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VIEW FROM
UNITY VILLAGE 

. . . with the editor
Joseph, husband of Mary 

and earthly father of Jesus,
is a man of considerable mystery in Bible accounts. There obvi
ously was a lot more that could have been recorded about him, but 
for some reason his role was minimized in the New Testament.

James Dillet Freeman, calling on his fertile imagination, has 
focused his attention on Joseph in this issue in another of his 
beautiful Christmas stories. You will surely be touched by the 
delicacy of his narrative, and although the story is purely intended 
as a what might have been account, you will see the subject in a 
new light after reading “My Name Is Joseph.” The article starts 
on page four and is beautifully illustrated by the hand of Evan 
Lattimer.

William Earle Cameron captures the Christmas spirit, too, in his 
remarkable story entitled “The Christ Child and the Crooked 
Man. Old Scrooge has been the subject of more scorn than almost 
any other literary character, as Mr. Cameron points out, but most 
of us have forgotten the happy ending—and the changed man 
Scrooge became. The author reminds us of our oversight in this 
article which begins on page 31. Betty Chaisson has done her usual 
outstanding job of artwork to accompany the story.

We offer a number of intriguing poems in this issue, too, and we 
call your attention to several with the Christmas theme—“Joseph 
Speaks" by Neville Braybrooke; “The Inn-Keeper’s Wife” by Joy 
Anne Quay; To Bethlehem by Gwen Norment; and “Angels” bv 
Elizabeth Searle Lamb.

The series entitled “Prosperity Is Our Birthright” by Charles 
Roth ends with this number. It has been one of the best-received 
series on the true meaning of prosperity that it has been our 
privilege to publish.

Merry Christmas to all.
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BY JAMES DILLET FREEMAN

YES, MY NAME IS Joseph. I 
was his father, he was my son.

I see some of you smiling. 
But what would you have had 
our relation to be?

Does it disturb you to hear 
that when he was a boy he 
called me papa? As to his being 
the Son of God, would an old 
carpenter like me be the one to 
decide such a fine point of 
theology?

Oh, make no mistake, this 
old carpenter is not an old fool. 
Could I have had such a son, 
lived beside him all these 
years, and not have given 
much thought to many things? 
Do you think he would have 
been such a man if he'd a dolt 
for a father? Where do you 
think he got his ideas? Do you 
think we never talked?

But not about theology. No! 
That takes a more fanciful 
mind than mine.

As to his being the Son of 
God, did he claim to be? In 
some special way, that is,

beyond the rest of you? I recall 
him saying, “You are all sons 
of God, and children of the 
Most High."

Whatever he was, his 
enemies can be satisfied now 
that they’ve finished him, 
haven’t they? Or have they? 
And his friends—you are his 
friends, no?—you have your 
faith, don’t you? What can I 
add to it?

Ah, yes, you want to ask me 
some questions. About what? 
His birth? You have heard 
rumors? From whom? The 
gossip mongers in the village? 
That Mary was with child 
before we were married? If she 
was, would that make her dif
ferent from many other women 
in the village?

I know. Those among you 
who didn’t believe he was the 
Messiah want me to say he was 
my son; to your mind that will 
prove he was not God's. And 
those who believed in him are 
hoping I’ll say he was not my





child; at least that will leave 
the matter open to question.

Before I say more, let me say 
again, I was his father, he was 
my son, in every way that has 
meaning. I held him in my 
arms, rocked him to sleep, 
tended him in his childhood ill
nesses, comforted him when he 
was hurt, embraced him when 
he needed embracing, chas
tised him when he needed that.
I shared his thoughts, fears, 
and hopes. I saw to his school
ing, taught him a trade, and 
made a home for him. Yes, in 
all that counts, we were father 
and son. I loved him. I believe 
he loved me.

Now as to his birth. Yes, it is 
an unusual story. Let me tell 
you how it occurred as nearly 
as I can remember after all 
these years.

I will begin with Mary.
When was the first time I 

saw Mary? When is the first 
time you see a lily in a field of 
lilies or a rose in a rose garden? 
She was born in my village. We 
were cousins. Oh, distant ones, 
but cousins, as were half the 
people there. She was a little 
girl among all the little girls I 
saw every day. When did I not 
see her?

But I became aware of her, 
not as just someone in the 
village, but as someone in my 
life, one day as I was working 
on a house.

A dove with a crippled wing

James Diilet Freeman hap
pily presents another in a 
series of annual Christmas 
stories in this issue.

came fluttering down the 
street, and after it was a gang 
of yelling boys trying to pelt it 
with stones. I suppose the dove 
had been intended as a sacri
fice, but had gotten away. I 
watched for a moment. The 
boys weren't very accurate 
with their throws. But at last 
one stone clipped the dove, and 
it gave out a pitiful squawk.

At that moment, this young 
girl appeared. She ran between 
the bird and the boys, reached 
down, and gathered up the 
dove. It didn't try to avoid her. 
It was almost as if it knew, this 
was not an enemy, but a friend.

The boys came storming up 
and surrounded her. A torrent 
of words poured out of them; 
mostly threats and impreca
tions.

But the little girl stood firm,



the dove clasped securely in 
her arms.

The tallest boy stepped for
ward. I knew him. His father 
Yousuf was a bricklayer. “That 
dove is ours,” he said. “We 
found him, we chased him here. 
Hand him over.”

The little girl said, “This 
dove is not yours. It is con
secrated to God, and you shall 
not have it.” The tall boy 
raised his hand as if to strike 
the girl. She didn’t flinch.

I stepped forward. “Out of 
here, you ruffians,” I cried, 
brandishing the hammer I hap
pened to have in my hand. The 
boys disappeared.

“Thank you; oh, thank you,” 
said the girl.

“You were brave to stand up 
to all those boys,” I said, “but 
you saved your dove.”

The little girl smiled. “Oh, 
the dove isn't mine, but it 
wasn't theirs either. It’s God’s, 
and they meant to harm it 
while I meant to bless it. God is 
always on the side of the gentle 
and kind.”

I’m not so sure of that, I 
thought, but I said, “He was 
this time.”

I looked at this brave and 
gentle little girl who was 
smiling gratefully up at me.

“Don’t I know you? Aren’t 
you Joachim’s daughter?”

“Yes, I am," she said. “My 
name is Mary.”

“My name is Joseph. I know

your father, and your mother 
Anna, too. How old are you, 
Mary?”

“I’m ten," she said.
As I told you, I suppose I 

had seen this little girl almost 
daily for eight or nine years. I 
knew her parents well. But I 
had never looked at her before. 
Now I looked.

Oh, I don’t mean I instantly 
thought I was in love with her 
or that she was to be my wife. 
After all, she was ten, I was 
twenty-six. But there’s no 
doubt, I felt a deep sense of 
being drawn to her.

Probably all I thought was, 
what a pretty little girl! Or, 
what a brave little girl! Or, 
what a kind little girl! But can 
it be that we are drawn to one 
another by forces in our souls, 
forces we're not aware of, that 
make us one beyond anything 
we know? As she walked away, 
the dove cooing in her arms, I 
stood for a long time gazing 
after her.

The next day when I saw her 
father, he said that Mary had 
told him all about it, and he in
vited me to dinner. I was not 
surprised to find myself accept
ing.

After that, how often I found 
myself with them. It was only 
natural, I suppose. Only three 
months before, I had lost my 
wife in childbirth, and I was 
lonely.

Joachim's house was a reli-



gious house. There was much 
reading from the Torah and the 
prophets, strict observance of 
the holy days, and many 
prayers, usually long ones.

I’m not too religious myself, 
but I don’t mind if others are. 
Joachim told me he and Anna 
had found themselves growing 
old without children. They had 
made a deep vow that if God 
should give them one, they 
would dedicate themselves and 
the child to Him. So when 
Mary came, they felt she was a 
gift from God.

I believe she felt that, too. 
She was not an ordinary girl. 
She didn’t often play with



other children. A girl of dreams 
and visions, she preferred play
ing by herself.

Once she told me how she felt 
about God. He was not some
thing strange and mysterious 
and frightening, a mighty king 
on a far-off throne. He was a 
presence, warm and near. “If 
you will talk to Him, I'm sure 
He will hear you,’’ she told me 
once. “I talk to Him all the 
time.”

“What do you say to Him?’’
I asked.

“Oh, I just tell Him I love 
Him and I hope He will love me 
and use me in the way He will.”

You might imagine talk like 
that would have frightened me 
away, but it didn’t. I'm a rough 
carpenter, but I am also a man 
of deep feelings and sudden 
yearnings. I enjoyed being 
with these dear, decent people.

Often in the evening, Anna 
would play the lute, and we'd 
all join in singing religious 
songs. Mary was the best 
singer among us. There’s a 
bird—I have never seen it and 
don't know what kind it 
is—but sometimes, working in 
the fields or walking through 
the hills, I have heard it burst 
into song, and I have thought 
if Mary were a bird, she would 
sound like that.

Sometimes when her mother 
played, Mary would dance. I 
liked to see her dance—she was 
like a field of wheat when the

wind is blowing through it.
When did I cease to think of 

her as a girl and begin to think 
of her as a woman? When does 
a girl become a woman? At 
twelve, at thirteen? I don't 
know. But I came to realize 
that Mary was reaching an age 
when Joachim would be seek
ing a husband for her.

Perhaps it was one afternoon 
when I came upon her as she 
was drawing water from the 
well. Across the square three 
young men were watching her. 
They were talking and laugh
ing among themselves. I 
couldn’t hear what they were 
saying, but I saw how they 
were looking at her, and I 
heard them laugh. I am a man, 
and I know what goes through 
young men’s minds.

Suddenly, I saw the little girl 
with the dove in her arms and 
the pack of rough boys reach
ing to tear it away from her! I 
stepped out into the square. 
“Mary,” I called.

She waved.
I turned to the boys. “Be 

off,” I said.
They stared at me insolently. 
“Be off," I said again, and I 

raised my arm. My trade 
hasn t made me a weakling. 
With another insolent look, off 
they went.

It was then, I suppose, as I 
walked Mary home, I realized 
that in a short time she must 
be promised to someone. The



thought that the someone 
might be someone other than 
myself was an unthinkable 
thought. I was in love with 
Mary! I believe the realization 
that I was in love with her 
came as a surprise.

Looking back now, I think I 
always had been in love with 
her, from that first moment 
when I saw the little girl with 
the dove. From that moment 
she was my dove.

I was twice her age, but I 
didn’t think that was impor
tant. I was still a young man. I 
was healthy and strong. I was 
of good stock. I could trace my 
lineage to David the King. I 
wasn't rich, but I was as rich as 
Joachim. I had a reputation as 
a craftsman and I earned 
enough to keep a family com
fortable.

Above all, I loved her. And 
while I didn’t know that she 
loved me—I had never allowed 
myself to think in such terms 
before—at least I knew she 
thought of me as her friend, 
and it's no long leap from 
friendship to love.

So I sought out Joachim and 
Anna and proposed to them 
that Mary and I should be 
betrothed to be married.

Much to my delight, they 
were more than willing. 
Joachim laughed. “This comes 
as no surprise," he said. “Anna 
and I have wondered for a long 
time when you were going to

speak for her. We have both 
said many times, ‘He loves the 
girl. What is he waiting for?’ I 
assure you there is no one to 
whom we would rather see our 
daughter married."

“Thank you, thank you, my 
friend,” I said. “I love Mary. 
Do you think she loves me?"

“Can there be a doubt? said 
Joachim. “She has even told us 
how much she likes you.’

“Like and love, they are not 
the same," I said. “I like you, 
but I’m not in love with you. I 
want to be Mary’s husband; I 
want her to be my wife."

“Mary is an obedient daugh
ter,” said Joachim. “She will 
do as I say."

“I don't want her to do as 
you say, I said. “I want her to 
do as she wishes."

“I don’t know if she loves 
you or not,’ said Anna. I 
don’t know if she’s ever 
thought of you like that. I 
doubt if she's ever thought of 
anyone like that. I didn t love 
Joachim when I was betrothed 
to him, I hardly knew him. I 
had only met him once. But I 
learned to love him."

“We’ve had a good mar
riage,” said Joachim.

“You marry and you learn to 
love one another," said Anna. 
“You’re a good man, Joseph. 
Mary will learn to love you.” 

“I’m not very good-looking," 
I said, doubtfully.

“Is Joachim good-looking?"
usirnd



said Anna, laughing. Joachim 
snorted.

“Like Joachim,” Anna went 
on, “you are more than good- 
looking. You’re kind. You’re 
gentle. You’re strong. And you 
are already dear to her.”

“I wouldn’t want her to be 
my wife if she didn’t want to 
be,” I said.

“I will ask her,” said 
Joachim.

“No, if she thinks you want 
her to marry me, she will say 
yes.”

“Then ask her yourself. 
Here, I'll call her in.”

When we were alone, I didn’t 
know what to say; I didn’t 
know what to do. I just stood 
and looked at her.

“Yes, Joseph?" she said. 
“Mary,” I said at last.
“Yes, Joseph?”
“Mary, I have something to 

say to you.”
“Yes, Joseph?”
“I have spoken to your 

father and mother.”
“Yes, Joseph!”
“I have asked that we might 

be betrothed!”
For a moment I thought I 

caught a flicker of—was it 
fear?—in her eyes. Then her 
face composed itself.

