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VIEW FROM
UNITY VILLAGE

This is the April issue of .with the editor
UNITY Magazine, and to
most people April is synonymous with spring. Wherever you are as 
you read this, whether it is still cold and snowy or whether you are in 
an area where fresh new life is springing forth, in Truth you can 
literally have the kind of weather you want.

James Dillet Freeman made this most vivid point a longtime ago 
in his classic poem, “My Heart Makes Its Own Weather.”

It goes this way:
My heart makes its own weather, so let the world grow gray;
My heart starts saying April when April's far away.
In spite of rain and reason and winter on the wing,
My heart has its own season, and my heart says it is spring!
Blow wind and bitter weather, come care and whistling cold,
An April heart will never grow gray or crabbed or old.
Time is a wrinkled treason;age is an old untruth.
Heart, keep your changeless season, green April, golden youth!
We are delighted to share with you in this issue a number of new 

poems hailing the return of spring. One, “Lost and Found,” appears 
Dn the back cover and is written by a longtime favorite of UNITY 
Magazine readers, John D. Engle, Jr. Also be sure to spend some time 
with “End of the Drought” by Louis E. Campbell, and “The Funda
mental I” by Jean Carpenter Welborn.

Among the many fine articles this month, we are especially happy 
to present “The Mystery of Life” by Sue Sikking. It is a strikingly 
mystical, beautiful, and sensitive look at the appearance of death 
from the viewpoint of a little girl who had the faith to reject it and 
totally accept life. This autobiographical account is sure to inspire 
you.

Another article, “When Negative Is Positive” by Jack D. Kern, 
considers the subject of news and its presentation by the mass media. 
Each of us is inclined at times to bemoan the fact that newspapers 
;eem to stress “bad” news. After reading this piece, you will know 
that such reporting is good!

Thank you for being with us again this month, and may you be 
alessed and renewed by the many splendid articles and poems to be 
found as you turn the pages.

Have a great spring!

T



BY SUE SIKKING

The Aystery 
of Eife

WE ARE THE citizens of a new 
and exciting world of soul un- 
foldment. Right now our whole 
world’s hour has come. Some
thing great is happening to us 
all.

All around us there is much 
talk of death. Recently a wo
man in her late eighties wrote 
to me and said, “So many great 
things are written in our time to 
prepare us and strengthen us to 
meet life, could we not have 
something that would prepare 
us for death?”

I suddenly realized that this 
was the time to write what I 
had known since I was a little 
girl, but had always been afraid 
to share. This happened to me 
as a child, and if I talked about 
it, I was rebuffed by all grown
ups. My grandmother would 
cry; my aunts would say, “Be 
still, you’re only a child, you 
don’t know anything.” Every 
time I would say anything 
about the experience that was 
happening to me, I was scolded

and nearly always sent to bed in 
tears, still believing, however, 
that what I knew was true, but 
that it was something “big” 
people did not understand. 
Many years later I learned that 
this was something secret, for it 
baffles reason and confounds 
judgment.

We wonder what a young 
child thinks, and sometimes we 
believe they do not think at all. 
Perhaps rather than thinking, 
they feel and know things that 
evade adults who often think 
without truly feeling at all.

One night long ago, as a 
storm roared on, each flash of 
ligh tn ing revealed a small 
midwestem town sleeping un
disturbed by the relentless 
assault of nature. At each light
ning discharge, details were 
etched like a giant canvas of 
gray and black.

On that stormy May night, 
while the town slept, there 
could be seen a light in a house





that stood stark against the sky 
for a moment and retired into 
the darkness as the storm lost 
some of its momentum. In this 
house were five doctors, whose 
faces echoed the storm. There 
was a great heaviness in the 
room as they sat silent with 
hopelessness expressed in their 
every movement. A life would 
soon  be gone—a soul was 
moving on. All that could be 
done had been done. A man 
moved along a darkened hall to
ward a room in which a small 
girl slept. Around her face was a 
suggestion of faint curls, made 
bolder by the spring storm. 
Lying there, the child listened 
to the storm, unafraid of the 
clashing cymbals of thunder 
and the bright light that filled 
the room again and again. The 
branch of a maple tree, with its 
lacy new leaves, scratched upon 
the window as the retreating 
storm moved it.

The child watched the sil
houette of the tree etched upon 
the wall. She felt the thrill of 
waiting for the next move of 
this unseen power. She felt, 
rather than heard, the subdued 
voices of the men. It was a 
strange and lovely night. As the 
warm air came from the pro
tected window on the lee side 
of the house, the roar of the 
storm was less fierce, the light
ning was gentler. A shadow 
came through the door, then 
turned and became her father.

Sue S ik k in g  is m in is te r  o f  U n ity -B y -  
The-Sea in  S anta  M o n ica , C a lifo rn ia .

As she looked up, he smiled 
down at her. She reached up 
both hands and felt herself 
being drawn into his strong 
arms. She thought, “This is a 
wonderful night.” He did not 
say anything, but it did not 
matter—who needs to say any
thing when one is loved and 
knows the security of the in
visible essence that enfolds. 
Yes, this was a wonderful night, 
and this was a special extra, to 
be taken up after one had been 
put to bed. As her face lay 
against his rough coat, she 
heard the murmur of voices 
coming from the other room. 
She never went into that room 
except on special occasions. 
This was the room where the



painted pictures hung and the 
vases were never touched. She 
especially loved the peacock 
feathers, so soft and iridescent, 
tucked behind the picture of 
the mill wheel in the sun. They 
did not go into this room, but 
turned into the most important 
room in the house, the room 
with the big bed where one 
could crawl in with Mamma on 
a morning when for some rea
son it was a special day and one 
did not need to get up early.

She found herself in her 
mother’s arms, snuggled against 
the soft pink batiste night
gown, and she felt the gathers 
at the yoke with her fingers. 
She smelled the same wonder
ful smell—better than warm 
cookies or burning leaves. It 
was the fragrance of the dried 
rose petals that were in the 
small bags among Mamma’s 
clothes. She drank in the fra
grance and put her arms tightly 
around her mother’s neck and 
felt the warmth and the curve 
of her mother’s arms. As her 
father said, “Tell your mamma 
good-bye, darling,” she tight
ened her arms and felt more 
than smelled the unforgettable 
fragrance that was Mamma. She 
thought as she said good-bye 
how exciting it was to be going 
somewhere, because good-byes 
always meant a very special 
treat. They always came before 
you went someplace wonderful 
and exciting. The good-bye was

so mixed up with the delicious 
sense of Mamma and sleep that 
it became one glorious and 
wonderful feeling. Her father 
picked her up and carried her 
back to her own bed.

The storm had gone so far 
away that it was only a slight 
rumble and a small occasional 
flickering light. The branches 
of the maple tree were still now 
in the dim light. Even the mur
mur of voices from the front 
room had become silent. She 
could not hear her father’s step 
anymore. Everything was very 
quiet. She felt a warm sense of 
joy as she wondered where she 
was going when morning came, 
because, hadn’t she told 
Mamma good-bye, and didn’t 
that mean something wonder
ful!

She was sleepily aroused for 
a moment by what seemed to 
be a soft touch and a lingering 
smell of the most wonderful 
fragrance in all the world, the 
smell of dried rose petals that 
caressed her cheek, and finally 
she slept.

When she awakened in the 
morning, the house was busy. 
Grandmother and two of the 
child’s aunts had come. They 
were talking, and grandmother 
was sobbing. The aunts tried to 
comfort her. She kept saying, 
“She is gone, so young, my dear 
daughter.” The child stood 
with eyes wide open until one 
aunt said, “Poor little thing; no



mother; you’ll never see your 
m other again.” The child 
pulled herself free from her 
aunt’s arms and ran back into 
the room with the big bed. 
There was her mother putting 
her finger over her lips to quiet 
her and bending to hold her 
tight in her arms. She smiled, 
and the child knew they had a 
secret. As she tightened her 
arms around her mother’s neck, 
she smelled again the fragrance 
of the dried rose petals. Her 
mother released her and she ran 
into the other room to tell her 
grandmother that Mamma was 
there, but Grandmother only 
b e c a m e  h y s t e r i c a l  and 
scream ed louder. An aunt 
pushed her out of the room and 
closed the door. She ran again, 
and was caught in her mother’s 
arms.

Her father came, and many 
people crowded into the house. 
No matter what she said, no 
one listened, even when she 
screamed, “She is not dead.” 
She was only punished by being 
put into her bed, to find again 
the arms and the love of her 
mother. She began to avoid the 
grownups, always knowing she 
was never alone.

Soon she was taken to her 
grandmother’s house to stay, 
but she was never afraid, for 
always in trying times her 
mother was there. She grew to 
know this secret could not be 
shared with others, for they

could not understand.
When she grew to know what 

others felt about death, she 
knew there was no death. Not 
being able to confide in older 
people or to be convinced to 
their way of thinking, she grew 
up believing in the mystery of 
life. She kept on believing, and 
in later years, in poetry and 
writings she rediscovered the 
truth she had learned that night 
so long ago. In Edwin Arnold’s 
words written in 1879, she 
found this:

Weep a while, if ye are 
fain,

Sunshine still must follow 
rain.

Only not at death, for 
death—

Now I see—is that first 
breath

Which our souls draw 
when we enter Life, . . . 

Or, again, Edwin Arnold, who 
said:

Farewell, friends! Yet not 
farewell;

Where I am, ye too shall 
dwell,

a heart-beat’s time, a gray 
ant’s pace,

When ye come where I 
have stepped,

Ye will marvel why ye 
wept.

Or Kahlil Gibran, modern day 
poet  and philosopher, who 
said: “Death is not extinguish
ing the light. It is the putting 
out the lamp because dawn has



come.” And one of the last 
promises in the Bible: “ . . . a 
new  heaven and a new 
earth . . . and death shall be no 
more.”

Perhaps you, too, will say, 
“Just a child’s imagination,” 
and you will join those who 
could only think from logic and 
reason. Yet the time is at hand 
when we all may understand 
what Jesus meant when He 
said, “I have yet many things to 
say to you, but you cannot bear 
them now.” What they could 
not bear to hear was not a story 
of death, but the mystery of 
life. The mystery of life is the 
truth about every human 
being—every man, woman, and 
child.

Even the greatest scientists 
of this day are finding the 
mystery of life and declaring 
that there is a new world. The 
time is here. It is foretold in the 
Scriptures: “ . . . nothing is 
covered that will not be re
vealed or hidden that will not 
be known.”

That closed door that we call 
death has always been an 
enigma, and because of our fear 
and dread of it, we avoid think
ing about it during the times 
when we might think ratio
nally. When we must face it in 
the experience of someone 
close to us, we cannot think be
cause of our grief and concern. 
Death seems so final. Since the 
pattern of life is movement and

activity, coming to a complete 
stop is a great shock to the 
mind.

Let us think about this “last 
enemy,” as it has been called.

Death is the cessation of a 
phase of life, as the seed falling 
into the ground becomes the 
new plant, or the chrysalis that 
was the caterpillar becomes the 
butterfly. Transition might be a 
better word, because transition 
is a change—a passage from one 
place or state to another. This 
agrees with the words of the 
Psalmist who said, “Though I 
walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death.” Through 
means in and out, so death is a 
passageway. Scientists tell us 
that not one particle of sub
stance in the universe is ever 
lost but simply changes form, 
so we can assume that we, too, 
are the same universal sub
stance.

All of the action that we call 
life is bringing forth; therefore,



we know that death, too, must 
be bringing forth. What is next? 
We do not know, and we realize 
that we have never known. 
There was a time when we did 
not know about school, about 
love. We did not know those 
who are near and dear to us 
now. We did not know our own 
children. We did not know 
about our career, our business, 
our place in the world of today. 
The unknown death need not 
be feared any more than the un
known business, the unknown 
husband, wife, child, or any yet 
unknown adventure.

Truly our life must be built 
on faith. Let us not question, 
but let us meet each experience 
that lies before us. Study life, 
and you will know the secret of 
death. In life, live. Find in every 
person who comes to you a 
treasure. You cannot keep any
one except in the round tower

of your own heart. Children 
come; they grow up, and we 
know them no longer as little 
children except in this inner 
chamber of mind. Life has 
many experiences, changes, 
expansions, and growth. Many 
people come and walk part of 
the way with us in life. They 
come; they go; you come; you 
go. We cannot hold back the 
flow of life on any plane of 
living. We would not want to.

The sorrow of death should 
turn into joy, not because we 
have lost someone, but because 
we have had someone. Every 
joy, problem, experience, even 
the tears we have shared, are 
our treasures. Imagine what life 
would have been like without 
them. Let your sorrow turn 
into joy. Death is birth into a 
new life. Death is the outward 
reflection of an inner realiza
tion of a new life. ©

By Debra Woolard Bender

Love reaches through thought 
As sunshine passes through a window, 
Effortlessly . . .
It touches my work
And looks back at me from it
To say “I am here, I am here,
Did you not know where to find me?” 
And then we laugh together,
Friends.



