. Glenn Clairmonte will convince you that 
rou are more wonderful than you think you are—even if you already 
hink you are great!
—“What Am I?” by Roderick W. McCallum is a provocative, but we 

rust not controversial, allegory about God. It is possible that you have 
lever seen such an article in UNITY Magazine, but it is also likely that this 
:ontribution will cause you to think more seriously than you have in some 
ime about who and what God is.
f —“How Brief Is the Darkness” by Gertrude Naugler is a sensitive and 
oving first-person story of how a mother dealt with the death of a son. It 
vill touch your heart, especially if you are working through the challenge 
>f the death of a loved one.

UNITY Magazine readers who admire the work of Stella Terrill Mann 
nd Leddy and Randolph Schmelig, and their number is great if our mail is 
; good barometer, are treated in this issue to the final installments of 
"Stories from Life” and “Steps to Self-knowledge.” “Stories” by Mrs. 
lann ends after sixteen consecutive months. “Steps” by the Schmeligs 
ias appeared for the past twelve months. These two series have been 
mong the most popular to appear in the magazine and have helped 
housands of persons in their own spiritual unfoldment. Although the 
rticles have come to an end, we know the work that has been written and 
lublished will go on doing its good work through the beautiful seeds of 
’ruth that have been planted.

In God’s love,



TCotv Wonderful 
We Jfref

“The new handling of the rising generation may turn out to be one of thi 
most important methods yet devised to advance the human race.”



BY GLENN CLAIRMONTE

P O S I T I V E L Y ,  WE ARE 
UNIQUE, worthy of congratula
tion if only because we are mem
bers of the human race. We must 
never discount the fact that in 
1 merely being human we are speci
men s o f grandeur. We don’t 
always meet our highest demand, 
but this we realize, and we try 
harder. With all our faults (and we 
are smart enough to know we do 
have some of them), we still have 
remarkable valor.

This is, of course, because we 
are reflections of an overall wis
dom that we hardly pretend to 
understand. No mortal mind 
•could short-circuit the guidance 
o f the Intelligence that has 
created what we are with all our 
potential. In fact, whenever one 
of us does get off the track, as a 
result o f willfulness, circum
stances steer us back before we 
have been able to wreak perma
nent damage. We can always 
return to the safer road.

Do you realize that for centu
ries we have been constantly 
solving problems as rapidly as 
they have arisen? At no time in 
history has there been any stop
page of mankind’s forward reach, 
and at this moment there is less 
single worry than there is worry 
about the race as a block. Is that 
an improvement? You may be 
sure it is. All “persons of conse
quence” you meet soon show 
themselves to be active in one or 
another social movement. The 
happiest people you know are

those whose private experience is 
encompassed by public interest. 
And, of course, even you and I are 
concerned about the Earth and all 
those who dwell upon it. We are 
equal passengers on a relentless 
journey, and only what is salutary 
for all can be of advantage to us.

These days we often hear the 
complaint that the riches of the 
globe may soon be dissipated. One 
daring soul even gave a date for 
this catastrophe, such as, say, 
2025. But just as frequently we 
hear the answer that comes from 
the well modulated voice of a 
nameless speaker: “Doomsayers 
fail to take into consideration the 
ingenuity of man.”

Precisely. That reminder cheers 
us because it is the promise that 
boun ty will prevail. Human 
nature is mysterious, but it has a 
basis in both spiritual and physical 
aspects. Therefore we seek a pur
pose beyond our own sakes, and it 
is esteem for our fellow travelers 
that helps us cherish the human 
condition. There is always work in 
progress that will protect our 
good in the years to come.

In my childhood I knew that 
the family rule was to avoid self
ishness, but I silently argued, 
“How can I, when this me is the 
place where I start?” Neverthe
less, gradually even I became im
bued with sympathy for the 
others around me. Conscience 
tells us that it is wrong to remain 
self-centered, and we can never 
rest until we overcome that ten-



"Do you realize that for centuries we have been constantly solving prob
lems as rapidly as they have arisen? At no time in history has there been 
any stoppage of mankind’s forward reach.”

dency. We always want to tran
scend the little self. The supra- 
personal transfigures the self- 
centered creature into an instru
ment of giving.

The first proud glow in a child 
comes when he has found a way to 
mend his friend’s broken wagon, 
or when he has caught his little 
sister as she was falling. Through 
every stage of satisfaction, from 
the small to the patriotic, there is 
a stream of reward beyond the 
practical explanation. Now that 
the world view is stretching the 
possibilities of help to all persons, 
there will be more grandeur expe
rienced in each heart.

Today we benefit hourly from 
the discoveries of individuals of 
the past, and the least of us enjoys 
improvements that a century ago 
were outside the realm of imagi
nation. All that electricity 
affords, all that agriculture has 
gained, all that rapid communica
tion endows, and all that public 
health has instigated have en
hanced our prospects. Even now 
certain scholars are experimenting 
with methods to protect the 
populace from starvation in the 
event we squander our present re
sources. Devices as yet uncrystal
lized will maintain our favorite 
projects and enlarge our capa
cities, and many subtle facilities 
will prepare the further advance 
of civilization over anything we

are acquainted with now. There 
will be, you can readily believe, 
both systematic progress and the 
increased gratification of art.

Plato characterized the artist as 
one who gives birth to some new 
reality, and one modern scientist 
asks, “What if our logic and 
science derive from art forms and 
are dependent upon them, rather 
than art being merely a decoration 
for our work?” Of course both are 
true.

When the biologist tells us what 
he considers to be fact, he may be' 
spreading his art upon us. In 
National Wildlife Magazine for 
June 1976, we read of the 

“ . . .clear, high chirping 
produced by the insect rub
bing together the file and the 
scraper located on its fore , 
wings, When air tempera
tures rise, the cricket’s 
bodily processes speed up. In 
fact, the snowy tree cricket’s 
response to rising tempera
ture is so attuned that you 
can estimate the tempera
ture by counting the chirps it 
utters in 15 seconds and add
ing 39. For instance, 35 
chirps in 15 seconds equals 
74 degrees Fahrenheit.”
Now, this sounds very factual 

indeed, and yet it is an observa
tion close to art. It is a description 
from the human viewpoint, and 
we make no effort to verify it



from the insect’s own claim. We 
can call it a scientific explanation 
and nod in satisfaction. The hid
den artist in each of us is 
appeased, for we accept this ver
dict as a shared label of truth, and 
our relationship with one another 
is more firm.

When someone exclaims, “Isn’t 
it wonderful that we understand 
the cricket?” Someone else may 
return wryly, “It would be more 
wonderful if we could understand 
the cricket as well as we think we 
do.”

The ego is always trying to be
come more and more objective.

We frequently read something 
that enlightens us, and we are 
likely to murmur, “I didn’t know 
that! ” in surprise that there is any
thing at all still foreign to us. 
Often our life is enriched, or our 
path changed, by someone else’s 
casual remark. Truth to tell, we 
meander through life collecting 
daily knowledge and garnishing it 
with accidental contributions 
from people we meet (or pass 
without recognition). When we 
realize this, we may personally be 
careful to spread only benefits.

Each of us may feel inventive 
enough to perform a service by 
talking about what we consider an 
eye-opener, and when we hear the 
pronouncements of others we 
accept them as original. For 
instance, Rollo May, a master at 
giving instructions, has sincerely 
recommended that we should use 
the power of mental decisions to 
improve character. Because of his 
advice we are better able to select

thoughts that can lead us into im
proved activity of both mind and 
body.

But after he had been teaching 
in this vein for years, one day it 
dawned upon him that the Dutch 
philosopher, Baruch Spinoza, 
who died in 1677, had taught his 
own students, “Fasten your atten
tion upon some virtue that you 
want to acquire, and in time it will 
have become a part of your per
sonal equipment.”

Then Rollo May realized that 
his own “new” idea had been 
tracing the trail made long ago by 
the footsteps of others. How 
many of us are leaving a similar 
effect without even knowing it?

Jacob Bronowsky, in his bril
liant TV series on “The Ascent of 
Man,” commented on the way the 
human mind has developed. And, 
strangely enough, after giving us 
this report, he backstepped to the 
point of deploring the current use 
of Zen and what is called ESP. 
Evidently he fell short of seeing 
that both these methods are only 
“aiding and abetting” the very 
growth possibilities that he was 
admiring. It is by definite experi
ment that ideas are transmuted 
from one stage of usefulness to 
another. B ron ow sky’s own 
mental sharpness was no doubt 
developed through similar private 
trials by earlier generations, 
though he had come by his own 
understanding so naturally that he 
did not credit such approaches.

The distinction of the human 
animal is its effort to use evolu
tion for its own purpose (no mat-



ter how it happens that such pur
pose has been impregnated within 
his genes). We keep fashioning a 
future to match our best desire, 
even while “the future becomes 
no longer what it used to be.” Our 
habit of inserting our own will 
into everything we encounter— 
the leveling of a mountain or the 
filling of a pond—is all the more 
proved by recurring challenges to 
plot new means of coping.

We are human enough to value 
fidelity: “While life lasts I swear 
to you. . . .” Contrarily, we are 
also human enough to combat 
conformism with comments such 
as: “New situations require new 
remedies.” We are never satisfied 
to be as we are. We strive to be
com e som eth in g more, and 
choices are always enticing us. We 
are forced to assume whatever 
courage we need, to satisfy 
demands as they are made upon 
us, and we thrill to necessity.

We never work alone even when 
we believe we do, but we proceed 
by rubbing elbows with others, by 
encouraging and receiving encour
agement. We seek those who let us 
confide our miseries and those 
who praise our conquests. Bliss
fully unaware of how such a prac
tice can affect us, we are yet 
always contriving to mingle, to 
corroborate or to dispute, more 
than ever when we suspect that 
such contact may possibly have its 
dangers. We ask, “What is around 
the corner?” and we dare one 
another to take one further step.

When we have not words 
enough to describe our constant

extension, we use symbols, and in 
this way, innocently enough, we 
enter into the art world. Thus, 
while partaking in a creative act, 
our personal curiosity applies 
another layer upon the social 
structure. We may believe that we 
are alone while doing this, or we 
may feel a group pressure, but we 
could never carry on in a vacuum. 
We are really being swept along in 
silent or acknowledged unity. We 
are integers in an eternal puzzle. 
All we can do is select our com
panions so as to move in the am
bience we prefer.

The wonder is that we are 
always entertaining concepts for 
improvement. We are automat
ically cooperating with divine 
direction, or resting upon it, or 
drawing strength from it, or en
gaging its design with every claim 
we make to originality.

We can never fail to flow with 
the force of universal conscious
ness, even when we decide to 
rebel, for such a decision is itself 
part of the force with which we 
are flowing. The safety of our 
fellow human beings is our own 
safety, and there can be no lasting 
conflict, because all effort has its 
birth in the Source.

Not one of us is a maverick; we 
all wear the everlasting brand of 
mankind. In every act we move 
straight toward a culmination that 
we feel drawing us, though we 
cannot name it. Almost every 
person has felt what we call 
destiny outlining the path to 
follow in a profession or other 
activity. When we are old we can



“Today we benefit hourly from the discoveries of individuals of the past, 
and the least of us enjoys improvements that a century ago were outside 
the realm of imagination.”

look back and say, “In youth I felt 
it was important to do this very 
thing.” Musicians or politicians or 
teachers or builders can never 
remember a time when their true 
vocation was not beckoning them 
in one form or another. Mozart is 
our great example, Churchill 
another, and among the countless 
unknown there are still the begin
nings that could never be denied.

Not too long ago only a small 
percentage of people ever went 
through all eight grades of what 
used to be called “grammar 
school.” When a graduation class 
reached its goal there was specula
tion among the neighbors as to 
how many of the pupils might be 
able to enter high school. There 
was shaking of heads: “Too bad, 
but very few will ever reach the 
fourth year at high school. ”

Now it is quite usual for boys 
and girls to graduate from high 
school, and even the doubt about 
their being qualified to enter col
lege has been discarded. Arrange
ments have been made to meet the 
requirements of the various stu
dents. In fact, many hundreds of 
colleges have been inaugurated in 
various sections of the country in 
response to the public need. These 
colleges are all newly founded 
during my own lifetime, neces
sitated by a whole new layer of 
accommodation. It has become 
quite usual for older people to

resort to college after raising 
families, whereas for generations 
on ly the young were ever 
admitted to classwork. The spread 
among the population and the 
community arrangements to meet 
the necessity for higher education 
make up the characteristic of this 
new age.

All this has encouraged count
less adult organizations through
out the country to provide their 
newly enrolled members with un
dreamed of educational oppor
tunities. Conferences, symposia, 
congresses, summer sessions, 
“celebrations,” and many other 
events attract congregations of 
adult students in beautiful coun
try places or on college campuses, 
fo r the discussion of special 
psychologies, often under the 
tutelage of famous university 
professors.

What an advance from the last 
century’s social functions when 
men and women paraded for no 
other purpose than to exhibit 
expensive costumes and snobbish 
preferences! People are no longer 
satisfied to assemble merely for 
the sake of acquaintanceship— 
they now seek common interests 
in the intellectual field. They in
vest their time and money in 
group study, often without any 
recognition, such as college credit, 
actually for the choice of mental 
pursuits.



“We never work alone even when we believe we do, but we proceed by 
rubbing elbows with others, by encouraging and receiving encourage
ment.”

At present this is such a wide
spread custom that it is lifting the 
general intelligence noticeably, 
and one of the offshoots (over
whelming any pretense at mere 
sociability by the exchange of 
developing ideas) is the advance in 
the education of children. Of all 
the human plans that have im
proved the mortal lot, the angle 
that educators are now stressing 
may be one of the most impor
tant.

Right now there is wide encour
agement for the natural psychic 
development of children instead 
of insistence that it be stamped 
out of them before puberty. Once 
they were taught to say a circum
scribed prayer but ridiculed if 
they perceived any answer to it. 
Now they are not ridiculed if they 
believe they receive an inner 
response to their cogitations. 
Their instinctive talent to judge 
between alternatives can help 
them as they reach adulthood, to 
establish sturdier public health 
physically and mentally. Seeing 
the Truth as against blind conven
tion can uncover for the rising 
generation the negative emotional 
patterns that the average child 
previously was forced to accept 
from his parents’ subconscious. 
Once they were not allowed to 
analyze the family influence and 
protect themselves from it, but 
now they tap their own soul and,

through an inner message, correct 
the harmful parental implications 
before they accumulate enough 
crust to hurt.

Children are at last freed from a 
program unwisely contracted by 
parents who themselves were crip
pled by their private histories. No 
longer do children submit to the 
hidden disturbances that burden 
their parents. Ripe with intuition 
they now appraise each situation 
and become enabled to relieve the 
parents and also to claim their 
own liberation. Thus a child under 
the new educational method pre
vents his moral disfigurement and, 
incidentally, releases the parents 
from their own outdated con
tagions.

When young Allen walked into 
the house with his trousers torn, 
his mother started to scold, and 
because he had been taught to 
evaluate such a mood he said off
handedly, “Don’t worry about it, 
Mother. These pants will soon be 
too small for me anyway.”

She bridled, a new view of the 
matter before her mind’s eye, but 
still she had to rationalize, so she 
insisted, “All the more reason to 
take care of them while they still 
fit you.”

By that time her anger had 
thinned, and the boy went up to 
his room whistling. He had arrived 
at his commonsense estimate 
instead of being steamrollered by



a parent’s peculiar complex (the 
probable cause of which may have 
been a sheaf of grievances never 
uncovered). In interpreting the 
incident with perspective he had 
at the same time recharged him
self.

The new handling of the rising 
generation may turn out to be one 
of the most important methods 
yet devised to advance the human 
race. The very self-centeredness 
with which separately we began 
has conducted us to a point where 
we see a private hurt as a public 
need, and we are pressed to solve

it for the general good without the 
lonely cringing that heretofore 
governed us. The modem psychol
ogy which recommends continual 
con su lta t ion—intim ate com
munication among large groups— 
is opening new doors. Our goal, 
the good of the whole, is today’s 
lesson, and it is preparing us for a 
grander lesson tomorrow.

