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Ninety years ago Charles and 
Myrtle Fillmore started the work

VIEW FROM 
UNITY VILLAGE

that is now known around the 
world as Unity School of Chris
tianity. It will be our pleasure dur- /
uig this anniversary year to pre
sent some special articles about I
our movement, in addition to our 
usual fine features each month.

Charles R. Fillmore, President of 
Unity School, shares some of his thoughts about Unity in his message 
beginning on page four.

Ernest C. Wilson, a Unity minister for more than fifty years, from 
fiis very special perspective, has written a series of articles about our 
founders and many others such as May Rowland, Frank Whitney, 
Lowell and W. Rickert Fillmore.

Some thirty Unity field ministers will present their views about 
Unity during the year. The first two are Doris Caldwell, Chicago, and 
John Harris, Kitchener, Ontario, Canada.

Poetry also will stress the anniversary theme in part with selections 
jach month by Albert Abdulky on the back cover and others by Verle 
Bell.

Our cover this month is a montage of buildings that have special 
jignificance in Unity’s ninety-year history. At the top are the Tower 
md Administration Building, in the center are the home on McGee 
Street in Kansas City where the Fillmores prayed and worked in 1898, 
ihe Studio Building with its beautiful turret, and the famous building 
it 917 Tracy. The lower picture is of the Activities Center at Unity 
tillage. The insets, of course, are of Charles and Myrtle Fillmore.

We are also reprinting a message our cofounder Mr. Fillmore wrote 
n 1939 on the occasion of Unity’s 50th anniversary. It starts on page 
ifty.

We know that you join us in saluting Unity for ninety years of 
spiritual progress.

Blessings to all,



B Y
CHARLES R. FILLMORE 

President, Unity School

THOUGHTS ABOUT UNITY—DURING 
OUR NINETIETH ANNIVERSARY YEAR

UNITY IS BLESSED with a 
name that denotes its charac
ter. We believe that there is a 
basic unity of all creation, and 
we emphasize that which we 
have in common with all people 
rather than our differences. 
Constantly we are seeking a 
better knowledge and deeper 
realization of the spiritual prin
ciples that underlie both the 
visible and invisible aspects of 
the universe. We believe that 
our movement helps us accom
plish this by offering us an 
approach to life that is scientif
ically sound, psychologically 
healthy, intellectually chal
lenging, and spiritually fulfill
ing.

Charles Fillmore, our co
founder, reported that before

he adopted a name for his 
work, he found himself “wan
dering about in the wilderness 
of ‘isms.' ” The name Unity 
came to him after much prayei 
and meditation. When he 
started using it, the wort 
began to flourish. A plan foi 
orderly development evolved 
and he was able to crystallize 
spiritual ideas which came te 
him from many sources.

Coming from a plebeiar 
background and having hac 
varied experience in business 
Charles insisted from thi 
beginning that the Unity ap 
proach be practical. Thi: 
resolve is reflected in the nam< 
of his first congregation: Th< 
Unity Society of Practica 
Christianity. Practicality ha;



always been and continues to 
be one of our movement’s 
greatest strengths, for we in
sist that to be valid a Truth 
principle must be useful in 
everyday living.

It is interesting to note that 
the Unity idea was conceived 
near the end of the 1800s, a 
century characterized by divi
siveness and discrepancy. 
Human beings seemed preoc
cupied with separating the rich 
from the poor, the learned from 
the ignorant, the blacks from 
the whites, the religious from 
the ungodly. Science and reli
gion were obsessed with dis
proving each other, and thus, 
completely discrediting one 
another. The premise that the 
cosmos is an orderly, har
monious, systematic universe 
controlled by immutable laws,

and that all persons share a 
common humanness, even a 
common divineness, was revo
lutionary to put it mildly. Yet 
this proposition is precisely 
what Charles and Myrtle 
Fillmore set about proving and 
teaching.

From a humble beginning 
and through prayer, medita
tion, study, practice, and hard 
work, they developed their sys
tem for the practical applica
tion of Christian principles to 
daily living. Their cornerstone 
was a limitless faith in the 
goodness of God and their 
foundation an uncompromising 
dedication to the belief that 
divine Truth is being con
stan tly  and progressively 
revealed to those who are 
receptive. Soon they realized 
that the demonstrable teach-

Unity Village as it appears from the air.
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ings of Jesus Christ are avail
able to all and that sincere a t
tempts to practice Christian 
principles offer far greater 
rewards than mere blind wor
ship of the man Jesus. They 
recognized and emphasized 
that each individual has his or 
her own inner spiritual spark 
the same as did Jesus of 
Nazareth, and they called it the 
“ indwelling C hrist.’’ They 
came to believe that this Christ 
within could be “tuned in to” 
as one’s own personal contact 
with God as the Source of all 
intelligence.

They reasoned that if God is 
everywhere present, all-power
ful Infinite Intelligence, He 
could not be confined to a 
throne in the sky in some 
faraway place called heaven. 
They believed that the starting 
point in spiritual realization 
must be a right understanding 
of God, and that one’s concept 
of God must constantly be ex
panding.

Since one aspect of God is 
perfection, it became evident 
that God’s will for man and 
woman must also be one of 
perfect fulfillment. It seemed 
unnecessary, even futile, to ap
proach such a flawless supreme 
Being with the traditional 
prayer, a suppliant entreaty in
tended to influence God’s will 
for one’s own special benefit. 
Therefore, the Fillmores devel
oped an affirmative approach

to prayer that is designed to 
change the pray-er for the bet
ter rather than to influence the 
pray-ee. Put simply, Unity’s 
prayer says “God already 
knows what is best for me. He 
has, in reality, infinite good 
created and readily available 
for me if I but trust Him and 
claim it for myself. ’ ’ The secret 
is in the claiming, and positive 
prayer concentrates on align
ing one’s thoughts and feelings 
with spiritual law so that one’s 
rightful spiritual inheritance 
can be accepted.

Unity believes that the Holy 
Bible tells us how to harmonize 
our life with the rhythm of the 
universe, if we are also tc 
discover the higher meaning 
behind the literal word. This ii 
called metaphysical interpreta 
tion of Scripture, and car 
change the Bible from a historj 
of the ancient tribes of Israel tc 
a road map for modern living.