BY THOMAS E. WITHERSPOON

THE FIRST RAYS of the 
morning sun sought out and 
pierced every crevice in the tiny 
clay hut where he had spent the 
night. He welcomed the intru
sion of light and warmth, for 
his body had been racked with 
great sieges of shivering all 
during the dark hours. He 
raised himself from the crum
pled position on the damp 
earthen f l oor  and leaned 
heavily against a wall. Here he 
could more readily accept the 
sun’s invitation of warmness 
and he could bask in its beams.

Through eyes that were red
dened from much weeping 
during the night, he gazed 
about him and he was further 
saddened by the stark empti
ness of the surroundings. He 
wished, but only momentarily, 
that he had not gone away from 
the others the night before, but 
he knew then—and now—that it 
was necessary for him to be 
alone with the Father and to

make sure that his inner guid
ance was leading him in the 
right direction.

Deep within him, however, 
came the cry, as he stood there 
in the sunlight, “Why me, 
F a t h e r ?  Why me?” His 
thoughts turned to his mother 
and he wondered if she would 
understand why he must do 
what was to be done. He 
thought of the friends he had 
made during the three-year 
period of ministry in Galilee, 
Judea, and Samaria, and he 
wondered if the others would 
carry on the work that had 
been started. He wondered how 
the betrayal would take place, 
and if there were any way it 
could be avoided.

Suddenly, with great deter
mination, he gently wiped 
away these concerns, thoughts, 
and ideas, and prepared himself 
to face what he must. He stood 
in the open doorway of the hut 
and prayed silently, trying to



prepare himself mentally and 
spiritually for the task ahead of 
him. Soon, he would rejoin the 
others who had slept in a 
nearby house, but first it was 
imperative for him to do some
thing about his physical appear - 
ance. With critical eyes he 
scanned the garment he was 
wearing, wishing he could 
cleanse it, but there was hardly 
enough water to drink in this 
arid land. His thoughts turned 
back to his mother again, and 
he remembered the day she had 
given him his white robe, and 
again tears filled his eyes. Now 
one could hardly tell that it was 
white, for it was covered with 
the grime of three years of 
travel. He stepped back into the 
hut and returned to the corner 
where he had slept, then he re
moved the garment and shook 
it vigorously. Instantly parti
cles of dust filled the room and 
began to settle on his slender 
body. It was a body that was 
feminine in appearance, soft 
and virtually hairless, yet un
questionably masculine at the 
same time. It, too, needed 
cleansing, for it had been 
weeks, perhaps months, since 
he had walked the shores of the 
Jordan and soaked in its tepid 
waters.

As he stood there in the 
shower of dust, his mind went 
back to that fateful day three 
years earlier when he had 
started the quest. He remem

bered the sad good-byes from 
his mother, his brothers and 
sisters, and his friends. Some, 
not his true friends, had called 
him insane, or said that he was 
possessed. But he knew that his 
mission in life was to help heal 
the sick, feed the hungry, and 
bring peace to the soul of man. 
He knew then, as now, what he 
had to do, and he set out on the 
adventure that had brought 
him here.

Now it was time to go. He 
pulled the robe about his body 
and secured it tightly at the 
waist with a purple sash. He 
smiled as he recalled his good 
fortune at finding the sash a 
few days earlier on the road 
into Jerusalem. Peter, as always 
impetuous, had been envious at 
first but then he told him, “It 
truly makes you look like a 
king!”

As he approached the door
way of the little hut again he 
ran his fingers through his 
thickly matted hair and 
managed to separate a few 
strands. Turning next to his 
beard he pried loose several 
particles of food that had some
how missed his mouth at the 
supper the night before. For his 
last act of physical preparation, 
he spat into his hands and 
moistened his face, erasing a bit 
of the dust that had collected 
there. Finally, he was ready, 
and he stepped briskly away 
from the little hut, anxious to



carry out the lot in life he had 
drawn, that of fulfilling God’s 
will of self-sacrifice for the 
good of all mankind.

A few paces down the dusty 
trail, he turned and violently 
hurled a small leather pouch 
against the sunbaked walls of 
the hut. The pouch burst open 
and silver coins fell to the earth. 
He walked rapidly toward a kiss 
for his Master, knowing that he 
must sacrifice himself for the 
One who would sacrifice Him
self for all. Judas Iscariot never 
looked back.

Judas has been one o f the 
most maligned individuals in all 
o f history. His name has been 
damned by millions, and his 
memory is indelibly linked to 
the word betrayal. Yet, Judas 
had a role to play in his life, and 
he did what he had to do. He 
should not be condemned be
cause he was an instrument of 
God. Jesus had to die so that He 
could be resurrected and live 
again. The betrayal was part o f 
God's plan for good, and Judas, 
who loved Jesus and wanted to 
see Him become the literal king 
o f the Jews, meant well.

He was a good man, a spiri
tual man, or Jesus would not 
have chosen him to be one o f 
the twelve disciples. Jesus knew 
Judas' role, and He accepted it 
as part o f the overall plan.

Let us look upon Judas more 
kindly. Let us not continue to

judge him harshly. Jesus for
gave him for his act. We must 
too. Let us know that whatever 
the appearances, we must look 
for the good in every situation 
and we must understand that 
God has everything under con
trol. Each o f us has a role to 
play in life, and as we follow 
our own inner guidance that 
role will be revealed to us. We 
may be judged falsely, and 
harshly, but we must do what 
we must do—as Judas did. ©

O' lecjhgence?
By David Johnn

Watching
the willows waltz,
I missed 
the meeting.
Thus,
to my fellowmen 
I was remiss.
But nature 
nurtured me 
with greening 
greeting
and held me balanced 
on the brink 
of bliss.



I OFTEN HEAR well-inten
t ioned “positive thinkers” 
bemoan the fact that news 
reporting is overwhelmingly 
negative. They wonder aloud 
why we cannot have more in 
the news that is positive, more 
good things people do rather 
than hurtful things. I sympa
thize with the feeling, but I

have decided that, given the 
nature of the news, it has to be 
negative. When the news is 
negative, it is saying something 
positive.

The nature of news reporting 
is to report the “out-of-the- 
ordinary”—the unusual. Ordi
nary, everyday, run-of-the-mill 
happenings do not make head-



lines. Do you see what this is 
saying? It is saying that the 
negative happenings—rob
beries, wars, hijackings, kidnap
pings—are unusual, and that is 
what makes them news. So 
when the news is negative, it 
means that most of the people 
are still doing what is positive 
and constructive, (and there
fore, not newsworthy).

To carry the thought one 
step further, if the news be
came positive it would be time 
for concern, because it would 
mean that the positive had be
come the unusual, and the 
negative the way most people 
act.

Let’s assume that you live a 
reasonably moral, honest, help
ful life. Most people do, so we 
can safely assume this about 
you. Now, when was the last 
time you were written up in the 
newspaper or featured on tele
vision for living this “good” 
kind of life? Oh, you might be 
one of those singled out as 
mother-of-the-year, or maybe 
you were elected president of a 
club, which is news because it is 
out-of-the-ordinary, but is it 
news that you are kind to your 
husband or wife, that you keep 
your children in clothes and 
food and send them to school, 
or that you try to treat your 
neighbors considerately? Of 
course not! Why not? Because, 
thank goodness, most people 
try to live this kind of life.

This is not to say that all 
reported news is negative. We 
often read or hear of a teenager 
winning an essay contest, a 
fireman rescuing a child from a 
well, a passerby helping out an 
accident victim, and many 
other stories of achievement 
and courage. But these are news 
because they are outstanding 
events. That is the nature of 
news.

If we ever get to the point 
where a headline reads, “Mrs.
J--- was kind to her husband
yesterday,” or “Mr. S---didn’t
steal any money this week,” we 
will know we’re in trouble. As 
long as the news reports the 
negative side; as long as it is 
mostly the negative happenings 
that are out-of-the-ordinary, 
we can be assured that the rest 
of our world is still all right, 
going along in its seemingly 
unexciting, un-newsworthy, 
positive way.

Let us not fall into the trap 
of feeling that the whole world 
is going down the drain because 
the headlines are bad. Let us 
instead give thanks that the rest 
of the world is good!

The next time someone says 
to you, “How can you believe 
in good when all you have to do 
to see how bad everything is, is 
to pick up a newspaper?” you 
can gently and patiently ex
plain how the negative is really 
positive where the news is con
cerned. ©



BY ROBERT P. SIKKING

u p on
tbfs
Rock

“And I tell you, you are 
Peter, and on this rock I 
will build my church, and 
the powers of death shall 
not prevail against it.”

LONG HAS STRIFE existed 
between Protestants and Ro
man Catholics based upon the 
interpretat ion and critical 
explanation of this verse of

Scripture from the sixteenth 
chapter o f  Matthew. The 
debate has resolved itself into 
the split that has made Chris
tianity an enigma to much of 
the non-Christian world. Great 
and learned Biblical scholars 
and theologians have had much 
to say in critical analysis in 
support of their particular view 
and in a sincere attempt to 
determine—by unraveling the 
many threads of interpreta
tion—the one thread that leads 
to the Truth. It certainly is not 
the purpose of this article to 
endeavor to throw any light on 
the perplexing problem of 
Church authority, but rather to 
try to discern an idea or two 
that can be helpful to us indi
vidually, now, in our own life.

Scripture may well be the 
authority by which ecclesiasti
cal institutions are set up and 
governed, but it should also be 
the inspiration for spiritual 
growth and soul unfoldment



for us as individuals. With this 
thought in mind, let us leave 
the critical analysis and theo
logical discussion to those more 
aptly equipped to deal with 
them, and see if we can find the 
relationship that must surely 
exist between these controver
sial words and our life today, 
here and now.

May I invite you to read the 
sixteenth chapter of Matthew, 
the thirteenth through the 
twentieth verses. These verses 
deal with what many Bible 
references call “Peter’s Confes
sion.” Jesus asks who men say 
that He is, and the varied 
answers come from His disci
ples that He is John the Baptist, 
Elijah, Jeremiah, or one of the 
other prophets. Then Jesus asks 
the all-important question that 
brings His previous question to 
a sharply personal challenge, 
“But who do you say that I 
am?” Well known to every 
Christian is Peter’s reply: “You 
are the Christ, the son of the 
living God.” Jesus points out 
that “flesh and blood has not 
revealed this to you, but my 
Father who is in heaven.” Then 
follows the very controversial 
verse and the promise of the 
“keys of the kingdom of heav

en” and the power to “bind” 
and to “loose.” As on several 
other occasions, Jesus gives 
instructions that His disciples 
should not share with the world 
the thing which they had heard 
or seen. It is a wonderful por
tion of Scripture, and it is the 
kind that is worthy of frequent 
consideration and prayerful 
thought, for it must surely have 
a direct relationship to you and 
to me, here and now.

Even among the most  
modest and unassuming of us 
there are times when we are 
moved by the intrinsic worth 
and importance of human 
beings in spite of our failings 
and shortcomings. Even among 
those who do not give consider
ation to our spiritual nature or 
to our eternal potential, there is 
from time to time an inkling of 
our worth and value. This is 
evidenced by the tremendous 
effort that is put forth to save 
life in times of disaster. It is 
evidenced by the horror and 
repuls ion with which we 
respond to news of disasters.

Those who, in a constructive 
and applicable way, have re
sponded to the eternal truths of 
Christianity, have found an 
even deeper realization of the 
dignity and spiritual impor
tance of man. We read Jesus’ 
answer to the Pharisees when 
they demand to know when the 
kingdom of God should come, 
“The kingdom of God is not



c oming  with signs to be 
observed; nor will they say, 
‘Lo, here it is!’ or ‘There!’ for 
behold, the kingdom of God is 
in the midst of you.” As we 
grow in spiritual understanding 
and attain a greater depth of 
realization, we begin to expe
rience inner assurance of our 
oneness with the Father. It 
begins gradually to dawn upon 
us that there is a point in us, in 
you and me, that is divine. This 
has been referred to as “the 
spark of the divine” or “the 
Christ indwelling.” As we have 
more frequent and regular com
munion with that Spirit in
dwelling, as we more persis
tently practice the presence of 
God, we become more firmly 
established in the recognition 
that there is an eternal “some
thing” in each of us.

Is it not conceivable that 
that Presence indwelling, which 
we choose to call the Christ, is 
ever seeking the answer to the 
queries as to His true nature? 
Whenever man unites himself 
with spiritual thought or reli
gious organizations he is almost 
automatically required to give 
an answer to the question “who 
do men say that the Son of man 
is?” As the disciples of old, we 
can recognize that some say 
one thing and some say an
other. We must give all persons 
their due and realize that they 
are sincere in their beliefs, even 
though their beliefs may differ

from ours. For a time, we can 
fall into one camp or another, 
in regard to the varied views in 
answer to this important ques
tion, but the time finally comes 
when we must respond to the 
personal challenge, “but who 
do you say that I am?”

Can you see how this won
derful portion of Scripture is 
really descriptive of the spiri
tual awakening in you and me? 
We might feel that it is almost 
blasphemous to suggest that 
there is that in us that is the 
Christ, Son of the living God, 
but it is true, eternally true! In 
times of inspired communion 
with the Father, we know that 
there is that wonderful some
thing indwelling, that some
thing in which we live and move 
and have our being, and for 
brief inspired moments we are 
firm in the assurance that there 
is nothing to fear; we can be
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healed; we are one with the 
Father; all is well. This is that 
moment when our faith re
sponds to the inward move
ment of Spirit and says, “You 
are the Christ, the son of the 
living God.”