We shall continue to search for 
and to act upon the spiritual 
principle, because to do so is our 
nature. And that is the secret that 
proves how wonderful we are. .

V,vansijorm ctiion
By David Johnn

The moon comes 
clean and shining 
from the sea, 
writing the world— 
a lyric
made of light; 
and the moonglow 
that so softly 
touches me 
has made me a part 
of the poetry 
of night.



BY GERTRUDE NAUGLER

THE BIG 747 jet plane was com
fortable, almost homey, not the 
flying monster I had been expect
ing. Like other passengers who 
were traveling the spring skies 
alone, I had three seats to myself; 
nothing to cramp the feet; no 
knees to squeeze past. “We shall 
soon be over Montreal,” came the 
voice of the pilot.

Montreal? Hadn’t we just seen 
the lights of Ottawa strewn on the 
darkness? How fast we were 
speeding toward dawn on the far 
side of the Atlantic! In California, 
where my husband, Edward, had 
taken me to the airport that morn
ing, it must be barely past sunset 
now, while in England, ahead of 
us, it was already the wee hours of 
the morning.

The trip was a gift from my 
mother, a touchingly old-fash
ioned expression of love. A few 
months earlier my second son had 
died. Now Mother was giving me 
the best she could, a trip to 
Europe. I stared down as the pat
terned lights of Montreal moved 
into view, pinpoint gleams that 
marked out the streets of my early 
dreams.

“My lake? Of course. It had to 
be there somewhere, quiet in the 
chill night, its dark mirror 
waiting for the moon to rise.”

“ ‘You take it, God, all my pride 
and everything that Fred has 
meant to me. He is Yours now. I 
know You can heal him, but 
perhaps it is time for him to 
begin a new life elsewhere.’ ”

“ Death was no stranger to him.
‘ If it turns out that Fred has to 
go, we must only think of giving 
him a good send-off.’ ”

“ I couldn't see him, but the feel 
of him was so intense that we 
were closer together now than 
when he was in the flesh.”

“ From then on he was with me, 
not constantly, but often. He 
came during the quiet hours at 
night and at other times surprised 
me. Washing, or cooking, or 
writing, I would suddenly stop 
and ask, ‘Why am I so happy?’ ”





There I had met Edward when 
he was a medical student at McGill 
University. And there, later, our 
son Fred had received his bache
lor’s degree, majoring in geology. 
The lights thinned out. The dark
ness beyond must be the French 
hinterland where Fred had 
worked summer after summer, 
mapping for the Quebec Bureau 
of Mines. Suddenly he seemed to 
be in the seat beside me: “Mother, 
down there is your lake.”

My lake? Of course. It had to be 
there somewhere, quiet in the 
chill night, its dark mirror waiting 
for the moon to rise. The plane 
flew on, pointed at London, but I 
was back in our California home 
in the foothills of the Sierra 
Nevada, lingering with Fred over 
the breakfast table fifteen months 
earlier.

We were in the rich lull between 
Christmas and the New Year. Now 
and then we caught the scent of fir 
needles. Everywhere were little 
angels and silver sparklings, stars 
and candles, reminding us that the 
family was together again.

Rosy-cheeked and handsome at 
thirty-two, Fred greeted life with 
enthusiasm. His romances had a 
way of going awry, but otherwise, 
most of the rewards that men 
struggle for had already come to 
him. He loved his work as an 
oceanographer in Seattle—the 
cruises to far places, the research 
and writing for scientific journals, 
the reputation he was acquiring in 
his field.

“Mom,” he said, “a map of 
Quebec Province came into the

office the other day, and I found 
your lake on it. They had it 
labeled just as I named it—Lac 
Gertrude.”

“You named a lake after me? 
But why didn’t you tell me?”

“Oh, I must have. It was years 
ago. You just forgot.”

“I wouldn’t forget something 
like that.” Suddenly I felt warm 
and important and especially well
loved. “But that’s marvelous, 
Freddy. I like the way my name 
sounds in French. What does it 
look like, my lake?”

“Well, I guess it’s kind of 
marshy.” His eyes twinkled.

Marshy . . . h’m. Anyway, that 
sounded like good ecology—a 
shelter for wild things. I saw frogs 
and dragonflies and water birds 
standing on tall legs among the 
reeds.

“It probably has mosquitoes,” 
teased Fred.

That was our last carefree time 
together. In March our daughter 
Barbara, who lived near Fred in 
Seattle, telephoned to say that he 
had a case of flu from which he 
couldn’t seem to recover. Fred’s 
father, a medical doctor, said we 
must get him to come home. He 
arrived, thin and yellow, barely 
able to walk.

Three days later I was cutting 
stalks from the asparagus bed 
when Edward came out and told 
me that Fred had an advanced 
case of Hodgkin’s disease, a cancer 
that attacks young people. I stood 
up and said to Edward, “You 
must let me cry.”

“No!” He was firm. Death was



no stranger to him. “If it turns out 
that Fred has to go, we must only 
think of giving him a good send- 
off.”

That night I went to my room. 
Drawing the drapes against a 
starry sky, I sat robed in darkness. 
For many years a quiet time each 
night had been a part of my life, 
but now God seemed far away. 
The crickets were loud, their shrill 
voices pulsing like the sound of 
my own aching. I stared into 
blackness . . . and then I felt it. 
There was a Presence.

I held still and waited. No 
words came, but something was 
being shown to me. I began to see 
that much of my great distress was 
caused by a preoccupation with 
self. I had been so proud of Fred. 
How could I give him up? Sud
denly it was clear that my pride 
was useless to anyone except me 
and that it was a burden to me. 
For a long time I sat quietly.

Then I said, “You take it, God, 
all my pride and everything that 
Fred has meant to me. He is Yours 
now. I know You can heal him, 
but perhaps it is time for him to 
begin a new life elsewhere. Let me 
think of nothing except how to 
care for him—not with false cheer
fulness, but with a gladness that 
we can share this time together.” 
Immediately a feeling of peace 
pervaded the room, deepening to 
love that filled the whole house 
and wrapped us all around.

Soon our prayers, including 
those of Silent Unity, seemed to 
take effect. Fred improved even 
before therapy was begun. On

Easter Day he was thirty-three. As 
the days passed, we talked philos
ophy by the hour and reminisced 
about the years when all six of us 
had been under one roof. And, as I 
did my household tasks, Fred 
liked to sit in the dappled sun
shine under a live oak, reading.

His big form filled out again, 
and the color came back to his 
cheeks. I didn’t ask whether the 
improvement would be perma
nent, and nobody told me. He 
celebrated by going to a fancy 
men’s hair stylist, and I met him as 
he came out. “You look just like 
Sir Lancelot now,” I said. Smiling, 
he gave me his arm, and for a few 
golden moments we strolled 
through Camelot.

I do not know how things 
might have been if Fred had 
stayed with us. His doctors felt he 
should return to work in Seattle, 
where he could feel he was still 
filling a useful place in society. 
But things didn’t go well. His job, 
under the Department of Com
merce, was terminated by federal 
budget-cutting. After much un
certainty he was offered a similar 
position in Washington, D.C., 
thousands of miles from home 
and friends. Quickly I said we’d go 
East together, and I’d help him get 
settled.

But after a trip to Seattle his 
father came home speaking of our 
son as a dying man. Telling myself 
that Edward was trying to face up 
to the worst, I got my clothes in 
order and tried to imagine the 
apartment Fred and I would have 
in Washington, D.C., tried to see



m yself cooking his breakfast, 
welcoming him home at night. 
But none of it seemed real. The 
end came, and we didn’t even have 
time to go to him before he died.

From my journal
Every morning now I wake to 

the light, to the knowing anew— 
Fred is dead. How can this be? 
James, Peter, Henry, John, but 
not Fred. Fred is dead. I say it 
over and over. I begin to believe it. 
I pass my hand back and forth on 
the curve o f the mattress. The 
sheet is smooth and white and 
blank like the thought o f nothing.

How do I live from day to day? 
I don't, not even from hour to 
hour; I live from moment to mo
ment. Just take me through the 
next moment, God. I cannot talk 
or clean or cook. I cannot answer 
the phone or eat. Edward stands 
in the garden and stares at his rows 
of vegetables. The children have 
taken charge. I try to get my mind 
o ff myself by praying for the 
others. I pray for Fred.

Sometimes I go out back and sit 
on a warm rock. The Spirit o f God 
moves in the sunlight and down 
through the trees and up from the 
mosses and lichens. It steals in 
slowly and soothes and calms. 
And at night I sit in the big chair 
Fred loved, and the Presence 
comes, and now I know why Jesus 
spoke o f the Holy Spirit as the 
Comforter.

Only a few days after Fred 
died, his brothers, Ted and 
Douglas, saw him in dreams that 
were so vivid they seemed real.

They talked and cried with him 
and felt great light and peace. 
Could it be that he was trying to 
tell us he was all right? How I 
wanted to see him too!

I began to do the everyday 
things of life again, but they were 
hard because they were all asso
ciated with the last days Fred and 
I had spent together. There was 
nowhere to go that I had not 
taken him in my efforts to keep 
up his interest in life. Sunrise Mall, 
our beautiful shopping center, 
affected me deeply. Its lighted 
walkways and tumbling fountain 
took me back in time, as a tall 
figure strode beside me only to 
fade into air.

One morning I awoke enough 
to know that it was dawn, and yet 
I was still dreaming. Or was I? I 
saw Fred leaning over a table that 
seemed to be in a store. Looking 
at me he said, “I’m going to the 
corner for ice cream today.” 
Puzzling, I opened my eyes. Did 
they have ice cream over there?

It was mid-morning when, un
accountably, I felt an urge to visit 
Sunrise Mall. It drew me like a 
magnet. When I arrived, the wide 
corridors welcomed me as though 
for a celebration. I went to a 
department store restaurant and 
sat down to find myself looking at 
the table Fred and I had occupied 
just five months earlier. Taking 
the menu from a smiling waitress, 
I stared at the table, fascinated. 
Where was my grief? Why wasn’t I 
choked with longing? For a simple 
reason. I felt Fred was sitting 
beside me.



I couldn’t see him, but the feel 
of him was so intense that we were 
closer together now than when he 
was in the flesh. Then we had used 
words, symbols that never totally 
conveyed the meanings intended, 
but now each knew instantly what 
the other was feeling. His happi
ness came alive in me, his love, his 
humor, his “Fredness.” Testing 
the situation, I tried to grieve and 
couldn’t.

A fter lunch I wandered 
through the store and out into the 
mall with its colorful shops. Fred 
stayed beside me. We didn’t part 
until I was driving home across the 
shadowed hills of late afternoon. 
“What a great day,” I thought, 
“even though I could hardly find 
anything to buy—nothing but, 
finally, that expensive ice cream 
Dad loves so.”

Ice cream? Of course. It was a 
present from Fred to Dad. Now I 
remembered the morning dream. 
Or was it a vision? Fred leaning 
over a table saying, “I’m going to 
the corner for ice cream today.” 
We had gone together.

From then on he was with me, 
not constantly, but often. He 
came during the quiet hours at 
night and at other times surprised 
me. Washing, or cooking, or 
writing, I would suddenly stop 
and ask, “Why am I so happy?” 
Then I would know why as I 
sensed the soft light of Fred’s 
presence. A blessing began to 
linger in the house that friends, 
and even strangers coming for the 
first time, remarked upon. As a 
child I had first heard of the

“communion of Saints.” Now I 
began, wonderingly, to under
stand the meaning of the words.

The big plane droned on. A 
jolly steward was bidding us good 
night. I smiled, thinking of the 
p ilgrim age I was making to 
London to meet a friend of 
F red’s. My lake must be far 
behind now. It might lie forever 
unseen by me. Yet in some way it 
would still be mine—my ruffled 
water, my trembling grasses. It's 
kind o f marshy, Mom. Never 
mind. Marshes have a beauty of 
their own. I leaned back and 
dozed.

Beneath us the earth turned, 
but we were above it, free. Moving 
faster than the turning, we rushed 
to meet the sun. A little sleep and 
then a clatter of dishes. I opened 
my eyes. “Not breakfast!” I said.

“Yes, we’re due at Heathrow in 
an hour and a half,” the stew
ardess said. How often she must 
have assured surprised Califor
nians that after a very short night 
daylight had come, eight hours 
early.

I looked out to morning and a 
sea of clouds. Then I stretched 
and breathed deeply. The sun was 
rising. Adventure was ahead. And 
I couldn’t get over it: how brief is 
the darkness. ©

It is through that which is most 
incommunicably personal in us, 
that we make contact with the 
un iversa l.—Pierre Teilhard de 
Chardin.



THE
RETREAT

EXPER IEN CE
BY PAMELA YEARSLEY

THIS IS A STORY not so much 
about retreats as about retreat- 
ants—people. Actually, it could 
have been nothing else. Retreats 
are people. From the planning 
stages until the day of departure, 
from  lively entertainment to

moments of silent reverence in 
meditation and prayer, the main 
thrust is toward people.

There are as many reasons why 
individuals attend retreats as there 
are individuals. Some take the 
term retreat literally and plan to
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use the time mostly just getting 
away from the mainstream of 
their life activities. Some may 
come hoping to learn more about 
Unity—a place, a teaching, an idea 
that they have read or heard about 
through friends. Still others are 
serious Truth students who use 
this opportunity to expand their 
knowledge of metaphysics and 
Truth.

Eleven retreats are conducted 
yearly, each lasting one week that, 
to most retreatants, passes all too 
quickly. Perhaps contributing to 
the impression that “it’s over too 
soon,” is the fact that a good deal 
of the time is filled with struc
tured activity. There are classes 
and workshops, tours, dinners, 
picnics, and programs. But, along

P a rtic ip a n ts  in  a re c e n t panel d iscussion  
session w ith  re tre a ta n ts  w ere , le f t  to  r ig h t :  
W illia m  L. F isch e r, Paula M cC le lla n , Foste r 
M c C le l la n ,  M a rg a re t C on n , a nd  F rank 
G iu d ic i.

with all the well-planned activity, 
there is also time to be alone- 
time for meditation, contempla
tion, conversation. This time is 
called “Me Time” in the retreat 
brochure, and that is exactly what 
it means. It is time set aside be
tween programs for people to 
follow their own path and to do 
whatever they most want to do.

Harvey Luto from Mississippi is 
a seasoned retreatant. He has been 
to so many retreats that he no 
longer remembers the exact 
number. Mr. Luto is one of those 
vibrant, open, eternally young 
persons eager to share his feelings 
and experiences, especially when 
given the opportunity to express 
his deep appreciation for and 
dedication to Truth principles.

Although he has had a good 
many physical challenges—six 
ma j o r  heart attacks since 
1972—his zest for living seems to 
be indomitable. Why does he 
attend retreats? His reasons vary, 
too. He used to come for a vaca
tion from work and the pressures 
associated with that. Now that he 
is retired, he comes for renewal, 
for learning, and for association 
with others who share his un
quenchable thirst for Truth. Mr. 
Luto likes the classes and work
shops; he likes learning more 
about Unity and Truth. “Every 
retreat is different,” he says. “Of 
course, some are better than 
others, but you only get out of it 
what you expect to get”—and he



comes expecting, knowing, that 
not only will he go home with 
heartwarm ing memories and 
heightened spiritual understand
ing, but he will have had a good 
time and made some new friends.

Patty Barrett, along with her 
husband Larry, attended their 
first retreat recently, and she says 
she definitely intends to return. 
Patty and Larry are very active in 
the young couples group in their 
Unity center at Ft. Worth, Texas, 
and they plan to work at interest
ing other young people in attend
ing retreats.

Patty was intensely moved by 
her visit to Silent Unity and the 
prayer service there. “I felt that I 
had never been so at peace,” she 
said of the meditation time. “I 
was actually being instead o f just 
becoming.” Although they were 
probably the youngest persons

attending this particular retreat, 
Patty felt that age did not seem to 
matter, and after a short time 
“walls melted, and a union 
occurred between the various 
souls that were drawn together” 
through the retreat experience.