Varied Unity ministries seel 
to spread the Truth message 
as we call it, in forms that ar< 
helpful to all who are inter 
ested. Thousands upon thou 
sands of firsthand reports fron 
those whose lives have beei 
changed for the better hav 
come to Unity through nin 
decades, and they are growinj 
in numbers with each passinj 
year. We who are charged wit! 
the present-day direction of th 
movement are continual! 
amazed, heartened, and ej



hilarated by the increasing 
number who tell us that Unity 
has the spiritual message they 
are seeking. At the same time 
we are humbled by the respon
sibilities of our offices as more 
and more students turn to 
Unity for a fuller life. All of us 
in leadership roles realize that 
we are but temporary custo
dians of Unity’s torch of Truth,

and we continually seek God’s 
guidance for direction in focus
ing the light.

Also, we recognize that even 
as Unity has been blessed with 
dedicated leadership through 
the years, Jesus Christ has 
always been the true leader of 
our movement and always will 
be. It is a joy to serve in His 
name. 0

(J ^ i c r i n s  ( 1 l z c [ e

By Hettie Wallace

I see you Lord, in every quivering tree 
That, standing leafless in the snow,
Fulfills the laws that are and e’er shall be.
Patiently they stand, their flow
Of life secure, their faith in coming spring
Boundless as the flowing tide of the sea,
(That is also sure rain and melting snows shall bring 
Replenishment), and so is free 
To give and give again, for nothing can be lost 
In this great universe of ours.

In autumn’s blaze of falling leaves and winter’s frost 
I see the promise of the springtime flowers 
Wakened by April showers that bless 
The nourished Earth with life anew,
Later to blossom out in summer dress 
Of beautiful and varied hue.
Should all be told, (which really cannot be,
For ’tis a song with no beginning and no end),
The divine circle we call life, in infinite majesty 
Fulfills all hopes, Your hopes and mine, dear Friend.



C H A R L E S  F I L L M O R E -

A s  I K n e w  H im

B Y  ERNEST C. WILSON 

Part I

“ I ’M NOT ONLY going to get 
better, I ’m not only going to 
get well, but I’m never going 
to die!’’ declared Charles 
Fillmore.

In this “reaching for the 
moon,” that in his time only 
Jules Verne ever thought man 
could reach, Charles Fillmore 
surmounted a very high bram
ble bush and proclaimed an 
ideal that few people share 
with him today—the ideal of 
eternal life in the physical 
body.

Charles Fillmore is known as 
the spiritual leader of the 
worldwide Unity movement 
which proclaims the healing 
power of prayer. “How strange 
then that he should proclaim 
such power from within a crip
pled body!” is likely to be the 
comment of the skeptic. But

his spirit was not crippled, and 
his body responded to that in
domitable spirit.

A childhood accident result
ed in a withered right leg and 
impaired eyesight and hearing. 
He grew to manhood wearing a 
four-inch extension on his right 
shoe. What has been called 
‘‘the miracle healing” oi 
M yrtle Fillm ore’s illness 
attained through prayer anc 
meditation, inspired him to in 
voke a like power withir 
himself.

With remarkable candor h< 
describes how, when he begar 
applying the spiritual principh 
to his own condition, he begai 
to hear with his right ear, t< 
see better, and to have mor< 
feeling in his right leg. Grad 
ually the shrunken flesh of hi 
leg filled out and he was able ti



Charles Fillmore

iscard the extension and to 
ear an ordinary shoe.
He lived each day of his life 

5 if he were going to live for- 
/er, and in his ninety-fourth 
sar he affirmed, “ I fairly 
zzle with zeal and enthusiasm 
id I spring forth with a 
ighty faith to do the things 
lat ought to be done by me.” 
He considered reincarnation 
• be a fact in human ex- 
irience, not as God’s decree, 
it as an opportunity to try

again to achieve the goal of 
coming into the body to ‘‘go no 
more out.” He admonished his 
followers not to dwell on past 
lives, but to press on to the 
great attainment.

He maintained that physical 
regeneration, which involved 
uplifting thought and feeling 
above sensual indulgence, was 
a requisite to the highest 
spiritual attainment, yet loved 
Myrtle and his sons, and was 
most winsomely at ease with 
little children—and they with 
him.

Seer and Mystic

He was a seer and mystic 
who predicted houses of glass; 
phone calls without wires, 
poles, or cables; teleportation; 
mental telepathy; and the over
coming of time, space, and ag
ing. He was aware of but undis
mayed by individual or world 
problems. He viewed them 
with equanimity but not final
ity; a man for all seasons.

He outlived most of his con
temporaries. There are only a 
few people still on this plane 
who worked closely with him 
and knew him well, shared his 
challenges, rejoiced in his a t
tainments, and were inspired 
by his personal faith in what 
Spirit told him.

I am one of them.
Here are some of the things 

that come to mind as I recall



those years, as I take a sen
timental journey, one in which 
time sequence takes second 
place to recollections.

The Pullman porter directed 
me to the long flight of stairs 
leading to the main concourse 
of Union Station in Kansas 
City that warm Sunday morn
ing when I arrived from Min
neapolis. The trip was in re
sponse to Charles Fillmore’s in
vitation to speak at the sum
mer session of the Intensive 
Training Course of Unity.

At that time, 1925, Union 
Station was the crowded center 
of travel to and from the metro
politan area that dominated 
much of Missouri and Kansas. 
It was—still is—an impressive 
structure, but now one of the 
loneliest places in town, its 
stone mass dwarfed by larger, 
more modern edifices.

My gaze reached upward to 
the paneled ceiling of the con
course, then down over the 
long rows of oaken benches. 
My eyes registered the time in
dicated by a large clock on a 
distant wall: a few minutes 
past ten a.m. Maybe I could 
get to Tracy Avenue in time for 
the devotional service.

The Famous Address

I made my way to the curb 
outside, and luckily got a taxi 
right away. The driver took me

to one of the most famous ad
dresses in the nation, 917 
Tracy, headquarters of Unity 
School of Christianity. I stood 
before its pillared entrance a 
few moments before going the 
fifty yards or so with my bag 
to the more modest building, 
the home of Unity Society at 
913 Tracy.