It was not Simon Bar-Jona 
who spoke this word, but it was 
Peter, one who had been in
spired by the Christ presence, 
the nearness of God incarnate, 
that came forth with this eter
nal Truth. The changing of 
names of people and places as a 
direct result of their change in 
character or purpose was 
common at this time, for names 
were not merely designations, 
but were descriptions of the 
nature of that to which they 
referred. In this flash of divine 
illumination, Simon became 
Peter. The word Peter comes 
from the Greek word petros 
which means rock, and is the 
spiritual faculty of faith. The 
response of Jesus Christ is 
forthcoming instantly and is 
tremendous. “ ... on this rock 
I will build my church.”

This is the first of the only 
tw o mentions of the word 
“church” in the Gospels, which 
is indicative of the insignifi
cance that Jesus gave to the 
idea of a church, if He gave any 
significance at all. The Greek 
word that is here rendered 
church is ecclesia, which liter
ally means “those called out,” 
or “an assembly of called-out

R o b e rt P. S ik k in g  is m in is te r  o f  U n ity  
C h u rch  o f F o r t  W o rth , Texas.

ones.” The word is used of any 
assembly and implies nothing 
more, and it certainly carries no 
thought of what we have come 
to mean by church in the New 
Testament or Christian sense. 
In Acts, the Epistles, and Reve
lation, the word denotes the 
universal fellowship of those 
who discipline themselves after 
the teachings and Truth of 
Jesus Christ. Our association 
with the infinite Spirit of Christ 
through the application of the 
understanding of His Truth is 
the true church, for it is herein 
that we have communion with 
the Father through the Christ 
within.

This association, this fellow
ship, this unity with the Father 
through the Spirit of Christ 
within is built upon petra, the 
rock of faith, which sees the 
Christ, the Son of the living 
God, without benefit of the 
flesh and blood world or the



things of observation. It is to 
this faith in the presence of 
Christ within you and me that 
the keys to the kingdom of 
heaven are given. We need to 
lift ourself out of the tradi
tional thought of the flesh and 
blood world and respond to the 
recognition of the divine nature 
that is in us. We must have faith 
in that inner knowing that leads 
us into an awareness of some
thing divine in our nature. As 
we feel that stirring in our times 
of communion, in our times of 
meditation, if only we can hold 
to the faith (weak though it 
may appear) that, that inward 
Spirit is the very living presence 
of the Christ, to that faith will 
be given the keys to the king
dom of heaven.

Let there rise within you 
that response that says of the 
spiritual stirring within, “You 
are the Christ, the Son of the 
living God.” Yes, that is you, 
regardless o f  your short
comings, that is divine, eternal, 
and everlasting. Believe in it! 
Accept it! Even though the 
world with all of its limitations 
and its fears and doubts and 
negations gives no evidence of 
that Spirit indwelling, stand 
firm in your faith. Do not give 
in to the determinations of the 
flesh and blood world of which 
we are a part. Let the Father 
God in you reveal to you that 
Truth that is everlasting, and all 
powers over your world will be

given into your hands through 
that faith.

“Then he strictly charged 
the disciples to tell no one that 
he was the Christ.” It is not 
necessary for us to tell anyone 
that there is the Spirit of God in 
our midst, for if the one to 
whom we speak has not per
ceived the Christ within and the 
tremendous spiritual potential 
that is inherent within each of 
us, he will either think us mad 
or sacrilegious, or both. As we 
pray and practice the presence 
of God and hold firmly to our 
faith in that omnipresent Spirit 
in whom we live and move and 
have our being, we shall build 
the “church,” or the assembly 
with God that will call forth in 
our life His perfect and blessed 
kingdom of health, happiness, 
and fulfillment. All that is 
opposed to goodness as we 
understand it shall not be able 
to prevail against the structure 
that we shall build upon our 
faith in the God presence in our 
midst. To all who have per
ceived something of the Spirit 
indwelling, your awakening 
consciousness will be clearly 
evident, for “what you are 
stands over you the while, and 
thunders so that I cannot hear 
what you say to the contrary.” 
Listen! Believe! Build! You are 
the builder of the church “not 
built with hands,” for there is 
that in you that is the Christ, 
Son of the living God. 0
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Building the Christ
Consciousness

BY FRANCES W. FOULKS 

PART IV

Beloved o f God:
As I write to you all nature is 

bursting forth into the beauty 
o f spring freshness. For weeks, 
the jonquils, undaunted by the 
coldness o f the weather, have 
heralded this coming. If our 
ears were attuned we could 
hear the song o f life as it pushes 
up the blades o f grass, the 
bulbs, the seeds; we could hear 
it in the bursting o f the peach 
blossoms, in the swelling o f the 
apple buds, in the flowering of 
the shrubs, the leafing o f the 
trees. If we attune our heart to

this mighty chorus going up all 
over this land, we, too, will 
receive the inflow o f this infi
nite life that is seeking expres
sion wherever there is a place to 
enter.

Whatever o f tree or shrub, of 
bulb or seed that does not 
express life at this time, we call 
dead. Such are closed to the 
stream o f life, even as we are 
closed to the stream o f life, 
even as we are closed to the in
flow o f God's good when we 
are not envisioning His perfec
tion in our body and affairs. O,



the opportunity that comes to 
us at this season for renewal, 
for resurrection from old con
ditions! Let us sit down quietly 
each day and commune with 
the Creator. Let us partake of 
the sacrament o f His life, flow
ing upward as new vision and 
clearer intuition, as vitalizing 
bodily renewal, as His sub
stance seeking to express in 
abundance. Let this season be a 
rising above limitations o f 
m ind, b od y , and affa irs 
through vision, into realization 
o f the glorious kingdom o f God 
here and now.

If we are not aware o f the 
beauties within and without, 
we have never earnestly sought 
them. The Christ dwells in each 
soul and is o f such beauty that 
if we look toward this Self long 
enough and often enough, all 
the drabness o f our life will be 
transformed into glory. It holds 
such sweetness that all the 
bitterness o f mind and ills of 
body will be healed; such 
melody that all the errors of 
environment will be corrected; 
such wealth o f substance that 
all needs will be filled; such wis
dom that the path before us 
will ever be illumined. This is 
our true Self, the image and 
likeness o f the Father, to which 
we scarcely give attention. It is 
the Self that is omnipresent, 
all-knowing, all-powerful, but 
with which we have little 
acquaintance. Two are always

in our field o f vision, the higher 
Self with its wealth o f wisdom, 
and the lower self, judging 
according to appearances. We 
are momently choosing the one 
and leaving the other.

IV. Vision
Meditation: Let us also lay 

a s i d e  e v e r y  
weight, and sin 
which clings so 
closely, . . . look
ing to Jesus, the 
perfecter o f our 
faith (Heb. 12:1, 
2 ) .

There is within each of us a 
swift and subtle visional facul
ty, an inner incorporeal eye. 
This faculty is sustained by the 
power of choice given to us in 
the beginning. Through it we 
mentally look in any direction; 
through it we choose to see the 
good or the error. In building 
the Christ consciousness, it is 
most important to recognize 
this inner faculty and to guide 
its actions aright. Through it 
thoughts are born, words are 
formed, deeds are enacted, and 
faith can rise as high as its level. 
Our whole outward expression 
of body and affairs conforms to 
its standard, and one who 
understands the mysteries of 
inner seeing can read as a book 
the trend of one’s mind—up
ward or downward—by the 
con d it ion  of the body or 
affairs. Whatever we plant in



mind, even as in the soil, will 
bring forth a like crop if our 
sowing is allowed to come to 
harvest. The products of any 
sowing can be stopped at any 
stage of growth. The results of 
an upward vision may be wiped 
out through letting the vision 
sweep downward and dwell 
upon errors. A harvest of error 
may be nullified by causing the 
vision to sweep upward to the 
countenance of the Beloved, 
who is always saying: “Behold 
me, behold me.” There is no 
error on the mental plane, no 
error on the material plane that 
will not melt into nothingness 
through this union with God- 
vision. Miracles are the result of 
two—God and one other—see
ing as He sees, the “good” of 
His creation.

The Israelites, through 
downward seeing, criticizing 
the Lord, murmuring against 
Moses, and condemning their 
blessings, brought into mani
festation fiery serpents that bit 
them. Poison entered where 
poison had been created, but all 
those who stopped complain
ing long enough to obey the 
command to look up were 
healed of the results of their 
downward looking. The Nine- 
vites went far enough in down
ward visioning to invite de
struction, but through repen
tance-turning away from their 
error ways and turning toward 
the God whom they had

ign ored—they were saved. 
Through eons and eons of time 
humankind has been pointed 
back toward the heights.

Prophets and seers have 
given forth a message of high 
visioning. “Turn to me and be 
saved, all the ends of the 
earth,” said the Lord through 
Isaiah (Isa. 45:22). “Hitch your 
wagon to a star,” said Emerson 
of more modern times and lan
guage. There is a living message, 
a call to high vision in every 
book of the Bible, through all 
the high teaching of yesterday 
and today. We have only to 
turn our attention to such 
teaching to find ourself lifted 
up.

A downward vision is accept
ing error conditions as real, 
such as poverty, limitation, 
disease, contagion, and death. 
Dw elling on these, fearing 
them, speaking of them, gives 
them power to create such in 
one’s life and in the race. The 
high or upward vision comes by 
keeping watch with God, seeing 
the omnipresent good only, 
lettin g the mind dwell on 
thoughts of love, health, life, 
abundance, peace; speaking 
constructive words only; turn
ing quickly from error to abide 
in Omnipresence. If the pocket- 
book is flat from seeing limita
tion, if the bank account is de
pleted from seeing lack, if the 
body is diseased through seeing 
weakness, if the environment is



inharmonious through seeing 
the human instead of the 
Divine, turn, all you who are 
weary of these errors, and see 
G od’s substance filling your 
pocketbooks, increasing your 
bank accounts, His life filling 
your bodies, His peace harmo
nizing your surroundings. See it 
being so until it comes into visi
bility.

Through the high watch, 
only the good is given power to 
create in our life and in that 
part of the race consciousness 
that we represent. As the 
needle of a compass always 
points north in order to guide 
the traveler aright, so should 
our vision always be toward the 
light of His countenance, that 
we may be shown the way on 
the greatest of all journeys, the 
journey toward perfection. The 
high watch takes constant prac
tice, constant remitting, con
stant removing and forgiving of 
errors in ourself and in others. 
This is more easily accom
plished by the realization that 
everything is already forgiven 
through the vicarious atone
ment of Jesus Christ, that in 
crossing out His human side He 
gave His life to show us the 
way. The sins of all people for 
all time were forgiven when He 
saw from the Cross the re
deemed world; when He said: 
“Father, forgive them,” and “It 
is finished.” Through our own 
crossing out of the lower self

and lifting the higher Self, we, 
too, come to see and enter into 
the redeemed world He pre
pared for us.

Too long has the world seen 
the crucified son of man 
instead of the lifted up Son of 
God. Too long have we dwelt 
on the horror of the Cruci
fixion instead of the glory of 
the Resurrection. Too long 
have we remembered the 
words: “My God, my God, why 
hast thou forsaken me?” in
stead of “Father, into Thy 
hands I commit my spirit.” Let 
us gaze in faith past the wooden 
Cross that held the mortal, past 
the crucified Figure on Calvary, 
past the nailed hands and feet, 
past the crown of thorns, to the 
glorified Christ coming forth 
triumphant from the tomb, 
casting behind Him the shadow 
of the Cross, with His arms out
stretched toward the whole 
world.

Let us see His feet firmly 
planted on the rock of our sal
vation, a halo of glory replacing 
the crown of thorns; let us see 
the Christ He has become as the 
Christ in us that overcomes. Let 
us hear Him say: “Be of good 
cheer, I have overcome the 
world,” “I am the resurrection 
and the life; he who believes in 
me, though he die, yet shall he 
live.”

There is no unbelief in your 
soul memory that such a vision 
will not wipe out, nothing so



dark that it will not illumine. 
There is no error in your life 
that it will not eliminate, no 
high desire that it will not bring 
forth. Every sin of omission or 
commission is already forgiven

through entering fully into 
at-one-ment with Christ. You 
are lifted up into new life; you, 
His dearly beloved, are resur
rected from the dead. So let it 
be! ©

By LouisE. Campbell

Today the long procession of rainless days was ended,
And the arid pain of the earth 
And the faltering of the spent grass.

With steady tumult the rain descended and the blessing came 
Until each furrow in the garden 
Was a surging yellow rivulet,

And the leaves of the trees were bent with the weight 
of the water.

Viewing with joy the gift of the clouds, and the 
thankful earth,

I turned in thought, like a homing bird, to the showers 
that water the soul.



Question#
o»}, %

Quest
. . . with answers by 

MARCUS BACH

Neighbors

Question: In my 
neighborhood there are just 
five houses, which makes us all 
more or less close. However, 
there is such a drastic 
difference in lives and 
personalities that being 
neighbors is about all we have 
in common.