“And what did they say, 
Joseph?”

“They said they were will
ing.”

“I, too, am willing,” she said. 
Then she smiled. She has an

extraordinary smile, a wom
an’s smile. She was smiling— 
why should I be anything but 
smiling, too? A great wave of 
happiness bounded through 
my heart.

I took her hands in mine. 
“Mary, I love you,” I said.

Again she smiled. “Joseph, 
dear Joseph.”

“This is not a sudden thing,” 
I said. “I’ve loved you ever 
since the day I first saw you— 
the day with the dove.”

“I’m glad for that day, too,” 
she said.

“I love you as a husband 
loves his wife,” I said. “Can 
you love me as a wife loves her 
husband?”

“I will love you in whatever 
way God decrees I should love 
you,” she said. “If I’m to be 
your wife, I will love you as a 
wife.”

“Do you know what it means 
for me to be your husband and 
for you to be my wife?”

“Of course, I do,” she said 
with a smile. “It means that we 
shall live together and I will be 
the mother of your children.”

I wondered if she knew what 
the words she was saying 
meant. There was about 
Mary—as there still is—a veil 
of innocence. Some people are 
innocents, no matter what 
befalls them. I’ve always felt in 
Mary—is this why I’ve loved 
her so?—an unstained and un- 
stainable essence, the eternal



virgin that perhaps every 
woman in her secret heart 
always is.

I shall remember always how 
we stood there, hand in hand 
and heart in heart, and I 
clasped to me a vision of inno
cence-pure, virginal, perfect— 
that I have never let go.

So the betrothal took place. 
We pledged ourselves to one 
another. I was a very happy 
man. If I had frequented 
Joachim's house before, now I 
haunted it. A year is a long 
time to wait. A month passed, 
another month, severa l 
months.

Then the impossible oc
curred. I believe it was a Sab
bath—as was their custom, 
they had invited me to eat with 
them—when Mary told me her 
story. Her incredible story 
about an angel coming to her 
and telling her she was to have 
a child by the Most High! You 
all must have heard some form 
of it—that's why you're asking 
for my version, isn't it?

Naturally the story astound
ed me. Oh, I know what you're 
thinking, I must have been out
raged. No, not at first. The 
thought that Mary might be 
deceiving me hardly passed

LNiry



through my mind.
When she told me her story, 

it was so incredible it never 
occurred to me it was anything 
but a young girl’s fantasy. She 
has had a crazy dream, I 
thought. How can she possibly 
know she is with child? To be 
sure of that takes—what- 
three months?

“How can you know?” I 
asked.

“The angel told me,” she 
said. ‘‘And I just know.” 

That’s a woman’s thinking, I 
thought.

The visit of the angel and 
even his words to her—this she 
had clearly. But when I 
pressed her for details as to 
what had happened after that, 
she couldn’t tell me.

“The Most High came to 
you?” I would ask.

“I—I don’t know,” she’d 
say. ‘‘I think so.”

“Did something happen?” 
She would look at me 

strangely and nod her head.
“What?” I would ask, but 

when I pressed her, she would 
only shake her head.

“I can’t—I can’t—” she 
would say. Her eyes would fill 
with confusion, but at the same 
time I could see they were full 
of a radiance as if she were 
remembering an experience 
beyond her power to put into 
words.

“You saw something?”
“No.”

“You heard something?”
“No.”
“You experienced some

thing?”
Again that strange look, half 

confusion, half ecstasy, would 
shine in her eyes.

I asked her many times. I 
have asked her many times 
since then—that’s only natu
ral, isn’t it, considering what’s 
happened since?—and I’ve 
never had more of an answer 
than she gave me then.

You must decide for yourself 
what you will believe. Just as I 
had to decide. For I did have to 
decide.

The three months passed, 
and then there was no longer 
any doubt. Mary was with 
child.

Before that I’d had to won
der about a fantasy. Now I had 
to wrestle with a fact. The 
woman I loved was with child 
and I had never touched her! 
Could it be, could it possibly be 
that this lovely one that I 
loved had deceived me? Oh, the 
sleepless nights of deep and 
agonizing doubts that followed 
then!

You can understand how I 
felt. I was angry. I was humili
ated. I was tortured. Mary was 
a very pretty young woman— 
she is still beautiful—and in 
the village there were many 
handsome young men, not 
twice her age like me.

I thought, I shall drag her



before the priest and make her 
drink the bitter water mixed 
with dirt from the floor of the 
tabernacle and watch her rot 
with it. I shall make her a 
public shame as she has made 
me a private anguish.

But that Mary was unfaith
ful to me was impossible for me 
to believe for long. Yes, even 
more impossible than the story 
she was telling.

I was certain Mary loved me.
I had not been deluding myself 
all these months. I felt I knew 
this woman as well as I knew 
myself. She loved me!

Moreover, I felt it would be 
impossible for her to lie; she 
wouldn’t even know how to lie. 
Most of us are capable of 
deceit. But I have known one 
or two persons who had no 
seeds of deceit in them. Mary is 
one of these.

What advantage could she 
hope to gain by telling such a 
farfetched story? It only made 
anyone who might doubt her 
doubt her even more.

The longer I thought about 
it, the less I found myself 
doubting, the more I found my
self wondering. Oh, I say it 
calmly now. I didn’t come to it 
calmly. I agonized to it.

I am a practical man. All my 
life I’ve worked with hammer 
and saw, wood and nails, with 
real things in a real world. But 
was what she said had hap
pened impossible? I knew that

many peop le believe in 
Messiahs. Very well, couldn’t 
I? And if one should come, 
might this not be the way he 
would choose? Wasn’t Moses 
found among the bulrushes? 
Wasn’t David a shepherd’s 
son? Marvelous things do hap
pen. And if such a thing could 
happen, would not Mary be 
such a one as it might happen 
to? Mary is and always was as 
religious as I am not. I’ll admit 
I've sometimes thought the 
right word is superstitious. She 
believes easily. It’s as easy for 
her to believe as it is hard for 
me.

I know a lot of you believe in 
angels and the like—I think 
that’s why you see them. I’ve 
never had much faith in them 
myself.

But if there aren’t angels and 
you imagine them, wouldn’t it 
follow that if there were angels 
you would be the ones to see 
them?

You can see how I argued 
with myself. I became my own 
angels’ advocate. By this time 
I was beginning to see them 
myself. I don't believe in 
dreams, but I found myself 
waking from dreams where I 
was talking to angels. They 
were telling me to believe what 
she was saying. You can under
stand that, can’t you? Dear 
God, I wanted to!

Once I began to hope it could 
| be possible, I began to think of



reasons why it might be. Had 
her parents not pledged her to 
God? Had not she herself all 
her life prayed to Him to use 
her? And if she was to be used 
by the Most High, was there a 
better way that He might use 
her? To have a child—was that 
not a natural function for a 
woman? And if there were ever 
an unsullied vessel for the Lord 
to express Himself through, 
wasn't it this innocent woman 
who was to be my wife?

When you’re faced with 
something like this, it’s a very 
confused and confusing mo
ment in your life. There was my 
personal unbelief, but there 
was my wish to believe. There 
was my practical knowledge of 
the world, but there was my 
deep trust in Mary’s honesty. 
There was my hurt pride—and 
there was my love.

Yes, there was my love. In 
the end there's no doubt as to 
what made me decide as I 
decided. I loved her. I loved her 
in a real and practical way- 
like the carpenter I was who 
wanted a wife to make him a 
home and give him children. 
But I loved her, too, in a beau
tiful and ideal way—like the 
young man in love I also was, 
who wanted an impossible and 
unsullied vision of perfection 
he could hold in his mind and 
dream about. For four years I'd 
had such a vision. Could I 
abandon it now? Could I give

her up without giving myself 
up? Without her, would life be 
life? Or would it be merely an 
empty passage from empty 
day to empty night?

Mary felt she had been 
chosen by something beyond 
herself. I, too, had no choice. I 
was driven by my deepest 
needs and by my highest vision 
of what life must be to be 
worth living.

Whatever had happened, 
whatever would happen, Mary 
was my wife, Mary was my life. 
If I had to choose between 
believing I had been deceived 
or believing in a wonder, then I 
chose the wonder.

But before the child was 
delivered, another extraordi
nary event occurred. The 
Romans ordered a census. 
Every man had to return to the 
town he had been born in. I had 
to go to Bethlehem.

Mary didn’t have to go with 
me—the Romans weren’t inter
ested in counting women in 
their census—and I thought 
she should stay with her 
mother. It is a four-day trip to 
Bethlehem, and I knew the 
baby might be coming any day.

But she insisted on going. 
“Everything will be all right,” 
she said. “You can take care of 
me.”

I'm not sure of that, I 
thought. Still, I was pleased 
that she wanted to be with me. 
And I decided it might be just



as well if the baby were born 
somewhere else. You know how 
such things are. The towns
people didn’t know anything 
for sure. But every town has a 
few gossipers. Some of them 
had heard tales about an angel;
I think there was some snicker
ing—behind our backs, of 
course.

So I thought if the baby 
came into the world in some 
part of it where no one knew us, 
it might be better for him and 
for us.

It was late afternoon when 
we came down the hill into 
Bethlehem. The trip hadn’t 
been hard—we had a donkey 
and Mary rode most of the 
way—and the road had run 
through pretty country.

There was an inn at the edge 
of town. In the courtyard, as I 
helped Mary down, suddenly 
she gasped and said to me, 
“Joseph, you’ll have to find a 
place for us quickly. The baby 
will be here tonight.”

The inn was crowded, dirty, 
noisy. I saw some men who 
sounded drunk and some 
women who didn’t look any 
better than they might be. I 
went in search of the inn
keeper.

When I told him I wanted a 
room, he laughed at me. “There 
isn't a room to be had in Beth
lehem tonight."

“My wife is about to have a 
baby.”

“If she were about to have a 
menagerie of babies, I couldn’t 
help you,” he said. “I’ve got 
people sleeping out in the 
courtyard. Sorry.”

“She can’t have the baby in 
the street,” I said.

He started to turn away, but 
something in my face and voice 
must have made him turn 
back. “Have the pains begun?" 
he said.

I nodded. “I think so.”
“You think so? Is this your 

first baby?”
I nodded.
“Look. Back on the hillside 

about half a mile, you’ll find 
some stables. I keep my goats 
there. You’ll probably find a 
cow or two and a few sheep. 
But if you’re not too proud, it 
will be a shelter from the 
weather and you can find some 
clean straw to lie in.”

“Thank you, thank you,” I 
said. “You're sure it’s all 
right?”

“Of course, I'm sure. You go 
on up there and later this eve
ning I’ll have my wife look in 
on you. She’s had six children 
and helped the neighbors with 
another dozen,” he said.

We found the stable as he 
said we would—a cave in the 
hillside. There were a few 
animals, but they didn’t mind 
us, so we didn’t mind them.

I made Mary a bed in the 
straw, and about midnight the 
baby was born. It was a boy, as



get there until after the baby 
was born, though I was glad 
for her help when she came. So 
I had to take charge of the 
birth myself. There were just 
the two of us. Mary and me. 
Mary was hardly more than a 
child herself. And I was scared. 
Oh, I was scared. Remember, I 
had lost a wife in childbirth 
once. I had never realized how 
much a woman has to give to 
give birth. I wiped the sweat 
from her face. I held her hand 
when she cried out. I wish

there had been somebody there 
to hold mine.

So it was that I helped him 
into the world. I tied off the 
cord. I heard his first cry. I saw 
his first breath. I gave him to 
his mother and watched her as 
she wrapped him in swaddling 
cloths. I got some clean straw 
and made a bed for him in a 
manger. There was nothing 
supernatural about his coming



into the world, if that’s what 
you’re expecting. He was born 
just like every other baby is 
born.

Mary kept telling me she 
wanted to hold the baby and I 
kept telling her she should rest. 
But after a while I laid him in 
her arms.

“He’s my beautiful son,’’ she 
said. Then she looked at me 
and smiled. “Our son!" For a 
long time I sat beside her in the 
straw, my arm around her to 
support her and draw her close.

Some of you have sons, and 
you know what it's like to have 
your first. Now that I've had 
several sons and daughters, I 
can take them more as a matter 
of course. But that first one, 
ah, that was something! Yes, 
mine or God's! They are all 
God's, aren’t they?

He was a handsome handful 
of a boy. “He looks like you," I 
told her. “He has your eyes." 
Mary’s eyes have always been 
deep dark pools. I have always 
thought she has the most beau
tiful eyes I’ve ever seen, but 
then I’ve always thought she 
was the most beautiful woman 
I’ve ever seen.

“I think he looks amazingly 
like you," she said.

I looked at him closely and I 
really couldn't see much resem
blance, but I hoped it would 
turn out that way. And I 
believe it did, don’t you? He 
did come to look amazingly like

me. But the truth is, a newborn 
baby looks like nothing but a 
newborn baby.

The baby was only a few 
hours old when the shepherds 
came in—there were two of 
them—and poured out their 
tale—you’ve all heard it, I 
know, so I won’t tell it again— 
how angels had appeared to 
them as they were keeping 
their sheep and told them a 
baby had been born in Bethle
hem who was to be the Mes
siah. Their story was a garbled 
one, but they were excited and 
both trying to speak at the 
same time.