Following the armistice that 
ended World War I and m> 
first ministry in a little 
Galveston church, I had felt £ 
new cycle of life awaited me. ] 
had come to Unity School seek 
ing affiliation. “Read Lesson: 
in Truth. Take the Correspon 
dence Course, and we’ll praj 
about it,” was the response 
Now, seven years later, I wa 
returning by invitation.

I approached the Unity Soci 
ety building, a three-stor 
stone and brick structure tha 
when it was built in 1906, am 
until 1910, accommodated a 
the Unity activities—a chape 
printshop, offices, bookrooms 
and Silent Unity.

At one side of the entranc 
was a gold-lettered plaqu 
listing meetings. Opposite thi 
a similar plaque indicate 
“Church Auditorium.” Ente 
ing, I faced a corridor leadin 
to the chapel. Immediately o 
my right was the open door of 
bookshop. A lady in char£ 
permitted me to leave my lu; 
gage there. Opposite tl  
bookroom and extending c



either side were rooms oc
cupied by members of the 
counseling staff, called in those 
days, “the healers.” As I 
entered the chapel, an usher 
handed me an order-of-service 
folder and permitted me to slip 
quietly into a seat near the en
trance. The soft tones of music 
•eached me from the organ 
■vhose pipes and console I 
:ould see off to my right.

I glanced at my pocket 
vatch (few wrist watches in 
L925): five minutes of eleven. I 
lad made it on time.

I looked around at the con
gregation and noticed most of 
he theater-type seats were oc
cupied. Latecomers were being 
leated.

Facing the seating area was 
i wide elevated platform, sur- 
ounded by a knee-high brass 
ail. Against the rear wall was 
i row of chairs, the two center 
mes taller and more ornamen- 
al than the rest. High on the 
•ack wall, in large hand-drawn 
3tters, was the word love. 
tear the front railing, center, 
/as the podium.
The music swelled as a small 

Toup of people entered from a 
ide door and ascended steps to 
he platform. A soloist stepped 
Drward to lead us in an open- 
ig hymn followed by a recital 
f the Lord’s Prayer, a respon
s e  reading of the Scriptural 
assages that foretold the 
heme of the morning lesson,

led by, as the printed program 
told me, Lowell Fillmore. The 
main feature of the service was 
the participation of Unity’s co
founders, Charles and Myrtle 
Fillmore. Mrs. Fillmore led a 
meditation in a high voice, 
almost musical in its intona
tion. I was impressed by her 
m otherly appearance—the 
crown of snow-white hair, and 
beauty of her features, marked 
by the etched lines of, I felt, a 
concern for others. But what I 
had come most to hear was the 
discourse, a metaphysical 
Bible interpretation by Charles 
Fillmore; all else was back
ground.

As he came to the lectern I 
could see that his face was 
almost unlined; a pink and 
white complexion suffused a 
cherubic countenance which, 
even in repose, had a slightly 
smiling appearance. His person 
so dominated his body that one 
very soon forgot that he was 
partially lame.

Affirmative Aid

He spoke quietly, in an even 
tone of voice with few ups or 
downs, and seemed to depend 
more on small gestures, 
pauses, and facial expressions 
for emphasis. Linking his 
Scriptural text to some com
mon human problem, he of
fered an affirmative aid to 
overcoming the problem, at the



same time spreading his hands, 
palms down, horizontally at 
waist level, as if he were 
smoothing out a bed of sand or 
a wrinkled cloth; as though 
erasing the problem he had 
commented upon, I fancied.

It was very warm in the 
chapel that sultry summer day. 
Air conditioning was still years 
away. The tone of voice and the 
tenor of the message were 
quiet, punctuated by the hum 
of an occasional fly. Lulled into 
a state of reverie I gradually 
lost track of the speaker’s 
words until some change in his 
voice brought me back to my 
surroundings. I heard him say: 

“Algy met a bear.
The bear was bulgy.
The bulge was Algy!”

I don’t know how this ap
plied to what he had been say
ing, nor to the closing minutes 
of his discourse, but I didn’t 
doze through the offering and 
doxology that closed the ser
vice!

My first discourse in a Unity 
service with Mr. Fillmore took 
place the next day—a red-letter 
day for me.

It was always a privi
lege-something of a challenge, 
too—to take part in a meeting 
with Charles Fillmore. It could 
on occasion become a matching 
of wits, for he had a great sense 
of humor and you never could 
tell when it would come into

play. I experienced an instance 
of this in the first talk I gave in 
the Intensive Training Course, 

The subject assigned to me 
was “Giving and Receiving.” 

Georgiana Tree West, whc 
was leader of the Unit} 
Ministry in Louisville, pre 
ceded me on the program wit! 
an impressive talk on “Spiri 
tual Healing,” which probabl} 
seemed longer to me than ii 
really was because I was ner 
vously awaiting my first tall 
in the presence of the Fillmore: 
and a congregation of Unity en 
thusiasts.

Finally my turn came. I hav 
little remembrance of what 
said, except that in the cours 
of my remarks I explained tha 
in my ministry we did not pas 
an offering basket, that insteai 
we had what we called 
“plenty plate” reposing on 
pedestal near the entry to th 
chapel, a plate in which peopl 
could place an offering eithe 
as they entered or were lea\ 
ing.

I was interrupted by Mi 
Fillmore’s voice from where h 
sat behind me, “Well, we pas 
the basket here at ever 
meeting, and we get it fu 
every time!” Following th 
murmur of laughter from th 
congregation, I attempted t 
resume my talk. But my trai 
of thought was derailed. In tl 
middle of a sentence my mir 
had gone blank. It seemed t



• me like minutes that I stood 
there mute before I could 
resume speaking. I was cha-

* grined that I should have such 
. a memory lapse. They’ll never

ask me back again, I thought.
I confessed my mortification 

to Lowell when he came up to 
greet me following the meet
ing, and he tried to reassure 
me. “The talks were recorded 
on dictaphone cylinders in our 
radio studio. I ’ll show you the 
way there, and if you like you 
can have that part of the 
meeting replayed and see how 
it came through.”

I did so. To my relief I found 
that the pause was so brief that 
it could have been intended, 
rather than a lapse of memory.