I find it very hard to be 
myself when I try to establish 
a relationship with my 
neighbors. lam a sharing 
person and always like to give 
of myself whether it is time, 
thought, or material things. 
But these things are not 
accepted. My concern has been 
taken as nosiness so I have 
stopped trying to be 
neighborly. This has been 
going on for five years.

My question is, am I doing 
right by being the person they

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

want me to be, or should I be 
the person I know I am ?

L.B.

Answer: Our relationship with 
neighbors depends as much 
upon them as it does upon our
self. Let’s recognize this fact 
and not have any guilt feelings 
about it.

N o tw o neighbors are 
exactly alike, and we must 
seem equally unique to them. 
Some people moving into a new 
n e igh borh ood  a ccep t the 
com in g o f  the “Welcome 
Wagon’’ with open arms. 
Others consider it an intrusion 
of their privacy. Some neigh
bors interpret neighborliness as 
“togetherness,” others want it 
to mean “leave me alone.” To 
some a good neighbor is one 
who at the crack of dawn 
shouts an exuberant “Have a 
good day!” over the backyard



fence. To another the best 
neighbor is one you rarely see 
and never hear.

You evidently learned these 
facts the hard way over a period 
of five years. But you have at 
least found the answer to your 
basic question and the answer 
is, “Be yourself, but recognize 
that others have the right to be 
themselves.” The challenge in 
“love your neighbor” is to try 
to love a person according to 
his or her life-style. It is a bit 
easier to do this if we realize 
that we are all complex and 
highly different individuals. 
This point is a giant step in self- 
realization.

Actually, we should no 
longer live so regionally that we 
think in terms of neighbor
hoods. The world is getting too 
big, or perhaps too small, for 
that. It was once believed that 
“good fences make good neigh
bors,” but in this new day the 
hope and ideal demand a new 
consciousness on the part of all 
concerned. It is not always an 
easy assignment!

MB

Where to Live?

Question: I live in a changing 
neighborhood. My husband 
who passed on two years ago 
wanted me to stay on in the 
home we owned. Now I am

here alone and everything is 
different with new people 
moving in. I have prayed about 
this but get no direction as to 
what I should do. What do 
you think?

O.L.P.
Answer: First of all, let’s be
lieve that your husband would 
understand and appreciate 
your situation and not bind 
you to his previous request.

If we could sit down to
gether in your home, I would 
first ask, “What choices do you 
have?” or as the saying goes, 
“What are your options?” 
Then, perhaps, it would be 
good for you to define what 
you want and need in life and 
how you might go about real
izing your wishes or dreams. An 
exchange of views about what 
you look for in a neighbor or in 
a neighborhood would help 
resolve at least part of the ques
tion.

Someone once said, “I like 
neighbors who I know are there 
but who stay out of my hair.” 
How do you feel about neigh
bors? Some people like party- 
type, bridge-playing, barbe
cuing, hi-fi-ing neighbors. Some 
like children so much they 
couldn’t live where children are 
forbidden.

Pets. There’s another factor. 
A certain jingle says,

“The barking of my neigh
bor’s dog,

Does annoy me sore,



But I can’t complain about 
my neighbor’s dog 

Because my dog barks 
more.”

Apartment living? Would 
you like that? Would you like 
to live near your children, if 
you have children, or do you 
want to be alone? Yes, we 
would have to talk it over.

So, why this letter to you? 
Because my feeling is that you 
can find an answer to your 
question within yourself. Per
haps you can ask yourself 
whether you feel that this 
particular situation can be a 
“growing experience” in which 
the challenge has overtones of 
an unfolding good. Believe and 
trust that it has some special 
reason and purpose. Then your 
thinking will become more 
clear and an answer to your 
prayer will surely come.

MB

Airport Noise

Question: I read Unity but 
there are some things that it 
doesn't help. We live under the 
noise bombardment of 
Kennedy Airport. It is getting 
worse.

Our house shakes. We can't 
sleep. It is driving us out of 
our minds. Prayer and positive 
thinking are not going to 
change this. What can Unity 
do about that?

W.G.

Answer: Check your tele
phone directory for a Unity 
center and have a serious talk 
with a Unity minister who 
knows the area and the situa
tion. As for me, I’d move, no 
matter what.

M.B.

Worlds within Worlds

Question: Six years ago th is 
month I was the victim o f a 
kidnapping, nine-hour 
terroriza tion, and gang rape, 
and was left for dead in an 
empty lot. During the years in 
which I have tried to recover 
(and am) I began to write 
articles, give talks, and even 
try to teach a course on the 
"quiet crime” as I call it. I 
have talked to personnel of 
hospital emergency wards and 
now I am even being paid as a 
consultant. One man who 
originally took me at ice-pick 
point was imprisoned but is 
back on the streets again, and 
the other men involved were 
never caught.

My dearest wish is to put 
this life-shattering happening 
into a perspective that will be 
helpful and constructive. I 
have been an ardent searcher, 
using Unity material that was 
introduced to me three years 
ago. In light o f Unity teaching,
I am wondering, is my 
work—to alert my community



about the effects on a victim 
and trying to start self-help 
groups in both “Victims 
Anonymous”and “Rapists 
Anonymous”—commensurate 
with Unity teachings?

I do know that I have done 
some good. I live marginally 
now, but I have every thing I 
really need and I know that 
God will continue to care 
for me.

E.C.D.
Answer: The heart and genius 
of Unity is that it awakens the 
Christ consciousness within an 
individual and confidently 
affirms that as this awareness 
takes place, G od’s guidance 
follows. Some Unity followers 
fee l they should engage in 
activistic approaches to social 
problems, while others believe 
that the greater power is stimu
lated through quiet affirmation 
and sending out the “light” 
through one’s day-by-day expe
riences. Based upon the spirit 
of your letter—which of neces
sity I have quoted only in part— 
it seems to me that you have a 
con tr ibu tion  to  make in 
“V ictim s Anonymous” or 
“Rapists Anonymous” or 
wherever your testimony and 
con stru ctiv e views can be 
heard.

Let me share with our 
readers the fact that the assault 
to which you referred was so 
shattering that you lost your 
career at the university and you

have been in and out of hos
pitals and dentists’ chairs prac
tically ever since. But now you 
have convincingly worked your 
way out of what you called a 
“horror-filled past,” and your 
influence and courage are no 
doubt doing more good than 
you can ever realize. Let me 
also convey to readers your 
graphic statement that, though 
many insisted that the shock of 
the crime could never be con
quered and that you were 
“destined” to “deteriorate in
wardly,” you shared with me 
the confident conviction that, 
“I am getting healthier and 
working hard on new careers, 
such as writing children’s books 
and spreading constructive 
ideas in other avenues of com
munication!”

The real you is coming 
through! As you say, “Splicing 
the two—that is, the vicious 
assault with God’s love and 
care”—is not easy. But time 
hold s many secrets, many 
answers, and God has many 
ways to  reveal Himself—in 
time.

MB

The Penitentes

Question: I heard you 
mention the Penitentes in New 
Mexico. Let me share with you 
that I once found a trail 
leading to the top o f Hermit's



Peak. After four hours of 
climbing I reached a level 
plateau where I saw crosses

* along a path and three large 
crosses upright in three huge 
piles o f rocks. I climbed the 
peak the week before Easter 
and the week after Easter. 
Everything was the same

« excep t tha t the cross wh ich 
had been in the middle was 
gone. I never did find the cross 
but was always suspicious that 
it went over the side o f a sheer 
cliff.

* I had many pictures o f the 
peak developed after my 
Easter trip but not all pictures 
were in the envelope. Upon 
asking the manager about this 
I was told that his hired help

* may be Penitentes and he 
would not question them.
They had all been off work 
the week before Easter and 
several had returned with 
severe facial cuts and one with 
an injured back.

The following year I went to 
the area early in the morning 
o f Good Friday. I sat across 
the valley from the path 
leading to the top. I waited all 
day and at dusk a long line of 
people came up the path.
Some carried logs and big bags 
o f some sort. Others had 
torches. I headed back over 
the opposite hill in the dark 
and went home. What is the 
meaning o f  the Penitente 
practices?

J.D.

Answer: Los Hermanos Peni
tentes (the Brothers Penitent) 
or Hermanos de Luz (Brothers 
of Light) are a Spanish-Ameri- 
can or/and Mexican-American 
group o f  Christians within 
Roman Catho lic ism  who 
observe special rites during the 
forty days of Lent and espe
cially throughout Holy Week. 
L ocated prim arily in the 
American Southwest and con
centrated in New Mexico, they 
con du ct their services in 
moradas (chapels) and in secret 
outdoor places where flagella
tion is frequently practiced, 
and where it was the custom in 
earlier days to crucify one of 
their chosen members.

To be se le cted  by the 
Brotherhood to enact the role 
of El Cristo was, and is, con
sidered a special honor. Some
times the crucifixions were real 
with the use of nails or, as I 
once witnessed, the chosen El 
Cristo was tied to the cross with 
buckskin thongs, crown of 
thorns on head to symbolize 
the agony and death of Christ. 
Left there for some twenty 
minutes, he was then taken 
down and resuscitated.

Los Hermanos represent a 
little world of worship within 
Catholicism upon which some 
church authorities frown with 
disfavor and others affirm, as 
Penitentes do, that without 
suffering and penance there can 
be no “salvation.” The prac
tices are said to have originated



with the first Spanish con
querors and Franciscan priests 
who came in 1598 to what is 
now New Mexico. Los Her-

manos Penitentes are in fact a 
survival of the Third Order of 
St. Francis.

MB

By Judy Copp
ru

I walked closely by the sea,
And the waves told me 
That love is infinite,
And our capacity for loving is unlimited.

I brushed by a flower,
And the softness of its petal told me 
That warmth and understanding 
Are the true meaning of beauty.

The clouds told me
That wisdom lies behind them
And is shown to us little by little,
As we are ready.

The sweet song of a blue jay
Told me that harmony starts with our own heart,
And spreads
To all who may hear.

Strength was shown to me 
By an oak tree,
Which also started 
As a tender babe.

The gentle wind whispered that love is all around us, 
And only when blinded by our own rain,
And deafened by our own storm,
Can we not feel its presence.

LNITVJ



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

From Animosity to Love
Dear Unity: I want to share a mira
cle with you. One year ago I had a 
cranioaneurysm and was expected to 
live only twenty-four hours. Instead 
I was in the hospital three months. I 
have had multiple sclerosis for over 
twenty years, and the doctors do not 
know how I survived the aneurysm.

When I came home from the 
hospital, depression and fear set in. 
Part o f the fear was because of my 
landlady. While I was still in the 
hospital, she came to see me and told 
me she did not want me back at the 
home I rented from her because she 
was afraid I would get sick again and 
she and her husband would have to 
care for me. My heart and friends 
were there so I did go home.

When weakness and depression set 
in again, I telephoned a friend who 
suggested I call Unity. The woman 
who answered the telephone prayed 
for me. She asked me if I was holding 
any animosity. I realized that I was 
holding animosity toward my land
lady. When I realized that she was 
fearful at having me there, I changed 
my thinking from animosity to love 
for her. I was kind to her and today 
we are good friends and she does all 
she can to help me.

Your prayers pointed out my 
animosity and changed my thinking 
and brought about love. I want to get 
stronger and completely well so I can 
help others. I have come so much 
closer to God. I could tell you of 
many blessings o f love and caring 
from so many people, and I want to 
manifest God in every way.

Thank you for helping me that 
night, and for the good that comes 
every day. Please pray for me to 
throw away my crutches and do 
God’s will.— Oregon.

Surgery—but No Cancer
Dear S ilen t Unity: I requested 
prayer for my friend’s healing be
cause all the tests had indicated he 
had cancer o f the stomach and 
colon. He had surgery.

Thanks to God’s mercy and the 
power o f prayer, they did not find 
cancer. He did have two-thirds of his

(Continued on page 36)

THE LIGHTED WINDOW AT SILENT OMTV

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 are such warm people 
in the world.

Do not let anyone persuade 
you there are not.

I know that people can be 
mean and indifferent. But 
when I try to understand why 
they feel they have to act that 
way, usually I can understand. 
People are hungry or frightened 
or angry or bewildered. Some
one or something has per
suaded them that people are 
mean and indifferent; so that is 
the way they feel they have to 
act.

But when I have gotten to 
know them, I don’t believe I 
have ever gotten to know any
one who did not want to be 
loving; people have to find 
excuses for their failure to love.

Some people don’t know 
how to love, but that doesn’t 
mean they don’t want to. How 
close beneath the cool skin the 
warm blood is flowing!

I remember the first time- 
many years ago—I visited New 
York City. I had been told New 
Yorkers are the most indiffer
ent people in the world. But 
how many of the people I met 
there were warm and friendly.

The first day I was there—it 
was a Sunday—I got a cinder in

my eye. I went into a drugstore 
and asked a druggist if he could 
help me get it out. “It’s against 
the law for me to help you,” he 
said. “You gotta see a doctor.” 
Then he took me into a back 
room, got an eye cup, and 
washed the cinder out. “I think 
we got it,” he said. When I 
asked him how much, “Forget 
it,” he said.

I was almost afraid to ask 
someone for help when I got 
lost, because I had perfect 
strangers walk blocks out of 
their way to make sure I found 
mine.