I tried to argue with them 
that maybe someone else in the 
city had had a baby, someone 
of importance. But they said, 
“No, the voice told us we would 
find him in a manger wrapped 
in swaddling cloths."

In a few days those shep
herds had carried their story— 
they’d straightened out the 
details between them—all over 
Bethlehem, and after that all 
kinds of people came to see us.

We named the baby Jeshua; 
Mary chose the name.

Most of those who came to 
see us were just curious, I 
think. But many of them 
brought us food and gifts, and 
I was thankful for everything 
anyone did. I was especially 
interested in three of them who 
came together. One of the shep
herds told me he had heard



they were kings. They spoke 
with an accent. They were obvi
ously rich, for they gave us 
some very rich gifts. They told 
me they were Persians and 
priests in their own country. 
They said their own prophet— 
he had lived a thousand years 
before—I think his name was 
Zarathustra—had foretold that 
a Messiah was coming. And 
this is the interesting thing: he 
had said that the Messiah was 
to be born of a virgin. When I 
heard that, I told them Mary’s 
story.

“We were certain that was 
how it was,” they said. “We 

. had seen the signs in the 
heavens. A Star led us to this 
place before we knew where 
you were.”

These men made a great im
pression on me. They were 
powerful, rich, learned, and I 
could see they believed the 
whole story about the angels 
and that the boy was the son of 
the Most High. Still, they were 
foreigners—and I think for
eigners have all kinds of super
stitious beliefs—and also they 

' were priests—and I think 
priests are likely to believe 
anything.

I just wish that once some
body like myself, an everyday 
kind of man, had come and told 
me he had seen angels or 
followed a star or heard a voice. 
One of the things that struck 
me—from beginning to end, it

was always the people one 
might expect to have these vi
sions who had them; it never 
was merchants or accountants 
or carpenters.

No, it was these foreign 
priests given to looking for 
mysterious signs in the heav
ens. Or simple fellows like 
those shepherds, with a life
time of lonely nights spent out 
on the hills with nothing but 
sheep and stars and wind—I 
imagine visions and voices 
come easily there. Or an only 
child like Mary, who lived in 
her own imagination, drenched 
from her birth with religious 
notions. Sometimes I wish I 
were like them.

Oh, I came to believe. Yes, I 
think I did. But always there 
were the doubts. Nothing ever 
happened, as far as I personal
ly was concerned, that could 
not be naturally explained. I’m 
just not religious enough, I 
guess.

In fact, here comes the only 
real reason to believe I ever 
had. Here comes my wife. As 
you know, she thinks he was 
the Messiah.

I suppose it ought to make 
me proud to think that maybe 
he was. But that’s not what 
makes me proud. I’m proud of 
him as my son, proud that he 
had the courage to be what he 
was, even if I didn’t always 
understand him.

Those angels are supposed to



have said he was to bring peace 
and goodwill to all the earth, 
and he hasn't done that—there 
are about as many people fight
ing and warring as always— 
but he did set a lot of people 
thinking, didn’t he? He taught 
them they had to love one 
another, and that’s the way to 
peace.

He spoke out for what he 
believed was true, and he did 
what he thought was right, and 
he got killed for it, but what he 
lived for didn't die. No, or you 
wouldn’t be here asking me all 
these questions.

Maybe you ought to talk to 
Mary, too. She’ll give you a lot 
of different answers than I 
have. She was with him to the

end. I didn’t go with him my
self. But the way things turned 
out, I think I did him as much 
good staying home as I would 
have by going with him. He 
knew I loved him. He had his 
work to do and I had mine. 
Maybe if there weren’t people 
like him living as he lived and 
teaching what he taught, the 
world wouldn’t be worth living 
in. But if there were no one like 
me sawing and hammering and 
nailing things together, the 
world would have fallen down 
around our heads l ong 
ago. . . .

Mary dearest, can you come 
over here? These people would 
like to talk with you . . . 
about our son. 0

odep
By Neville Braybrooke

I am tired of being thought of as an old man, 
Leaning upon a staff.
My beard is not gray.
Many miles did I pace the stable floor on the 

night of the birth.
And many more did I walk beside the ass, bearing 

the mother and child,
On our flight into Egypt.

Yet when poets and painters came to tell my 
story, they altered the facts.

The painters gave my shoulders a stoop.
And the poets shortened my stride to a shuffle.

It ^ p e a L



They were mistaken.
They confused age with authority.

My passions were those of any young Jew of 
my tribe,

My senses as keen.
From my bench I watched the shadow of my 

espoused grow fuller.
Had I been deceived—and by whom?
Other women when found out had been stoned to 

death by the people.
But at night in dreams I heard voices promising 

to make perfect the impossible.
Sometimes the villagers spoke of two-headed goats
And of calves deformed at birth.
I said nothing.
I thought of the mysterious conception in my 

own house.
Was I mistaken when I heard the beating of wings?
(There were nests in the trees nearby.)
Words formed in my mind and became a consolation: 

“Fear not, Joseph.”
Where did they spring from?
For beware—pride in the heart can nourish 

the imagination.
So I said to my soul: “Be patient, be still.”

The wings and the voices persisted:
My confidence grew in the Word.

The House of David would have a new Lord.



“For ages we were 
satisfied with our con
stan t se lf-d iscovery, 
never noticing the gigan
tic power that had gener
ated us.”

i

B Y  G L EN N  CLA IRM ON TE

Humanity on the March

IT IS PLEASANT to notice 
that modern men and women 
are beginning to appreciate our 
garden, the Earth. Today we 
are taking practical steps to 
protect it from careless 
destruction, and this shows a 
new development in our under
standing.

No doubt you remember the 
poem children used to recite: 
“Great, wide, beautiful, 
wonderful world/With the 
wonderful water around you 
curled/ . . . World, you are 
beautifully dressed." The clos
ing lines of that poem must 
have been designed to bolster 
the ego of any child, for here 
are the words: “You are more 
than the Earth though you are 
such a dot/You can love and 
think, and the Earth cannot.”

In that era very few of us 
guessed that this was an exam
ple of slander, for it was not 
generally recognized that the 
Earth was bursting with life 
enough and love enough to 
enable a myriad of creatures to 
flourish. Long indeed we were 
blind to the wealth of the 
mountains, prairies, rivers, 
oceans, the nurturing of the 
soil, and the richness of the 
rocks.

In “The Personality of 
Rocks,” C. W. Leadbeater and 
Fritz Kunz have described the 
emotional response they found 
in cliffs and caves, and after 
quoting from their book, Dora 
van Gelder commented: “The 
Earth on which we live is peo
pled with these delightful, 
charming, and joyous beings,



and so we are surrounded by 
everything that thrills with a 
sense of being alive.”

Because we used to condemn 
as merely inert matter all that 
did not resemble us, we failed 
to guess at the separate and 
combining purposes of the 
various elements. But now, as 
the psychologist would say, 
“The being that is humanity is 
becoming self-conscious.” 

Actually, we are becoming 
more and more aware of the 
whirling realities in space, but 
the little human cipher can 
scarcely do more than observe, 
even while drawing sustenance 
from the whole. For ages we 
were satisfied with our con
stant self-discovery, never 
noticing the gigantic power 
that had generated us. We 
hardly knew our own value, 
much less that upon which we 
subsisted.

Personally I regret the 
thousands of acres of the Earth 
that are at present covered 
with blacktop, muffling the 
urgent growth of the greenery 
that feeds living creatures. 
Whenever there is discussion 
about the hungry people on 
various continents I wonder 
why we don’t get rid of the 
pavement that stifles vast sec
tions of the breathing fields. 
(Yet many a blade of grass does 
emerge through asphalt slabs 
in its search for freedom.) We 
harness the weight of water for

“We really need sharper 
faculties, and heaven’s 
bountiful cupboard may 
some day fill such an 
order.’’

our ephemeral purposes and 
squander the sun’s sovereignty 
while yet we crave its healing 
services.

And is anything more shame
ful than the way we fling 
poisonous waste into lakes, 
rivers, and coastal areas? Let 
us blush at the slaughter of 
marine life that has supplied 
food for our breed, aside from 
its numerous interconnections. 
Jacques Yves Cousteau, in be
moaning our treatment of this 
“only water planet,” explains 
that the “expiring sea, 
scummed with sludge, one 
enormous cesspool,’’ will 
(among other dangers) elimi
nate the oxygen essential to 
human breath. Not only hun
ger, then, but also suffocation 
imperils us.

Well, the human race is 
beginning to mature, and now 
we are learning to be less the 
enemies of life. Age is showing 
its worth. You may remember 
that the woman called George 
Sand, while composing her one 
hundred books, realized the 
benefits of time:



“The fountain toward 
which our thirst strains 
has always been hurling 
its refreshment to entice

By the proper use of ex
perience and thought one 
can draw much from the 
self. ... It is quite wrong 
to think of old age as a 
downward slope. On the 
contrary, one climbs 
higher with the advancing 
years, and that, too, with 
surprising strides. Brain- 
work comes as easily to 
the old as physical exer
tion to a child. One is 
moving, it is true, toward 
the end of this life, but 
that end is now a goal, 
and not a reef on which 
the vessel may be dashed.
Of course, to have touched 

upon this theme she was al
ready above average. Still, 
even her view is the least of 
possible visions. Compare the 
eternity of the worlds with our 
failure to surmise their sub
stance while we long accepted 
the name of “mortals” though 
we knew better. With barely a 
suspicion of the whole system’s 
invitation to advance, just the 
same we are trying to satisfy 
our needs despite our igno

rance about our potential. At 
each “moment of time” we con
trive to meet specific problems, 
but so far we have not sus
pected overall existence itself, 
despite our groping instinct.

Of course each of us since 
childhood has been showing 
certain talents. Regardless of 
their short stature, these 
talents have slightly contrib
uted to the general welfare. 
Fortunately they constantly 
develop as we face larger and 
larger challenges. Yes, we skir
mish against each new situa
tion and so are led to more solid 
solutions. That is to say, the 
possibility of each day meets 
that day’s emergency, but for 
the day following there must 
always be a deeper intuition to 
face arising perplexities.

A poet once sang, “The only 
things that I regret/Are the 
things I left undone," and it is 
only human to deplore our 
delay in learning that the 
universe itself is alive and thus 
deserves to be cherished. We 
really need sharper faculties, 
and heaven’s bountiful cup
board may some day fill such 
an order. Until then we can 
only be glad to expand as 
rapidly as we do. We could 
never have been born at all if 
there had not been a vague 
prediction of possible fulfill
ment, and the plunge of the 
cosmos (so far as we know 
something about it) presages



continually greater magnifi
cence.

Let’s not feel guilty about 
our past failure to perceive. We 
are slowly but surely progress
ing. I was thinking yesterday 
about Thomas Merton’s con
fession of his youthful arro
gance: he had prayed that his 
amateur manuscripts might be 
published “to the glory of 
God.” Later he was embar
rassed to recall this absurd 
audacity: how could such poor 
work have added to the pur
pose of God? And yet he was 
right to ask for the best he 
knew. As a matter of fact, after 
he had trained as a Trappist 
monk, eloquence was definitely 
required of him, and he was 
able to comply. The number of 
his readers who have benefited 
from his printed words by this 
time can never be approx
imated. Therefore, we see that 
his youthful struggle was 
toward a goal, although that 
goal seemed at first to be only 
a groundless assumption.

Each of us will improve as we 
make use of our opportunities. 
The fountain toward which our 
thirst strains has always been 
hurling its refreshment to en
tice us. Both the eye that sees 
and the feeling heart must join 
before advantages can crystal
lize. The aim for a better future 
strengthens the will, and 
through the will the wisdom 
that we slowly acquire turns

“Attempts to construct 
peace among us will lead 
to success only when 
there is the conglomerate 
heart’s hunger for peace.’’

into a further purpose. There is 
a universal drive to become 
better, and we are all stirred by 
every next possibility, sur
rounded by more than we de
serve because there is infinitely 
more than we can imagine. 
Daily happenings arouse a 
craving for the still unseen. 
The mind has a mystical con
viction that more can yet be 
found, and each of us prepares 
for a new joy that might long 
ago have been ours had we only 
known how to accept it. Each 
day we reflect a wider horizon 
than yesterday’s. If this 
growth does no more than 
cause us to cast a kindly eye 
upon a neighbor, that generous 
appraisal may win a smile of 
friendship which, in turn, may 
nourish a bud of lovingness. 
Thus the slow unfolding takes 
place.

Sir Alister Hardy asks, “Is 
love the force that has always 
been animating the organic 
world?”

Why not? Perhaps the uni
versal love we have hardly 
dared to count upon is the true 
center of our consciousness.



“All the productive ac
tivity that we can trace 
has come from the invisi
ble, so why draw the 
shade against whatever is 
not concrete?’’

Have we ignored this because 
we tried to separate the objec
tive from the subjective in our 
zeal to purge the personal?