Mr. Fillmore’s sense of 
humor often came to the sur
face in the midweek evening 
services when Mrs. Fillmore 
and he sat on a low platform 
close to the congregation. 
Sometimes his discourse would 
be punctuated by one humor
ous incident after another, to 
the amused delight of the 
listeners, but to the perturba
tion of Mrs. Fillmore, who 
w asn ’t alw ays too sure 
whether the tag line of the 
story was going to be ap
propriate to a devotional 
meeting. From her chair close 
by she would reach over and 
pull his coattail. Undismayed, 
Charles would turn slightly 
toward her, smiling, and say,

“Now, I know what I ’m do
ing,” and go on with the story. 
Mrs. Fillmore would reach for 
the folding fan she always car
ried and fan furiously for a few 
moments.

Lowell had a wry comment 
about this for me. “Sometimes 
Father will start telling a story 
we’ve heard before, and it will 
take a different turn from the 
last time. Rick and I will 
wonder how he’s going to 
manage, but he always does.”

Rhetorical pause or memory 
lapse notwithstanding, I was 
invited not only to speak again, 
but to become a Unity minister 
and later to become an editor 
at headquarters. While my ef
forts met with some commen
dation from the other workers 
and from the public, approval 
from the Fillmores was in
dicated mostly by the fact that 
they kept giving me more and 
more to do.

Challenging Time

My first year at Unity was a 
wonderful but challenging time 
for me, coordinating my own 
contributions to the activities 
of some thirty-two department 
heads and hundreds of work
ers, consulting with contem
poraries, terminology, methods 
of prayer, and denial of “per
sonality” (which seemed to 
have a different meaning from 
that to which I was ac-



customed).
Sometimes in the still 

watches of the night I would 
silently ask, “Why am I here?’’

I knew it was to learn, to 
grow, and to serve. “ In 
quietness and in confidence 
shall be your strength,’' was 
the answer.

One day, sitting at my desk,
I reached for my Bible, and 
asking for a leading, opened it 
at random. My finger landed 
on the passage, “ . . . but stay 
in the city, until you are 
clothed with power from on 
high.’’

In retrospect, it appears that 
my part was to be a kind of in
novator. This is how it started.

As autumn of that first year 
approached, my thoughts 
turned to past Christmases 
and how much I would miss the 
candle-lighting service that I 
had evolved—actually from a 
consecration service for new 
members when I was minister 
of a little church in San Diego.

A large candle to typify the 
Christ was placed on the altar 
table with a tray of salt at its 
base. Each member was given 
a little candle with a typed 
blessing fastened about it. The 
member was to accept the mes
sage, light the candle from the 
taller one, and place the little 
candle in the tray of salt; all 
this becoming an acted-out 
prayer that the light in each of 
us that is like the Christ shall

shine in us, and that we shall 
become, as Jesus said, “the 
salt of the earth.”

This ceremony proved so 
popular that we adapted it to 
the whole congregation as a 
Christmas service.

What would Unity think of 
such a ceremony?

Jennie Croft was considered 
to be an authority on manners 
and culture. She promoted 
public lectures through a club 
of which she was a member. 
Some readers may remember 
her booklet, “ Methods of 
M editation” which Unity 
published. I consulted her.

I told her about my candle
lighting service, “What do you 
think of it?” I ventured.

Indignantly, she exclaimed 
her opposition.

But I could not accept that 
as final.

I had disobeyed my own in
junction: “Go to the head of 
the firm!” So I made an ap
pointment to see Mr. Fillmore. 
Cora Dedrick, his secretary, 
ushered me into his study on 
the top floor, not far from the 
editorial department where I 
worked. I found him sitting in 
a rocking chair before an open 
fire.

I told him my story and how 
much I would miss the service 
as Christmas approached.

“We’ve never done anything 
like that in Unity,” he com
mented calmly, “but if you



want to present it in your Tues
day evening study class in the 

'chapel I don’t see why you 
.shouldn't.”

So with this dubious endorse- 
‘ ment I went ahead. Myrtle and 
Charles Fillmore were the first 
to light their candles. The ser
vice was well-received, and at- 
tracted such response that 
some years later in one memo
rable service held in the Scot
tish Rite Temple at Lin wood 
and Paseo, over 2,400 persons 
attended, and traffic was tied 
up (there was a heavy snowfall)

for several blocks in all direc
tions.

Special Services

Efforts at special observance 
of Lenten services, Ash 
Wednesday, Maunday Thurs
day, and Good Friday began to 
take form. I introduced an 
Easter flower service, featur
ing a large wreath of ever
greens in which people placed 
individual flowers, symbolizing 
consciously placing their life in 
the endless circle of God’s life.

Mr. Fillmore loved to sit near a fireplace.



In 1933, when Charles Fillmore 
was inspired to prepare his 
book Keep a True Lent, these 
observances became general 
throughout the Unity field.

The founding family mem
bers were rather shy people 
who masked their inmost and 
sometimes kindliest feelings 
by their ready wit and gift for 
banter. On one occasion a 
friend of Mr. Fillmore’s told 
him with some enthusiasm of 
enjoyment he had found in a 
talk I had made. “He couldn’t 
talk like that when he came 
here. He’s learned that from 
us!” exclaimed Mr. Fillmore 
with a chuckle. Shortly after I 
joined the staff and was not yet 
accustomed to his traits, he 
surprised me by looking me 
over appraisingly, with the 
comment, “Where in the world 
did you get that dingy-looking 
necktie?”

Abashed, I mentioned the 
name of an expensive Kansas 
City store. “Where did you get 
yours?” With a mischievous 
grin he answered, “At a dime 
store.”

He had a fondness for co
lognes and after-shave lotions, 
and as he used them freely, 
people became aware of this ad
diction. As a result he acquired 
quite an array of perfumes. 
“Do you have any favorite 
scent?” I asked him.

“No, I like all of them, and 
just use whatever one is hand-

iest,” he said to me.
“ How do you remember 

which one you’ve used last?”
“I don’t try,” he responded. 

“When the supply of some of 
them runs low I just mix them 
together; don’t accumulate so 
many bottles that way."