There are also those who come 
with troubles—personal, spiritual, 
all types of human concerns— 
searching out answers to their 
sometimes vague and unvoiced 
questions, and hoping to find 
solutions. One such woman has 
not forgotten how, after her first 
retreat, she left “walking on a 
cloud,” and she has returned 
many times to strengthen her 
understanding and apply in prac
tical ways what she learns, to lead 
a more pleasant and fulfilling life.

These are but a few of the thou
sands of persons whose retreat 
experience is the prime responsi
bility of three very familiar and 
much-loved workers at the village. 
Foster and Paula McClellan and 
Mary Rexroth are the “back
bone” of the Unity retreat pro
gram. Not only do they coordi
nate the programs for each re
treat, but they lovingly partici
pate and join with the retreatants 
on a warm, personal basis.

Besides a great deal of hard 
work and dedication, their jobs re
quire minute sensitivity to the 
wants and needs of those whom 
they serve. In talking with the re
treatants, it soon becomes quite 
clear that they love and appreciate 
their “leaders,” and consider 
them to be very dear friends that 
they will carry home in their



hearts after a retreat is over.
The welcome mat is always out 

for a Unity retreat. No matter 
what your reason or need, no 
matter what your favorite season, 
there is a retreat experience 
planned for you, for your spiritual 
growth and renewal, for making 
rich and rewarding acquaintances, 
and for just relaxing and fun.

Foster, Paula, Mary, and all of 
us at Unity Village extend a 
hearty welcome to all of you to 
come and experience a retreat! 0

For detailed information on 
retreat schedules for 1978, write: 
Retreat Department, Unity 
S cho o l  o f Christianity, Unity 
Village, Missouri 64065.

A TITHING VISION
BY JIM ROSEMERGY

ONE OF THE most misunderstood ideas within the 
world of religion is tithing. Many have the mistaken 
idea that tithing is giving ten percent of our income 
to the church. This idea is an outer symbol of some
thing that must take place within the spiritual life of 
each of us. All the things we do physically are 
symbols of attitudes that are a part of us.

Tithing is not giving ten percent of our income to 
the church. It is an outer symbol of an inner attitude 
that says, “God first.” If we truly acknowledge God 
as our Source, then our attitude in life will demon
strate our feeling that God comes first.

We are tithing when we make prayer time the 
most important part of our day because we are 
saying, “God first.” We are tithing when we are 
healed or receive some unexpected good in our life, 
and our first thought is, “Thank You, Father.” We 
are tithing when the first gift we give each month is 
to our channel of spiritual good. This may be our 
church, or even an individual, or an organization that 
has touched us spiritually.

The amount is not paramount, but the attitude is. 
We are tithing whether we give one percent or ninety 
percent of our income, if we do it knowing that God 
is first in our life.



StoriesfromLife
BY
STELLA TERRILL MANN

IN OUR LAST story from life, I 
told of how my paternal grand
parents Lewis and Elizabeth 
Smith Schellenger came through 
the threats and problems of life 
during grandfather’s long years in 
the Civil War. In this, the last 
chapter of the series, I want to tell 
you about my parents, and how 
they “brought us up” in the way 
they thought we ought to go. 
Since I now am a great-grand
mother, I have had ample time to 
see how my parents’ teaching 
worked out. Today, I am grateful 
for their strict, but not severe 
training.

“Train up a child in the way he 
should go, and when he is old he 
will not depart from it. Prov. 
22:6.

My father, Anderson Schellen
ger was the second child of my 
paterna l grandparents. My 
mother, Ella Brownfield Schellen
ger, was the first child of her 
parents, Henry Clay Brownfield 
and Mary Blue Brownfield.

Both my parents were born in 
Ava, Illinois, and knew each other 
from childhood. The two families 
were distantly related. My parents 
were in love as children, Father 
being about seven years older than 
Mother. When Mother was about 
thirteen years old her father took 
his whole family to Arkansas to 
live.



From the first Mother was 
homesick for Ava and for her 
friends and relatives. Father 
traveled to Arkansas to visit 
Mother and the family several 
times. Theirs was a love match and 
it showed up strongly all their 
lives. When Mother was about 
nineteen years old she came north 
to marry my father. Except for 
her brother John, the rest of 
M other’s relatives stayed in 
Arkansas. Uncle John was a joyful 
part of our lives from the time he 
arrived to the end of his old age.

Mother was an optimist. No 
matter what unwanted condition 
or threat arose, she would say, 
“Well, there is one good thing 
about it ... ” and proceed to find 
so many good points about it that 
we began to rejoice instead of fret
ting. She was using a Truth princi
ple without knowing it. If we chil
dren were restless or quarrelsome, 
Mother began to sing, and soon all 
five of us were singing. “Play 
pretty” was her phrase for cor
recting our spats and disagree
ments. She never let us get by with 
selfishness. I never heard a serious 
word of hurry, worry, or fear 
from my parents when I was 
young.

We were all trained to work 
from a very early age. Before I 
went to school I had a “home” 
job. I had to keep the woodbox 
near the kitchen stove filled with 
chips. We lived beside a great 
virgin forest that included wild 
cherry, plum, and persimmon 
trees, and tangles of wild grape 
vines and many varieties of wild

nut trees. We cut trees for our 
cooking and heating stoves, and 
we had a great woodpile near the 
house. When the men chopped the 
wood, the big chips fell to the 
ground, and it was my job to fill a 
little basket with the chips and 
carry them into our house. At 
first, I made mistakes. Mother was 
patient in training me. But one 
day she gave me a lesson I never 
shall forget. Mother did not 
spank, scold, or punish her chil
dren. What she did was always 
more effective. She led us to see 
our own faults and mistakes.

Late one cold, fall day, Mother 
said to me: “Stella, you know the 
men have gone rabbit hunting. 
You know they will be home soon 
with rabbits for us to cook. You 
know your brother and sister will 
soon be home from school, and 
hungry.” Then her attitude 
changed to one of mock worry, 
fear, resignation, as she added: “I 
guess we will all have to go to bed 
hungry. I will not be able to cook 
supper for any of us! ”

Mother’s words, “any of us” 
included me of course. Mother 
had said all that with such art and 
purpose that I was convinced that 
something dreadful had happened 
and that we would indeed have to 
go to bed hungry.

“Why will we have to go to bed 
hungry?” I asked, alarmed.

Mother kept on with her act: 
“Because,” she said seriously, 
looking even more worried, “I 
can’t start a fire in the stove. 
There are no chips in the box!” 
Mother stood there looking at me



as if she were utterly helpless. She 
added to her act by saying, “And 
you know I have to stay in the 
house and take care of the two 
babies ” meaning my two 
little sisters, one only a few 
months old and the other past 
three years old.

In today’s language, these com
ments really shook me up! I 
grabbed up my basket, put on my 
coat and woolen hood and hurried 
out to the woodpile, filled the 
basket and rushed back. When I 
had dumped the chips into the 
box beside the stove, I rushed 
back for a second load. When the 
big box was full Mother said, 
“Now we can all eat!” Before 
starting the fire Mother sat down 
and took me on her lap and said, 
“I am going to tell you something 
I want you to remember.”

I settled myself to listen. When 
Mother spoke in that tone we chil
dren paid attention. It was not 
scolding; it was teaching. It was 
important, something we needed 
to remember. Her manner of 
teaching made us feel that we 
were worthy, growing up, and we 
were going to make it in this 
world. We felt safe and we often 
felt proud of our ability.

As I write these lines, I can re
call my mother’s face, the earnest
ness of her intention to teach me 
something I needed to know. It 
made me feel safe and happy. I 
belonged—everything was going 
to turn out all right, even if I had 
forgotten the chips!

What Mother said was this: 
“Stella, you must remember that

in a family everybody has to do 
his part of the work or everybody 
else will suffer. Your job is to keep 
the woodbox full. If one member 
of the family does not do his job, 
then he and all the others will suf
fer. If you had not filled the box, I 
could not have built the fire. One 
person neglecting his job can 
make the whole family suffer. 
Everyone must have a job. Yours 
is to keep chips in the box. Now,” 
she said kindly, but firmly, as she 
stood me on the floor and got up 
from the chair, “I never want to 
have to remind you about it 
again!”

What Mother actually did was 
to give me a sense of pride and a 
feeling of being important to the 
whole family. I was wanted. 
Needed. I could help. I had done a 
good job. I must remember there
after. I must be dependable. Many 
times later, busy with play, I 
wanted to skip that job, but 
according to Mother I never again 
missed “doing my duty.”

Most children of my generation 
could read and write before they 
went to school. Parents and older 
brothers and sisters taught the 
young child to “sound out” the 
letters phonetically. They would 
then pronounce the word and tell 
the child what it meant. We loved 
books. I think every child who 
could read expected and received 
a book for Christmas. Mother 
used to read to us from an old 
schoolbook. She also taught us 
principles of living and the joy of 
living by singing church hymns, 
reading from the Bible, poetry,



and newspapers. To back up the 
school ideal of teaching a child the 
three R’s, our parents added 
respect, respon sib ility , and 
religion.

There was a great deal of happi
ness in my childhood. There were 
so many relatives and near-rela
tives to visit, and there were big 
family reunion dinners every two 
years when Father’s sister, Aunt 
Harriet Jay, and Uncle A1 and 
their daughter Wanda came home 
from California for a visit.

Mother was talented in music. 
She sang folk songs and church 
hymns. She played both the old- 
fashioned pump organ and the 
piano by ear, having had no 
musical training. Once Father 
bought an accordion for her from 
a man who needed money. Later, 
Mother insisted that Father sell it 
back to the man at the same price 
as soon as he could afford to buy 
it back. She played it so well that 
the man accepted more money for 
it and Mother kept it. Father 
co u ld n’t “carry a tune in a 
basket,” but he liked for all of us 
to sing. My brother played the 
violin and I played the guitar. 
Together we had a wonderful time 
“making music.”

Father often cooked Sunday 
dinner, and in the afternoon he 
would take us and the neighbor 
children on a walk in the woods, 
or fishing, while Mother read the 
papers. Father was a gifted story
teller. He made up stories for our 
entertainment and I think, his 
own. One story line which fasci
nates me to this day concerned

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

the continued actions of a “ghost 
of a big horse.” He got into all 
sorts of scrapes. Now and then 
Father would see him in the 
woods at night (he said!). Once I 
asked Father, “How big are his 
eyes?” Always delighted when I 
asked him questions about that 
ghost of a horse, Father promptly 
answered, “About the size of the 
wheels on the spring wagon.” 
Mother sometimes objected to 
Father’s “made up” stories as 
poss ib ly  harming us, but he 
always grinned and said, “Oh, 
Ella, the stories won’t hurt them. 
Maybe they will do them good.” 

We had a varied life in several 
small towns. My parents left the 
town where I first went to school 
and moved up to Sparta, because 
there were good schools there and 
a good Bible Society that had 
gone on fo r years. Father’s 
brother Henry and his family lived 
near town. At first we lived deep



in the country and went to a one- 
room schoolhouse that had eight 
grades. Walking to and from 
school was one of the great joys of 
my childhood.

We moved from the first house 
nearer to town, just outside of the 
city limits. There we had a farm, 
and father also worked part-time 
in the coal mines. Our brother, the 
oldest of the children, went off to 
World War I. He finally returned 
to his wife and baby, but life was 
never the same again for any of us. 
I went West to go to school. I still 
go to school. I still am learning 
new and better ways to help 
people. Let me tell you a bit about 
that.

In the past few years many of 
those who contact me are seeking 
help. “How can we stem this 
tide?” they ask, quoting statistics 
on crime, immorality, fear of loss 
of personal and national freedom.

These persons tell me of the 
family problems that they feel 
powerless to change. One woman 
recently wrote, “Why aren’t the 
churches and people like you 
doing something about all this?” 
Yesterday a long letter came, end
ing, “Tell your readers the truth 
about today’s conditions!”

Well, I am telling the readers 
the truth. I tell them that this is 
the best day the world has yet 
seen, and that tomorrow will be 
better. I tell them that we can 
learn to do the things Jesus did. I 
tell them how we got into today’s 
condition and how we can get out 
of it, and what others are doing to 
better themselves and the world.

The essence of it is this:
God, having given man free will 

does not keep him from using it or 
take it away from him. Some 
people use it to grow. Others use it 
to their disadvantage. What hurts 
teaches, what pleases teaches, and 
between the two the human race 
learns. There is a better way: Start 
with trying to learn the Truth 
Jesus knew and taught.

Truth is that which is and does 
not change, like the fact that two 
and two are four. Modern science 
is working with points of Truth. 
They used it to put men on the 
moon and man-guided craft on 
Mars. Eventually, every wrong 
idea about the Christian religion 
will be put aside and the teachings 
of Jesus will be proved to be 
Truth. It will be found to be true 
that we actually can do the things 
Jesus did and just as He said, 
“greater works.”

I have a good sized library 
about what has happened to man 
on his way up to find God, and 
today I stand where my grand
parents stood: God is a God of 
love. He is real, and can be reached 
through prayer. I stand with my 
comm onsen se, love-centered 
parents: what is needed is to 
“train the child up.”

So, by tomorrow, or the day 
after that, some modem scientist 
will prove that the teachings of 
Jesus are Truth, and the world will 
never be the same—it will be 
better than anyone can yet 
imagine. So what’s to cry, except 
for joy? ©

End of Series.
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Compassion
By Ann Sandefer

JESUS WAS FILLED with com
passion when He looked upon 
pain, sickness, lack, or limitation. 
He did not pity the people, nor 
did He resist their circumstances. 
He lifted them to a new level of 
consciousness.

The feeling of compassion is a 
desire to help. Where the desire is 
frustrated we feel only pity, but 
where there is faith in God and the 
b e lie f that God does answer 
prayer, there is gradually built up 
a c o n s c i o u s n e s s  o f  G od’s 
presence.

Because compassion is so 
closely linked to the human emo
tion of passion, we often confuse 
the two, but compassion is not a 
human emotion, it is a divine im
pulse. We see through our eyes but 
what we see is colored by our con
sciousness, by our soul, by what 
we feel. So look with compassion 
upon the world and upon those 
who are suffering.



Watchword
FAITH

Building the Christ 
Consciousness

BY FRANCES W. FOULKS

PART II

Beloved o f God:
Some of you to whom this 

second message comes may be 
passing through experiences that 
try the soul. All o f us undergo 
periods o f testing, o f refining, 
before we become as pure gold. 
The psalmist says: “We went 
through fire and through water; 
yet thou hast brought us both to a 
spacious place. ” Notice that he 
says “we went t h r ou ghw e  did 
not fall by the wayside or enter 
into that which was taking place. 
The three youths o f Israel who 
kept their eyes on God though 
their experience was extremely 
difficult, had the companionship 
of the angel o f His Presence. They 
came forth unscathed with com

mendation and promotion. So it i 
with us. Experiences met with ou\ 
eyes on God add to our growth 
Through them the soul is richer 
and we enter a higher place in thi. 
school o f life.

Recently I went out to gather 
some blueberries for breakfast. . 
saw some bushes in the woods anc 
thought that I would find then 
some fine ones; that in those shel 
tered places, away from the ho 
sun and storms and in woodsy 
soil, they would be big and swee 
and plentiful. I found the bushe. 
almost empty and the berries or 
them tasteless and small. . 
searched further and found, righ 
out in the hot sun where th( 
storms swayed them, the weed.



The first step toward establishing within us the mind of Christ, a mind 
such as showed forth in the words and works of Jesus of Nazareth as He 
proved His Christhood, is to increase our faith.”

pressed them, and in seemingly 
>oor soil, bushes laden with big, 
weet berries.
I could not help thinking o f the 

xperiences that most o f us have 
>assed through. We have not lived 
*2 sheltered places away from the 
eat and strife o f life, but in the 
lidst o f it have met those things 
•ur sou l needed for growth. 
Whenever we have kept the faith, 
ot letting the happenings scar the 
oul, we have become sweeter and 
tronger and bigger through this 
efining process. We have become 
lore fitted to help others who 
•ass the same way, even as some 
ave helped us because they too 
?arned in the school o f expe- 
ience. II.

II. Faith 
leditation: Those who trust in 

the Lord are like 
Mount Zion, which 
cannot be moved, 
but abides for ever 
(Psalms 125:1).