Does not the same force that 
swings both the small and the 
mighty operate through hu
manity? Whatever has estab
lished the sun’s energy may 
very well be the same fuel that 
excites the human senses. You 
know that scientists once 
claimed evolution as an en
tirely physical stream. Why 
have we so long neglected to 
see that what we call natural is 
close to what we call super
natural? If God is not natural, 
what is?

All the productive activity 
that we can trace has come 
from the invisible, so why draw 
the shade against whatever is 
not concrete? We have patron
izingly implied that what we 
call God must lie beyond the 
sense realm—but why? Why 
could It not be accessible 
through ordinary channels?

In studying biology we 
observe its details and reac
tions, allying it with chemis
try. Of late we have seen that

this study responds to mental 
efforts (even to visceral con
trol). But why have we not un
til now analyzed the rudiments 
of memory, the measure of con
science, the purport of sorrow 
and delight? It sometimes 
seems that whatever makes liv
ing precious has been shelved 
instead of being investigated. 
Until we find a paved path 
toward the study of intangibles 
we make excuses to forget 
them.

Those who seem to know 
have declared that love is the 
greatest force exerted. It has 
been suppressed among hu
mans even in the field of 
religion, but there has never 
been any cessation of our effort 
to define a holy layer. No intel
lectual exercise has ever over
taken our yearning toward our 
Source, but seldom do we try to 
estimate our rapture. Before us 
still lies the task to engage in a 
more subtle form of research.

John Langdon Davies is 
quoted as saying:

The whole history of 
science has been a direct 
search for God . . . Coper
nicus, Kepler, Galileo, 
Newton, Leibniz, and the 
rest did not merely be
lieve in God in an ortho
dox way; they believed 
that their work told hu
manity more about God 
than had been known be-



fore. . . . They regarded 
their discoveries not only 
as proving God's exis
tence, but as revealing 
more and more of His 
nature.
Until recently warfare, for in

stance, though admitted to be 
an evil, has been accepted as 
something to be endured be
cause of its result in good (for 
the winner). At last we frame a 
new question: Is there any 
logic in war?

What has delayed us in ask
ing this obvious question? 
What slow reversion has fi
nally arrived at a faint awaken
ing to the idea that perhaps the 
answer is already clear. By 
what means shall we now re
deem the race from brutality?

Because there is no longer 
the illusion of profit from con
test, an international disa
vowal of war as a means of set
tling disputes has become 
emphatic. Attempts to con
struct peace among us will lead 
to success only when there is 
the conglomerate heart’s hun
ger for peace. In order to avoid 
annihilation of the Earth and 
all its inhabitants we shall 
have to create a better custom 
than competition.

The stimulating luster of the 
next stage of civilization en
tices us. Because barbarism is 
too dangerous to be allowed to 
continue, we must stoutly turn 
against it. Our only safety is

“No intellectual exercise 
has ever overtaken our 
yearning toward our 
Source, but seldom do we 
try to estimate our rap
ture.”

cooperation among nations as 
among neighbors. That irre
sistible charm draws our aspi
ration, and now even selfish 
souls yearn to catch its gleam.

Acknowledge it now: man in 
separate strife is in danger, and 
our garden, the Earth, will die 
if we revert to wholesale bar
barism. Only in the climate of 
charity can we appoint a de
cent goal for us and our planet. 
Love is the consolation that we 
crave, and foresight is our as
surance that we shall at last 
uncover it. Our destiny, 
whether we can foresee it or 
not, is already on the drawing 
board. Success for more than 
the human family is assured as 
soon as we catch up with it.

Let us dare to ask for utmost 
enlightenment. When we pro
duce cooperation we shall have 
the secret. The human animal, 
in whose hands the future of 
the whole world rests, is a 
clever builder when he knows 
what he must build. 0

An in stitu tion  is the 
lengthened shadow of one 
man —Emerson.
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B y D enn is N eag le

I caught this morning at dawning, 
And the sun on the last night’s snow 
Revealed that there was no footfall— 
Only the soft silent flow 
Of Earth and Earth’s undulations, 
And the white unbroken snow.

This is our soul at each dawning. 
Silent and perfectly white, 
Unblemished it follows our contours 
As if somehow God's delight 
Is to cover us softly with mercy, 
And renew us over the night.

••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• **• ••• ••• •••





^Tke Christ Child
and the

Crooked ^M an
B Y  W ILL IA M  E A R L E  CA M ER ON

CHRISTMAS IS A MIRA
CLE! Truly, when Christmas is 
in the air, with its radiant 
lights, music, and joy, nothing 
holds more wonder or promise. 
Christmas is the warmest, 
brightest, most glorious day of 
the year.

Think about it. There is more 
power in the Christmas idea 
than in the atom. It can trans
form anything—everything! It 
can touch and change the 
dullest heart.

Christmas is really a story of 
the heart. The narrative began 
nearly 2,000 years ago when a 
Christ child was born in a man
ger. This event has shaken the 
world to its foundations. It has

tumbled kingdoms, created 
new nations and worlds, and 
has forever changed the think
ing of mankind.

Yet, it is really our story; 
this is what we must recognize. 
The same Christ child is wait
ing to be born in the manger of 
our heart and accomplish the 
same wonderful transforma
tions in our life—starting now.

Each Christmas, perhaps for 
only a few hours, the recurring 
miracle rises to its fullest 
potential. Love creeps in and 
unmasks our heart. Light and 
joy well up and flood our entire 
consciousness with a pure, new 
awareness of God. And, for 
awhile, our world changes. Our



ordinary life becomes extra
ordinary and splendid. How 
happy we are!

In the Christmas miracle 
time, we see beyond the seeing 
of eyes and hear beyond the 
hearing of ears; we remember 
wonderful things we have for
gotten and know things we 
have never known before, and 
we know more things as they 
truly are. All this from the 
birth of that little Christ child.

The birth occurred in an 
Eastern setting and with 
Eastern traditions. In the 
West, the event has been great
ly amplified and enriched as 
the original account is retold in 
new expressions that reflect 
each country’s own customs, 
legends, and music traditions.

Our Christmas is now an ex
citing blend of the Nativity, 
Santa Claus, evergreen trees,

Unity Churches, Centers, 
and Teachers

I f  y ou  w ould like to know  the 
loca tion  o f  y ou r nearest Unity 
church or center, and cannot 
find it lis ted  in you r telephone 
directory, p lea se  write to The 
A sso c ia t ion  o f  Unity Churches, 
Unity Village, Mo. 64065. They 
will be g la d  to g iv e  y ou  any 
d e s ir e d  in fo rm a t ion  a b ou t 
Unity churches or c la sse s in 
y ou r vicinity.

glittering decorations, pres
ents, toys, candy canes, yule 
logs, mistletoe, oyster stew, 
and “Rudolph the Red Nosed 
Reindeer,” all as much a part 
of Christmas as the Wise Men, 
the shepherds, and the great 
Star.

To me, one of the most mean
ingful and beautiful Western 
additions to the Christmas 
heritage is the remarkable 
story of the Christ child and 
the crooked man in Charles 
Dickens’ “A Christmas Carol.”

This literary masterpiece 
captures the essence of all the 
“hopes and fears” of humanity 
and the magnificent promise 
that the true Christmas mes
sage can bring annually to each 
of us.

Scrooge, of course, is the vil
lain. How odd it is that we still 
think so. Perhaps this is the 
greatest commentary that 
could be made about our need 
for more of the Christmas 
Spirit (and the reason it needs 
to come each year).

How unfortunate for our own 
good that so many of us still do 
remember Scrooge as the 
wretched scoundrel he was 
when the story began, and con
tinue to pile our abuse and 
misunderstanding on his thin 
shoulders. Certainly, God 
remembers Scrooge much dif
ferently. He sent the Christ 
child into the world to rescue 
the worst and the least.



You may remember the 
story. This miserable, miserly, 
old “bah-humbug” skinflint 
went to bed one night, just as 
he always had, but it was 
Christmas Eve and something 
quite unusual happened. Very 
reluctantly, he was temporarily 
exiled into the spirit world and 
given a clear look at things as 
they really are. First, he was 
transported into the past, with 
all its heartbreaks and trea
sures. Next, he was shown 
beyond the veil of the future— 
which nearly scared him to 
death. Then, he was given the 
priceless chance to transform 
both his past and his future by 
doing something in the pres
ent. Was there ever such a 
changed man, or such a glori
ous day when he awakened to 
his new self; leaping, skipping, 
dancing, laughing, crying, giv
ing, loving—a child again?

There are few people in all 
history that I would rather 
meet or have as a friend, than 
old Ebenezer—as he became. 
Wouldn’t you like to know 
someone who was as changed, 
as radiant, as kind and loving, 
as generous and enthusiastic 
about life as was the new-born 
Scrooge? Surely, you would 
never again hold him (or your
self) to the image of what he 
had been.

The great Truths of the 
teachings of Jesus are all in the 
Dickens classic: the indwelling

kingdom, spiritual rebirth, and 
life abundant and eternal. The 
story of Scrooge is about you 
and me, the miracle of how we 
can be transformed by first ac
cepting the Christmas gift that 
God has waiting for each of us 
(the Christ child in our own 
heart) and then by giving our 
gifts back in the Spirit of 
Christ, the precious gifts of 
forgiveness, understanding, 
gentleness, joy, beauty, love, 
peace, and goodwill—all the 
qualities that the Christ can 
quicken in our heart at 
Christmas.

The Christmas message 
never changes. Here is the final 
way D ickens describes 
Scrooge: “He became as good a 
friend, as good a master, and as 
good a man as the good old city 
knew, or any other good old 
city, town, or borough, in the 
good old world. . . . and it was 
always said of him, that he 
knew how to keep Christmas 
well. . . .”

This Christmas, remember 
“Christ in Jesus came in 
vain—save Christ be born in 
you again.” You are the Light 
of this good old world. You are 
the radiant center of the Spirit 
of Christmas. This year, let 
that Spirit give birth to 
something wonderful in you 
that you didn't even know was 
there. It would make old 
Scrooge (in you) wonderfully 
happy. 0



B y  J oy  Anne Quay

“O go on out, Elizabeth,” she said.
‘‘You may as well go out and watch the star.
A modest Jewish maiden does not show 
Her face in such a godless place as this.
You’ve done your chores? 0 that I doubt!
You're dreamy-eyed, and pay but scant attention 
To the duties which a maid must learn 
Before she marries. But you’ll learn in time,
I’ll wager, if Jehovah—bless His holy name— 
Should send a man to be a husband to you. 
Although you have no beauty that a man 
Should look on you with favor. Yet some man,
Old and devout, may need a maiden but to serve 
His needs. Like the one who came tonight 
With his young wife. They’re in the stable now.
And she with child. What more could I do?
There is no place for them in here. I do 
The best I can. Life’s not an easy lot,
I’ll tell you that. You wait until you’re thirty,
As I am, and you have borne six children;
And wrinkles twist around your lovely eyes;
And your hair is dull—why mine is almost gray! 
And your hands—you see these hands of mine?
So rough and cracked, I hide them when I can 
Beneath this apron. Once the young men called 
My hands as beautiful as Esther’s or as Ruth’s.
But now I scour these floors with lye, and so 
They’re almost burned away. O do not cry,
You foolish child! I only tell you this 
About my hands to make you see the Star 
Means nothing! ___

" >  O very well. I’ll look at
K ^  3T



She stood with Elizabeth and watched the Star.
The night seemed full of some great unknown Presence. 
A quiet splendor filled the air, and tears 
That she had held too long inside ran down 
Her tired cheeks, and she held Elizabeth.
Then from the stable came an ageless sound.
“The baby’s born!” she cried, and felt the thrill 
Of something beautiful, almost forgotten:

“For unto us a Child is born;
Unto us a Son is given.”

And holding her daughter close against the cold,
She hurried toward the stable and the Babe.



Watchword
GLORY

Building the Christ
Consciousness

B Y  FR A N C E S  W. FOU LK S  

PART XII

B elov ed  o f  God:
To you  I  send Christm as 

g ree t in g s that carry with them  
the p rayer that on th is anniver
sary o f  the M aster's birth there 
may com e to you  such a realiza
tion o f  H is  com in g  in to your 
heart that you r whole being 
will jo in  in a hallelu jah chorus 
o f  the Redeemed, “G lory to 
G od  in the highest, and on 
earth p ea ce am on g men with 
whom  he is  p lea sed ! " H appy  
are you  i f  y ou r heart truly 
s in g s th is song, for the ange l o f  
H is  p resen ce has announced to 
you, “To you  is born th is day in 
the city  o f  D av id  a Savior, 
who is Christ the Lord. "  I  can 
wish no g rea ter g if t  for you  
in th is happy Christm astim e 
than that the One ca lled  
Wonderful, Counselor, M igh ty

God, Prince o f  P eace m ay take 
up H is abode in you r heart, 
there to ab ide th roughout eter
nity.

O ur w a tch w o rd  fo r  the 
month is glory. A s we keep this 
word in our con sc iou s mind, it 
will sink in to the su b con sc iou s 
and prepare us for the new 
year.

XII. Giving and Receiving

Meditation: "The g lo ry  which 
thou hast g iv en  
me I  have g iv en  
to them, that they 
may be one even 
as we are o n e "  
(John 17:22).