During the years of major 
construction of what is now 
Unity Village, when his son 
Rickert was in charge of 
developments, experimenting 
with precast floors and walls, 
Charles was as usual in atten
dance at the daily Silent Unity 
prayer services. In one of them, 
a young worker was extolling 
Mr. Fillmore’s spiritual in
sight, and exclaimed, “Mr. 
Fillmore has taken an abstract 
idea and carried it out here in 
concrete form.”

“That’s just what Rick is do
ing in an outward way,” he 
chuckled. That the terms 
“abstract” and “concrete” had 
a lot to do with the real estate 
and structures as well as the 
formative processes of mind 
was too good a point for him tc 
ignore.

Some of us in key positions 
were extended the special 
privilege of attending those 
Silent Unity prayer services, 
and I often took advantage oi 
the opportunity. Once wher 
Mr. Fillmore was leading the 
meditation and I became deep 
ly immersed in his words, I fell



*

»as if my whole body were ex
panding. I seemed larger, 
‘taller. My hands felt puffy. 

.Puzzled, I wondered if medita
tion had anything to do with it. 

‘Fortunately I had an oppor- 
, tunity to ask Mr. Fillmore.

He said: “At the center of 
every cell and atom of your 
body there is a point of light. 
When you enter into deep med
itation it is like turning on 
light. Ordinarily, Ernest, you 
are only about two-thirds lit 
up. Turning on more light is 
what gives you that feeling of 
expansion. Keep up the medita
tions!”

There is only once I ’ve ever 
known anyone to top “Papa 

harley” and that incident 
came to me second-handed, but 
on very good authority, from 
the daughters of George H. 
Longan, publisher of the Kan
sas City Star back in the thir
ties. The incident had to do 
with radio programming.

Pioneering in Radio

Unity pioneered the use of 
radio and had its own station, 
-WOQ, but shared time on the 
same wavelength with the 
Kansas City Star's station, 
WDAF. The Star claimed 
much of the prime time, so- 

‘called, and continually de
manded a little more of it. This 
aroused Rickert Fillmore’s in
dignation and he persuaded his

father to protest to the pub
lisher against this unfair treat
ment. So Mr. Fillmore made an 
appointm ent to see Mr. 
Longan.

I doubt whether Mr. Longan 
had ever before heard such an 
approach to a conflict of in
terest as Mr. Fillmore offered: 
“ It is not fair of you to demand 
so much of the time we share 
on radio. Spirit tells me that 
you should relinquish some of 
it to us.’’ Biased in Mr. 
Fillmore’s favor as indeed I 
would be, I still must agree 
that Mr. Longan's response 
was a classic:

“Well, that's just fine, Mr. 
Fillmore. And when Spirit tells 
me that, you can have it!”

That rejoinder was so much 
like what Mr. Fillmore himself 
might have said if positions 
had been reversed that I think 
he must have chuckled to him
self, and felt a kinship with his 
protagonist.

A case in point is brought to 
mind from a much later episode 
in the founder’s career, and 
reveals that “age did not 
wither nor custom stale” the 
Fillmore wit. In those latter 
years he made several trips to 
Southern California. Traveling 
by car with a driver and con
genial companions, he could 
contact friends along the way, 
set his own pace, and see 
the countryside. Traveling 
through Arizona on one such



occasion his attention was at
tracted to a typical ranch 
house surrounded by trees and 
a flourishing garden. He asked 
the driver to stop so he could 
get out and compliment the 
man who was working in the 
garden, expounding on how 
well-kept and thriving the 
place appeared.

Pleased, the owner exclaimed 
on the grandeur of the land. 
‘‘All this part of the country 
needs is water and the right 
people!”

I can almost hear Mr. 
Fillmore’s hearty laugh as he 
responded, ‘‘Water and the 
right people! That’s all hell 
needs!”

Charles Fillmore's character 
was a remarkable and to me 
sometimes surprising blend of 
idealism and practicality. It 
was never more tellingly il
lustrated to me than in the 
matter of the Unity Society’s 
dream of a new place of wor
ship in Kansas City’s beautiful 
Country Club Plaza.

In the early 1930s, the 
Society’s board of directors 
began the purchase of a build
ing site at 47th and Jefferson. 
Soon after I became minister of 
the Society, the board mem
bers asked me to start a Sun
day evening meeting in rented 
quarters in the Plaza to stimu
late interest in the building 
project. People were still trying 
to recover from the stock

market crash and bank failures 
of the Depression, and con
tributions to the Temple Fund 
were slow and meager.

Rick Fillmore’s reaction was 
forthright on one informal oc
casion when the subject came 
up, in a chance meeting with 
him and his father. “You seem 
to have a lot of friends among 
the south town (an affluent 
area) people. Why don’t  you 
get them to contribute?” he 
challenged me.

“ I ’ve never been very good 
at asking for money. I ’d rather 
try to inspire people to want tc 
give. I think people are waiting 
for a strong endorsement of the 
project from your father.”

This gave me an opportunity 
I had been waiting for. I had 
not stressed the building pro
ject because I felt something in 
consciousness was holding it 
back. Turning to Rick’s father 
I asked, “Mr. Fillmore, are yon 
in support of the Temple pro 
ject?”

“Well, no, I don’t favor it,’ 
he replied.

“Would you mind telling me
why?”

“I want such contributions 
to go first toward the comple 
tion of buildings at the Farm’ 
(Unity Village).

The Idea of Priorities
My heart sank a notch 

“Don’t you think that wit! 
God’s help there’s monej 
enough for both needs?”



“In theory, yes. But there 
are priorities.”

I “Then I will say no more 
about it to people. If the pro- 
i ject doesn’t have your support 
I wouldn’t want to attempt it.” 

That I could not fulfill the re
quest of promoting the Temple 
project to its completion was a 
disappointment to me, but it 
served to emphasize to me one

I of Charles Fillmore’s strong 
points as a spiritual leader.

You might not always agree 
with his point of view or deci
sions, but there was seldom 
any doubt about where he 
stood.

The development of the 
Farm was Rick’s overweening 
interest and he and his father 
were very close. They had 
every right to choose their own 
priorities. The Temple project 
was to become a reality later.