The first step toward establish- 
ig within us the mind of Christ, a 
nind such as showed forth in the 
/ords and works of Jesus of Naza- 
eth as He proved His Christhood, 
> to increase our faith. There is 
rithin each human being this 
park of divinity—faith. It is our 
Jod-likeness that has been poten- 
ially ours through all the ages 
ince we came out from God, has

been ours even when we were 
furthest from expressing our like
ness to the Creator. It is “the true 
light that enlightens every man,” 
and has in reality been that which 
has led us out of every dark expe
rience into a new and happier 
place.

Faith, in the form of hope, has 
been to everyone “a lamp shining 
in a dark place until the day 
dawns,” but there comes a time 
when this spark must be rekindled 
from hope into belief, and from 
belief into knowledge. There is 
only one way this can be done, 
and that is through lifting our 
vision from the “has beens,” the 
“is nows,” and the “might be’s” 
of the human mind, and centering 
it on the glory of God, the power 
of God to save to the uttermost 
from all low conditions. This 
spark within must be fanned into 
a flame by recognition of our 
divinity and our potential likeness 
to the Creator, by identifying our
self with the One to whom all 
things are possible, by a realiza
tion of our right to use the God- 
power. Faith must be fed and kept 
burning within us by denials of all 
less than good, a clearing away of 
the cinders and ashes; by affirma
tion of things not as they seem but 
as they are in Spirit: “Do not 
judge by appearances, but judge 
with right judgment.” Each time 
we hold to the Omnipresent



“We can follow Jesus into the Christ conception, birth, baptism, temp
tation, crucifixion, resurrection, and ascend into a spiritual union with 
the Father.”

Good, we are adding fuel to our 
kindling faith, and as we become 
more steadfast in this vision faith 
becomes a mighty flame sweeping 
before it all inharmony of mind, 
body, and affairs. Then will come 
the recognition and acknowl
edgment, “You are the Christ 
(within me),” and our faith be
comes such a power that even 
“the powers of death shall not 
prevail against it.”

There is a mystical meaning to 
all the events recorded in the Bible 
from the creation of man and his 
material world to the ascension of 
Christ into the spiritual world. We 
can read the Bible from cover to 
cover as a history of individuals 
and nations, which may add to 
our intellectual growth, or we 
may read it as the spiritual devel
opment of a soul and find an ex
ample and remedy for every need, 
a way out of every difficulty 
which comes to us on the path of 
overcoming. When we come to a 
time of testing, we can follow 
Abraham’s example in trusting 
God only to provide for the need. 
When we come to a time of over
coming we can hold on to the 
angel presence, like Jacob, until 
our good prevails. We can realize 
that “he who is in you is greater 
than he who is in the w orld”; like 
Moses who, trusting Him, saw 
every error appearance wiped out. 
We can meet the giant despair like

David and conquer in the name of 
the Lord; we can seek righteous 
judgment first and be given the 
wisdom of Solomon. Like Job we 
can let the higher Self in us prevail 
and come out more than victor 
over all outer and inner enemies. 
We can be like Daniel and can 
com e forth unscathed into a 
higher place. We can follow Jesus 
into the Christ conception, birth, 
baptism, temptation, crucifixion, 
resurrection, and ascend into a 
spiritual union with the Father.

In establishing faith, a firm 
place in consciousness, there 
come to us many experiences that 
should be used as opportunities to 
rise higher. There are three steps 
in building a faith strong enough 
to bring order and perfection out 
of these appearances of inhar
mony. These steps are shown to us 
in the story of the creation.

Many times we come to a place 
where everything in our world 
seems as if it is “without form and 
void” and darkness is “upon the 
face of the deep.” When this time 
comes let us put aside personal 
and material seeing and be moved 
by the Spirit of the Lord to take 
the three steps of Creation that 
brought forth the firmament—a 
firm place in consciousness, or • 
faith in the power of God to bring 
good into our life. First, let us 
affirm, not according to the error 
apparent, but to its opposite; let



. . . faith makes a path over which our desires come to us from the 
Father. To keep open this path means that our desires can come to us 
without loss.”

here be light, health, harmony, or 
bundance. Then let us loose the 
lisery and visualize the good so 
teadily that the error becomes 
sparated from us; “and God saw 
hat the light was good; and God 
sparated the light from the dark- 
ess.” Now, let us call our good by 
;s true name and keep calling it 
ntil our faith is strong enough to 
ring it into manifestation; “and 
rod called the light day.” As we 
re made in G od’s image we can 
ollow Him in this process. It is 
ot a question of “can I?” but 
will I?”
Our faith at first is similar to 

eter’s, that is unformed or im- 
lature. Our soul may be shaken 
y error appearance when we look 
way from the Christ to the hap- 
ening, and then we begin to sink, 
lut if we look back to the perfect 
attern, crying as did Peter, 
Lord, save me,” He immediately 
tretches forth His hand and holds 
s. Then we say to ourself, “O 
lan of little faith, why did you 
oubt?” We wonder at Peter, after 
o long an association with the 
laster, denying Him, but many 
imes we do the same. Every time 
re give power to error manifesta- 
ions, fear them, or are anxious 
oncerning the outcome, we are 
oicing Peter’s denial, “I do not 
now the man,” for to know Him 
> to trust Him. Steadfastness is 
ery necessary in developing the

faith faculty.
Did you ever plant a garden 

and, becoming anxious over it, go 
out and dig up some of the seeds? 
We may think this is childish but 
we are very much this way in re
gard to faith. We trust awhile but 
because the desire does not mani
fest at once, we begin to doubt. 
This renders null and void, or 
makes weak all the trust thoughts 
we started in action, for we are 
sometimes much more positive in 
our downward seeing than in our 
lifted vision. “In due season we 
shall reap, if we do not lose 
heart,” for faith makes a path over 
which our desires come to us from 
the Father. To keep open this 
path means that our desires can 
come to us without loss.

“Lord, increase our faith.” In
crease it until there is born within 
us the Christ Mind, the conscious
ness of the One who said to the 
winds and the waves, “Peace! Be 
still!” and they obeyed; the One 
who broke the bread by Galilee 
and fed the needs of the hungry 
multitudes; who sent His word 
and healed the centurion’s ser
vant; who walked on the water; 
who took the ruler’s dead daugh
ter by the hand and rendered her 
alive to her loved ones; who said 
to one with palsy: “Take up your 
pallet and walk”; who cast out the 
unclean spirit from the epileptic; 
who called to Lazarus: “Come



out,” and he who had been in the 
tomb four days came forth. This is 
the consciousness we seek, and it 
shall be ours when our part is ful
filled, for the promise of the One 
is: “He who believes in me will

also do the works that I do; and 
greater works than these will he 
do.” Your works are measured by 
your faith, for, “According to 
your faith be it done to you.” And 
so be it! ©

By Debra Woolard Bender

A word—
A word to save 
To use another time 
If I remember,
But when every word 
Has been used and used again 
And has tired 
Of every description—
Words to explain those Truths 
Which are too large and too small 
For such translation into mortal tongue— 
As each word falls away,
Those Truths remain standing,
Profound, unalterable, unmoved—
The Word, as it was.



>RAYER
>OWER
Kcerpts from letters to Silent 
nity, quoted with permission of 
le writers.

Thankful for Healing

1ear Unity Friends: It is very hard for 
le to find adequate words to thank you 
)r your response to my family’s plea 
>r prayers.
When I started hemorrhaging inter- 

ally, the nurses thought I was dying, 
ly daughter phoned you for prayers. I 
ept thinking, “I’m not going to die. 
ilcnt Unity is praying for me.” I came 
irough the ordeal beautifully.
Four months later I was hospitalized 

>r ten days before surgery. The doctors 
lade many tests, and were convinced I 
ad a tumor in my esophagus and also 
ill stones. The laboratory reports were 
> confusing. My frightened husband 
Tote to you for prayers and was so 
-ateful for the personal letter from 
ou.
The surgery showed an ulcer but no 

incer anyplace in my body. A week 
iter, as I sat in the X-ray room, I felt a 
>yous light around me as I affirmed, “1 
m a beloved child of God. Every cell o f 
ly body is alive with His life, light, and 
>ve, and I am now healed.” I knew it 
sr sure, and when the doctor and nurse 
ime back into the room I said, “I’m 
ealed. Praise God, I’m all healed.”
The X-rays showed no sign of an 

leer, tumor, or anything. The doctor

said, “There was an ulcer here but it’s 
gone. It is completely healed.” The gall 
bladder operation was so successful I 
left the hospital in a week. I feel won
derful. I feel great.

How we love Unity and all you stand 
for. Thank you for your prayers.—J.H., 
Iowa.

All Were Healed

Dear Silent Unity: During the past two 
months fate has necessitated our need 
to turn to Silent Unity with prayer re
quests for different members o f our 
family and our friends who were in 
hospitals in intensive care, (one with 
failing eyesight after a cataract opera
tion; one with six inches of a malignant 
transverse colon removed; one having 
had a serious gall bladder operation; and 
the fourth with heart surgery).

Almost within moments after our 
prayer request by telephone to Silent 
Unity, each patient experienced a 
miraculous recovery and feeling o f well
being. None was aware o f the call made 
in his behalf. Each o f their doctors was

THE LIGHTED WINDOW AT SILENT UNiTV

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.)



There is a tag end quality about 
February. It was the last month of 
the year to the Romans, and I 
suppose they were weary of the 
winter by then. So two of them, 
Julius Caesar and Augustus, stole 
two days out of it to add to their 
own months—July and August- 
making it the shortest month of 
the year. Then the early Christians 
turned it into Lent, making a 
virtue out of the dreary view they 
had of it.

But we slip St. Valentine’s Day 
right into the middle of it, and 
that gives the month a happy, 
charming air, a kind of pink and 
lacy radiance that spills out and 
transforms it. Celebrating Valen
tin e’s Day in the middle of 
February is like being out in the 
snow and coming on an unex
pected crocus or being in an un

familiar city and running into a 
dear friend.

For Valentine’s Day is a day 
sacred to love. It is love at its 
lightest and blithest, but most of 
us are glad to encounter love on 
any terms or in any degree, aren’t 
we? The least love, the lightest 
love, is it not to be cherished?

I think a great deal about love, 
because I don’t know anything 
that human beings hunger for 
more than to love and be loved. 
We in Silent Unity pray with 
people about their needs, and 
there is nothing that more people 
ask us to pray for than for love. 
People want someone to love and 
someone to love them.

Many people write to us about 
their physical problems, but even 
more people write to us about 
problems of the heart. I don’t

astounded and puzzled.
All o f these persons are back at busi

ness again and have received a bonus of 
feeling stronger than ever before.

Our gratitude knows no bounds, and 
mere words are futile in trying to ex
press it to our God and Silent Unity. We 
bless you, we love you, we appreciate 
you.—D.E.J., Fbrida.

Prayer Changes Things
Dear Unity Friends: 1 fell ill with a 
severe influenza-like disease. A week

later my husband became ill, and three 
days later he fainted in the shower and 
cut his face quite badly as he fell.

The day before his fall I discovered 
that our automobile had been stolen, 
and upon reporting it to the insurance 
company, we discovered that our cover
age had expired six weeks previously. 
The insurance company had neglected 
to send renewal notices to us. After 
twenty years o f coverage with the same 
company, my husband was very dis
couraged. So here we were sick, our



nt Unity
mean the part of them that circu
lates their blood, but the part that 
circulates their love, and I wonder 
how often physical illness comes 
because this part is suffering a 
malaise. We need love, oh, we 
need love. We need to love. We 
need to feel loved.

I think a great deal and often 
about love. Not long ago as I was 
doing just that, a few words about 
it came sliding into my head
words often do that. When they 
came, I thought, I will send them 
as a valentine to someone I love. 
And whom do I love more than 
you, O my beloved friends in 
Unity? They said something true 
about love to me. Perhaps they 
will say something true about love 
for you.

I was lonely and alone, I 
had no friend. I went to one

JAMES DILLET FREEMAN
person after another, offer
ing my friendship. One by 
one, ten o f them turned me 
away. Then I was even more 
lonely and alone. But the 
eleventh became my friend. 
What does it matter now that 
ten turned me away ? Where 
once I was lonely and alone, 
now I have a friend.

automobile stolen, and no insurance.
About that time I began to ask my

self what I was doing wrong, or what I 
was not doing that I should be doing. 
The answer was swift, as i reached for a 
full year’s unopened, unread UNITY 
Magazines and I realized how far I had 
strayed from G od’s loving care.

I telephoned a friend, who in turn 
called Silent Unity for us. Immediately 
things began to happen. A strained rela
tionship with close friends was healed. 
A troubled relationship between two

business colleagues was healed (al
though not directly prayed for). Our 
health began to improve. And thirty-six 
days after it was stolen, our automobile 
was recovered, with minimum damage. 
Part of the damage was a scrape and 
sizable dent on the front fender. As my 
husband ran his Fingers over the dent to 
ascertain the degree o f damage, the dent 
sprang out beneath his touch and is as 
smooth as new. Never will I forget the 
dazed and incredulous look on his face 
as he hurried in to tell me of it.



Undoubtedly the greatest healing has 
been in my having been brought back 
safely to the shelter o f a loving Father. I 
wish 1 could express the thankfulness, 
happiness, and joy with which 1 am 
Filled, for the good seems never-ending.

I am deeply grateful for Unity and all 
you have done for me, and for the love 
of good and true friends. I ask your con
tinued prayers for all whom I hold dear, 
and for my steadfastness and single- 
mindedness in seeking first the kingdom 
of heaven.—J.C.S., Pennsylvania.

The Christ Way

Dear Silent Unity: I called you one 
morning asking for prayers for a peace
able meeting between management and 
the union.

When we walked into the meeting, 
the union representative opened the 
session by stating that he had called the 
meeting to start a fight, but had decided 
to hear what management had to say 
first. I had prayed that the department 
manager involved would be moved to 
explain her problem to the union with
out becoming fearful and on the defen
sive. She had been awakened during the 
night before the meeting, and had writ
ten a carefully prepared statement of 
her position which she read.

The union representative asked the 
person who had brought the complaint 
against the department manager if she 
wanted to discuss the problem further 
after hearing the department manager’s 
side, and the employee stated that she 
had nothing more to say.

This was an example o f how the 
whole meeting went and we broke up at 
the end o f one and one-half hours 
instead o f the three or four hours these

meetings usually take. Also, we left the 
con fe ren ce  room  with everyone 
friendly and conversing with members 
of both sides.

Later we met again with the union 
representative and his committee to 
sign the contract agreement. After the 
page was signed our administrator 
praised the union for its part in putting 
the contract together. The union repre
sentative then said he was going to send 
a copy o f the contract to the governor 
to show him that an industrial union 
can negotiate with a hospital. He then 
added that it was the most peaceable 
negotiation he had ever been part o f and 
thanked the administrator for his 
cooperation and understanding.

Dear friends, I wish you could have 
been there. Thank you for your prayers. 
Jesus Christ sat at the head o f that table.

Enclosed is a check o f gratitude. God 
bless you.—G.R., Nevada.

Brain Surgery

Dear Silent Unity: I telephoned you 
concerning a friend who had to have a 
brain tumor removed. 1 received great 
comfort from talking with you. My 
home church and another church in my 
community were also in prayer for this 
young man.

He had a successful operation and has 
been restored to his family.

This young man had a renewing of 
faith while in the hospital. He believes 
his recovery is due to the prayers o f his 
many friends, those known and un
known to him.

Thank you so much for helping those 
in need. I am enclosing a check to help 
you in your work.—L.W.R., Virginia.



IN THE BEGINNING (of this story, not of God, because God doesn’t 
have a beginning or an end) God just knew everything, but at the same 
time He knew nothing, because He was not yet aware of what He knew.

Suddenly God made a noise. That is, it would have been a noise if 
anyone had been there to hear it.

“All knowingness,” said God, “is not enough.”
Now this was amazing, because God had never said anything before. In 

fact, He really didn’t say anything this time—it was more like a thought. 
And of course, one good thought is bound to draw another to it.
“I AM,” He thought. “I know, therefore I AM, but what am I?”
Then from somewhere deep 

within God came the answer, “I 
am understanding.”