Maybe the people I met in 
New York weren’t typical New 
Yorkers, because I don’t think 
I’ve ever met people anywhere 
more eager to be of help. I 
finally got to feeling that New 
York is full o f people eager to 
have someone ask for help so 
they can have an excuse for 
helping.

But I d on ’t think New 
Yorkers are different from 
people anywhere. Everywhere 
there are people hungry to have 
people reach out so that they 
can reach back; hungry for a 
touch so that they in turn can 
touch; hungry to be spoken to 
so that they can speak; hungry



/Vent Unity
James D i l l e t  Freemai

to see someone smile so that 
they can feel all right in smiling; 
hungry to have someone ex
press a need so that they can fill 
the need.

Most of us are shy. Most of 
us hang back unless we are 
asked to come forward. But it is 
not only nature that abhors an 
emptiness, it is the heart; when 
we feel a need, we rush to fill it.

When someone talks to me 
about how mean human beings 
are, I think of the many human 
beings I know who are warm 
and decent and kind.

I think of the husbands who 
love their wives and the wives 
who love their husbands, and 
the mothers and fathers and 
children and friends who love 
one another, to say nothing of 
grandparents. I think of Silent 
Unity workers and doctors and 
nurses and nurses’ helpers and 
ministers and teachers and 
rescue workers. I think of all 
the volunteers who serve with
out pay in all the hospitals and 
nursing homes and welfare 
organizations and churches. I 
think of the surrogate grand
parents who go to hospitals and 
orphanages just to hold in their 
arm s ch ildren who have 
nobody to hold them.

I think of all the people I 
have met who have such a deep 
commitment to helping other 
people. Many o f them work 
long hours at hard work, physi
cally and emotionally, often 
for comparatively little pay.

Not long ago in a hospital I 
met a head nurse in a surgical 
division where the problems are 
dangerous and the work is 
arduous and not at all pretty; 
she works a full schedule, often 
putting in overtime; and she 
doesn’t have to work at all—her 
husband is a prominent public 
official.

And she is only one of many 
such I know, some of them dear 
and close friends, some only 
passing acquaintances. As I let 
my thoughts flicker over them 
for a moment, it is as if all 
around me thousands of little 
candles one after another burst 
into a spontaneous and cheer
ful flame. There are so many 
warm people in the world that 
just the thought of them fills 
my world with a warm glow 
and gentle light.

And I pray that here and 
there someone thinking of me 
may fee l his world grow 
warmer too.



stomach removed, but is up and 
about and feeling fine. Only God 
could make this so.—L.R., Texas.

Disease Free
Dear Unity: I can’t begin to tell you 
how much Unity has changed my 
outlook on life. The power of prayer 
is thunderous!

For the past six years I have been 
sorely troubled with arthritis, even 
to usinga cane.

Through prayer and thankfulness 
the disease has left my body. 1 walk 
freely, joyously, and thankfully. 
God bless you all.—A.P., California.

“I Experienced a Miracle”
Dear Unity Friends: I am writing 
this letter with so much thanks in my 
heart. Truly I have experienced a 
miracle.

I had been suffering with a 
pinched nerve in my back for six 
years. I wrote you asking you to pray 
for me about this. Less than two 
weeks from the time I wrote, I fell 
down, and the pain in my hip was 
terrific for about thirty minutes. 
Since then I have been completely 
free of any pain in that hip and leg. I 
know this was a miracle healing from 
God.

I thank God for people like you 
who are always there when one 
needs you. Thank you for your 
prayers and may God continue to 
bless through you.—M.D., Texas.

Dear Friends: I am just home from 
the hospital. Both o f my eyes were 
operated on and I received a lens im
plant in both eyes. Miracle results!

The doctors would not believe 
that I could write this note to you. 
They still hold up their fingers for 
me to count!

God is good. Thank you and bless 
you.—S.M. W., Missouri.

“Intensive Spiritual Care”
Dear Silent Unity: I simply don’t 
know where to find the proper 
words to thank you for a perfect and 
beautiful healing. When my cousin 
called you about my pain in passing 
six gallstones I felt as if I had been 
put on an “Intensive Spiritual Care” 
program. Within forty-eight hours I 
was feeling fine and scrubbed the 
kitchen floor.

Between myself and J---we tele
phoned your Prayer Room many 
times. The kindness, love, assurance, 
and patience shown us were so beau
tiful it is difficult to describe. Instant 
peace.

G od’s plan worked in and through 
me so perfectly that I did not need to 
be hospitalized nor was I unable to 
locate help on Sunday. I was given 
medical help at 9 a.m. Sunday morn
ing and I was in my own bed by 11 
a.m.

We were on a car trip and came 
home a day early because o f rain, so I 
was at home during this illness and 
with loved ones to help me. God 
bless you.—N.L. T., California.



POWER
FROM

ON
HIGH

BY
ANN ‘SANDEFER

THE POWER OF God is a force 
so irresistible that nothing can 
hold it back when it starts to 
move in our life. It is not a blind 
force, not unreasoning or un
reasonable, for the power of 
God moves with infinite wis
dom to accomplish the work of 
divine love.

Whenever we touch the 
power of God within us, we 
take hold of a divine circuit 
similar to an electrical circuit 
and we both receive and give 
forth of this power. As long as 
we are tuned in and maintain 
the connection, the power 
works for us.

We tune in to this power 
through prayer. Not the prayer 
of affirmation, or the prayer of 
discipline, but through the 
prayer of realization that we 
are connected with the source 
of God’s power and draw from 
the limitless ocean all that we 
are capable of using for good. 
As long as we do not try to use 
this power personally for self- 
aggrandizement or to further 
any selfish purpose, the power 
of good continues to flow in 
and through us, and out into 
the world about us. As it flows, 
it changes all that it touches 
and brings forth an abundance 
of good.

Many people pray for greater 
power, not knowing that by 
asking they are taking on the 
preparation to receive the 
greater power. When we ask, we

receive, but we do not receive 
until we are made ready and we 
are often made ready through 
overcoming, through suffering, 
but we must always be pre
pared to receive power from 
God.

The greatest preparation we 
can make is to dedicate ourself, 
our thoughts, our emotions, 
our words, and our acts to the 
principle of good, knowing that 
as we become wholly dedicated 
to doing, seeing, knowing, and 
feeling only good, the power of 
good will be added and all we 
desire to accomplish will be 
done through the increase of 
power from God. ©



T h e  
B e t t e r  P o r t i o n

BY JACK GROVERLAND

IN THE GOSPEL of Luke there 
is an interesting story with a 
lesson for us all.

Now as they went on 
their way, he entered a 
v illage; and a woman 
named Martha received 
him into her house. And 
she had a sister called 
Mary, who sat at the 
Lord's feet and listened to 
his teaching. But Martha 
was distracted with much 
serving; and she went to 
him and said, llLord, do 
you not care that my 
sister has left me to serve 
alone? Tell her then to 
help me. ” But the Lord 
answered her, 1'Martha, 
Martha, you are anxious 
and troubled about many 
things; one thing is need
ful. Mary has chosen the 
good portion, which shall 
not be taken away from 
her (Luke 10:38-42).
Martha in this story repre

sents the outer directed person 
who runs in circles trying to 
please the Lord, believing that 
the Lord is pleased by one’s 
serving. You probably know 
someone such as Martha, some
one who can never do enough, 
who is continually working to 
please, and doesn’t seem to 
have a moment of peace. Peo
ple such as Martha usually bear 
an inner resentment for anyone 
who knows how to relax and 
en joy  life a little. If the 
“Martha attitude” continues in 
a person, anxiety and resent
ment will surface, as Martha’s 
reaction in verse forty indi
cates. Notice that the Lord’s 
reply in verse forty-one clearly 
states that Martha was dis
tracted by all her serving and 
was missing the moment of 
Truth. Jesus answered Martha’s 
plea by stating that Mary, who 
sat at His feet and listened to 
His instructions, was actually 
a ccom p lish in g m ore than





Martha with all her outer 
serving. Sitting at the feet of 
Jesus reveals a universal and 
timeless idea of meditation. 
When we understand that 
Christ is in each of us we can see 
that to sit at the feet of Jesus 
Christ and listen to His instruc
tion is really a form of medita
tion.

There are many forms of 
meditation to be sure, but the 
one being indicated in this 
scripture has to do with listen
ing for guidance from your own 
indwelling Christ. You have 
probably heard other Bible 
references to this form of medi
tation, such as: “Be still and 
know that I am God.”

Such statements merely sup
port the fact that the Creator 
speaks to each of us privately in 
a still small voice. In order to 
receive guidance in this way, we 
must learn to listen for the still 
small voice within, especially at 
times when we are meeting a 
challenge in life.

Too often people dismiss 
meditation by saying it is some 
form of pagan ritual, or because 
they believe it requires strange 
and difficult physical postures 
or breathing. It is true that 
some of the Eastern forms re
quire physical positions and 
breathing practices alien to 
Western culture, but they are 
not the only forms of medita
tion.

Investigation into the back-

Jack G ro ve r la n d  
is  m i n i s t e r  o f  
U n i t y  o f  San  
A n g e lo  in  Texas.

grounds of the Christian sages 
and saints would indicate that 
they, almost without excep
tion, meditated. We can, too, 
and we need not spend years 
preparing our body to assume 
difficult postures. Actually, the 
more natural and relaxed our 
body is, the better will be the 
meditation experience.

It does not matter whether 
we relax in a chair, lie flat on a 
floor, sit crossed-legged, or 
stand on our head. It makes no 
difference as long as our body 
finds a posture in which it can 
relax and the back is comfort
ably straight.

The type of meditation we 
are concerned with here is for 
guidance. Thus, positions of 
any kind are actually secon
dary, since the still small voice 
does not turn on and off 
according to one’s body posi
tion. In truth, the Christ within 
is always speaking. Therefore, 
the key to this form of medita
tion is listening, just the way 
Mary was listening to the 
Christ.



According to this Bible les
son, we can readily see that 
Martha was not listening, but 
was anxiously running about 
serving until her anxieties sur
faced. One thing meditation of 
any kind will accomplish imme
diately is to alleviate anxiety. 
“Come to me, all who labor and 
are heavy laden, and I will give 
you rest” (Matt. 11:28).

Actually when we study the 
story of Mary and Martha, we 
begin to realize that they are 
not separate types of people, as 
though some people are Mary 
types—receptive, and others are 
Martha types—anxious. Meta
physically speaking, Mary and 
Martha are attitudes in each 
person. Sometimes a person 
allows Mary, or the attitude of 
receptivity to lead, and at other 
times Martha is at the controls. 
It is apparent why Jesus Christ 
referred to Mary’s activity as 
the good portion, but the story 
does not say that Martha is un
necessary. Rather, it indicates 
the proper way to serve God, 
which is from within out. It 
tells us to seek guidance from 
our own indwelling Christ 
before taking action. Action 
taken without this spiritual 
forethought can lead to anxiety 
and frustration symbolized by 
Martha. When Martha is run
ning her course in us we usually 
justify it by saying that there 
are just too many things to do, 
and we cannot waste time

meditating. Actually, the type 
of meditation suggested here 
can be done in a single moment. 
Meditation is a form of prayer, 
but with a slight difference. A 
friend once said: “Prayer is 
speaking the word of God and 
meditation is listening to G od’s 
guidance.”

Sometimes people are con
fused by the term “still small 
voice,” and they expect a literal 
voice to speak to them. Though 
some meditators have claimed 
they have heard literal voices, 
most agree guidance comes in 
the form of ideas or intuitive 
promptings that can be put into 
words, rather than actual 
spoken messages. In any case, 
the more one seeks this inner 
guidance, the clearer the guid
ance becomes. Meditation is 
what Charles Fillmore prac
ticed and what he meant when 
he stated that he was going 
directly to headquarters for 
guidance and understanding.

Meditation is probably the 
most worthwhile investment of 
time that anyone can make, 
and sooner or later each of us 
will decide to go directly to 
headquarters for guidance 
rather than to a source outside 
ourself.

Here is a simple form of 
meditation. First, sit in a chair 
or lie flat on your back. Fold 
your hands in your lap or just 
relax them, palms upward, on 
your knees, or beside you on



the floor. Take several deep 
breaths, imagining the body as 
a hollow shell, which the breath 
fills with light from head to toe. 
As you expel each breath, 
imagine all of the tension, 
dross, and anxiety leaving your 
body temple. Now consider 
what it is that you would like 
guidance, or healing, or under
standing for, then replace this 
inquiry with the affirmation: / 
am open and receptive to the 
wisdom o f Creation.

Hold this affirmation silent
ly or audibly before the mind, 
until you feel the meaning of it 
throughout your being. Begin 
to listen in the pauses between 
repetitions of the affirmation.

Finally, let go and listen deeply 
to the prompting of the Christ 
in you, returning to the affir
mation only if you feel yourself 
being distracted by outer noise 
or other interferences. Each 
time you feel distracted, gently 
return your mind to the affir
mation and listen in the silence 
following. Before you leave any 
meditation, it is a good practice 
to send thoughts of healing and 
love to others, and to thank the 
Creator for the goodness and 
beauty of life.