(To be continued)

Unity is a link in the great educational move
ment inaugurated by Jesus Christ. Our objec
tive is to discern the Truth and prove it. The 
Truth we teach is not new, neither do we claim 
special discovery of new religious principles. 
Our purpose is to help and teach mankind to 
use and prove the eternal Truth taught by the 
Master.—Charles Fillmore.



4,322 BIRTHDAY PRESENTS 
FOR THE WORLD
B Y  RODERICK W. McCALLUM

HELLO THERE, I ’m the world. That’s right, the world you live 
in.

Today is a very special day for me, you know: January 1. New 
Year’s Day is my birthday, and this year I am looking forward to it 
more than ever. Oh, I know it’s not really my birthday. I have beer 
around so long I don’t remember when I was born or how old I am 
but it makes people happy to celebrate the start of a new year or 
January 1, so that’s fine with me.

This New Year’s Day is going to be special, even better than Iasi 
year. How do I know? Well, you see most folks receive a lot of pres



» ents on their birthday and get a lot of attention, but for most of my
k life I have been ignored on my special day. Not this year, though.

Last year, for the first time in my life I actually received
* presents on my birthday: 4,322 of them, to be exact. That may not
* seem like much’ considering there are more than four billion people 

now living in the world. I don’t mind though, because 4,322
* presents are better than no presents at all.
,  1 think Part of the problem has been that until last year no one

could figure out what to give me. After all, anything you could
* possibly think of, I already have.

So last year when I received 4,322 presents I was truly amazed. 
Here all these nice folks had taken the time to try to find 
something I could really use, something to make me happy all year 
long.

The funny thing is that while I liked receiving all those presents 
I really didn t know what to do with them, so I accepted them all, 
not wanting to hurt anyone’s feelings. Then I gave them all back.’ 
Of course I couldn’t remember who gave me which present, so they 
got a little mixed up. No one seemed to mind though, since they 
were all nice presents, and everyone went away from my birthday 
party happy.

The reason I think this year will be even better is that a lot of 
folks who didn’t give me presents last year on my birthday saw 
how happy all those who did became. They must have wanted to 
get in on the fun, so they started to give me presents, a few each 
day, all year long, even though my birthday was over. I think the 
final count was something like ten or eleven trillion presents by the 

first of December, and still climbing.
That is why I believe there will be a lot of people giving 

me gifts this year who didn t last year. Even with ten 
or eleven trillion, there were many persons who never 
got around to giving me a present, while some people 
gave me several each day of the year. I t ’s kind of funny 
how it works.

I ’ll have to give all the presents back again this 
year, just as I did last year, but tha t’s what seems 
to make folks the happiest. They never get back 
exactly what they gave, but they all seem to think 
what they do receive is even better than what 
they gave me.

You re probably sitting there wondering what 
sort of gift these other folks are giving me, and



where you can get one. Well, 
you can’t  buy it in any store, 
and it doesn’t need fancy gift 
wrapping. In fact the only gift 
that really makes me happy is 
something you already have, 
though you may not know it.

What I want most from you 
is a bright, cheery, new at
titude. That’s right, nothing 
costly, just a change from 
whatever your attitude has 
been to a more positive one, a 
belief that not only is every
thing going to be all right, but 
that it is already that way. All 
I want is a little smile: the sort 
of attitude that says, “We’re 
all part of this world, so let’s do 
what we can to enjoy it.’’

If you give me an attitude 
like that for my birthday, I 
promise I ’ll pass it along to 
someone else, and then I ’ll give 
back one that is just as good or 
better. It won’t cost you a 
penny, but if you give me a new 
attitude for my birthday, what 
you get back will be worth all 
the gold I have.

I remember one gift from last 
year. On New Year’s Day a 
woman whose children had de
serted her in her old age gave 
me a new attitude of thankful
ness for the years she had en
joyed being a mother. She just 
decided that would make a 
good present for her world, so 
she gave it to me. I gave that 
present to a little boy whose 
parents never seemed to have

Roderick W. 
McCallum 

is minister of 
Missoula Unity 

in Montana

any time for him. He sure en- K 
joyed that! Then I took his new 
attitude of joy and passed it 
along to a family that was sad
dened by the loss of the father. 
They realized their joy at still 
having each other, and so it 
went. I kept track of how many 
people that old woman's gift 
touched, and by last counting 
over two million persons have 
given me new attitudes be
cause of it. Sometimes a pres- ( 
ent will go back to a friend or 
relative of the giver. More 
often than not it will go to 
someone the giver never heard 
of, but the result is always the 
same. Whoever gives me a 
present feels better because of 
it, and whoever receives that 
present always feels like giving 
one in return.

I have to go now and get 
ready for my big party. I hope 
you will think about giving me 
a present this year—I know 
that sounds selfish, but re
member: I don’t keep what you 
give for myself. A new attitude 
from you could really make a 
big difference in me, you know, 
and in you too.

Well, so long, and have a 
Happy New Year. <9



Reflections

By Ann Bregach

Pressing down upon the mind are the little things 
That make one confused about what is right.
To be able to be diplomatic and never say the wrong 

thing;
Sometimes it seems so impossible!
But does it really make any difference?
Will one hundred years from now the effect of 
What I have said today be of value?
Does the tiny pebble tossed so indifferently 
Into the waters truly create a ripple that touches 
Anyone? At all? And what if it does?
Who really cares?
Ah! One does. And that One is God.
God cares.
So! If I tend to think that it really doesn’t 

matter,
If I am sensitive to a situation,
If I feel that it doesn’t make a lot of sense 
Or that I want to back off from an unpleasant task,
I must pause and reflect upon that thought.
If God cares, then I  am responsible for that 
Little ripple in the waters of the lives of 
All whom I touch.
So it really is not a problem after all, for 

where I am 
God is. That is all that matters!



VIEWS FROM THG FIGLD
Editor's note: Some thirty Unity ministers have been invited to participate in Unity's 90th 

anniversary year plans. Each month this year two or three o f the ministers will be presenting 
their ideas about what Unity has meant to the world in the past, what it is doing for mankind 
today, and Unity's potential for the future.