“What is understanding?” 
asked God, still not fully aware 
that He already knew everything.

All at once there came a bril
liant flash of light that amazed 
Him.

“Aha!” said God. “J am under
standing.’’'’

He thought for a while and then 
asked Himself, “What else am I?
That light is good, but is that all?”

“I am judgment,” came the 
answer.

“Yes,” said God. “Because I 
can tell that the light of under
standing is good, I am judgment.
By the way, it is pretty bright in 
here. I wish that light were a bit 
dimmer so I could see what else I 
am.”

The light dimmed.
“Just what I wanted,” said God. “Now, what else am I?”
“I am will,” came the answer.
“Ah,” said God. “Because I can make the light dim or bright, lam will. 

Is there more?”
The light went out completely, then came back on again.
“I am power,” came the answer.
“Certainly,” agreed God. “It takes power to make the light. I am 

power. Now, what else?”
The light began to take on the appearance of color and vague form.
“I am imagination,” came the answer.

BY
RODERICK W. McCALLUM

An Allegory



“Imagine that,” said God. “I 
can imagine anything I want to 
and there it is, because lam imagi
nation. Say, couldn’t we speed 
this up a little? I can hardly wait 
to see what else I am. I’ve never 
been so interested in anything 
before.”

“I am zeal,” came the answer.
“Yes, of course, I am zeal." said 

God. “Don’t stop there, I know 
there must be more.”

“I am life,” came the answer, 
and into G od’s imagination came 
every sort of plant and animal that 
it was possible to imagine (which 
is an infinite number).

“7 am life," God declared. 
“Things seem kind of confused, 
though. The fish have wings in
stead of fins and the lions are 
barking like dogs. Something 
must be done,” God insisted.

“lam  order,” came the answer, 
and immediately the fish lost their 
wings and received fins and the 
lions began roaring.

“That’s better,” said God. 
“After all, I am order."

But there were still some rather 
strange beasts—creatures that just 
didn’t seem to fit into the scheme 
of things. A few of them weighed 
as much as ten tons apiece.

“This is too much,” said God. 
“I can’t hold all of these beasts. I 
can’t.”

“I am strength,” came the 
answer.

“Strength,” replied God. “7am 
strength, but I still don’t want 
some of these things through all 
eternity. There must be a way of 
getting rid of some of them. ”

“I am elimination,” came the 
answer.

“Thank God for elimination,” 
sighed God, as the monstrous 
beasts vanished from His imagina
tion. “7am elimination."

God looked around at all the 
things that He is and said, “But 
how do I know this is what I am? 
How do I know this is not some 
huge joke?”

“I am faith,” came the answer.
“This is true,” said God. “7 am 

faith. Even so, what holds all of 
this together? What keeps these 
images from disintegrating?” He 
asked.

“I am love,” came the answer, 
and all the living things began to 
reproduce after their kind.

“Yes, 7 am love," said God. “I 
like all of me equally well, but if I 
had to choose I would probably 
like love best. It feels so good. ”

God became still for awhile and 
meditated on all the various ideas 
He had learned that were parts of 
Himself.

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 tele
phone directory, please write to The 
Association o f  Unity Churches, Unity 
Village, Mo. 64065. They will be glad to 
give you any desired information about 
Unity churches or classes in your 
vicinity.



“So this is what I am, ” He said. 
“These twelve ideas are divine but 
they are only parts. I am more 
than just the sum of my parts, 
aren’t I?” He asked. “What am I in 
total, altogether?”

And there in God’s Mind 
appeared the perfect image and 
likeness of Himself. There stood 
man, both of him, male and fe
male.

God was pleased with this 
“total image” of Himself. Each 
image had all of His qualities: 
understanding, judgment, will, 
power, imagination, zeal, life, 
order, elimination, strength, faith, 
and love. The humans moved 
about freely in G od’s Mind and 
grew in number to reflect the infi
nite possibilities of His nature.

At first they all knew their true 
nature and all was well. It wasn’t 
long though before some of them 
began thinking of themselves as 
separate personalities. They 
stopped believing the Truth, that 
they were G od’s self image, and 
lost their awareness of everything 
except their appearance. They 
became preoccupied with obtain
ing and keeping “things” which 
they unknowingly formed with 
their own thoughts.

Mostly they forgot about one 
of their most essential qualities— 
love. And because it took love to 
keep them together, they began to 
age. They grew older until their 
image could no longer be main
tained in G od’s mind and then 
something happened that they 
called “dying.”

A few men did occasionally

stop thinking about their appear
ance long enough to get a glimpse 
of their true identity. They began 
to see that they weren’t just physi
cal beings whose whole existence 
began at birth and ended at death. 
They saw that what they called 
dying was really only a part of the 
renewal of God’s images in His 
mind, and that the pain they 
normally associated with it was 
only their own attempts to hold 
onto the memory of their past.

One man actually did realize 
His true nature and tried to tell 
others what they were doing 
wrong. Although He was killed, 
He was resurrected and His mes
sage did get through to a few who 
tried for many years to follow His 
example.

Meanwhile, God had become 
increasingly aware that His self 
images seemed to be having trou
ble expressing Him as they were 
intended. Once God had imagined 
them, however, He could not 
force them to do any certain thing 
or behave any particular way. 
After all, they had all the qualities 
and powers of God Himself.

One night one of the God- 
images had a dream in which a 
huge, fire-breathing beast was 
chasing the man’s own image 
through a desert. The beast was 
one of those God had previously 
eliminated from His Mind, but 
which men for some reason kept 
trying to bring back. The man’s 
dream-image raced through the 
sand getting nowhere, until just as 
he was about to be devoured by 
the beast he stopped, turned, and



said, “I love you. This is only a 
dream and you can’t hurt me un
less I am afraid of you.”

Instantly the beast turned into 
a beautiful princess and the desert 
became a lush garden.

When the man awoke, he re
membered the dream and medi
tated on its meaning. “I must do 
as I did in the dream,” he decided. 
“What we call ‘real life’is nothing 
more than an image in the Mind of 
God. Just as the sand and the 
beast and the fear in the dream 
seemed real to my dream-image, 
so the things in God’s glorious 
dream seem real to His images—

men. I can change my world 
merely by changing my attitude 
toward it, just as I did in the 
dream.”

The man immediately began to 
work on changing his thoughts 
about himself, other people, and 
the things and situations in his 
life. He began to realize more and 
more the true nature of God and 
of himself, and his life became 
more pleasant each day. He 
stopped worrying and enjoyed 
each day as it came, giving thanks 
for his new understanding.

“This is heaven,” said the man 
as he grew, and he was right. ©

By Mildred N. Hoyer

In the midst of a multitude 
Or alone
Within a solitary room, 
Waking or sleeping, 
Sorrowing or rejoicing, 
Hopeless or hope-filled,
In the cathedral 
Or in the marketplace; 
Always,
The unseen Presence, 
Enveloping us
With the protecting mantle 
Of love.



THE IDEA To answer readers’ 
questions about anything 
related to increased spiritual 
understanding and 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.

New Age Children

Question: Who and what are 
“New Age ” children ? I keep 
hearing the phrase and wonder if 
all children can Y be classified as 
being o f a new age.

Just Another Mother

Answer: “New Age Children” is 
a term that belongs in the “buzz 
word” category which consists of 
catch-phrases that arrest our 
attention. But it also suggests a 
phenomenon and insight typical 
of our thinking as we rush head
long toward the twenty-first 
century.

The term may have as much to 
do with “new age parents” as 
with their offspring because what 
is involved is a deepened aware
ness on several fronts: a growing 
b e lie f that children in our
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modem era often reflect a recall 
o f  previous lives, a modem 
child’s ability to mature more 
rapidly in body and soul, psychic 
introspections beyond the com
monly accepted sensory apti
tudes. All of this may be partly 
because of a higher perceptivity 
on the part of Mom and Dad as 
well as in the child.

It is a fact of history that 
there have always been so-called 
“wonder children,” prodigies and 
geniuses born with talents above 
the norm. The word “genius” 
originally meant “a spirit in 
charge of a person or place,” and 
the word gradually came to be 
applied directly to the person.

Reference to “New Age Chil
dren” suggests that there is a 
unique breed of modem children 
endowed with an innate ten
dency for love, gifted with super-



normal intuition, and equipped 
with a vision of heightened spiri
tual values and a more peaceable 
world. In short, “New Age Chil
dren” are said to represent a 
breakthrough in the realm of the 
co lle c t iv e  unconscious, the 
psychic inheritance of human
ity’s past experiences.

It is believed that the intellec
tual development of these chil
dren will be along the line of 
simulsense (a simultaneous grasp 
of knowledge) rather than by 
way of linear learning, their 
physical development will be 
related to conscientious health 
factors, and their spiritual reach 
will be extraordinarily intuitive.

So, take another look and give 
a good listen to your siblings and 
to children generally. Also, put a 
new age focus on your own rela
tionship to the life of our time. 
The “New Person” may be 
nearer than you think!

MB

The First Man

Question: A friend o f mine 
argues that Adam was not the 
first man created by God and 
that this can be proved by 
scripture. Have you ever heard 
about this theory?

H.G.B.

Answer: In the seventeenth cen
tury there were groups of people 
ca lled the pre-Adamites who

fo llow ed  a religionist named 
Isaac de la Peyrere. He was a 
follower of John Calvin but 
clashed with the reformer on 
many theological points. One 
was that Peyrere insisted that the 
first man (unnamed in the Bible) 
was created according to the 
account in Genesis 1:26, 27, and 
that the creation o f Adam came 
later, as recorded in Genesis 2:7. 
The unnamed man was the father 
of the Gentiles, according to this 
reasoning, and Adam was father 
only of the Jews. When I was 
studying for the ministry, the 
catch question was, “Where did 
Cain get his wife if there weren’t 
any pre-Adamites?”

MB

About Dreams

Question: I heard you say that 
you give your dreams a “light 
touch. "D oes that mean you do 
not actually believe in them?

N.H.

Answer: How can I help but 
believe in dreams since I am a 
dreamer? But whether to accept 
dreams as being prophetic, tele
pathic, intuitive, divine, or 
pathological is another matter. 
Surely physiological and psycho
log ica l conditions affect our 
dreaming and so, also, does the 
pad on which I sleep and the 
colors of the room in which I do 
my sleeping.



I definitely believe in dreams. 
Life would be dull without them. 
Even daydreams mean more to 
me than just idle fantasies or 
mental doodling. We will never 
know the wonders and miracles 
that dreams have wrought, all the 
way from Job, who believed that 
God spoke to mortals during 
dreams, to Helen Keller discover
ing inner reaches of cognition by 
way of dreaming.

Ms. Keller, sightless and de
void of hearing, once wrote 
about dreams, saying, “In sleep I 
almost never grope. No one 
needs to guide me. Even in a 
crowded street I am self-suffi
cient, and I enjoy an indepen
dence quite foreign to my physi
cal life.” In one of her dreams 
she saw a pearl which she held in 
her hand and described it per
fe ct ly  although she had no 
memory-vision of ever having 
seen a pearl with visual, physical 
sight.

For studies in depth about the 
nature, symbols, theories, con
scious and unconscious involve
ments in dreaming we must turn 
to philosophers such as Plato and 
Fromm, psychoanalysts like 
Freud and Jung, to astronomers 
as far out as Nicolas Flammarion, 
to metaphysicians, occultists, 
spiritualists, and special students 
in the field of altered states of 
consciousness.

In view of all this, however, I 
still believe in the light touch. 
For example, during my boy
hood when I was studying music, 
I dreamed incessantly that I

would be another Paganini or 
Kreisler, and I accepted these 
nocturnal visitations all too 
seriously. They sometimes seem 
to haunt me now!

I find it exciting to remember 
the legendary dream recorded of 
the incomparable master violinist 
Guiseppe Tartini which resulted 
in his “D ev il’s Sonata” or 
“Devil’s Trill.” Tartini lived in 
Italy (1692-1770) and one day 
started to write a composition in 
a fit of creative passion. Unable 
to finish it because his fervor ran 
out, he fell asleep and in a dream 
saw himself wandering aimlessly, 
desperate and dejected. Sud
denly, at a bend in a road, the 
devil appeared and offered to 
finish the sonata in exchange for 
Tartini’s soul.

Without any haggling, Tartini 
accepted the offer and was be
dazzled when the devil seized a 
violin and played a magnificent 
finale to the unfinished piece. At 
this Tartini woke up, jotted 
down the melody he had heard 
in the dream, grabbed his violin 
and played as though his soul 
were on fire, which it probably 
was. That is how “The Devil’s 
Sonata” came into being.

To this day, musicians still 
speak of “Tartini’s tones” be
cause they are devilishly—or 
heavenly—unique. When any two 
notes are produced as double- 
stops on the violin (as in “The 
Devil’s Trill”) steadily and with 
great intensity, a third reverber
ating note is heard, the vibration 
of which is the difference be-



tween the two double-stop notes. 
Tartini insisted that a double- 
stop on a violin is not perfectly 
executed unless the throbbing 
shadow of the third note can be 
heard coming through.

Even in this concept of the 
shadow-tone there seems to be 
some sort of hidden message in 
the art of dreaming, but in order 
to fully understand, let’s sleep on 
it.

MB

Divinity of Jesus

Question: I have been a student 
o f Unity for about fifty years. I 
am now eighty-seven. Many, 
many times when I have made 
mention o f the fact that I study 
Unity, someone will make a 
comment that Unity and Science 
of Mind do not believe in the 
divinity o f Jesus the Christ.
Would you please make some 
explanation in your column on 
this topic that I can use? For me 
to reply, <lThat is not true ” is not 
enough, and the explanation that 
we all have the Spirit o f Truth 
just won't do either.

M.C.M.

Answer: First of all, let me share 
with our readers the fact that 
your letter was so beautifully 
and youthfully handwritten, that 
you must be an unusually young 
eighty-seven! Congratulations!

As for an answer to your ques
tion which you can use to refute

the challenge of your critics 
about the divinity of Jesus 
Christ, my answer is “Don’t 
answer.” Don’t argue or try to 
convince people against their ̂  
will. Even if you were able to 
make a dent in their armor, you 
could hardly dissuade them from 
their preconceived position. And 
even if you did, I am sure that at 
eighty-seven you recognize the* 
truth of the proverb, “Who is 
persuaded against his will, is of 
the same opinion still.” ^

The proof that Unity and 
other contemporary Truth move
ments believe implicitly in the - 
divinity of Jesus Christ would fill 
a book, but it probably wouldn’t 
fill the hearts of those who insist 
on th inking otherwise. The 
strongest evidence that anyone 
can present for belief in the 
divinity o f the Christ is the quiet 
demonstration o f the discovery 
o f His divine nature within one
self. The next step is, “The 
Christ in me salutes the Christ in 
you.” Perhaps that is the first 
step toward the real discovery. 
So, let us live the life. Let yourv 
light shine. Know that God 
knows. And all is well.

You see, this concept of the * 
divinity is actually too great to 
cheapen through debate or to 
reduce to words. To Unity it is as * 
precious as love and as sacred as 
Truth and debate would really 
defile it, even as argumentation 
corrupts both Truth and love. 
The quality of divine life, no less 
than the mind revealed in Christ 
Jesus, represents the very foun-



dation of Unity teaching. The 
unique and distinctive feature of 
Jesus’ divinity is that it chal
lenges individuals to find the 
Christ within themselves and 
therefore the divinity is double- 
centered: in Jesus and in us. It is 
difficult for many people in 
traditional churches to realize 
that it is not the historical Jesus 
but the spiritual Christ that is so 
powerfully important and which, 
in turn, makes the historical 
Jesus more than a mere teacher 
or prophet.

The best I can do is to do 
something I rarely, if ever, do in 
“Questions on the Quest,” and 
that is to suggest that you read 
again The Unity Way o f Life, 
especially pages 38 to 55. Then 
either loan your copy to your 
challengers or buy copies from 
Unity Headquarters and give 
them away with your blessings. 
For here is something I learned 
long ago: the written word often 
convinces and changes people 
where the same words spoken 
would have driven them away.