Sit at the feet of the Christ in 
you for a short period each day, 
and it will not be long before 
you know why Mary chose the 
“better portion.” ©

By Jean Carpenter Welborn

The fundamental I within my being 
Embodies past and future. All I have been, 
Now manifested in this pinpoint moment, 
Contains the tissue of the specimen 
I will become tomorrow. As the seedling 
Within the earth enfolds the petals cast 
Upon a later lawn, I am the beginning 
Within the sphere of time I am the past.
I have no straying tendril, no omission,
No pause to rest, to cease and then resume. 
Totality of time in me converging,
I am at once, strewn petals, bud, and bloom.
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The zeal o f God quickens, 
vivifies, and vitalizes both 
mind and body and makes 
me every whit whole.
My zeal  for  spiritual 
things increases, and I am 
abundant ly prospered, 
praise God!

INTENSIFIED

ZEAL

PERSONS with poise and pur
pose, holding themselves well 
in hand, regard with some sus
picion those who are unduly 
zealous. When zeal runs away 
with judgm ent, energy is 
wasted and confidence blasted. 
The fires of zeal are soon 
burned out and the cause of its 
champion may be slightingly 
referred to as “flashes in the 
pan.” Nevertheless, zeal, inten
sity, and enthusiasm, are essen

tial to the achievement of any 
and every great purpose.

We usually judge zeal by the 
noise it makes. But noise is not 
characteristic of the zeal that 
overcom es seemingly insur
m ountable ob sta c le s and 
wheels them into line with its 
quiet yet mighty energy of pur
pose. When you see men and 
women working steadily and 
unselfishly toward some cher
ished goal, do not conclude



that they are moved by some 
selfish motive, the attainment 
of which will give them per
sonal pleasure. They are fired 
by an impulse of soul that boils 
with an inward flame and urges 
them onward, regardless of the 
outer mind of caution and con
servatism.

The trait of man named vari
ously zeal, enthusiasm, inten
sity of soul, is a prime faculty 
of spiritual man. It is found in 
one of the apostles of Jesus 
Christ, and its character is 
revealed in his name, Simon the 
Zealot.

Zeal’s throne or center of 
activity in the body is at the 
base of the brain, in the medul
la. It is the seat of the animal 
soul, and its office is to vapor
ize the fine nerve fluid and dis
tribute it to the senses. The 
medulla performs in the body 
the work of the carburetor in a 
car.

An intense desire to carry 
out some idea forces the nerve 
fluid into the medulla, where it 
is atomized with inspiration 
(air) and then flared through 
the optic nerve to the eye, 
where the Spirit ignites it, and 
it flashes into light. “It is the 
Spirit that giveth life.”

When the Spirit moves a man 
from within to the accomplish
ment of some cherished ideal 
and the intellect steps in and 
says it can’t be done, a conflict 
ensues and the natural flow of

the volatile body is impeded. 
Congestions and clots form in 
the circulation, the man gradu
ally slows down, and what are 
called the marks of old age 
appear. This is why man should 
never give up the quest for 
greater and better expression of 
God-given abilities. The hop, 
skip, and jump, the buoyancy 
and joy of youth, should be 
cultivated and continued more 
enthusiastically as the years 
advance. The idea that man 
grows feeble with years is a 
foolish fallacy. The longer one 
lives the better one should 
know how to live.

The attention of the follow
ers of Jesus in the regeneration 
is called to the many lessons 
and warnings that He gave re
garding man’s zeal for commer
cialism. He rebuked Satan, the 
adverse mind, for suggesting 
that He demonstrate how to 
turn stones into bread. He 
warned, “Lay not up for your
selves treasures upon the 
earth.” One of His earliest 
works was putting the commer
cial activities out of His body 
temple. “Take these things 
hence; make not my Father’s 
house a house of merchandise.”

Then His disciples remem
bered that it was written, “Zeal 
for thy house shall eat me up.” 
Jesus exp la in ed that the 
“house” He referred to was His 
body. He was cleansing His 
b ody  o f  a dominant race



thought, the desire to accumu
late money.

The people of the world 
today are so zealous for the 
solution of economic problems 
that they have forgotten God. 
They do not ask for wisdom to 
guide them in the nation’s in
dustrial affairs, but they plan 
and scheme and wrangle and 
get deeper and deeper in debt; 
that is, into the clutches of the 
beast of greed that puts its 
mark of slavery upon all who 
worship it.

Be zealous for spiritual real
ities. Lay up for yourselves 
treasures in the heavens. 0 * I

ZEAL

i f  you  desire a thing, you  set 
in mot ion  the machinery o f  the 
universe to gain possession o f  
it, but you must be zealous in 
the pursuit in order to attain 
th e  o b j e c t  o f  your desire. 
Desire goes  before every act o f  
your life, hence it is good. It is 
the very essence o f  go od ;  it is 
G o d  Himsel f  in a phase o f  life. 
T h e  u n i v e r s a l  d e s i r e  f o r  
achievement, giving its mighty 
impulse to  all things, is divinely 
good.

I fairly sizzle with zeal arid 
enthusiasm as I spring forth 
with a mighty faith to do the 
things that ought to be done by 
me. — Charles Fillmo re.

/ LLUMINATION-Out prayer 
period each day can be a time of 
spiritual growth, a time for progres
sive unfoldment. As we realize that 
Christ is in the midst o f us, the one 
great Teacher, we place all our 
burdens on Him. We ask for guid
ance, and we enter each new day free 
from doubt and fear, going forward 
in the Christ consciousness.
The Christ Spirit within me guides 
me and shows me ways that are 

right and good.

HEALING—The God presence to 
Jesus was an abiding flame—a flame 
of life everlasting that He felt in 
every cell o f His body, cleansing and 
purifying until He became every 
whit whole. As we think intently 
about the Christ life within, it also is 
quickened into action; the Christ 
consciousness is mentally infused 
into each cell and atom o f our being.

Health is mine through the Christ 
Spirit within me. I am filled with 

new life and strength.

PR OSPE RITY—“Every good en
dowment and every perfect gift is 
from above, coming down from the 
Father o f light with whom there is 
no variation . . . ” The munificent 
Giver withholds nothing from one 
who claims the Christ portion. It is 
the Father’s good pleasure to bestow 
upon us all good things.

New channels of supply open 
before me and I am bountifully 

blessed by the Christ Spirit within.



BY DOROTHY INGHRAM

I AM ALWAYS amazed by the 
number o f  advertisements 
offering panaceas for sleepless
ness. Questions come to my 
mind as I read these ads: Why 
do so many “yawners” need 
the recommended medications 
if they are as close to sleep as 
they indicate? Why don’t they 
use a guaranteed remedy that 
will not require taking drugs 
when that remedy is already at 
hand for anyone who will use 
it? Is it because they do not 
know about this remedy, or is it 
because they are afraid it will 
not work?

It is understandable that 
many people are eagerly search- 
in g fo r remedies for their

agonizing, restless, sleepless 
nights. The solution they seek 
will not be found in pills, 
liquids, or any other form of 
depressant, for they can do 
little more than dull the senses 
until the next sleepless night. 
While millions of dollars are 
being made and spent in the 
“pill” business, the cure for 
what “ails” those who take 
them is in reality Truth.

About twenty years ago, 
after the sudden death of my 
sister, I discovered the real 
answer to sleepless nights. I 
learned then that it is not what 
I take into my body by mouth 
that provides the sleep I need, 
but it is the acceptance of what



I already possess within (if I use 
it) that holds the answer. For 
years I had been reading 
Unity’s Daily Word and other 
metaphysical publications try
ing to apply their teachings as I 
understood them. The need for 
persistent application of those 
teachings has never been so 
great as it was at the time of my 
sister’s death. She was so dear 
to me and such a joy in my life 
that her sudden passing seemed 
more than I could bear.

We had what we thought was 
such an ideal arrangement for 
enjoying life together in our 
fam ily home that it never 
occurred to us that such enjoy
ment might come to a sudden 
end. She was a retired nurse and 
I was working at my profession 
as a school administrator. She 
was an excellent housekeeper 
and a marvelous cook. Every
thing about the house reflected 
her loving, personal touch. She 
gave it the kind of love and care 
anyone would have enjoyed 
experiencing. Our plan called 
for her to care for the home and 
for me to care for our financial 
needs. She fulfilled her role 
beautifully and far beyond my 
greatest expectations. Every 
meal we shared was a delight. 
One o f  her special, loving 
services was the daily prepa
ration of a sack lunch for me to 
take to work. Each lunch con
tained some nice little surprise.

Then suddenly one day she

was gone. No longer was she in 
the home to greet me when I 
arrived from  work or to 
lovingly scold me when I stayed 
late at school. Now, coming 
home to a seemingly cold, life
less, silent house was awesome. 
To try to get some relief from 
my grief all day, I buried myself 
in my work. But that could not 
take care of the loneliness I felt 
when I returned to that empty 
house, or those long, lonely 
nights. I tossed and turned until 
the wee hours of the night and 
found myself so completely 
worn out the following day 
that I had difficulty being as 
alert on the job as my responsi
bilities required.

As administrator, I was 
responsible for seeing that the 
needs of children, teachers, and 
parents were properly met. I 
could not afford to let my 
personal problems interfere 
with my professional duties. I 
had to search for an answer to 
those sleepless nights. I had 
read somewhere that if one 
repeats the twenty-third Psalm 
over and over again the words 
help one to get through even 
the most difficult times, so I 
decided to try it. Night after 
night I lay in the darkness of 
my room and repeated, “The 
Lord is my shepherd. . . . ” 
Gradually, the help I needed 
came. I was so grateful. That 
was the beginning of my learn
ing how to find an effective,



lasting answer to sleeplessness.
While my job was chal

lenging, stimulating, and gener
ally very enjoyable, the pres
sure was extremely great at 
times. There were so many 
people who had problems and 
who demanded that someone 
listen to them. There seemed to 
be no end to the problems— 
parents had problems with 
their children; children had 
problems they felt their parents 
didn’t understand; teachers had 
problems in the classrooms 
with children, and children 
often felt that their teachers 
d id n’t understand. There 
seemed to be problems every
where. Someone had to hear 
about them, understand them, 
and be available to give sound 
advice or counseling. That was 
my responsibility. I began to 
realize that I, too, needed 
strength if I were to serve these 
people well. At the same time I 
needed release from my own 
personal pressures. I realized 
even then that no outside force 
could meet my needs. So I 
started reading Daily Word in 
order to prepare myself for the 
work that lay ahead. These 
readings helped to provide the

strength I needed each day. I 
learned to be still and know 
that God is the answer.

The amazing benefits I 
gained from these years of 
mental and spiritual discipline 
are paying off one hundred 
percent today.

I am now retired and reaping 
the rich rewards of spiritual 
growth. As I watch the various 
advertisements offering reme
dies for sleeplessness and ten
sion, I have the urge to share 
with others what I know to be 
the absolute remedy. If one 
practices any one or all of the 
following steps, one will have 
no need for pills, liquids, or any 
other outside help:

Turn within and be still and 
know.

Speak aloud these words: 
God is the answer.

Say emphatically to your
self: I AM at peace.

Recognize that God is the 
way, the Truth, and the life.

Accept the Truth that in 
Him I live and move and have 
my being.

Conclude: My mind, my 
body, and my life are centered 
in God. ©

The hoarding o f things cannot 
produce joy. Love is of no value in 
producing happiness unless it is 
used or passed on to make others 
happy.—Lowell Fillmore.



Answer 
Awaits

BY
MAURITZ R. ERHARD

BLESSED ARE THEY who seek and hunger after 
the answer, for they shall receive. Whatever you need, 
be it understanding, peace of mind, health, or what
ever else you may desire, you shall have it. It is written 
in the Bible that he who seeks shall find and he who 
knocks upon the door of life shall receive an answer.

When Jesus spoke of this promise, He put absolutely no 
limits upon it. It was not just for Christians, or for the 
righteous, or just for this group of people or that group of 
people, but for whoever seeks.

There is also no limit in time on this promise. Often we may 
feel that the words written in the scriptures were more appli
cable and meaningful at the time they were written than in the 
present moment. But Jesus spoke always of eternal and un
changing principles; therefore, His words are just as true today and 
tomorrow as they were then.

In this fantastic promise that each need will be fulfilled, there is 
no qualification or limitation on the need. All needs, no matter how 
trivial or awesome, have answers.



In short, no situation or con
dition is hopeless, regardless of 
whether it be challenges of 
health, lack, confusion, or 
others, the answer awaits our 
claim to it. If anything is a mira
cle, it is the Truth that every 
need is answered. All God re
quires is that we begin to look 
for the answer and take specific 
step s toward it—we must 
actively seek.

How could Jesus make such 
a sweeping promise of deliver
ance that applied for all eter
nity, to all people, to any chal
lenge or any situation? He 
knew that none of us is truly 
alone, and that we travel 
through life with aid. What is 
that aid? It is the loving pres
ence of God with us always. So 
close is this loving presence that 
we can say it dwells within, or 
that we are one with this pres
ence; as Jesus said, “I and the 
Father are one.” Accepting this 
truth, we can see how Jesus 
could say, “Seek, and you will 
find,” because the moment we 
express our need, God is 
already answering us.