We are taught the lessons of



life in many ways. If we are 
alert to learn and willing to 
obey, the great Teacher yet 
speaks to us in symbol and 
parable. From tree and plant, 
from stone and running brook, 
from bird and bee and living 
things come to me messages 
from the Creator. Recently I 
went into a deep woods search
ing for Christmas evergreens. 
In the silence about me, I sud
denly seemed to be in a new 
world, the world of the trees. 
As I stood regarding these 
denizens of the forest they 
seemed very human in their 
characteristics. I had never 
noticed before how much some 
of them were like you and me 
and our neighbors. The very 
first thing that attracted my 
attention in the brownness and 
deep shadows of the wood was 
the holly bush with its leaves 
so green and shining, its ber
ries so bright and cheery. It 
was indeed alive and sharing 
its livingness with all around 
it. I was reminded of some 
people I have known whose 
radiance I shall never forget. 
My soul is ever blessed by the 
memory of these, who through 
a recognition of the Christ 
within were able to shine it 
forth in whatever environment 
they dwelt. Light-bearers they 
were, radiating so much faith 
and courage and joy, no mat
ter what those about them 
thought or felt or said, that it

was contagious. Others let 
their light shine also.

High above me towered the 
pine, stately and grand in its 
livingness, each bough scintil
lating with life. I realized that 
its stability came because it 
had patterned its outer growth 
after the inner—root and 
branch corresponded—making 
it perfectly balanced in any 
storm of the forest. Its ever
green top pressed upward to
ward the blue of the sky be
cause its taproot had sought 
the same depth in the earth and 
had found there a living 
stream. Remembrance of some 
persons I have known came to 
me. They were calm in the 
midst of life’s storms, ready to 
help in any emergency, doing 
all in such confidence that I, 
too, became brave and strong 
and unafraid. I wondered then 
from whence came their 
strength and stability, but now 
I know. Those who seek to live 
after the Spirit, who compan
ion with the living Christ, 
know in Whom they believe 
and that there is never a time 
when He is not present, work
ing mightily to save.

At first I was not much in
spired by the rugged beauty of 
the oak. Its nakedness beside 
the livingness of the ever
greens seemed cold and un
friendly. Then I realized that it, 
too, was ever-giving, although 
in a different way. Its leaves, in



the summer, sheltered all that 
was beneath it, and these same 
leaves shed in the fall, pro
tected plant and insect life 
wherever they fell. In this giv
ing it received again, for the 
shade preserved the moisture 
and gave it to drink, and its 
leaves fertilized the soil, giving 
it to eat. It gave of its fruit to 
the squirrels, its branches to 
the birds, itself for the comfort 
of humans. It was proving the 
Master’s promise: “Give, and 
it will be given to you” (Luke 
6:38). Here lay the secret of its 
strength. I remembered: “Un
less a grain of wheat falls into 
the earth and dies, it remains 
alone: but if it dies, it bears 
much fruit” (John 12:24). I 
sent out a blessing to those 
selfless ones who are seeking 
service for the Master. 
Through the free giving of 
themselves they shall become a 
blessed channel for the inflow 
and outflow of God’s life and 
joy and substance.

In contrast to these I 
thought of the many who are 
yet withholding, taking all and 
giving nothing, stretching out 
hands pleading for God's gifts 
but unwilling to share or to 
serve. Yes, I found this charac
teristic in my woods also. In 
the topmost branches of a big 
oak I spied a flourishing bunch 
of mistletoe, that plant para
site that draws its life from the 
tree that supports it. Parasites

there are in our world also, 
selfish ones, seeking the loaves 
and fishes, striving to gain 
even at the expense of another. 
Nearby stood another example 
of selfishness also, the miserly 
black-jack, holding tight to its 
leaves although they were dead 
and useless. I was reminded of 
the rich young man who sought 
of the Master the way of eter
nal life but would not walk in it 
because he must give up his 
possessions to bless humanity. 
This tree reminded me also of 
those who hold on to past glo
ries and past grudges, keeping 
their minds so full of old 
memories that they stagnate in 
mind and body. The black-jack 
never grows tall and sturdy 
like its sister oak, and is of 
little use for shade or fuel. In 
giving little, it receives little 
back from Mother Nature in 
beauty or usefulness.

I found a little tree that 
made me laugh because it was 
so like some people I have 
known. It was full of small 
branches that were covered 
with so many sharp thorns 
that it literally bristled. It was 
like a person continually on the 
defensive, self-centered, sen
sitive, expecting trouble—and 
getting it. I could not imagine 
the redbird or robin, the wren 
or thrush, or even the sparrow 
lighting on one of its branches. 
It heard no love songs in its 
midst and sheltered no nest on



its bosom, had watched no 
eggs hatch; no baby birds had 
learned to fly from its 
branches. It was the friendless 
tree, because it gave not of it
self to bless others, and so was 
not sought out to be blessed of 
others.

In my woods there were 
poplars, straight and glowing 
of trunk and stem, always 
pointing heavenward remind
ing me of those who are keep
ing the high watch with the 
One who neither slumbers nor 
sleeps. The elms speak very 
loudly of the law of giving and

receiving. When the time 
comes for shedding their 
leaves, down they go quickly, 
every one of them for mother 
earth’s use. In turn this tree 
receives early the touch of new 
life, bringing swelling buds and 
touches of green while all else 
is yet asleep. If you and I could 
as thoroughly relax and let go, 
resting in the love of God, we, 
too, would come forth with 
renewed minds and bodies.

There were saplings swaying 
in every wind that blows, like 
emotional people, young souls 
that may take many incarna-

l ^ e a c l i

B y  John D. Engle, Jr. 

Deep
in the silence 
of belief 
where words 
dissolve 
to feeling, 
where flesh 
reverts 
to spirit, 
where all objects 
dematerialize,
I reach
the velvet comfort 
of God’s presence.



tions to build the strength and 
stability of the selfless ones. 
There were clinging vines, like 
those people who depend on 
others for all of life's needs and 
joys, having not yet learned to 
lean on the indwelling Christ. I 
found a few tiny Christmas 
trees, symbols of the birthday 
of the King of Kings. These 
represented to me that day in 
the silence of God’s outdoor 
temple, souls new-born into the 
kingdom, having just become 
conscious of the Christ pres
ence within, and in the joy of 
this realization offering 
themselves to bring greater joy 
to other little ones on His 
birthday. The woods will ever 
be a more sacred place to me 
because of this communion in 
its midst. I shall ever seek to 
express more fully the Christ 
characteristics shown me there 
in its silence.

We each have a debt to pay— 
“You received without paying, 
give without pay." It is a great 
soul that seeks not its own but 
gives freely, in wisdom and 
love. This one has become an 
open channel for God's abun
dance, to spare and to share. 
The Lord of the harvest needs 
distributors who can be 
trusted, for the need is great 
and the givers few. God so 
loved us that He gave His Son, 
and this Son of God became 
Son of man that He might 
show us how to receive more

fully from the Father. He made 
the way very plain: “Give, and 
it will be given to you; good 
measure, pressed down, shaken 
together, running over.. . . For 
the measure you give will be 
the measure you get back” 
(Luke 6:38). Whatever we most 
need, most desire, that we 
should seek to give or be to 
another who has a like need or 
desire. This opens the channel. 
Our prayers are answered 
many times when we have for
gotten the self in seeking to 
answer the prayers of another. 
The capacity of our receiving 
can be no larger than the 
capacity of our giving. The 
world needs so many things 
that we can give: it needs joy 
and love, kindness and encour
agement. God’s workers need 
the symbol of His substance to 
bring His kingdom on earth 
more quickly. Every man is 
responsible to God for a tithe 
of that which is given him. 
Most wonderful is the promise 
to tithers: “Put me to the 
test... if I will not open the 
windows of heaven for you and 
pour down for you an overflow
ing blessing" (Mai. 3:10).

May the Christ presence 
bless you and keep you, and 
may His star of hope guide 
you, His song of joy make you 
glad, His peace fill you and 
heal you, His rich substance 
abundantly supply you with all 
good.



B Y  R O G E R  T IF FA N Y

SINCE MOVING to the Mid
west in 1974, I have been ex
posed to ways of saying things 
that are not common phrases 
in the everyday speech in my 
home state of California. Such 
a phrase is, “livin’ in tall cot
ton." It denotes an attitude of 
mind not unlike the good Truth 
students achieve when pros
perity principles are used con
sistently and properly. It 
means a sense of success, a feel
ing of abundance, a sure knowl
edge of the richness of life, a 
participation in the luxurious
ness of life. If a person in this 
state of mind is asked how his 
day is going, he might well re
spond, “Today, why today I'm 
livin’ in tall cotton.”

The sumptuous character of 
life is easily recognizable if we 
have eyes to see. Nature gives 
itself away lavishly in its infi
nite number of forms, intense 
colors and innumerable scents, 
textures, and varieties.

Spring flowers, new leaves 
on trees, and the stars in their 
courses seem to have no trou

ble expressing themselves with 
flourish and richness. Yet you 
and I, the crown of this evolu
tionary cosmic dance, seem to 
have difficulty expressing the 
same opulence. We must be 
willing to ask ourself the ques
tion, “If all of nature does it, 
why don’t I?"

In nature it is a question of 
“can" or “cannot." In the 
human situation it is a ques
tion of “will" or “will not." The 
cotton seed has within it a pat
tern, an intelligence that says, 
“You are a cotton seed; do 
what you are supposed to do." 
The fullness of the cotton plant 
exists already in the seed. That 
fullness is realized only if the 
seed is planted in good soil and 
cared for properly. The pattern 
which grows that seed is there, 
but manifests only if the condi
tions are right. If the condi
tions are not right, the seed 
“cannot" do what it is sup
posed to do. If they are right, it 
“can.” Alas, the seed has very 
little choice about where it is to 
be planted.



We Have a Choice

That is the difference be
tween us and the seed. We have 
a choice of where we want to be 
planted. You and I are the 
result of a “pattern’' that is 
growing us. It is called the 
Christ pattern and its full real
ization, which is true pros
perity, is our goal in life. But 
again, this seed pattern must 
be planted in proper soil and 
nurtured. The soil in which we 
plant our seed is our mind and 
we have absolute jurisdiction 
over our mind.

Through the marvelous 
faculties of will, understand
ing, imagination, and faith, we 
can choose to provide the con
dition for the optimal growth 
of our potential and prosperity.

The first thing we must do to 
prepare the soil of our mind is 
to remove the stumps of 
limited thinking that choke off 
growth. One such stump is the 
confusion we have regarding 
the source of supply and its 
channels of expression. When 
we think that our prosperity 
comes from our job, our bank 
account, or our family, we are 
placing our emphasis on the 
channels of expression rather 
than the source of our good. If 
the channels somehow fail us 
we get despondent, panicky, or 
doubtful that the prosperity 
laws work at all. This makes 
about as much sense as ques-

Roger Tiffany 
is the minis
ter of Unity 
Church of Fort 
Wayne, Indi
ana.

tioning the principles of elec
tricity just because one of our 
lamps fails to light. As the 
writer of James asserts, “every 
perfect gift is from above, 
coming down from the Father 
of the lights ....’’ Gifts may 
come through one channel or 
another, but they all come from 
one Source, God, the good.

Prosperity Potential

As powerful a Truth as this 
is, it is not enough to manifest 
our full potential for pros
perity. There remains the ques
tion of our receptivity. Anyone 
who has tried to force the fre
quency of a very expensive, 
sensitive stereo amplifier 
through a pair of inexpensive 
speakers knows that the result 
is far below what it could be if 
the speakers matched the am
plifier. So it is with prosperity. 
Prosperity is unlimited, but 
manifests only according to 
our level of receptivity. Low 
receptivity is the other stump 
we must remove from the field



of our mind. Low receptivity on 
our part results in living from 
need to need. Let us face it, 
when things are going well, we 
feel flush; when there is plenty 
of money we do not think about 
the principles of prosperity 
very much. But let something 
happen—a channel dries up, an 
unexpected need occurs—and 
what do we do? Right away we 
pull out our prosperity affirma
tions and begin to treat the 
need. Many of us live this way, 
from need to need. From this 
position it is only a small step 
to thinking of prosperity as 
“things” to fill “needs.” It is 
even a shorter step to the feel
ing that if prosperity is 
“things” then the more things 
we have, the more prosperous 
we are. Nothing could be fur
ther from the truth. Having 
more pencils than I need does 
not make me a better writer. It

is how I use the principles of 
writing that counts.

If two farmers each have one 
hundred acres planted in cot
ton and one farmer gets a 
higher yield than the other, can 
we say that this farmer is more 
prosperous because he got a 
higher yield? Isn’t it rather 
that he got a higher yield be
cause he was already prosper
ous? Both farmers had the 
same amount of soil. Both 
planted the same crop. But one 
knew that behind the lush 
foliage there exists a principle 
of growth, and he used this 
principle. True prosperity lies 
in the fact that we know the 
principles of prosperous living. 
That is the Truth that every 
good gift comes from only one 
Source—God. How we use this 
principle behind the manifesta
tion is the secret of “livin’ in 
tall cotton.” 0
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LIGHT OF LIFE

"E v e ry  g o o d  g if t  and 
every p erfec t g i f t "  com- 
eth from  above, from  the 
Father o f  light, and I  am  
in all w ays prospered.