Are you ready to try it and see 
what happens?

MB

Praying Plants?

Question: If you believe that 
plants communicate with each 
other, do you believe that plants 
pray ?

Serious

Answer: I sat quietly a long time, 
eyes closed, visualizing the plants 
in our front room. They seemed 
to answer, “Yes.”

Seriously,
MB

On Meditation

Question: A swami, quoting 
Ramakrishna, said that one who 
practices prayer and meditation 
without a guru may see a little 
light, but will not go far.

I attended classes on the 
Bhagavaad-Gita, Patanjali, Crest 
■Jewel Discrimination, and so on 
for years, but did not request 
initiation. The Semite in me did 
not take to the Hindu pantheon, 
though understanding it as 
mythology was interesting. I 
benefited some from the 
instruction that was given me, but 
there was little actual instruction 
on how to meditate. The lessons 
in Unity are helpful, but how 
does one go on from there ?

M.R.B.

Answer: Discover the guru in 
you. That is the assignment. Dis
cover the Christ in you. That is the 
Unity way. The art of meditation 
and prayer is self-revealing. You 
learn through doing. Unity is a 
teaching religion. Its ministers are 
qualified to guide and direct you 
in the field of meditation and 
prayer.

MB



BY BERNICE KETCHUM * I

THE WORDS SPOKEN by the 
voice on the radio startled me so 
much that the glass I was holding 
went crashing to the floor. It was 
the voice of Dr. Karl Frangkiser 
on Unity Viewpoint more than 
thirty years ago. He had said, 
“You may think no one will ever 
know your secret thoughts. Don’t 
be too sure. Some day they will 
outpicture in your life for every
one to see.”

At first I just did not believe it. 
Then I began to remember and to 
put events and happenings in my 
life together with secret thoughts
I had held in the past. I began to 
experiment and made new dis
coveries every day. Soon I had 
proved Dr. Frangkiser’s words to 
my own satisfaction. I had always 
been a religious person. I prayed a 
lot but I had no idea prayers need 
to be followed up with positive 
thinking. This revelation changed 
my life, and I have watched it 
happen to others.

We soon discover that it is not 
easy to gain control of our un
disciplined thoughts. However it 
is much like learning how to play 
baseball, or becoming an artist, or

how to play a musical instrument. 
We must practice. Any time we 
see a fine performance or a work 
of art in any field, we can be sure 
someone has practiced. Why then 
should we not be willing to put 
forth a great amount of effort and 
practice in learning to control our 
thoughts and direct them in the 
way our life should unfold?

When we begin to gain mastery 
over our thinking we become 
aware of our ability to say, “I 
will,” and, “I imagine” and know 
that if we remain steadfast things 
happen and we think, “Wow!” We 
are elated and excited over our 
powerful new discovery. Some 
people grow up knowing these 
things, but many of us do not, and 
some still have not made this 
wonderful discovery.

The great power in positive 
thinking proves itself with use but 
there are pitfalls. When we cease 
to use a muscle, it weakens. When 
an artist fails to practice, his talent 
slips, and the athlete must keep in 
shape with constant exercise. We 
cannot maintain control over our 
thoughts withou tconstant prac
tice and self-discipline. Because 
we have discovered the power of 
every thought to build, to bless, or 
to tear down and hurt, we become



/ery fearful when we realize we 
ire not thinking right thoughts. 
Then conflicts can arise within us 
when we start thinking in a new 
way and keep holding on to the 
»ame old patterns. The struggle to

maintain right thoughts some
times results in strain and tense
ness. We may begin to try to 
acquire more and more “things” 
and find that they are not soul- 
satisfying. Then again, we may



seek more and more power, rather 
than to make right use of the 
tremendous power already at our 
command. This could hurl us into 
a feeling of desperation. We begin 
to cry out, “Where have I failed?” 
The constant strain of practicing 
positive thinking every moment is 
too much, and the fear of not 
keeping thoughts positive grows 
as the results begin to appear.

What is it we must have? There 
is a magic ingredient that our 
prayers must have and which must 
be carried through all our think
ing. Now and then we get a 
glimpse of that magic ingredient. 
We can recognize it by that very 
special feeling it gives us. It is 
somewhat like the feeling of being 
airborne.

The seat belts are fastened. 
There is a bumpy, noisy ride down 
the runway. Then, at the moment 
the plane leaves the ground, the 
feeling of being airborne begins. 
The solid earth is below. We look 
at the top side of the clouds. The 
sun is shining. There is a feeling of 
freedom and of moving away 
from  everything and toward 
something new. Then comes a 
feeling of complete abandon
ment. After all, when the door is 
closed and the plane takes off, it is 
all in the pilot’s hands and God’s 
care. I always feel a great release. 
Flying, to me, is lightness, bright
ness, peace, and joy. Feeling air
borne is almost like being in love. 
And what is being in love but com
plete abandonment or a giving of 
self to another, or to a work?

Being airborne is not unlike the

feeling of being in a boat. One 
evening my husband and I were 
preparing to take a ride in a boat 
on a small lake. My husband * 
started the boat motor and I 
pushed the boat away from the 
shore with the oar. We bumped 
along over som e rocks and 
through a few weeds, and then we 
had the feeling of floating free ̂  
upon the water. Frank said, “Now 
we are waterborne!” I was held by 
the significance of his remark as 
we had an enjoyable evening on 
the lake. There was a striking 
similarity between being airborne 
in a plane, waterborne on a lake," 
and faith-borne when we pray! In 
the boat I felt buoyed, I felt that 
loving arms were supporting me, I 
felt relaxed and at peace. I was 
lost in the beauty all around me 
and breathed deeply of the cool, 
pure, fresh air. I thought a lot 
about prayers that are faith-borne 
and how a life can become so.

We meet something that cannot 
be handled by human effort alone 
and we want help! We pray. It 
matters not how or where we pray v 
or what words we use or how long 
we pray. Silently there comes a 
special feeling, a magic click that 
tells us it is out of our hands and I 
into God’s care. Though we do | 
not know when or how the mani- * 
festation will come we have a feel
ing of lightness, of brightness, of 
joy, of peace, and a knowing that 
all is well. Something clicked and 
the magic ingredient of faith 
entered our prayer and gave it 
w in g s  —and som eth in g has 
happened to our thoughts, too.



Now it is no longer a constant 
struggle to maintain the positive 
thoughts we must keep constant. 
Instead of a continual strain of 
directing our thoughts in the 
direction we want to go, they are 
now being directed through us. 
Positive thinking becomes a 
natural relaxed way of thinking. 
Our faith is in God, only.

Many times our sincere prayers 
do not become faith-borne. One 
reason is fear. Fear will keep our 
prayer grounded. To be afraid 
takes away all of the joy of feeling 
airborne. I once heard a woman 
tell about her first airplane flight. 
When the pilot announced how 
high they were and how fast they 
were going, she said, “This is too 
high to be and too fast to be 
going.” She never flew again. Her 
fear became victorious.

We once purchased a large boat 
and put it on the Lake of the 
Ozarks in Missouri. It seemed like 
too much boat and too much 
water to me, and I was afraid. 
Then I decided that I would not 
let my fear keep my joy from me, 
and I just kept on going. It 
worked. We often travel for miles 
and I never feel afraid. We observe 
safety rules and keep life pre
servers on the boat, but I am not 
afraid, even when the water is 
rough.

It makes no difference what 
our religion is or how we pray, our 
prayers must be faith-borne. If we 
have fear when we pray we must 
get rid of it. We can begin by 
thinking away from it. We can 
think about where we are headed.

We can think about the joy of the 
answer. For every fearful thought 
we can add a good measure of 
love. Stay with it. “Perfect love 
casts out fear.” As long as there is 
fear in our prayer there can never 
be a complete abandonment to 
the Power that brings us the 
answer. This is an art to be prac
ticed and learned. When we learn 
to eliminate fears that keep our 
prayers grounded and to think 
toward the faith that lets us aban
don ourself to the Power that 
answers prayer, we can expect to 
soar to new heights of wonder and 
joy, and to progress ever onward 
and upward to new and wonderful 
experiences.

We also should take care not to 
hold oil to the past. It will not 
only keep the magic ingredient of 
faith out of our prayer, but it will 
make us feel as if we are being torn 
apart. Who of us has not tried to 
hold on to an old pattern of 
thought, an old way of doing 
things, an old routine or schedule? 
How easy it is when we pray to 
name the condition or the prob
lem and think about it until it gets 
bigger and bigger. The very thing 
we try to move away from keeps 
us in its midst when we do this. 
When we find this happening, 
relax, do something else for a 
time. Then pray again from an 
entirely new approach.

Once we were in a plane that 
did not get off the ground. As we 
were bumping down the runway, 
there was a sudden stop. There 
were screeching noises and the 
smell of burning rubber, and we



all felt alarmed. The pilot had 
detected something amiss in the 
plane when a warning light came 
on. He brought it to an abrupt 
stop before we became airborne. 
We had to take another plane as 
the tires were ruined in the sudden 
stop. We were a little late but we 
reached our destination safely. I 
am glad that the pilot did not hold 
on to the other plane.

Praying hard is another way to 
keep our prayer grounded. Some
times there is too much concen
tration, too much meditation, not 
enough letting go, and not enough 
constructive action. There will be 
little or no progress until we learn 
the art of perfect balance between 
our concentration and letting go 
during prayer time. We must listen 
as much as we talk when we pray. 
We know our prayer has become 
faith-borne when we find ourself 
launching into action that brings 
the desired results. In some cases 
we may be willing to stop an un
wise action and wait for direction. 
In any case we should not pray 
hard.

Everyone who prays must 
surely know what it means to be 
held in the icy grip of fear or to 
have the tumultuous experience 
of holding on while trying to be 
lifted. At some time we have 
surely prayed very hard for some
thing. All of this keeps us from the 
desired experience of feeling the 
magic click that brings results. 
How then should we pray?

Pray for understanding. There 
is a very real part of us that is pure 
understanding. Let it be warm

with G od’s love and receptive and 
obedient to His will. Relax and let 
His will work freely. Our imagi
nation is like clay, warm and 
pliable. Our faith is active and 
directed by His will. “Behold, like 
the clay in the potter’s hand, so 
are you in my hand . . .” We still 
have challenges. We meet them 
with a new attitude that knows 
that everything is going to be all v 
right, for God is in charge.

To get our prayers faith-borne, 
we need to think away from the 
problem; we need to think toward 
the answer until we actually in
volve ourself in it. We need to 
recognize the Power that answers 
prayer and completely abandon 
ourself to it. Then we can be
lieve—believe and think and act 
accordingly. By following these 
simple steps, our prayer is soon * 
out of our hands and in G od’s care 
and keeping. It is like leaving the 
ground and soaring above the 
clouds. It is like floating free on a 
lake. It is being faith-borne.

Many faith-borne prayers lead 
to a faith-borne life. Soon after . 
the plane passes over the high 
mountains near Los Angeles, the 
freeways come into view on a 
clear day. They look like great 
arteries of life flowing along freely 
and rhythmically. We know that 
we are soon going to land and be 
in that stream of life. A faith- 
borne life will rise above the prob
lems of the world just long enough 
to find the answers and then 
joyously reenter the world of 
experien ce and move ahead 
victoriously. 0



BY LEDDY AND RANDOLPH SCHMELIG

A Twelfth Step 
Learning Right Judgment

Your arrival at your present 
wonderful awareness of Truth is 
most assuredly the work of the 
Holy Spirit—of grace, God’s love 
in action. This eternal, wisdom- 
revealing force and presence has 
been at work through every teach
ing you have grown through and 
in every teacher who has touched 
your life with divine fire.

What have all the great teach
ers, all the saints lived for and 
made known their ecstacy if not 
for you and others like you? For 
what purpose has the spiritual

path been lighted by them, if not 
that you should walk there your
self?

Even as you read, divine ener
gies rush to aid your unfoldment, 
angelic forces enfold you with 
protecting presence, and the Lord 
of your being—personal and real— 
is keeping a loving eye on you, is 
pleased with you, and longs to 
reveal all Truth to you.

Last Lesson: Your Teacher

The distinction between con
sc iou sly  seeking persons and 
others in the world is that these 
awakened souls are not content to



wait, inactive, while the inexora
ble law of the universe establishes 
order in their sphere, but rather 
they choose to understand that 
law and become attuned to it. The 
motive of the true seeker is not 
merely to avoid the suffering that 
comes with ignorance of divine 
principle, and not only to become 
adept in the naturally success- 
attracting applications of Truth, 
but simply to become consciously 
attuned to divine law, Truth—to 
God, all joy and all peace—and all 
for love.

It is the nature of the true 
seeker ultimately to find and fol
low the highest teaching for the 
sincere love of Truth, and to be
come the intimate disciple of the 
one true Teacher. Therefore, be
come like a child in your willing
ness and readiness to find this 
Teacher, to follow the path of 
spiritual life as it unfolds through 
grace according to your own 
unique nature. As you extend 
your hand in spirit, ready to walk 
in consciousness with many outer 
teachers, many spiritual com
panions on the path, keep your 
childlike sensibilities. Think how 
guileless is a child’s nature. Think 
how no one knows so well as pure 
children when they are really 
loved. No one can detect a false
hood more quickly than a child. 
No one is more eager to share in 
genuine love, the excitement of 
discovery, the pleasantness of 
peace and openness, and the 
wonder of growing. You are that 
ideal child in Truth, and you shall 
be safe and sure of happy out

comes as you express that sponta
neous unfolding spirit.

13 ecause you are a renewed 
child in Spirit, miracles are the 
natural and expected course of 
events for you. So if you expect 
miracles along the spiritual path, 
you shall certainly have them. But 
mind that if you insist on obvious, 
even spectacular miracles in life, 
you do not overlook miracles half- 
hidden in the everyday, but real 
just the same. Have you counted 
the miracles of every natural 
breath you have so casually been 
taking while reading this page; or 
the miracle that each precious 
molecule of oxygen you inhale so 
nonchalantly from the air is 
carried by unseen obedient travel
ers in the bloodstream (a great 
miracle itself!) to nourish untold 
numbers of tiny perfect cells in 
your wondrous body, all in a 
divinely ordered pattern of life; or 
the miracle that there are others— 
countless others—in every kind of 
place on this globe (perhaps other 
globes as well) who are seeking the 
same bright goals you are now 
seeking, and finding them? If you 
are not awestricken and thrilled 
through and through at such mira
cles, how can lesser events in the 
world of appearances possibly 
move you?

“Awake, O sleeper,” the Teach
er within commands. Start with 
developing a greater sensitivity to 
the profound miracles that are as 
close to you now as breath or the 
layers o f sensitive skin that 
envelop the life stuff of your body



temple. Then see what other great 
signs are soon revealed to you. 
When you feel insistent on a 
“sign” from Spirit, a message 
from that perfect Teacher, think a 
moment about the signs and 
messages you are given every 
instant of the night and day; signs 
ceaselessly flashing to you every 
microsecond of your existence 
that speak more eloquently than 
any words the eternal living 
message, “I love you. I breathe 
through you perfect life. I em
power you for all greatness and 
grace you with all that is good, 
beloved one. I am the very life of 
your life.”

T his message is your innate and 
natural daily lesson material. 
Therefore, be natural about the 
business of spiritual unfoldment. 
Even as you breathe, as you eat 
and sleep, you are unfolding in a 
sure and certain process. Be 
serious about spiritual goals, but 
do not try too hard—don’t strain 
at it. The steps in unfoldment will 
present themselves to you at the 
right time; they cannot be rushed 
or forestalled, and when they 
come, you will take them.

Think of the perfect child 
awaiting the moment of birth— 
peacefully growing, ceaselessly 
building in strength and readiness 
for that inevitable right time. Let 
there be no anxiety, no uncer
tainty about the natural process 
of unfoldment. Be at peace, for 
God is enfolding you with love, 
supplying you with spiritual nour
ishment, and preparing you for

every great moment of spiritual 
birth.