Journeying 
Through a 

Dream

B Y  DORIS CALDWELL

Doris Caldwell is minister of 
the South Side Unity Center of 
Christianity in Chicago. She 
has been a Unity minister for 
12 years. She has served as 
president of the Chicagoland 
Unity Ministers Association, 
president of the Great Lakes 
Unity Regional Conference, 
and is on the licensing and or
dination committee for the 
Association of Unity Churches 
as well as being a member of 
the board of trustees and the 
executive committee for the
AUC.

“THE TAJ MAHAL!” I loud- , 
ly exclaimed that summer 
night some twenty years ago 
when I first saw Unity School 
of Christianity. It was the 
most beautiful sight I had ever 
seen. It was breathtaking, 
sacred, and silencing. More 
than that, it was my most im
pressionable dream come true.

It had not been too long since 
I had awakened in the middle 
of the night with that picture 
in my head and that same feel
ing in my soul, knowing I 
would soon experience all of it 
again. “Now, I thought, it’s 
happening, I ’m living that 
dream”—and it has not ended 
yet.

Dreamers dream
Not knowing what they can do.
The mind is strange;
Sometimes it strays
But mostly it strikes a way of
life that can be bliss.
God gives dreamers dreams 
so they can make them come 

true.
—Doris Caldwell.

Today, the physical struc
ture of that beautiful dream 
has been expanded and en-



hanced, so that its beauty and 
*■ awesomeness, in my opinion, 

have mellowed and magnified 
with the passing of years. 
Although I never could remem
ber anything else about that 
dream, I have never been 

-.disappointed in it. I feel that 
the unknown portion of my 
dream must have been wonder
ful because the living experi
ence of it has proved reward
ing.

« My school days at Unity 
were a symphony of revela
tions with each class building 

, my self-awareness to higher 
plateaus of understanding. 
Every teacher I encountered 

»contributed to the clarity of my 
new and fascinating thoughts 
about God, the universe, and 
us—His children. School had 
never been like this before, nor 
since, never so provocative, 
never so challenging. I loved 
every moment of it.

Somehow, I feel my dream of 
Unity is a shared dream with 
its cofounders, Charles and 
Myrtle Fillmore who, ninety 
years ago, began to evidence 
what apparently had been bur
ied deep within them as a cher
ished dream—maybe even be
fore they became aware of it. 
Nevertheless, I felt caught up 
in its scenario.

Now, after years of prayer, 
praise, and thankfulness 
substantiated by joyous work 
and fellowship, Unity’s horizon

continues to widen.
Unity did not only impress 

me, Unity impressed the world. 
It has found its niche in this 
universe while quietly working 
for the betterment of human
kind.

Charles and Myrtle Fillmore, 
you stand very tall during 
U nity’s ninetieth year of 
growth. We hold in trust the 
legacy you left us, and continue 
to unfold episodes of this 
dream as Spirit directs. The 
mark of success is upon us as 
we journey through your 
dream, and my dream has come 
true, also. 0

Whether
UnityP

B Y  JOHN H ARRIS

John Harris is the minister 
of the Unity Centre of Practical 
Christianity, Kitchener, On
tario, Canada. He was ordained 
in 1977 after a career in educa
tion. His last position was as



professor of bacteriology at 
Kansas State University. His 
wife, Jo, ordained in 1976, is 
co-minister in the Kitchener 
work.

OPTIM ISM , ALWAYS a 
trademark of Unity, is the best 
term to express the view one 
perceives in considering future 
trends in the organization. 
When Charles and Myrtle 
Fillmore started the little 
prayer circle in their home 
some ninety years ago, the first 
name they chose for the group 
was The Society of Silent Help. 
The keys to the tremendous 
grow th from th a t little  
organization into the Unity 
movement of today are two
fold: the power of prayer in the 
silence, and loving help freely 
given to all who request it.

Unity as a process of practi
cal Christianity was an early 
concept of the Fillmores. This 
idea of practicality has con
tinued as a guiding principle 
for Unity leaders through the 
years. In a ttem p tin g  to 
glimpse what the future holds 
for Unity, it seems axiomatic 
that any movement which 
meets a need of society will ex
pand in proportion to the way 
it meets that need. Thus, the 
service, the utility, and the 
joyful way of life which Unity 
gives to the seeker of Truth 
continue to set the path of

developm ent and fu tu re  
growth.

Traditionally Unity’s empha
sis has been on the individual 
and his own spiritual growth. 
However, the whole of any 
group activity is greater than 
the sum of its parts. This is 
akin to a phenomenon in biol
ogy known as synergism. Syn
ergism can be observed in all 
forms of living things, from the 
colonial behavior of social in
sects and herd instinct in 
higher animals, to societal 
aspects of human life. This 
multiplying effect of together
ness is especially noticeable in 
religious activities. When peo
ple come together to worship in 
Truth, there occurs an increase 
in consciousness over and 
above a summation of the con
sciousness of all participating 
individuals. Jesus said, “Foi 
where two or th ree are 
gathered in my name, there an 
I in the midst of them.” This 
added increase in spiritua 
awareness is giving impetus 
toward the true spiritua 
growth that is occurring today 

Current trends in the human 
istic social sciences are indica 
tors of an ever-increasing inter 
est of the public in trying t< 
understand the inner laws o 
man. Just a comparison of th 
great choice of literature o 
psychology, philosophy, an 
spiritual life filling the bool 
stores today with the relativel

LNTT



* few such books available a gen- 
k eration ago points to the same

conclusion. More psychic
* phenomena are being validated 

and the “further reaches of 
human nature" are being ex-

* plored. Unity stands at an im- 
 ̂portant threshold of service as
these changes occur in the 

_ scientific understanding of the 
mind and its workings. Charles 
Fillmore, early in his writings,

* pointed to the importance of 
 ̂maintaining a clear and defi-

* nite emphasis on the true 
« spiritual path. He advised not

getting “caught up in the 
outer" in avoiding the super-

* fluous that comes along with 
the true in these extraordinary

* events.