BIBLE WRITERS use the 
word ligh t to represent in
telligence. When Jesus said, “I 
am the light of the world,” He 
undoubtedly meant that He 
was the expresser of Truth in 
all its aspects. In the 1st 
chapter of John light and 
Truth are synonymous.

“There was the true light, 
even the ligh t which lighteth 
every man, coming into the



Charles Fillmore

world.” This does not mean 
that He was the light of all 
those who come into the physi
cal world, but of those who are 
born of Spirit into the world of 
reality. Those who live in phys
ical consciousness regard the 
light as a radiation of the sun 
through which people discern 
the outline of things. But with
in this light that chases away 
the darkness is a principle hid
den from the sense man. ‘‘And 
the light shineth in the dark
ness; and the darkness appre
hended it not.” Materiality is 
unillumined and has no power 
in itself to overcome its ig
norance. So all attempts of 
intellect to lift man and the 
human family to higher states 
of consciousness will prove 
futile. There must be an influx 
of spiritual energy and inspira
tion from the ‘‘Father of 
lights.”

Yet it is interesting to note

how the discoveries of modern 
science are demonstrating 
phases of truth without bring
ing forth a single principle that 
will raise man spiritually. For 
example, light has been probed 
to its physical source and prop
erties have been revealed of a 
world that was nonexistent to 
the physical man. Yet with all 
the marvelous knowledge ac
quired about light no quality 
has been revealed that man can 
apply to his moral or health
restoring needs. The argument 
that light is a property of elec
tricity that is being success
fully applied to heal human ills 
is not borne out by facts.

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

We must know the Truth 
about the omnipresence of the 
one intelligence in the light; 
then we shall be made free from 
our intellectual darkness. 
Science agrees with James that 
‘‘every good gift and every per
fect gift is from above, coming 
down from the Father of 
lights.” Science says light is a 
very orderly and exceedingly 
productive wave motion in the



ether, but science does not tell 
us that light is God intelligence 
in action and that we can link 
our mind with the light and 
reap the benefit of its marvel
ous potentialities.

Some Christian metaphysi
cians are shy about using the 
scientists’ approach to their 
problems, fearing that they 
themselves will fall into a ma
terialistic trend of thought. 
However, when we see scien
tists telling in physical terms 
of the properties of God-Mind, 
needing only to add the as
sumption of an intelligent mov
ing power, we have found the 
cooperation of a very earnest 
and convincing lot of truth 
seekers.

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

Remember that Moses re
ceived his great command from 
Jehovah when he turned aside 
to see why the bush that 
burned was not consumed. 
Jehovah spoke to him “out of 
the midst of the bush’’; that is, 
God was in the fire that lighted 
an ordinary bush. Open your 
mind to the light of Spirit 
wherever you are. See with the 
eye of the mind that God is om
nipresent Spirit, “over all, and 
through all, and in all.’’ 0
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I L L U M IN A T IO N - W h e n  we are 
first aware of the Christ Spirit, it 
appears in the subconscious as a 
mere speck of light, a “Star in the 
east,” to guide us. We are spiritu
ally quickened, and the new birth 
in our mind is a lamp to our feet 
and a light to our path.

The Christ Spirit shines 
as a light within me, and 

my way is clear and 
rewarding.

H E A L IN G —Health is our divine 
birthright. Through affirmative 
thoughts and prayer, we feel a 
spiritual baptism of mind that frees 
us from doubts and limitations and 
opens our eyes to the healing 
Christ within. Spirit life is poured 
into mind and body and brings 
forth the strong, healthy Christ.

I am aglow with the 
Christ Spirit. Renewing 
life radiates through me, 

and I am healed.
P R O S P E R I T Y -  W e  rejoice in the 
knowledge that divine ideas are 
our inheritance. All the ideas con
tained in the one Father-Mind are 
at the mental command of its off
spring and will fulfill every need. 
Through the Christ Mind we 
quicken our consciousness and 
make contact with the Source.

The Christ Spirit is my 
joy and my prosperity. My 
needs are provided for in 

abundant measure.



Questions
o i f r i f eQuest

. . . with answers by 
MARCUS BACH

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

Question: H ow  can I  over
com e m y fee lin g o f  b e in g over
in volv ed? I  know  being 
in volved is the " in "  th ing and 
everybody is tellin g us to do 
it, but I  now find m y se lf

involved in everyth in g from  
the war in A frica  to the 
troub les o f  m y neighbors next 
door. The m ore I  watch TV  
the m ore involved I  g e t  and 
the m ore frustrated. Can you  
un-involve m e?

Shannon A.

Answer: Write a book. Title it: 
“How and Why I Got In
volved.” Shut off the TV. Put 
the newspapers and the tab
loids and the magazines aside. 
Sharpen up your pencils. Get a 
ream of yellow sheets and pull 
up a chair. Let the neighbors 
work out their own lives for a 
change. Let Africa shape its 
own destiny while you reshape 
yours. Untie yourself from the 
incessant do-gooders who want 
you to be their choreperson. 
Kick off your shoes. Let your 
hair down. Sit silently for a 
while. Let God know you are 
coming back to rediscover 
Shannon A. How about some
thing like this for your opening 
lines:

One day I got to thinking, 
“Who’s in charge of my 
life?” This was quite a 
breakthrough because for 
the past few years I found 
myself emotionally in
volved with everything 
from foreign affairs to my 
neighbors next door. 
Glued to my TV, I lived 
with the characters as if 
their lives depended on

I



me. I watched the com
mercials as if I couldn’t 
live without trying every 
product, though I didn’t 
need any of them. I was 
becoming a bionic robot, a 
schlemiel, a schill, a sit
ting duck. One day some
thing within me said, 
“Hey! What ever hap
pened to Shannon A.?’’

Yes, say a prayer and take it 
from there before I get in
volved with you!

MB * I

Question: I  have been study
in g  Unity now fo r abou t a 
year. I  have had som e wonder
fu l m iracles happen to me. 
There is a star that appears to 
me when I  am very still. I  
often see a ligh t that is 
brigh ter than the sun. I  know  
now there is on ly one G ood  
and no evil. I  have ju s t  fin
ish ed study in g Be Ye Trans
formed by E lizabeth  Turner 
which really transform ed my 
life. I  read The Twelve 
Powers, “B eyon d  the D ark
ness, ” Lessons in Truth, and 
“The Sou l o f  the Universe. "

I  need books that can bring 
me up higher. D o  you know  o f  
any that w ill help m e in my 
further sea rch ? I  am ordering 
The Metaphysical Bible Dic
tionary by Charles Fillmore. I  
have never been so  happy and

I  ju s t  had to talk to som eone!
Mrs. D.R.

Answer: When the disciple is 
ready the right books will ap
pear! Remember that Unity af
fords lim itless areas for 
growth. That is why I said in 
The Unity Way o f  L ife that 
“Unity has shallows in which a 
child may wade and depths in 
which a giant must swim.’’

As to recommended books, 
Unity does not have a catalog 
of books but it does have Order 
Forms and General Lists of all 
Unity publications and also 
lists of auxiliary books. Drop a 
note to Unity headquarters 
and request this material.

You might be ready at this 
juncture to add to your Unity 
reading such books as “The 
Phenomenon of Man’’ by Teil
hard de Chardin (Harper); 
“Cosmic Consciousness" by 
Richard Maurice Bucke (Dut
ton); “Men Who Walked with 
God" by Sheldon Cheney 
(Knopf); and one of my books, 
“Questions on the Quest" 
(Harper). Only the latter is 
available from Unity. Good 
reading and good questing!

MB

Question: I  am involved in 
research in teacher-learning 
rela tion sh ips and w ould like 
to review  W.A. Chapman's



Marcus Bach

“ Your C osm ic Destiny, ” 
which you referred to in the 
D ecem ber 1977 issu e o f  
U N ITY  Magazine. I  have 
been unable to loca te this 
book. M ay I  p lea se  have the 
pub lish er and date? Thank 
you  fo r you r attention  to this 
and for you r sou lfu l work 
through UNITY.

A.F.G.

Answ er: Judging from our 
mail, there is widespread 
interest in this book among our 
readers. What’s more, many 
inquiries similar to yours have 
come in telling me that public 
libraries or local book shops do 
not stock this title. One reason 
may be that the book came out 
in 1958. It was ahead of its 
time and may now be off the 
market. If you have not located 
this 260-page publication 
which originally sold for $3.95, 
write to the publishers: Van
tage Press, Inc., 516 West 34th

Street, New York City, 10001. 
Tell them the book is no longer 
listed in “Books in Print.’’

MB

Question: A fter read ing your 
answ er to E.A. abou t chem ical 
chan ges in the body p rodu ced  
by em otiona l thoughts, the 
realization cam e to m e that 
th ough ts are the m o st real o f  
all things. What I  think is 
more vitally im portan t than 
any ou ter a sp e ct o f  m y life. 
A fter con s id er in g y ou r answ er 
abou t chem ica l changes, how  
can I  ever risk enterta in ing a 
hate th ough t know in g that I  
am p o iso n in g  not on ly m yse lf 
but the air around m e and 
everyone near m e? B u t the 
real j o y  you  brough t is that I  
am  healing m y se lf and those 
near m e when I  breathe ou t 
love!

Your an sw er dealt prim arily 
with healing. I  have believed 
for som e tim e that many 
persons, m y se lf included, have 
som eth in g grea ter than 
healing, and that is div ine 
health. D o  you  agree?

Walter P.R.

Answ er: Out of fairness to new 
readers no less than to others 
who may need to be reminded, 
let me point out that your 
reference to chemical changes 
in the body were based primar-



ily on the experiments cited by 
W.A. Chapman in “Your Cos
mic Destiny.” He stated that 
persons under the influence of 
hatred, anger, or jealousy, 
when breathing into clear, ice- 
cooled tubes, caused condensa
tions of the volatile constit
uents which contained deadly 
poisons. The poison of jealousy 
could destroy a guinea pig in a 
few minutes and an hour of in
tense hatred could emit enough 
poison to “kill eighty human 
beings.” On the other hand, the 
tube remains clear when a per
son is at peace and breathes 
forth love and goodwill.

Now, le t’s come to your con
cept of divine health as the 
supreme goal of the quest for 
total fitness. “Divine health” 
is an exquisite phrase and if we 
could experience it continually 
it would make divine healing 
quite superfluous. For if we 
continually had divine health 
we would obviously never be 
sick.

The question, of course, is 
what do you mean by “divine 
health”? Do you mean immu
nity from all diseases, illness, 
physical aches and pains and 
limitations? Or does the term 
apply to an awareness of God’s 
presence so that, though we are 
handicapped or limited or be
low par, we still affirm believ- 
ingly, I  am a m an ifestation  o f  
God's in fin ite health, even 
though at times we are

troubled by functional or 
organic distresses, to say 
nothing about the common 
cold or the flu! Helen Keller, 
who to all appearances was 
noticeably physically impaired, 
always seemed to me to radiate 
“divine health,” an inner light 
that illuminated the outer per
son. It would be interesting to 
know what you  mean by the 
term.

But, no matter. What you 
prompt in me is my firm belief 
that in order to experience any
thing even closely resembling 
“divine health” requires a 
special technique and this 
technique must be or should be 
holistic. By this is meant, 
special, dedicated attention to 
the harmonious working of 
body-mind-Spirit.

To achieve this integration 
requires some doing and chal
lenges each individual. It 
means:

1. Attention to the body 
with the awareness that 
the body is the temple of 
God. The challenge is to 
set aside a certain time 
each day for exercise.
2. Attention to the mind, 
in the firm belief that the 
mind which was in Christ 
Jesus dwells abundantly 
in us. The challenge is to 
develop willpower which 
will help each individual 
to think straight.
3. Attention to Spirit



with the knowledge and 
conviction that the breath 
of life is the breath of 
God. The challenge is to 
set aside a special time 
each day for meditation.
This is the assignment and to 

those who work at it diligently, 
who believe in it unquestion- 
ingly, and who live it coura
geously, it might just be that 
“divine health” is gradually 
realized. At least, it is an 
adventure and adds a new di
mension to the total health of 
the total person.

MB

Question: S in ce Christm as is a 
fix ed  date, why isn't E a s te r ? 
Who sets these dates and how  
do we know when E a ste r 
com es?

R.D.

A nsw er: With the current 
tampering with n a t io n a l 
holidays, have you been won
dering whether the govern
ment might be meddling with 
holy days as well? It would 
surely be a clear violation of 
the separation of church and 
state!

Seriously, your question is 
well taken, and you will be 
happy to know that Easter is a 
fixed date. It is fixed though it 
moves numerically on our cal
endar. Let’s say it is fixed

cosmologically. It always falls 
on the first Sunday following 
the first full moon after the 
spring equinox. This was de
cided by the Council of Nicaea 
in the fourth century, after 
years of bickering among vari
ous Christian factions.

But now Easter is so fixed 
that if you will peep into the 
World Almanac you will in
stantly be told on exactly 
which date the Holy Day of the 
Resurrection falls, each year 
from now until the year 2100!