As to the right path, the right 
teachers, the right method of 
spiritual research, you will find 
you develop a kind of craving for 
what you need when you need it. 
Follow your inner urgings. Then 
follow through by mustering the 
courage to take up any given tech
nique or school of thought and 
carry it through to its ideal culmi
nation; to become its champion, 
its exemplar, its perfect disciple, 
its spokesman and leader if need 
be. Become just as courageous 
also to set it aside and forget it 
peacefully as you travel onward 
when it has served its purpose in 
your unfoldment.

The old warning still stands, the 
old reminder must be noted. Be 
free—follow only your Self. You 
are the servant of all, yet you have 
but one Master. You are the stu
dent of all, yet you have but one 
Teacher. Remain free in your 
heart of hearts, no matter how 
wholly on the outer you may give 
y ou rse lf to any teaching or 
teacher. Remain unattached in
wardly from all save the Master of 
all masters, the Lord indwelling.

A
i * gainst what standard shall 
you hold all the teachings, all the 
wise sayings, all the doctrines and 
prophecies, all the leaders and 
teachers that life presents to you? 
Against that alone which is 
changeless, against that alone 
which is ultimately reliable—that 
eternal self-existent, pure Self.



Against that ultimate standard 
you have a divinely inherent right 
to test everything and anything 
before you give your acceptance. 
Test not with small-mindedness, 
and not by appearances. Other
wise, you may miss the wonderful 
teaching meant for you and pass 
over the great teacher who may 
hold golden keys to your own 
growth, simply on the basis of 
som e insignificant judgment. 
What does it matter to you if a 
certain Truth teacher does not 
follow the diet you think is neces
sary, or if he or she does not 
always look or speak or act 
according to your present expec
tancies of a spiritual master? If 
spirituality is signaled in you in 
that teacher’s presence, then 
follow that signal. The rest is un
important and overemphasis on 
these minor appearances will 
attach you to the very things you 
wish to eliminate from your life 
and consciousness. Be free of this 
limitation, for you are meant for 
free unfoldment. Remember, it is 
not the body or the personality of 
your teachers in life that you are 
meant to be attached to; for Truth 
alone is your beloved, and you 
cannot remain fixed to anything 
or anyone else. Great teachers, 
like life itself (the greatest teach
er), have a way of acting in un
expected ways and are not always 
pred ictab le. Truth is many- 
faceted, and all facets must be 
known. Let the Truth be revealed 
in whatever ways it may, and re
joice in each new experience.

Rejoice in the fact that there

are so many paths, so many teach
ers that each of us may choose the 
way to Truth that most suits our 
nature. Rejoice in the surface 
differences among all the methods 
set forth, and keep a sense of 
happiness about the outcomes for 
you as you follow the methods 
that feel right for you in this life.

C Zhoose the methods to spiri
tuality that most suit you in every 
phase of your life. As concerns 
your personal living habits, be 
careful but not harsh. Be as strict 
with yourself in these matters as 
seems right and necessary to you. 
Respect life, but do not be im
mobilized by fear of death or 
taint. Spirit, your true source of 
life, is deathless and forever pure.

Respect your life well enough 
to be careful about preserving and 
protecting your natural vitality. 
Do not misuse your beautiful 
body temple. But do not make of 
it a prison, either. Don’t be re
stricted by an undue fear of less 
than perfect food or less than 
ideal living conditions. The source 
of perfect nourishment resides 
innately in every atom of this uni
verse, and the ideal resides in
nately in every moment and place. 
Be nourished by that pure Source 
through all that you eat and 
breathe.

What do you suppose is the 
origin of your will to live? It is 
that eternally perfect and living 
Christ within you. Follow that 
spiritual Instructor concerning 
these things. Use spiritual dis-



crimination about what you eat 
and drink and about where you go 
and with whom you associate and 
about how you live. But do not be 
anxious—that is not the nature of 
the beloved, your eternally free 
Self. Never attempt to enforce 
your own sensibilities about diet, 
life-style, or spiritual matters on 
another. You cannot be free un
less you let yourself and all others 
be free. As individuals unfold 
naturally, all become confident 
enough in the Christ Self in them
selves and within others to be at 
peace about each one. Know that 
we have a perfect Master to lead 
and instruct us.

We should not expect another 
to be a perfect example of health, 
beauty, perfection for us. That 
inner Master is the one perfect 
example. Each must learn not to 
judge by appearances. The so- 
called sinner may be much more 
spiritual and pure than the so- 
called upright citizen. The invalid 
may be much closer in conscious
ness to perfect wholeness than the 
seemingly fit person. The misera
ble soul in the gutter may know a 
good deal more than the passersby 
about the meaning of life. All 
so-called “levels” of spiritual 
development can be transcended 
at one split-second touch of divine 
grace. All are free and pure 
already in Spirit, and the goal is to 
know and live that Truth.

<^)nce you emerge as a Truth 
student, everyone and everything 
becomes your Teacher, for the

divine Teacher is immanent in 
each and all, calling to you and 
leading you to full realization. 
The more “cosmic” your con
sciousness becomes, the more 
alert you become to the fact that 
the Teacher is present every
where—more than present in an 
abstract sense, but also touchable 
and reaching now to touch you!

Often individuals search for a 
perfect master, an ultimate teach
ing. That is to be found only with 
your Self. But because of the out
ward search for Truth teaching, 
because of the persistent delving 
into books, the listening attitude 
of the ideal student, because of 
this manifest longing, the gift of 
grace is increasingly bestowed. 
That priceless gift is the inde
scribably growing perception of 
teachers and Truth teachings 
apparent in every place and in 
everyone—from the uncommon 
to the common. The incarnations 
of God as Teacher are truly more 
myriad than the new leaves of 
forests or the dense and cleansing 
raindrops of a heavy spring rain. 
The gift of grace is the unfolding 
awareness that the all-loving and 
all-knowing Teacher of all teach
ers is with you always.

r h e  secret remains the same—in 
order to recognize the great teach
ing or the great Teacher, become a 
great student. In order to receive 
divine directives, be open to and 
expectant of the divine. Be ever 
prepared to receive and to act 
upon the divine beckoning to you



everywhere. Listen for the Master, 
watch for Him, and He will come 
to you.

Through this attitude, you shall 
be one of the great ones. You shall 
be one of the masters, one of the 
founders. When all the vital steps 
in Self-knowledge come along in 
your life, praise God, for you shall 
be able to take them. You were 
bom at a certain time and in a cer
tain place among certain indi
viduals for wonderful reasons—for 
greater and more beautiful rea
sons than have yet been revealed.

Be grateful for your life—even 
with all its ups and downs. As 
much as possible, keep the spiri
tual goal in the forefront of your 
consciousness. It is a hard thing, 
to be sure, to ask you to try to 
forget entirely your pressing prob
lems in life. All these outer things 
have their weight and meaning— 
perhaps more meaning in spiritual 
term s than you might have 
thought. But be certain of this, 
you will develop a divine forget
fulness of the tension, the intense 
pain, the tight bind of it all. These 
indescribable moments will come 
to you—gifts of grace. They come 
not like doses of some sweet 
potion to soothe you away from 
the reality of life, but rather they 
com e like draughts of thirst
quenching elixir. Following such 
moments, the “burden” grows 
light, the solution comes more 
clearly, and the good is closer at 
hand. Taking these steps in Self- 
know ledge is assuming true 
mastery; it is “coming into your 
own” at last.

Think of sitting in a one-passen
ger sailboat out at sea, waiting for 
any trace of wind from any direc
tion at all to move you. Just when 
the heat, the powerful undercur
rent, or the stagnant surface of the 
sea might seem to hold you 
powerless, a sudden waft of pure 
air fills the sails. Tilt the rudder 
and lift the sail to catch the wind

of Spirit fully, and you are off and 
free. That wind is grace, and it 
blows always.

As you sail on in the spiritual 
life, keep an eye for the real prizes 
in store. Always let the wind of 
Spirit lift you beyond the obvi
ous, into the freedom of Truth. 
For example, overcoming depres
sion is a vital step in Self-knowl
edge, while “aura-vision” is in
consequential. What good will it 
do a man if he can walk on water if 
he cannot correct his own bad 
habits? Many clairvoyants have 
serious problems in the areas of 
health, prosperity, and human 
relations. But those we call the 
“ever free”—the God-realized 
on es—may or may not have 
“psychic powers” yet have sailed 
beyond these limitations, carried 
on by the activity of grace. You, 
too, are meant for wider seas.



Seek not psychic experience, 
but spiritual experience, mystical 
communion with the Self. While it 
is good to arrange your life to be 
more conducive to mystical expe
rience, remember that the great 
mystics of the earth have often 
achieved union with the Absolute 
at the most unlikely times, in the 
midst of the most (apparently) 
antagonistic events. That is the 
nature of what is called mystical 
experience. It sweeps away the 
obstacles in a flash. It uses out
wardly adverse conditions to its 
own advantage. Its law is not 
brought into effect by a certain 
set of stimuli always; rather, its 
law sets up the stimuli—Spirit 
gives all the signals. Its law is 
grace—divine love in action. When 
the longing is developed in you, 
spiritual revelations will make 
their own time and place in your 
life.

The key—the longing for Self- 
knowledge—develops with prac
tice of Truth ideas, and you have 
longing for Truth, else why would 
you have read so far into these 
thoughts? There is awakening 
within you now the equal or sur- 
passer to every great Truth 
teacher or writer or sage or saint 
or master. Therefore with peace 
and confidence unfurl the sails of 
your heart to receive the full free
ing force of Spirit.

Practice Exercise

Let the body feel relaxed and 
quiet as you sit straight, yet easily 
in your study place. Let the mind

be tranquil, removed from all 
anxious concerns. As you begin, 
anticipate healing; anticipate new 
insight; anticipate freedom and 
peace. You are here to receive a 
very personal blessing from your 
own inner perfect Master.

As you prepare to meet the 
Master in consciousness, let the 
mind become calmer and calmer, 
and as you breathe with peaceful 
rhythm, let a warm, happy feeling 
flow through all areas of your 
being.

Think of that perfect Master 
seated at the center of your heart. 
Think of that radiant presence, 
that light, that inexpressible joy. 
Without making any prayer at all, 
not even for healing or the answer 
to some problem in life, only 
think of that presence; focus on 
that alone for as long a moment as 
you can.

It seems strange to go on from 
here, for what you have been prac
ticing just now is really the secret 
of right meditation and of an
swered prayer. Without attaching 
any limitation to the pure thought 
of that presence, you lift your 
own consciousness into the spiri
tual vibration of the Christ. Here 
all is answered, all is complete. If 
you can hold the mind to the 
Christ-focus, even for a second, 
you will see for yourself the great 
blessings that come through.

Through this activity, devotion 
is kindled in your mind and heart. 
Devotion to the spiritual ideal is 
its own reward. It takes away the



pain and confusion of challenging 
life experiences. The Christ of 
your being is truly the Great 
Physician. Lift your mind to be 
touched by that hand of light, and 
the healing you receive will be 
sure and complete.

All that the Christ self requires 
of you is that which is the easiest 
and the most natural for you to 
give—love. The universal principle 
active in all of life that may be 
called karma, the law of mind 
action, or cause and effect—strong 
and absolute as it may be—cannot 
resist love. Love the Lord, Truth, 
Good, and the bonds of past error 
thought and action begin to fall 
from your life like paper chains. 
Misdirected love—love of worry, 
attachment to the material, self- 
centeredness—has bound human 
beings in the cycle of necessary 
growth experiences. But when 
that love becomes rightly directed 
toward the Lord, the wholeness of 
Spirit that results leaves no room 
for the past feelings of weakness 
or lack. A boy will be content to 
play with his toys for a while, but 
eventually begins to miss his 
mother; when at last he looks up 
and sees her, he drops the toys and 
runs to the mother’s arms. Come 
to that point in longing, feel that 
love as you center the mind on 
that Father-Mother, perfect 
Teacher presence indwelling.

Listen, for the Teacher speaks 
to you in these moments. The 
Physician touches you with heal
ing, the Master touches you with

light. Veils fall from your eyes, 
sensitivities quicken, as you re
ceive your own personal spiritual 
message. If you do not receive this 
feeling of communion at first, do 
not give up. Try again and again; 
release yourself completely to the 
inner Teacher. Feel that you are 
truly cleansed, baptized with 
light. This experience, you will 
find, is not imagination—although 
imagining the inner Master and 
the nature of spiritual commu
nion will help to prepare your 
mind and heart for the real expe
rience. The message of Spirit, the 
realization of the inner Teacher, 
will certainly happen to you.

As you contemplate that inner 
presence, think of its radiance 
flooding your mind and heart. 
Begin to see how beautifully and 
easily the light of spiritual aware
ness flows into your conscious
ness as you breathe in. Think of 
the source of inner light—the 
Christ self. Then as you breathe 
out, think of the natural outflow, 
the full expression of Spirit as the 
ego-self becomes suffused with 
the Christ light. The mind forgets 
its identification with the space- 
time, personality self for this eter
nal moment, and identifies with 
the I AM, the Christ. Hold the idea 
of this cleansing radiance for a 
moment, and feel the total healing 
release of the Christ light shining 
through your being. Know that 
this experience is G od’s love in 
action in and through you. It is 
your own Teacher’s gift to you.

As you continue to practice



this process, ideas of great and 
special meaning will come to you. 
Those special, private blessings 
that you receive from the inner 
Master shall be your secrets. If 
words are given to you, they are 
for you only. If symbols or scenes 
appear to the inner eye, they are 
yours alone. They are your trea
sures.

But the peace you feel, the free, 
full experience of spiritual joy 
that comes in this activity is 
Spirit’s gift to all the world 
through you. Let it flow forth in 
healing thoughts for all people, in 
words of praise for the good abun
dant in people and situations 
around you. These are the gifts of 
Spirit outflowing through you; 
they cleanse and bless you as they 
flow on to uplift others and this 
world.

Whenever you undergo times of 
doubt or dryness in life, turn again 
to that inner Counselor. Think 
again of the Master seated in your 
heart of hearts. Think of the 
Christ as the very heart of your 
heart. Contemplate that purity, 
that peace. Here there can be no 
bitterness, no resentment, no 
remembrance of past wrong. Here 
is the sacred place of perfect 
peace, free and unrestrained love, 
absolute acceptance, ever new 
beginnings. In these moments of 
contemplation you shall be com
forted and all Truth shall be 
opened unto you.

Perhaps you will put down 
these pages after finishing your 
reading today, and not con

sciously follow the steps in Self- 
knowledge that await you in your 
soul growth. But you cannot 
pause for long.

You were born for this journey 
and you never really leave this 
path. You have given your heart 
to Truth, you belong to the 
Christ, your own indwelling 
Teacher. Be at peace, for the 
Teacher is with you here, guiding 
your footsteps, leading you safely 
and certainly to the spiritual goal 
of Self-knowledge. 0

End of Series

Retreats, Education Programs

Unity Village Vacation Re
treats are dedicated to helping 
individuals realize more o f their 
true potential in a holiday setting 
with people o f like interests.

Unity Institute for Continuing 
Educat ion (UICE) trains lay 
people to become licensed Unity 
teachers and helps those who are 
seeking personal unfoldment and 
enrichment.

The School for Ministerial and 
Religious Studies (SMRS) pre
pares serious students for careers 
in the ministry.

For information about these 
programs , write: Education 
Department, Unity School of 
Christianity, Unity Village, 
Missouri 64065.
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Every good gift and every 
perfect gift” cometh from 
above, from the Father o f 
light, and I am in all ways 
prospered.

LIGHT 
OF LIFE

BIBLE WRITERS USE the word 
light to represent intelligence. 
When Jesus said, “I am the light of 
the w orld,” He undoubtedly 
meant that He was the expresser 
of Truth in all its aspects. In the 
first chapter of John light and 
Truth are synonymous.

“There was the true light, even 
the light which lighteth every 
man, coming into the world.” 
This does not mean that He was 
the light of all those who come 
into the physical world, but of 
those who are born of Spirit into 
the world of reality. Those who 
live in physical consciousness 
regard the light as a radiation of 
the sun through which people dis
cern the outline of things. But 
within this light that chases away 
the darkness is a principle hidden

from the sense man. “And the 
light shineth in the darkness; and 
the darkness apprehended it not.” 
Materiality is unillumined and has 
no power in itself to overcome its 
ignorance. So all attempts of intel
lect to lift man and the human 
family to higher states of con
sciousness will prove futile. There 
must be an influx of spiritual 
energy and inspiration from the 
“Father of lights.”