Not long ago a young man 
came to me with many prob
lems; I suppose you could sum 
up his situation as an over
whelming feeling of hopeless
ness. He had dropped out of 
high school, had no special 
skills, had less than perfect 
health, and had been in trouble 
with the police. We talked

about finding a way out of the 
seemingly bleak situation. At 
first he could not believe that 
there could actually be a way 
out of what looked like a dead 
end, but as we spoke of various 
possibilities he began to feel a 
glimmer of hope. He did not see 
the answer clearly yet, but he 
began to feel the possibility 
that there was a way out of his 
unhappiness.

He had played a guitar some 
years before, so he considered a 
musical career. But he had not 
made much progress so he put 
it aside. This apparent failure 
was not at all what it seemed to 
be, for he had begun to move, 
to actively seek a way. A few 
other jobs he tried had not 
worked out either, but he con- 
tin ued seeking. Though he 
seemed to be failing, a growing 
faith told him that there was a 
way. One day several months 
after our first meeting, he 
excitedly reported, “I believe 
I’ve found my way! I know 
where I’m going. I’m going to 
join the Marines.”

This young man came from a 
peer group that roundly con
demned him for making such a 
choice, so one can only imagine 
the courage and faith this deci
sion called for. On a leave he 
came back to visit me. He was 
transformed as by a miracle. He 
had regained his health and had 
obtained a skill as well as a high 
school equivalency diploma in



the service. He also told me that 
there was now a young woman 
in his life that he cared for very 
much. His searching for a way 
out of his troubles had now 
been wondrously answered. He 
found all that he had hoped to 
find.

For every troubled person 
there is a way out; there is no 
situation that is hopeless. A 
path awaits each of us that will 
lead from the darkness of de
spair into the light o f God’s 
answers. We are guided every

day, every step of the way. We 
need only to search actively 
and faithfully take the first 
steps.

As a father, I have had the 
priv ilege o f observing the 
pow er that is released by 
watching my three children 
learn to walk. If you have ever 
watched a child learn to walk 
you know that as they begin, 
they carry a faith that they can 
walk, even though they do not 
yet know how. They just grasp 
the side of their crib or a piece
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of furniture and begin. Yes, 
they may fall down, bump their 
head on the floor or on a table, 
and apparently fail many times 
in their efforts, but they have 
an unswerving faith that they 
can walk, and they will. The 
method is identical for each of 
us in whatever we desire to 
learn. No wonder Jesus told us 
to become as a little child. He 
reminded us of the process of 
gaining answers that can be 
observed so clearly in a ch ild’s 
development.

Many times when we face 
troubles, all we tend to see is 
the trouble itself. We see its 
dimensions, we feel its weight, 
we feel it tearing at us and we 
forget to look for the answers. 
We want to say, “How did this 
terrible thing come to me? Did 
I deserve it? Somebody remove 
it from me!” But when we 
begin taking steps in our search 
for an answer, even in the midst 
of a bad situation, the way will 
be opened to us.

Suppose you discover that 
you need two thousand dollars 
for an operation and you have 
only fifty dollars. Some might 
say, “Oh, I can’t possibly meet 
this. I guess I can’t have the 
operation and this pain will go 
uncorrected.” But, if they 
would then stop and accept the 
promise that blessed are they 
who hunger and seek after an 
answer, miracle will follow 
miracle. When you hunger and

seek you begin to move toward 
the meeting of your need. The 
fact that you are seeking im
plies that inwardly you know 
an answer is near. The financial 
need for the hospital stay may 
be answered by receiving a gift 
of money, finding a job that 
provides the money, getting a 
loan, or all of a sudden the need 
may simply disappear!

Jesus made this promise 
because He knew the very 
nature of God as ever-answer
ing, ever-caring. Usually we 
think of going in search of an 
answer, but if we were to see 
the total picture, we would dis
cover that the answers are con
stantly seeking us. We live in a 
veritable sea o f  answered 
prayer. That is why Jesus could 
make this promise that what
ever we seek we will find, be
cause He understood that what
ever we seek is here with us all 
of the time. Dr. H. Emilie Cady, 
in Lessons in Truth, spoke of 
the “giving” nature of God in 
this way: “God is All-Good— 
always good, always love. He 
never changes, no matter what 
we do or may have done. He is 
always trying to pour more of 
Himself through us into visi
bility so as to make us grander, 
larger, fuller, freer individuals. 
While the child is crying out for 
its Father-Mother God, the 
Father-Mother is yearning with 
infinite tenderness to satisfy 
the child. ‘In the heart of man a



cry, in the heart of God, 
supply.’ ”

Always in the heart of God is 
the answer to our every cry, to 
our every need. We are never 
truly alone, for we are con
stantly aided by all that God is. 
Everywhere we go, God travels 
along to help us, to show us the 
way. All that God is, sometimes 
spoken of as the Christ within, 
lives with us to guide and show 
us the way. We of ourself could 
not find the way, but we, 
united with God, can always 
find the way. When we are con
fronted with some circum
stance in life that appears to be 
difficult, we can look at it and 
say, “Here is another oppor
tunity for God to reveal His 
greatness to me and through 
me.” How else can we so clearly 
see the greatness of God than in 
the successful meeting of diffi
culties or challenges? We could 
even make the statement that 
the greater the challenge, the 

, greater the opportunity for 
God to reveal His love to us. 
Therefore, we need not be fear
ful when we meet a challenge, 
even if it seems to loom large 
and overwhelming, for God is 

» always seeking to pour more of 
Himself through us.

In all that you meet, know 
that there is always a light to 
guide your way. As there is 
always a moon in every night 

 ̂ and a sun in every day, there is 
no total blackness or complete

hopelessness. There is a light to 
show you the way in every 
situation. Fear not, for you are 
never alone. You are G od’s 
privileged child and God is 
always moving to guide and 
direct you to your highest 
good. Blessed are you who seek 
and hunger after answers, for 
you shall be answered, your life 
will be fulfilled in every way. 
Press on in the upward way and 
even if you stumble, keep seek
ing. Your answer awaits! 0
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By Grace Hartley

Beneath the leafy boughs,
Amid the buzz of bees,
I paid a call,
And sat upon a tree trunk 
For want of greater ease.
Did your awesome name,
Your place, or wealth or fame 
Create your restful haven?
Yield an epitaph 
Whose words recall the great? 
A single flower upon the 
Mortal dust, perhaps speaks 
Of a goodness to G od’s 
Immortal gaze; imprints 
A greatness no one knows 
But Heaven’s discerning eye!
J O O O O O O O O Q O O Q O C O O G C O O O O O O
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KEEP
I N
TUN
WITH
TOUR 
SPIRITUAI 
SELF

THERE IS A spiritual Self within us 
that is the true source of our life. It 
functions on a level beyond what the 
physical senses can comprehend. It is 

this higher vibrational, non-physical Self that 
continually feeds our physical body with life- 
sustaining elements, as Jesus said. This higher 
Self is always in tune with heaven, which means 

that it is always in tune with 
love, always in tune with beauty 
and joy, always in tune with life.

This spiritual Self within us, 
G od’s perfect idea of us, is really 
the source of all our desires to 
better ourself, to improve our 
life. It is the source of our desire 
to be happy, because it functions 
in heaven, where sorrow and 
separation are unknown, and 
there is only perfect happiness.

This spiritual Self inspires us 
with our desire to be well-liked, 

to be popu
lar and re- 
s p e c t e d . 
Because it 
f u n ction s

on a plane where frustration and failure 
are unknown, it makes us desire and 
strive to be successful. Because it is per
fect love, it loves us as part of itself, and 
is ever seeking to help us. It is seeking to 

help us every moment of our life. It 
BY RUSSELL A. KEMP eagerly desires to help us this very

moment, in whatever way we need 
or want help.

Most spiritual teachings say that the easiest way to receive help 
from this spiritual Self is just to believe in it, to ask for help, and to 
think of receiving its help in whatever way we need it.

It is infinitely wiser and older and more far-seeing than we are. 
Ask it to guide you. Believe that it is inspiring you to make the right 
decision about whatever you need to decide. Take an attitude of



listening, inwardly, quietly. Be 
as relaxed as you can. On no 
account try to force anything 
to happen, or any guidance to 
be perceived, and you will get 
the right idea.

If you try this and there 
seem to be no immediate re
sults, do not be discouraged. 
You may be trying too hard; 
you may need to relax more. 
You may need to be in a better 
state of mind, meaning that to 
get in tune with, or to keep in 
tune with this higher Self, it is 
most helpful to be happy.

Remember, this higher Self 
is always in a state of blissful 
happiness. It has no kinship or 
affinity with gloom. It is in
stantly tuned out by bitter, 
critical, or unkind thoughts, 
and it cannot lower its vibra
tions to our level. If it did, it 
would stop being perfect, and 
that, of course, it can never do. 
So we must in some way raise 
ourself to its level.

“But,” you may object, 
“what if I am overpowered by 
grief or self-pity or despon
dency? Sometimes the mind 
seems absolutely powerless to 
even rem ember a positive 
thought. Can I make myself 
happy then?”

The easiest way to receive 
help from this spiritual Self is 
just to believe in it, and to ask 
for its help in whatever way 
you need it. “Ask and it will be 
given you,” said Jesus, who per

sonified and channeled this 
divine Self so beautifully in 
meeting every form of human 
need. Fortunately, the instant 
we do turn our attention to this 
perfect Presence, this higher 
Self, we contact something of 
its beneficence, its love and joy. 
We can receive help, even in the 
most desperate moments, as so 
many have testified, because in 
the very act of thinking of it, 
we have lifted our attention 
from the state we are in and we 
have turned away from nega
tion, so it becomes a channel 
for the love and power of the 
higher Self to reach us.

But, we need to think more 
of everyday states of mind, 
moods and feelings that are 
under our control. In order to 
remain happy, we should 
strongly resolve never to enter
tain unpleasant emotions. Try 
to think kindly of others. It 
makes us unhappy to think of 
evil, to indulge hateful or war
ring thoughts. What is worse, 
we automatically lose contact 
with the higher Self. Then we 
feel more and more fearful and 
worried, more cut off from our 
Source. Therefore, when we 
catch ourself tending to feel 
this way, we should remember 
to keep attuned to our higher 
Self. It is attuned only to good
ness and love, always vibrating 
to beauty and peace, and its 
help is instantly attainable. We 
have only to make the choice.



Think of what you want; 
you want goodness and love. 
They are waiting for you, at the 
other end of your attention! 
That is why whatever gets our 
attention, gets us. To illustrate 
the power of our attention and 
how we can attune it to the 
miraculous helpfulness of the 
higher Self, here is a story I 
heard in my early days in the 
study of Truth.

There was a man who dug 
deep ditches for a sewer line, 
with pick and shovel. This 
work, besides being hard labor, 
was distasteful to him. He

longed for something better.
One night he attended a 

Truth lectu re where the 
speaker stressed the power and 
im portan ce of harmonious 
thoughts and fixing one’s atten
tion upon beautiful and happy 
things. The man was impressed. 
He conceived an idea of think
ing about flowers. He liked 
roses best, so he chose to con
centrate upon arose.

While his hands and muscles 
labored with the pick and 
shovel, toiling to remove the 
rocks and earth, he imagined a 
beautiful rose. How fragrant it



was, how beautiful! He forgot 
his misery, his resentment, even 
the back-breaking toil for 
moments at a time, while think
ing of his perfect rose. It was 
red, it was not quite fully open, 
and it smelled, he decided, like 
a whiff of heaven.

What happened? He got a job 
working as an assistant in a 
greenhouse. Flowers and green 
growing things were all around 
him. No more heavy pick, 
shovel, and mud. No more nar
row prison cell walls of clay 
confining him to an environ
ment he detested. Now, just the 
delightful sights and smells of 
green growing things and warm 
rich earth. Beautiful! The man 
felt he was in heaven. Why not? 
He had stopped giving his atten
tion to ugly thoughts, and 
red irected  it to beautiful 
thoughts. Therefore, at the 
other end of his attention was 
the waiting higher Self, and it 
placed him, by what he had 
inspired, in an environment of 
beauty that he had long de
sired .

So if we want to keep in tune 
with our higher Self, we, too, 
must think as much as possible 
of goodness and love, peace and 
beauty.

One of the easiest ways I 
know to think of good things 
and to keep in tune with them 
is to use the magic of praise. 
The most magical thing of all is 
to praise our higher Self, which

is always serene and untrou
bled, always at peace. We might 
even say that it is on a dynamic 
fixed frequency of heavenly 
peace, calm joy, and infinite 
strength, which loves for us to 
express it.

Of course it is easy to say, 
“Think of beautiful things,” 
and at first we may think, “I’m 
just not going to do it!” It may 
seem impossible at first to even 
imagine ourself serene and 
untroubled and out of our diffi
culties. But with just a little 
determination, a little more 
patience, a little more persis
tence, we find we can do it, for 
there is this simple way of 
harmonizing our thinking with 
heavenly things. It is the way of 
praise. Psalms 107 says: “Let 
them thank the Lord for his 
steadfast love, for his wonder
ful works to the sons of men.”