MB

Question: Can you  help me 
so r t ou t the indiv iduals 
in v o lv ed  in the “New  
T h ou gh t" m ovem en t? I  con 
fe ss I  am con fu sed  abou t who 
cam e first ch ron olog ica lly  and 
who in fluenced who (if they 
did!). P lease recom m end a 
book for background reading.

R u th  K.

Answ er: The New Thought 
movement is a long and fasci
nating story and includes a 
marathon of exciting personali
ties. Get hold of Charles S. 
Braden's “Spirits in Rebel
lion,” published by Southern 
Methodist University Press, 
Dallas, in 1963. This is a 
thoroughgoing 500-page study 
with a vast bibliography and 
interesting references to Unity 
and the Fillmore founders.

MB



Four E n g in e s or
E igh t B ish op s

EIGHT BISHOPS WERE flying back to the United States after 
attending a religious conference in Honolulu. Midway over the 
Pacific Ocean one of the plane’s four engines conked out. A stew
ardess was nervously dashing about trying to reassure the passen
gers that everything was all right. One of the bish
ops touched her on the arm as she passed his 
seat and said, "Miss, there’s nothing to 
worry about. There are eight bish
ops aboard.” The young lady 
forced a smile and said she 
would convey the infor- 

1 mation to the captain. In 
a few minutes she re
turned.

"What did he have to say?" 
asked the bishop.

"Well,” the stewardess hesitated,
“he said he would rather have four 
engines.”

That pilot was a very practical man—as the world thinks of prac
ticality. Of course the pilot’s response was partly intended as a 
joke. But one cannot help but wonder how much faith he had in 
God, and in the power of prayer. Did he place more reliance on 
tangible things than on intangible things?

, Real faith is that which can believe in the good, even before that 
good has taken tangible form. Real faith is the attitude of mind 
that can believe in life and health even while there is an appearance 
of sickness. Real faith feels a sense of security and safety even 
when one of the engines has conked out.

Jesus said to Thomas after His resurrection: “Have you believed 
because you have seen me? Blessed are those who have not seen 
and yet believe" (John 20:29).

Speaking as a minister, it is very gratifying to me to observe 
people as they unfold spiritually and develop an ever-increasing 
faith in God. When you see a person overcome the fear of speaking 
in public, when a patient lying in a hospital awaiting an operation
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is so calm and serene about it 
that even the family marvels at 
it, when trying situations arise 
and a person meets them with 
equanimity and poise, then you 
know that productive faith is 
being developed—a faith that 
will assure good results.

Some people confuse faith 
with hope. They imagine they 
are exercising faith when all 
they are doing is hoping. Hope 
suggests doubt, while real faith 
leaves no room for doubt.

Many people, after praying for 
a healing or the solution of 
some problem will conclude 
with the statement, “I hope it 
works.” Meaning of course, “I 
hope my prayer works.”

Someone has said, ‘‘Hope is a 
subtle, unconscious compro
mise.”

It seems that we are half 
afraid our prayer will not be 
answered, so we protect ourself 
against disappointment by 
saying, ‘‘I hope it will be

In stillness, I wait. 
Within the calm lies the 
expectant tension that is 
prelude to a snowfall;

R. Fulton

Then, softly, white and pure, 
peace settles on my soul, 
erasing imperfections, 
uniting me with others 
like a snow blanket blotting out 
boundaries until
road and tree and house are one.



done.” In effect we are saying, 
“I believe it’s possible, but I’m 
not sure that it will be ac
complished.”

Productive faith, the kind of 
faith that produces things, 
does not compromise. Compro
mise is a partial surrender to 
the problem for which we are 
seeking a solution. Real faith 
does not surrender a part of 
itself for any reason.

James emphasizes the impor
tance of unwavering faith: ‘‘If 
any of you lacks wisdom, let 
him ask God who gives to all 
men generously and without 
reproaching, and it will be 
given him. But let him ask in 
faith, with no doubting, for he 
who doubts is like a wave of the 
sea that is driven and tossed by 
the wind. For that person must 
not suppose that a double- 
minded man, unstable in all his 
ways, will receive anything 
from the Lord” (James 1:5-7).

There is a tendency on the 
part of some Truth students to 
make positive statements with
out the support of positive con
victions. I remember a lovely 
little lady of many years ago 
who, when something was mis
placed would declare, ‘‘There's 
nothing lost in Spirit!” But I 
never felt she was convinced of 
what she was saying.

We must do more than rush 
about shouting that there are 
no sick people or that there is 
no lack. We have to do more

than announce a principle of 
Truth, no matter how true it 
may be. When we affirm a 
statement of Truth, we should 
do so with some realization of 
what we are saying. We must 
speak it in faith. We must real
ize that there is a universal and 
immutable principle, an omni
present force or activity that 
acts in accordance with one’s 
faith concerning it. We know if 
the principle of gravity is used 
correctly it will produce worth
while effects. If we use the 
divine principle, or universal 
law correctly, it too will pro
duce worthwhile results.

Of course this principle is a 
spiritual-mental law that oper
ates through our mind. It is re
ferred to as universal because 
it applies equally throughout 
the universe; it applies to all 
people and to any and all situa
tions. There are no exceptions. 
The nature of your thoughts 
determines the nature of your 
life. If you want to change the 
nature of your life, there is only 
one way to do it. Paul admon
ishes us not to conform to the 
world’s way of thinking, ‘‘but 
be transformed by the renewal 
of your mind” (Rom. 12:2). The 
importance of our decisions 
and thoughts is again revealed 
in Job 22:28 when we are told: 
‘‘You will decide on a matter, 
and it will be established for 
you.”

Every thought we entertain,



every word we utter is a decree. 
If those thoughts and words 
are negative, they produce 
negative results. If they are 
constructive and positive, they 
produce constructive and posi
tive results.

Jesus, the greatest meta
physical scholar the world has 
ever known said: “ ... if you 
have faith as a grain of mus
tard seed, you will say to this 
mountain, ‘Move hence to yon
der place,’ and it will move; and 
nothing will be impossible to 
you” (Matt. 17:20). Another 
time He said, ‘‘Do not fear, 
only believe” (Mark 5:36).

Yes, the principle is here, and 
it is able and willing to do any
thing and everything for any
one and everyone. It is no 
respecter of persons. It re
quires only one thing of us; it 
requires our faith in it. “Do not 
fear, only believe.”

In the 8th chapter of Luke, 
Jesus gives one of His incom
parable parables. It graphi
cally symbolizes different 
states of consciousness or dif
ferent degrees of faith. He 
says, “Now the parable is this: 
The seed is the word of God. 
The ones along the path are 
those who have heard; then the 
devil comes and takes away the 
word from their hearts, that 
they may not believe and be 
saved.” That is one type of 
mentality. It perhaps listens to 
ideas of Truth, but then it per

mits the devil, or negative 
thinking, to come and devour 
the positive thoughts.

The rocky soil and the soil 
filled with weeds and thorns 
symbolize again that type of 
mentality which does not en
courage the growth of spiritual 
ideas.

Finally, the ideal state of 
mind. The one which is recep
tive to Truth: “ ‘And some fell 
into good soil and grew, and 
yielded a hundredfold.’ As He 
said this, He called out, ‘He 
who has ears to hear, let him 
hear.’ ”

So we need to take steps to 
develop our faith in the prin
ciples of Truth, which are 
really laws of mind. Because 
after all, “Now Faith is the 
assurance of things hoped for, 
the conviction of things not 
seen” (Heb. 11:1). We must 
persist in preparing our mind 
until it reaches that point 
where it becomes completely 
open and receptive to the ideas 
of Truth. We must keep train
ing our mind until it resembles 
the ground that Jesus spoke of 
in His parable: “And as for 
that in the good soil, they are 
those who, hearing the word, 
hold it fast in an honest and 
good heart, and bring forth 
fruit with patience” (Luke 
8:15).

We must decide whether to 
have faith in “engines” or faith 
in “bishops.” ©



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

t h e  e n g i n e e r i n g  d i v i s i o n  o f  a  v e r y  
l a r g e  f irm . It p a y s  a b o u t  $ 1 5 0 0  
m o r e  a  y e a r  th a n  h is  f o r m e r  j o b  
a n d  h e  is v e r y  p l e a s e d  w i th  t h e  
w o r k  h e  d o e s  a n d  t h e  p e o p l e  h e  
w o r k s  w ith.

J u s t  w a n t e d  t o  t h a n k  y o u  f o r  
b e i n g  t h e r e .  — L . M . P . , N o r th  
C aro lin a .

Complete Healing

Kidney Surgery

D e a r  F r ien d s : I c a l l e d  y o u  s e v e r a l  
w e e k s  a g o  r e g a r d i n g  m y  m o t h e r ’s  
h e a l t h .  It w a s  d i a g n o s e d  c a n c e r  o f  
t h e  k i d n e y .  S h e  c a m e  t h r o u g h  
s u r g e r y  q u i t e  w e l l ,  w a s  r e m o v e d  
f r o m  in t e n s i v e  c a r e  t w o  a n d  a  h a l f  
d a y s  a h e a d  o f  s c h e d u l e  a n d  s h e  
w e n t  h o m e  f i v e  d a y s  a h e a d  o f  
s c h e d u l e .  A l s o ,  all t e s t s  h a v e  
c o m e  u p  c l e a r  o f  a n y  s p r e a d  o f  
c a n c e r .  W e  a r e  all s o  g r a t e fu l .

T h a n k  y o u  f o r  y o u r  p r a y e r fu l  
s u p p o r t  a n d  t h a n k  G o d  f o r  a n 
s w e r e d  p r a y e r .  — V.S.. M issouri.

Better Position

D e a r  S ilen t Unity: I c a l l e d  a n d  
a s k e d  if y o u  w o u l d  p r a y  f o r  m y  
s o n  w h o  w a s  m o v i n g  o u t  o f  s ta te .  
A t  t h e  t im e ,  I w a s  q u i t e  w o r r i e d  
b e c a u s e  h e  r e s i g n e d  a  w o n d e r f u l  
p o s i t i o n  a n d  h a d  n o  o t h e r  j o b  in 
m in d .

I w a n t  t o  t h a n k  y o u  f o r  y o u r  
p r a y e r s .  M y  s o n  w a s  t h e r e  f o r  
t h r e e  w e e k s  w h e n  h e  g o t  a  j o b  in

D ea r  Unity F r ien d s : I c a l l e d  y o u  
a s k i n g  y o u  t o  p r a y  w i th  m e  f o r  t h e  
h e a l i n g  o f  a  p a i n  I h a d  a c r o s s  m y  
b a ck .

I c o n t i n u e d  t o  r e p e a t  t h e  p r a y e r  
g i v e n  t o  m e  o v e r  t h e  t e l e p h o n e .  
W ith in  t w o  w e e k s  I w a s  c o m 
p l e t e l y  h e a l e d .

T h a n k  y o u  f o r  y o u r  p r a y e r s .  I 
a m  th a n k fu l  t o  o u r  F a t h e r - G o d  f o r  
a n s w e r i n g  o u r  p r a y e r s .  — /.F., 
A rizona.

Brain Surgery

D ea r  Unity F r ien d s : T h a n k  y o u  f o r  
all t h e  p r a y e r s  th a t  y o u  h a v e  b e e n  
s a y i n g  f o r  m y  w i f e .  I c a l l e d  y o u  
b e f o r e  s h e  w e n t  i n t o  s u r g e r y  f o r  a  
v e r y  s e r i o u s  b ra in  o p e r a t i o n .  S h e  
is c o n s i d e r e d  a  m i r a c l e  b y  t h e  d o c 
t o r s .  I k n o w  G o d  w a s  w i th  h er .  
S h e  c a m e  h o m e  e x a c t l y  o n e  w e e k  
a f t e r  t h e  o p e r a t i o n ,  is in p e r f e c t  
h e a l t h  n o w ,  a n d  h a s  g o n e  b a c k  t o  
w o rk .

It is s o  g o o d  t o  h a v e  y o u  p e o p l e  
p r a y i n g  f o r  u s. T h a n k  y o u  a n d  
G o d  b l e s s .  — R.S., M aryland.



Prosperity Is Our Birthright

W
m m  T O

BY CHARLES ROTH 

Part VIII

IN ORDER TO understand the 
Truth about prosperity as 
taught in the Scriptures, we 
have, throughout this series, 
likened our prosperity con
sciousness to a fruit tree, as 
described in the 1st Psalm.

The fruit on the tree repre
sents effects—money, house, 
car, vacation trip, the adequate 
fulfillment of all needs.

The tree by itself represents 
a consciousness of God as the 
Source of all supply. In short, 
the tree represents “mind”— 
the individual mind that is 
rooted in the all-potential soil, 
God.

Wealth begins in the mind; 
just as apples begin in the liv
ingness of the tree. When our 
mind is grounded in God, it is 
likened to a tree that has 
strong roots in the earth.

Prosperity based on spiritual 
laws of mind action may not 
work overnight, but what good 
thing does spring into being 
overnight? Anything really 
valuable grows into being, and 
the good gardener is patient 
while he continues to water and 
weed and fertilize and bless.

Now, let us look into some 
more laws of mind action that 
serve to feed, nourish, grow, 
and develop our sapling-sized 
prosperity consciousness into a 
full-grown tree.