Yet it is interesting to note how 
the discoveries of modern science 
are demonstrating phases of Truth 
without bringing forth a single 
principle that will raise man spiri
tually. For example, light has 
been probed to its physical source 
and properties have been revealed 
of a world that was nonexistent to 
the physical man. Yet with all the 
marvelous knowledge acquired 
about light no quality has been 
revealed that man can apply to his 
moral or health-restoring needs. 
The argument that light is a prop
erty of electricity that is being 
successfully applied to heal hu
man ills is not borne out by facts.

Yet the Scriptures treat light 
and intelligence as one. In the very 
first chapter of the Bible we are 
told that Mind became manifest as 
light. “And God said, let there be 
light: and there was light.” But 
the mind that judges according to 
appearance never discerns the 
inner truth about light or any
thing else.

We must know the Truth about 
the omnipresence of the one intel
ligence in the light; then we shall 
be made free from our intellectual



darkness. Science agrees with 
James that “every good gift and 
every perfect gift is from above, 
coming down from the Father of 
lights.” Science says light is a very 
orderly and exceedingly produc
tive wave motion in the ether, but 
science does not tell us that light is 
God intelligence in action and 
that we can link our mind with the 
light and reap the benefit of its 
marvelous potentialities.

Some Christian metaphysicians 
are shy about using the scientists’ 
approach to their problems, fear
ing that they themselves will fall 
in to a materialistic trend of 
thought. However, when we see 
scientists telling in physical terms 
of the properties of God-Mind, 
needing only to add the assump
tion of an intelligent moving 
power, we have found the cooper
ation of a very earnest and con
vincing lot of truth seekers.

So do not be afraid of the true 
physical scientist, but give his dis
coveries the light of mind. Then 
you will find that the substance 
and life will become more obe
dient to your word of command.

Remember that Moses received 
his great command from Jehovah 
when he turned aside to see why 
the bush that burned was not con
sumed. Jehovah spoke to him 
“out of the midst of the bush”; 
that is, God was in the fire that 
lighted an ordinary bush. Open 
your mind to the light of Spirit 
wherever you are. See with the 
eye of the mind that God is omni
present Spirit, “over all, and 
through all, and in all.” ©

ILLUMINATION—The highest form of 
prayer is to open our mind and quietly 
realize that the one Omnipresence 
knows our thoughts and instantly 
answers, even before we have audibly 
expressed our desire. As we ask we must 
also give thanks that we have already 
received, and act accordingly.

The intelligence of God inspires 
and directs me. I know what to do 

and I do it.

HEALING—As we understand that God 
is Spirit, and we, His offspring, are His 
image and likeness, hence spiritual, we 
have our foundation for healing. This 
concept of God gives us a point o f con
tact that is never absent; in all places 
and under all conditions we have the 
assurance of G od’s love, and of the 
attention and help o f God.

The life of God heals and renews 
me. I am strong, whole, and well.

PROSPERITY—Spiritual power is cre
ative, and it is not dependent on mate
rial securities. Disease and poverty will 
never enter our domain unless we invite 
them and believe in them. Conscious
ness o f power over these conditions is 
one o f the delights o f  our divine inheri
tance. Wealth o f consciousness will 
express itself in wealth of manifesta
tion.

The power of God is at work in me.
I work with this power to bring 
forth success and prosperity.



BY RALPH SEELIG

GOD HAS ALL the time He 
needs. He is never in a hurry as He 
patiently awaits the return of 
your perfect soul to His bosom.

Do you hear in these words 
some almost forgotten echo from 
your distant past and your future 
yet to come? Attune your listen
ing self to this eternal song even 
while you playfully practice the 
notes o f seemingly irrelevant 
melody. We, too, have forever! 
Rome was not built in a day and 
yet, where now is the Rome that 
was built and then destroyed in its 
own transience?

We are experiencing events, 
feelings, achievements, and fail
ures as we consequentially flow 
along a path of which we know 
only a little. What did you do last 
Tuesday at 3:30 p.m.? What did 
you do on November 8 last year; 
in 1974, or when you were twelve, 
or the day after you were born, or 
the day before? What do you 
know of your activity tomorrow 
or next year? Is it not true that we 
are aware only of this very mo
ment; and now that is gone by as 
you read. Yet so much of our past 
remains as experience and is 
known in our deeper self.

We who seek are consciously 
registering our outer physical 
experiences, recording them in 
our mind, and translating them 
into the eternal link of our spiri
tual being.

What quality do we most need 
in order to translate these expe
riences effectively and without 
strain? How do we consciously 
view the world around us? Is it 
with impetuosity and impatience? 
Do we wish to achieve everything 
now—out of sequence? Will to
morrow be too late for that which 
we would achieve? Indeed, what is 
it that we wish to achieve? Are we 
impatient with our own apparent 
inability to achieve all our goals 
now?

How do we react under stress 
and provocation? Is there in our 
attitude the oft encountered emo
tion, righteous indignation? Are 
we successful with ourself in re
fraining from forcing upon others 
the policy which we consider to 
be right—at least it is right for us? 
Can we silently endure; can we 
control ourself when another can
not see the truth as we see it? Our 
salvation may be in our silence. 
But silence can be our salvation 
not when we are silent out of a 
sense of self-righteousness, but 
when we know no other path, for 
it is the life we live.

There is a sweet virtue in seren
ity; in peace; in composure. There 
is no hurry; there is no time limit. 
Everything is in divine order. As 
we grow older in this life we seem 
to develop this sense of the eter
nal. Age is not a matter of years



but of experience. There is almost 
a paradox in that the fewer years 
we have left in this life, the more 
patient we become. Somehow, 
instinctively, we come to know 
that we have all the time in our—in 
God’s—world.

A man sat impatiently gazing 
into space as he saw the events of 
history passing him by. Despite 
his royal role he felt helpless to 
cope with the seeming impossi
bility of his task. In the cave of his 
despondence he became aware of 
a tiny insect attempting the im
possible. The spider tried again, 
and again, and again to swing him
self into the threads of the web of 
life he had woven. Bruce, the king 
who could not, saw this minute 
creature succeed in his goal 
through infinite patience. Isaiah 
tells us, “In quietness and in trust 
shall be your strength.”

Patience is indeed the connect
ing link between desire and 
achievement. Patience is a divine 
idea that is given to us, though like 
all divine ideas it does not impose 
itself upon us. It silently awaits 
the moment when we recognize 
its validity and its virtue. Job is 
proverbial for his patience that 
was ultimately rewarded, because 
patience implies confidence in the 
face of seeming impossibility.

Pure power is to be found in 
patience. In the silence of our soul 
we recharge our batteries. At such 
times speaking is but a discharge.

Have you ever considered that 
times of meditation are moments 
of patience? As we gently close 
our eyes upon the passing hubbub

of the world, we are truly saying 
to our greater Self, “Peace, be 
still. It is my time to float along 
the inner paths of eternity, right 
here and now.” However pressing 
are the outer needs, they must 
wait upon the dictates of the 
Truth. For in communion with 
the Christ within there is no time, 
but simply heights of conscious
ness and depths of feeling.

The writing of a letter, mastery 
of a book, earning of another 
dollar, or realization of a long- 
held desire will wait and still be 
there, and will patiently accept 
our conquest at another moment 
in life.

All is not revealed at one fell 
swoop. There has to be an orderly 
unfolding of experience, and the 
very inabilities and failures of 
today are but stepping-stones to 
our eternal growth. When Kahlil 
Gibran’s Prophet was to leave the 
people of Orphalese to journey on 
his eternal path, he left with them 
a message of faith and expec
tancy: The clay that filled their 
ears would one day be pierced by 
the fingers that kneaded it. Their 
greater senses would be sharpened 
in due time, and they would bless 
the very darkness through which 
they grew toward the light.

Were not these also the inspired 
thoughts of Paul when he said:

“For our knowledge is imper
fect and our prophecy is imper
fect; but when the perfect comes, 
the imperfect will pass away. 
When I was a child, I spoke like a 
child, I thought like a child, I rea
soned like a child; when I became



a man, I gave up childish ways. 
For now we see in a mirror dimly, 
but then face to face. Now I know 
in part; but then shall I under
stand fully, even as I have been 
fully understood.”

To those of us who wisely wait, 
all experience is in order. We 
knowingly sift each event, dis
carding the dross so that only the 
finer particles are retained and 
they become absorbed in the 
purity of the refined person. We 
quietly and confidently take on

more and more of our eternal 
self—the self we were before the 
outer haste to know impinged 
upon our glory.

When we are not pressed by ill- 
considered impetuosity or the 
whims of phantom fears, that 
which is worthy will patiently 
appear. ’Tis then and only then 
that we shall truly reach out to 
our further goals in ever-expand
ing consciousness until our ever- 
flowing stream comes down to 
reach the sea of our eternal bliss.

An Experience to Remember...
What type of experience can you expect at a Unity Village Vacation 

Retreat?
The answer varies from person to person, of course, but you can read 

what some retreatants have to say in the article, "The Retreat Expe
rience," in this issue of UNITY Magazine.

With eleven retreats to choose from, it is easy to have your own 
Unity Village Vacation Retreat Experience.

Easter Retreat 
May time Retreat 
Rose Festival Retreat 
Summertime Retreat 
August Festival 
Mid-Season Retreat 
Autumn Retreat 
Harvest Festival Retreat 
Indian Summer Retreat 
Thanksgiving at Unity 
Christmas at Unity

March 25-31 
May 20-26 
June 3-9 
July 22-28 
August 5-11
August 26-September 1 
September 9-15 
September 23-29 
October 7-13 
November 18-24 
December 23-29

For more information, rates, and reservation forms, write to: 
Unity Village Vacation Retreats 
Unity Village, Missouri 64065



iLettet§ to %  ’lulitoi
UNITY Magazine really helped me 

know what faith is and how it can work 
for me. I am an alcoholic and your 
magazine gave me a lot o f answers. I use 
it along with AA’s Twelve Steps. Let me 
say that I know it works and I thank 
you for your help.—D.P., California.

©
On this glorious day 1 am more than 

ever conscious o f the growing need to 
express gratitude to all of you at Unity 
who work so earnestly to publish and 
share the Truth. Truly, each issue of 
UNITY Magazine and Daily Word seems 
greater than the previous publica
tions.— G.K., District o f  Columbia.

©
I save each issue o f UNITY Magazine 

to use as a reference. If any questions 
come up I can always find an answer in 
one o f them. I look forward to the next 
issue long before it is due to arrive. 
Thank you again, and many bless
ings.— V.R.T., Missouri.

0
I want to say how happy 1 am to see 

the photos o f the various writers. It 
seems to bring them even closer when 
we read their messages. God bless all in 
Unity for their devotion to the 
work.—C.M., Canada.

I am a Daily Word and UNITY Maga
zine “minister.” I give away copies of 
old magazines to friends, to fellow bus 
riders, to waitresses. They all know me 
as a minister in this way. Now friends 
collect old copies and give them to me 
so that I can give them away. I have seen 
it work! No one has ever refused to take 
a c o p y  from me except for two 
women—they smiled and showed me 
their own .—E.P., Michigan.

0
In mid-afternoon when all my chores 

are done and I am waiting for my hus
band to come home, I like to spend an 
hour or so relaxing with some Unity 
literature. All too soon 1 have read 
everything in UNITY Magazine and 
would like more. I have to force myself 
not to read it all the first day that I 
receive it.—B.M., Wisconsin.

0
Thank you all at Unity for being 

what you are—a unifying influence in 
countless lives. Every article and poem 
sheds light, opens doors, or lifts one’s 
vision.

I realize your authors stress spiritual 
kinship rather than relying on personali
ties, but I would love to know you all 
better. Would it be possible to run a 
series of short autobiographies o f some 
of your contributors? God bless you 
all.—J.D., Canada.
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THE WORLD MADE 
NEW, Unity Easter Greet
ing Booklet; 15 booklets 
for $3; each additional 
order o f 15, only $2.50. 
Individual envelopes in
cluded. (15 booklets per 
package.) Order from 
Unity, Unity Village,

Although it is always good to 
do so, this is the season that Chris
tians everywhere set aside time to 
dwell in thought and prayer upon 
the holy idea of the Resurrection 
of Jesus. Easter is approaching, 
and after the apparent dreariness 
of winter, the spring of glory and 
beauty begins to dawn in our 
awareness. Appreciation for the 
wonders of creation abounds in 
the thoughts, words, and deeds of 
humankind.

The World Made New is the 
title of this year’s Easter Greeting 
Booklet from Unity School of 
Christianity, and so it is—through 
the sharing of the talents and con
sciousness of many of Unity’s 
best-loved authors, poets, and 
photographic artists.

Filled with joyous, uplifting

thoughts, this little booklet will 
shed its light upon thousands in 
inspiration and new-found aware
ness. It often takes only a simple 
verse or phrase to turn the lock in 
a fearful or lonely heart. “Today I 
go forth fearlessly toward the new 
horizon that I see. I rejoice that I 
am in the great adventure of life. I 
go forth with purpose, vitality, 
and self-confidence, feeling G od’s 
presence within me with every 
step I take, with every breath I 
draw.” Thoughts such as these 
bring hope to the discouraged, 
security and warmth to the 
lonely.

A poem by James Dillet Free
man entitled “Rejoice in Jubilee,” 
rings with the enthusiasm and zest 
of Resurrection morn:

“When every passing daffodil 
Affirms life’s power to rise 

Up out of death, shall I be 
still?

When every bird that flies 
Flies but on faith, shall I in 

prison
Stay bound? Shall I not 

start
Up too and cry that Christ is 

risen—
Risen in my heart!”

The poem, “Miracle,” by R. H. 
Grenville spells out with clarity of 
vision that which is in the heart of 
each of us as springtime draws 
near:

“And winter, that seemed end
less,

Makes ready to depart,
And all the weight of winter 
Is lifted from my heart.”

And so it is —Pamela Yearsley.



IUe  WoRld 
MAdE New

Looking for a way to express 
Easter greetings to your friends 
and family? You can convey 
your warmest regards by giving 
copies of THE WORLD MADE 
NEW , U n ity ’s 1978 Easter 
Greeting Booklet.

THE WORLD MADE NEW is 
24 colorful pages filled with the 
joyous springtime prose and 
poetry of james Dillet Free
man, R. H. Grenville, Rowena 
Cheney, G ertrude Cramer 
Williams, and others.

You can order THE WORLD 
MADE NEW in a package of 15 
booklets with individual enve
lopes for only $3, or you may 
want an assortment of five 
copies each of THE WORLD 
MADE NEW, The Miracle o f  
Renewal, and Easter A wakening 
for the same price. Additional 
packages of 15 on the same 
order are only $2.50.

Order today using the con
venient flap, for your copies of 
TH E  WORLD MADE NEW. 
Share a fresh, new look at life 
this Easter with a gift all will 
cherish.



By John D. Engle, Jr.

God, give me some new words made for singing.
Give me words of beauty—bringing Truth, 
bird words winging across sky-dreams of youth, 
rainbow words where earth and heaven blend, 
tree words flinging arms against the wind, 
wind words that teach the stiffest trees to dance, 
and sun words with a glow in every glance.
God, give me sky words to write the night with light. 
Give me night words to bring the stars to birth.
Give me sea words to lullaby the land, 
and give me land words to glorify the earth.
Give me stone words carved of strong spondees.
Give me winged words like honey-hungry bees, 
born to find and feed on beauty’s trove.
Give me rain words that melt in liquid love.
Give me fragile, fragrant words—rose petals in the rain, 
words that feel the joy beneath the pain.
Give me spirit words that know how much 
to leave unsaid, and finger words of touch.

God, give me all of these, but tell me then 
which words I should leave out, which to leave in. 
Show me how to balance phrase with phrase.
Give me the skill, and I’ll give You the praise.