How do we praise our heav
enly Self, which the Bible calls 
“the Lord,” and get in tune 
with it? For a start, we could 
make affirmations like these: I 
praise my heavenly Self for its 
goodness and love. I praise my 
heavenly Self for its peace and 
beauty. I praise my heavenly 
Self for being always in tune 
with love, always in tune with 
joy. I praise my heavenly Self 
for its infinite wisdom, and 
loving helpfulness. I praise my 
heavenly Self for its healing 
touch.

Be persistent and feel it.



There is a great mental and 
spiritual law that praising God 
reacts at once upon us; it “feeds 
back” to us whatever we have 
praised God for being. So when 
we praise God for all these 
heavenly things, according to 
this law we soon feel satisfied 
and at peace. We may exclaim 
with delight, “Praise God for 
this heavenly sense of peace 
that keeps me always in tune 
with the good that I desire.”

Let us also be sure that we 
have a positive concept of 
G od’s peace. Peace is not a 
passive dreamy quality; peace is 
dynamic. Peace is the way 
G od’s power acts. When Jesus 
spoke the word of peace to the 
howling wind and the raging 
sea, they both subsided, and 
there was a great calm. A real
ization of G od’s peace banishes 
inharmonious emotions and 
puts us in tune with our good.

Then we are in tune with the 
Source of all our desires for 
more good in our outer life. For 
instance, when the laborer, by 
concentrating on the beautiful 
rose, tuned in with his higher 
Self and escaped from his dis
tasteful job, he was using this 
law of feedback, although he 
did not know it. He wanted 
freedom, more joy in his work. 
By concentrating on beauty, he 
set into motion through the law 
of feedback, his spiritual Self. 
Since this Self exists always in a 
state of blissful happiness, it re

acted to his thoughts of beauty, 
seized upon them, and used 
them to lift him out of the 
work that he detested, into 
working with green growing 
things, beautiful things that 
made him happy.

Good is always glad to hap
pen. The laborer’s deeply de
sired good was glad to come 
into his life, when he cooper
ated by furnishing his higher 
Self with the kinds of thoughts 
it requ ired; thoughts and 
images of beauty that made 
him happy, and so attuned him 
with his good.

G od’s power for good is 
always ready and waiting to go 
to work in our life, no matter 
what the appearances are. So 
the way to keep in tune with 
our higher Self, which holds in 
readiness all the good we desire, 
lies open before us.

It is an easy way, a pleasant 
way, the way of an unfailing 
law—the law of feedback—a 
mental turning away from our 
prob lem s, and withholding 
nourishment from them by our 
feelings and attention, and in
stead, giving to our higher Self 
the thoughts of beauty, peace, 
happiness, and success that it 
can recognize and use.

In this way we are obeying 
the law. “Let them thank the 
Lord (their higher Self) for his 
steadfast love, for his wonder
ful works to the sons of men.”

©



Sweet Friend

I look at you, my friend, and 1 see 
vast possibilities for more greatness 
on earth. I share with you, my 
friend, a dream that was born in our 
souls at the beginning of time. I walk 
with you, my friend, and I am at 
peace with all things, for we know 
the hope that makes life glow with 
expectancy and bloom with the 
beautiful.

Though we two may share the 
gloriousness of Christian love, we are 
not content to hold it in our personal 
circle. We strive to share the light of 
our communion with others in our 
world. This is the hope we know, the 
hope that gladdens the heart: all 

a unhappiness can be erased; all sins 
are forgiven in Christ; all sadness can 
be released; all fatigue can be for- 

) gotten; all misery is but a powerless 
shadow of the past. Not only for 
ourselves do we know these things, 
but for all others.

This is the hope that stands firm in 
^  the faith of Christ. The hope we 

know is the happiness that we see 
manifesting as the one true reality 
for all persons in all times.

Bless you, my friend, for sharing 
with me the glad-heartedness of holy 
hope.—Janna Russell



BY JOSEPH R. WHEELING

THERE IS A chamber in which 
I must remain, always and with
out interval, the duration of my 
lifetime. It is the chamber of 
my mind. Tedium, though, 
does not reside with me there. 
The walls are not barren, not 
without interest or charm.

Through the years, to the 
now quiet winter of my life, I 
have acquired a gallery of 
mental souvenirs. For the most 
part, they present themselves 
upon the walls of the chamber 
of my mind as beautiful paint
ings.

From time to time I select of 
them and regard them in con
templation, and sense anew 
what each in its own way would 
convey. In this do I know good
ness, for truly they are dele
gates of inspiration. They are 
welcome guests, and it is with 
clarity that I look upon them. 
It is in their aura that I find 
light of understanding, the 
better all things to perceive.

Though I often say to my
self, “My chamber is comfort-



ing,” I am ever aware, long 
having known their presence in 
my room, of uninvited guests. 
They are the painful mementos 
of my errors of mistreatment, 
even injustices, committed in 
the past, during years when the 
walls of my chamber were lined 
but with mirrors, and the feel
ings of others, even among 
those who most loved me, were 
often my smallest concern.

It is the presence of these 
delegates of regret that burdens 
the spirit. During countless 
years I have willed that they 
remain in the darkness, so fool
ish and vain have been my 
attempts to be free of them.

Yet this have I done with the 
silent knowledge that, could I 
but find the courage to face 
them and to identify each in 
the fullness of light, they would 
face me also, not to accuse, not 
to condemn, but to forgive, and 
having done so, would fade 
away.

Now, while I sit in fireside 
meditation, the hour grows 
late. One by one the tiny 
flames, extinguishing them
selves, flicker good-bye, and 
the still glowing embers await 
while I carry my lamp into the 
shadows to put my chamber in 
order.

A prayer of thanks. I lie 
down to sleep. ©



T H I S  P O W E R  W E  S E E
BY ESTHER W. PONDER

OUR HOME IN the universe is 
in the Milky Way galaxy, a 
cluster of billions of stars, dust, 
and clouds, all rushing together 
through space. Somewhere in 
this swirling mass is the planet 
Earth, spinning and rotating 
around our sun. Beyond, in 
vast, unexplored space, are 
billions of other galaxies, each 
made up of billions of stars, all 
hurtling into the far, unknown 
regions of the universe.

Imagine if you will, what 
chaos there would be if the 
Intelligence that directs this 
controlled and orderly universe 
should m iscalcu late time, 
speed, or location, or abandon 
the plan, withdraw direction. 
Then surely suns would fall, 
blazing from their places; plan
ets would crash into planets; 
stars would disintegrate into 
nothingness; and in all space 
there would be no order or light 
of life. Imagining thus, we real
ize anew the mighty power and 
Intelligence that holds our

planet, and us, in its care. We 
seek a name for this power, 
each in our own language and 
with our own understanding. 
We, in this place and in this age, 
call this power God.

Now consider a nearer, more 
familiar wonder—human body. 
Unobtrusively, with complete 
knowledge, an Intelligence out
side our conscious mind directs 
the operations within the hu
man body such as the timing of 
heartbeats, maintenance of 
body temperature, assimilation 
of the sustenance needed from 
food s, elimination of that 
which it rejects, growing new 
skin, new hair, new fingernails, 
repairing cuts, bruises, breaks— 
all without our conscious assis
tance. Imagine the result if for 
one instant this unseen Intelli
gence should withdraw its care. 
Mortal mind would panic and 
fail at the tasks it could not 
perform.

So, we acknowledge anew 
the supreme wisdom and power



operating around and in us, 
proceeding unfalteringly to
ward some ultimate plan which 
we do not know. Surely this 
plan takes note of each star, 
each bird that falls, each human 
being. Each of us follows a path 
we see but dimly. We may 
stumble, we may be dis
appointed or sometimes hurt, 
but always we have the reassur
ing proof around us and in us of 
supreme wisdom directing all.

Let this, then, be our quest. 
To lift our thoughts up from 
the distractions of the days; to 
see the knowledge, power, and

beauty of the Creator in every 
created thing—in the far-flung 
universe, in the near trees and 
plants, in a rose, in wind and in 
snow, in water, in sunrise and 
sunset, in insects, animals, and 
in man—then to rest unafraid in 
the assurance that this Omnipo
tence is over us all. This, we call 
faith.

“Consider the lilies of the 
field, how they grow; they 
neither toil nor spin; yet I tell 
you, even Solomon in all his 
glory was not arrayed like one 
of these . . . O men of little 
faith.” ©
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The way I feel is up to me 
So I release tensions.
I relax and let go.
My mind,
My emotions.
My body
Are completely centered 
Right where I am 
In this moment,
In this time.
In this now.

The way I feel is up to me 
So all parts of me cooperate.
By relaxing,
By centering,
By having one focus.
By being one unit,
One positive expression of life 
Here and now.
This feeling of oneness and cooperation 
Moves through all of me 
Filling me with a great sense 
Of satisfaction and well-being.

The way I feel is up to me.
I am self-contained.
I have complete self-control.
Within me is a radiant center 
Of joy and happiness.
The way I feel is entirely, completely 
U p to me. I

I find that I look happy 
When I am in charge of
My thoughts, feelings, and physical wants and needs

I find that I act happy
When I determine what my mood will be.



I find that I am happiest
When I choose, when I consciously select
My emotional attitude for the day.

I remember that the way I feel 
Is up to me.
I am self-contained.
I have complete self-control.
I am a radiating center 
Of joy and happiness.

Why should I let other people negatively influence
My frame of mind
And get me off on the wrong track?

Why should I allow the weather conditions 
To fix my emotional state for a whole day?

Why should I permit the daily news 
to manipulate my mood 
to one of worry and concern?

Why should I be less and experience less 
Than I really want to?

The way I feel is entirely up to me.
I have something to say about my life 
And how it is lived.
I can do something about my feelings 
And how I feel. I

I begin to actively participate more in my life.
I begin to consciously choose my moods and emotions. 
For the way I feel is totally up to me.
I am self-contained.
I have complete self-control.
Within me is a pulsating, vibrant, loving energy.
I am a radiant center 
Of joy and happiness.
The way I feel is up to me.



'LetteiH to tlfe 'lulitoi
I want to say how very much 1 

enjoy UNITY Magazine, especially 
the October and November 1977 
issues. They were filled with much 
love and healing. May God continue 
to bless your beautiful work for Him 
and His people.-D. W., Missouri.

©
I have just read and thrilled to the 

article by William Earle Cameron, 
the minister at Wichita, Kansas, 
“The All-Out Healing.” This has 
given me so much insight ... I feel 
on top o f  the world. — G. W., 
Michigan.

0
I just wanted to say how much I 

enjoyed Eric Butterworth’s article 
“The Dynamics of Faith.” Hats off 
to Eric. The article was done with 
much feeling and understanding and 
I wanted to give him a pat on the 
back. —FA'., Florida.

0
UNITY Magazine has indeed been 

instrumental in changing my life. 
Our son became violently ill in 
school. I rushed him to the emer
gency room. In the waiting area was 
a copy of UNITY Magazine. I started

reading it and it helped me through 
that difficult period and many, 
many more since. 1 thank you all 
s incerely fo r  your intelligent 
approach to seeking Truth.— V.G., 
Wisconsin.

0

I was really happy to see the 
article by Ernest Wilson (October 
1 977]. I have missed his new 
articles. 1 hope he writes more books 
and articles. I like UNITY Maga
zine’s new editor very much, and I 
also like the “Message from Silent 
Unity” and Mr. Freeman’s picture in 
the center o f the magazine.—A/.S., 
Kansas.

0

James Dillct Freeman’s poem 
published in a recent issue o f UNITY 
Magazine, (September 1977] “A 
Message from Silent Unity” which 
was inspired by the passing to the 
other side of May Rowland, is one of 
the finest expressions o f continuing 
fellowship I have ever read. Actually 
it is a masterpiece in the Christian 
literature o f immortality and life 
after life. It touched me deeply. 
—N. V.P., New York.



By Popular Request

So many persons 
enjoyed our first cas
sette recording of caril
lon music, and asked for 
more, that we are delighted to 
announce a second carillon 
cassette is now available.

Carillon Music II features 
the W. R ickert Fillmore 
Memorial Carillon, played by 
Unity carillonneur Harold B. 
Whaley.

The twenty-four spiritual 
selections include: Be Still and

Know That I Am 
God; Keep the Heart 

Singing; I Love to Tell 
the Story; Mine Eyes 

Have Seen the Glory; He 
Healeth Me; Holy, Holy, Holy; 
Love Is a Magnet; We Come to 
Thee O Lord; Come Ye Apart 
Awhile; and God Will Take 
Care of You.

You can have this cassette 
recording of beautiful carillon 
music, along with a durable, 
beige storage album, for $5.

Complete the handy order form and mail to:

UNITY CASSETTES, Unity Village, Missouri 64065
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By John D. Engle, Jr.

So gradually my golden girl withdrew 
And so quietly I hardly knew 
That she had gone away at all until 
A dark cloud draped itself across the hill,
The dying grass curled up in livid pain,
And cold winds shook the dead leaves down like rain.

But today my golden girl returned.
I saw her dancing where the jonquils burned 
Their yellow trail by the margin of a lake.
She was the same sweet child. I saw her wake 
The sleeping trees and thaw out all the rills 
As she bounced her sun ball through the hills.
She smiled at me, still full of fun and play—
Pretending she had never been away.