The Law of Vision

We do not see with our eyes, 
we see through our eyes. We 
see with our mind: therefore, 
we need to mentally see the 
good in a situation; see the 
positives, the possibilities and

usjmd



potentials, and to overlook 
(look over, look beyond) the 
negatives.

Many people never come into 
their good because they have 
an “I don’t see how that will do 
any good” poverty conscious
ness. There are mental diseases 
that keep us poor and scraping 
for a living, just as there are 
d isea ses that physica lly  
weaken us.

In my own life, I find myself 
seeing the possible dangers or 
threats to accomplishing a goal 
which I have prayed about and 
judged to be right and good, 
but I do not see them in a 
negative way.

I acknowledge the possibility 
of dangers or threats, then 
with the faculty of imagina
tion, I store away alternative 
plans. If things do not go just 
as I thought they would, I am 
not crushed with disappoint
ment or anger, nor do I give up 
on God. I calmly get out the 
alternative plan and proceed.

The law of vision includes 
the now famous prosperity and 
success formula that reads: 
What you can conceive and 
believe, you can achieve!

Can you conceive of being a 
writer, a painter, head of a 
thriving business of service, an 
influential politician, or what
ever you feel you might want 
to be? If you can conceive it in 
your imagination, the next 
step is to believe it. Keep

visualizing it. Place it on a 
treasure map so that your sub
conscious mind accepts it and 
believes it, and you absolutely 
will achieve it.

The Law of the Echo

Stand at the Grand Canyon 
and yell out, “prosperity,” and 
what comes back to you? 
“Prosperity.” Stand there and 
yell, “I don’t have enough 
money, I never did and I can
not see any way that I ever 
will,” and it comes back (using 
a little poetic license), “You 
don’t have enough money, you 
never did and you never will!”

In other words, the law of the 
echo is another way of remem
bering the power of our words: 
“You will decide on a matter 
and it will be established for 
you.”

The unwritten law of poverty 
consciousness says: “Your
words must conform to the 
conditions in your life. If you 
are broke, poor, lost your job, 
miserable, you are supposed to 
complain, explain, and bewail 
your plight. Your reward is 
that society and friends will 
heap garlands of pity and sym
pathy on you,” which feed your 
vanity but not your stomach.

Break loose from the bonds 
of impoverished thought and 
boldly, daringly cry out into 
the universal ethers:

God is the Source of my sup-



J  ere
This, this I know,
We live in a world of Light, 
Though oft the shadows creep 
And lengthen into night.
The Light is there,
And shall forever be,
To guide us through the dark,
And through eternity.
Light is our life 
And life of all we see,
Taste, hear, smell, touch,
That Light dear Lord, is Thee,
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Upholding myriad worlds 
Of which we only dream.
And yet the smallest atom 
Shares this universal beam.
Let there be Light, Oh! Man 
Within thy hungry heart—
The Light is there, but let it shine, 
For 'tis of God a part,
A shining part of the shining whole. 
Would that we had eyes to see 
The beauty and the radiance 
Surrounding thee and me.

ply. My needs and desires are 
fulfilled easily and effortlessly. 
I  am grateful.

The echo will return your 
words as visible and abundant 
supply.

The Law of Expectation

I have always liked the Truth 
maxim: You get not what you 
pray for, but what you expect. 
Expectation and believing or 
faith belong to the same fam
ily-

“Whatever you ask in 
prayer, believe that you have 
received it, and it will be

yours.”
If we fulfill the condition of 

believing we have received, 
isn’t that exactly the same as 
expecting to receive?

Expect a miracle. Expect 
your special miracle.

The Law of Thanksgiving

The final, finishing touch to 
developing prosperity con
sciousness is the “l am  grate
ful” principle that greases the 
channels so that our supply, 
the fulfillment of our desires, 
flows from the invisible 
storehouse of God substance

INTCd



(or the kingdom of God) into 
our experience and environ
ment more quickly and easily.

Gratitude, like expectancy, 
belongs in the believing family. 
If we believe that God will ful
fill our desire (as Jesus in
structed we should—“What
ever you ask in prayer, believe 
that you have received it, and 
it will be yours”) then our total 
belief, free from any doubt, 
leads us to expect fulfillment. 
If we believe and expect, it is 
only natural to give thanks, to

be thankful for fulfillment; to 
say, “l am  grateful.”

Jesus taught this principle 
through demonstration. Before 
His need or desire for bread 
and fish enough to feed ten 
thousand was fulfilled, He 
gave thanks for it. Before His 
request for Lazarus to be 
quickened from the dead was 
answered, He gave thanks.

An always present part of 
prosperity consciousness is the 
attitude of gratitude. ©
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TODAY I WALK
WITH GOD
BY EVALYN PFLUEGER

*  r

IN THE SOUTHWEST corner 
of Washington state, just 
north of where the Columbia 
river empties into the Pacific 
Ocean, is a long peninsula run
ning north and south, parallel

with the mainland. It is to this 
more than twenty-mile-long 
beach that we used to come 
when we felt the need for soli
tude. That is where I am now, 
trying to find the answer to



how to go on living alone.
Solitude. Why should I leave 

home to find loneliness? That 
is what my trouble has been— 
loneliness. It has been months 
since John died, and I have 
been slowly sinking into an 
abyss of loneliness.

Oh yes, I tried. They say the 
way to overcome that feeling is 
to get out among people. I did. 
I went to the restaurant as 
usual where John and I used to 
eat after church on Sunday.

Have you ever sat in the mid
dle of a large dining room, just 
you at the table, while all 
around you were happy fami
lies and couples talking and 
smiling at each other? Didn't 
you feel as though you were sit
ting in the middle of a stage 
with the whole world looking at 
you saying, “See that poor 
woman who has no one to eat 
with.” You smile at someone, 
pathetically trying to create a 
more relaxed feeling for your
self. The person reservedly 
smiles back. The smile says, 
“I’ll smile, but that’s as far as 
I’ll accept you.” The owner of 
that smile turns back to those 
in her crowd.

When you are alone food 
doesn’t taste the same, and 
that obstruction which seems 
to have developed so suddenly 
in your throat prevents you 
from swallowing. You begin to 
wonder why you ever thought 
you could brazen your way

through a meal alone in a 
restaurant.

You place your tip for the 
thoughtful waitress who tried 
to make you welcome; push 
back your chair (John always 
held my chair when I sat down 
or got up in a restaurant) and 
leave. As you get into your car 
you vow that is the last time 
you will try eating in a restau
rant until you find someone to 
go with you. This was my expe
rience.

At home it was not any bet
ter. John had always enjoyed 
building things. He had made 
most of our furniture. After he 
retired from teaching, he 
started building things in our 
basement for other people. It 
was no time before people we 
had never known began coming 
to the house to have things 
made. There seemed to be a 
continuous coming, visiting, 
and going. When John died 
this ceased. The house became 
empty.

The tem ptation s came. 
“Why get up this morning; 
sleep in; no one will notice. No 
one's coming here anymore. 
Why bother to clean the house? 
Why bother to comb your hair 
and cream your face?” I had to 
really work with myself to keep 
up as I had when John was 
with me.

My children wanted me to 
sell the home and move into an 
apartment near them. They felt



I was getting old and I needed 
looking after. I am not getting 
any younger. All too well I 
know I’m alone. But I am not 
at the stage where I want my 
children telling me I am too old 
to think for myself. I also do 
not want to give up working in 
my yard which I would have to 
do if I moved into an apart
ment. I love my children, and 
wish I lived close enough for 
them to “drop in” often. But 
my common sense tells me that 
their lives are so busy they 
might not “drop in” often even 
if I lived in the next block.

“No,” I decided. “The very 
best thing for me to do at this 
time is to stay where I am. 
After all, the problem isn’t that 
I can’t take care of myself at 
home. It’s that I can’t seem to 
overcome missing John.”

Finally I admitted to myself 
that I would have to face this 
problem of separation. I had 
not had to face a problem by 
myself for years. But I cer
tainly had faith, and I knew 
from experience that when I 
had called on God before, I had 
gotten help. So I decided to go 
again to Long Beach where I 
would be in an inspiring atmo
sphere to walk the beach and 
meditate.

I walked from my motel to 
the beach as the sun was com
ing over the tree-covered hills. 
The salmon color of the sky re
flected all around me. The nip

of the air brought tears to my 
eyes and reddened my nose. 
But I was dressed for the 
weather. The ruggedness of the 
walk was what I wanted. I was 
alone but for a man and his dog 
walking away from me in the 
distance.

As always, I was fascinated 
by the scurrying of the sand
pipers in the shallow water 
along the beach. Their stick
like legs carried them over the 
sand so fast. Still they seemed 
to know just where to stop to 
grab for food. “What guides 
them?” I asked myself. “God, 
of course,” I decided.

Ahead of me, seagulls were 
settling down to strip the car
cass of a fish. The story of the 
seagull who was not satisfied 
to just look for food as were the 
other seagulls in his flock, 
came to mind. He had to learn 
to soar. Soaring was more im
portant to him than food, and 
he practiced until he could. 
Now he had the ecstasy of fly
ing above mere earthly things. 
All of the gulls could have had 
this same ecstasy if they had 
thought it worth the effort.

“Well, I know it is worth the 
effort,” I decided. “Why 
should I stay down here in the 
dumps mentally eating fish 
carcass when I could be soar
ing?” A passage from Isaiah 
came to me. “Come now, let us 
reason together, says the 
Lord.” With this in mind I



walked to a large log which had 
Floated in on the high tide, and 
sat down.

“All right, God," I said 
aloud into the vastness that 
surrounded me. “I’m finally 
ready to listen. I’m through 
with crying. Let’s reason to
gether.’’

“First,” the thought came, 
“how do I feel about what has 
become of John?”

“The word ‘dead’ seems to 
mean ‘no more,’ and I know 
this is not true of him,” I rea
soned. “He has gone on to a 
wonderful experience. I know 
God cares for me as well as He 
is caring for John.” Then the 
wonderful thought came. 
“John and I really cannot be 
too far apart. We are both of 
God, and He is caring for both 
3f us.”

“But God,” I mentally 
wailed. “I want my husband.” 

“What is a husband?” the 
answer came back to me. “Let 
as consider.”

“A husband gives one love,” 
I answered.

“God gives you love,” was 
the reply.

“A husband protects,” I 
said.

“God is protecting you every 
minute.”

“A husband provides.”
“God provides you with the 

ability to have everything you 
need.”

“But a husband is human

companionship.”
“God will furnish human 

companionship too. Just learn 
to love more.”

Then a glorious light seemed 
to break around me and I 
almost shouted as I sat there 
alone with God. “Oh! Thank 
You, God! This is what Jesus 
meant when He said to love the 
Lord our God with all our heart 
and with all our soul and with 
all our mind. God is to be 
first!” Then I knew I would 
have all the human companion
ship I needed too.

As I walked back to my 
motel it was as though I had 
hold of God's hand as I sang: 
“Just a closer walk with 
Thee.”

“I will walk with God and He 
will provide my needs. I will 
keep myself so busy seeing 
God’s love in others that I will 
not have time to feel sorry for 
myself. I will write down this 
experience with the hope that 
it will help others who are 
suffering from aloneness.

“Our lives go through differ
ent stages; infancy, childhood, 
teenage, adulthood, and for 
many of us as widows or 
widowers. We have to adjust to 
each stage. I know I can adjust 
to this one,” I decided as I 
packed my things to return 
home.

From now on I will walk with 
God along the way. Oh! It will 
be a happy day! ©



Do B.tkLkem !
By Gwen G. Norment

The old, old story tells us of the shepherds watch
ing their flocks by night. The words bring wistful 
wishes of the heart, had I been there!

But do you know 
There is, in you,
A silent, star-filled night,
With space enough for rush of angel wings, 
And quiet enough to hear the call,
“To Bethlemen”?

There is in you,
A heart just small enough to hold a manger, 
Yet large enough to hold 
The Wonder of the world.
How blessed you are!

The Gift has been given.

My prayer for you this Christmastide is that you 
will find this Gift. It awaits you, nestled safe and 
warm in the sheltered, silent branches of your soul.
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You can discover ways to overcome self-consciousness, 
depression, lack, or illness through the teachings of 
Lowell Fillmore found in THE PRAYER WAY TO 
HEALTH, WEALTH, AND HAPPINESS.

Written with humility, good humor, and clear insight, 
this book covers such provocative topics as “Thought Con
trol,'1 “God Is Greater Than Our Fears, and “How to f  ind 
Heaven Everywhere." This is a compilation of some of the 
most practical Unity teachings to be found anywhere.

THE PRAYER WAY TO HEALTH, WEALTH, AND 
HAPPINESS is a 285-page hardbound book available for 
S2.95. Just fill out the handy form on the flap to order 
copies for yourself and for friends.
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By Elizabeth Searle Lamb

Watch for angels now 
as the Christmas season 
gathers its momentum, 
angels are near us 
at this time!
Listen for a voice 
of special sweetness, 
a most endearing sound; 
be aware of the touch 
of an angel wing, 
feathery-soft.
Angels come close
but do not always let us see
their shapes; they remain
nearly invisible—but
once in a while, a shadow
and once in a while
a note of singing, once
in a while the faintest touch.
Angels are a special part
of Christmas; watch for them.