Unity concepts are being 
found more and more in tradi
tional churches. Spiritual 
aspects of healing are being ac
cepted by both modern medi
cine and churches. There is 
developing a resurgence in the 
apprecia tion  of sp iritu a l 
values. The world is a better 
place today than it was yester
day, and will be even better 
tomorrow. Race consciousness 
is rapidly progressing on the 
upward path. Unity has the 
challenge and the joy of being 
in the forefront of this Christ- 
ward flow, bridging and bal
ancing our entry into the new 
age, bringing into the here and 
the now the kingdom of 
heaven. 0

Uouck of <3od
•*

By Lois T. Henderson4
There have been certain moments in my life 
Which bore the gentle, holy touch of God,
And, looking back through conflict and through strife, 
Each one stands clear and bright. My feet were shod 
With sandals made of flame. My soul was filled 

v With silver, shining glory, and I knew,
Though briefly, what God is. My breath was stilled 
By awe as all .the beauty spread and grew.
But when the moment passed, my life again 
Held bitterness and dullness, drab and old,
And once again I felt the touch of pain 

v And saw the skies turn gray that had been gold.
But still I bear the imprint of God’s touch 
And life can never hurt me overmuch.



B Y A LBER T  JOHNSON

SHOULDER
THERE IS SOMEONE at my 
shoulder, undeniably, invari
ably, at times of crises. It is not 
a presence discernable by 
senses. It is extrasensory, a 
psychic energy evidenced in

every crucial act that shapes 
my life.

Blindness, marriage, career, 
brain  su rg e ry —each life
changing trauma has found me 
in the presence of the presence 
at my shoulder. From boyhood 
prescience to death s door 
reassurance, the imminent, un
seen guest has counseled well.

No explanation of this reality 
seems satisfactory or ever 
quite convincing when ex
plained to friends, especially 
those limited in purview by the 
discipline of reason. What ra
tional brain can cope with 
truth beyond the scope of the 
rational? Doubters know I 
have no scientific proof to gain
say their negation.

Yet the very rationalizing 
upon which they slavishly rely 
persuades me there is more to 
this life trip than what we see, 
hear, smell, taste, and touch.

More than the five known 
senses must have been in
volved when, as a small boy 
left motherless for rearing by 
my grandmother, I knew one 
summer afternoon—knew as 
clearly as if some human voice 
had said it loudly—that I 
would travel soon to a far-off 
land to be again with my 
father. Within the week my 
father came, and with him my 
new mother. They had come to 
take their son from Arkansas 
to California.

A mere coincidence? A child
LMTV



hood fancy? Not to my way of 
thinking. To me the presence 
was real, as real then as it has 
been time after time through
out some seven decades of my 
life.

Another Incident

Once, in my second decade, 
another memorable incident 
jolted me at a turning point in 

I  niy young life. Depressed and 
deeply discouraged by failing 
eyesight, I was a high school 
dropout, working as a farm
hand on a California grape 
ranch. The work was hard, the 
hours long, and the pay was 
board and room and a little 
spending money. I was a lonely 
child, a failure with a future too 
black to face.

Suddenly one hot afternoon I 
straightened up from shoveling 
irrigation trenches to sense a 
vibrant presence.

Bold thoughts like electric 
shocks raced through my 
brain. “You don’t have to do 
this, you dummy. There is a 
better way to go.” So went my 
thoughts. Then a voice was 
saying clearly, “Go back to 
school, go on to college. Others 
have done it without their eye
sight. Do it, you crazy kid.”

I didn’t argue the matter. 
Like the prodigal son, I arose 
and went to my father who, 
though he had no fatted calf to 
kill, was glad enough to have

me home. Although he couldn’t 
help much with my schooling, 
he and my stepmother were 
warmly supportive. The guid
ing voice was right on course.

Working at such jobs as I 
could handle with my growing 
handicap, I finished high 
school, and with scholarship 
help made it through college 
and took graduate studies at 
Yale.

Marriage was another fork in 
the road. I was head over heels 
in love with a beautiful, 
talented pianist headed for a 
concert career. Had I any right 
to risk the ruin of that career? 
Had I any right to marry at 
all? Ophthalmologists assured 
me my loss of sight was not 
congenital, but there was 
another risk, a real downer. 
Could I support a wife and 
family, a blind man trained in, 
of all things, dramatic art?

I walked the familiar campus 
many a fog-filled night wres
tling with that one.

“I t ’s too big for me. Help 
me,” I found myself muttering 
once when a distant church 
clock was sounding midnight. 
At once it was there again, that 
presence.

The Good, Right Way

“You’re going to marry her, 
of course,” it whispered. “Why 
fight a thing so right?” It 
couldn’t have been more right.



Always these visitations are 
accompanied by an acute 
awareness of a decision made, 
and made with a feeling of well
being. The way I am about to 
take may have hazards, but it 
is the good, the right way.

It happened again that sum
mer when I had to choose be
tween teaching and acting. We 
had applied  for college 
teaching jobs, my bride and I, 
but nothing had opened to 
either of us.

Having had some success at 
singing and acting, I was lean
ing strongly toward a perform
ing career, and was on the 
verge of signing a contract 
with an agent who knew my 
talent and wanted to launch 
and sponsor me. Once again 
came the v isitor a t my 
shoulder.

“What do you want?” it 
seemed to say. “What do you 
really want?”

Like some guardian angel, 
something was trying hard to 
hold me on course.

What did I want? There was 
no doubt about that. For years 
I had wanted to teach and 
direct drama at the college 
level, ever since the bug had 
bitten me in boyhood when I 
fell in love with the theater 
through tent shows and tour
ing productions, and had man
aged my own neighborhood 
summer theater with a com
pany comprised of school

mates and friends.
The psychic signal was clear. 

My heart’s desire was clear. 
Facts intervened to make 
things more than fuzzy. Drama 
is largely a visual art. How 
could I hope to direct plays 
when I couldn’t see the 
players? Furthermore the sum
mer was half gone and time for 
teaching contracts long since 
past. To such worries was the 
added fact that we were then in 
the worst depression of the cen
tury. But I had learned to trust 
my intimate, friendly mentor.

The very next day a telegram 
came offering each of us a last 
minute chance to join a 
midwest faculty.

Tested and Tempted

The decision was firm 
though far from final. I would 
be tested and tempted along 
the precarious route of my 
destiny. Would my friend be 
there at my shoulder to remind 
me of my heart’s true love 
when Broadway boom days 
lured with an inviting offer?

Would I feel that whisper at 
my ear when tenure and secu
rity vied with a leap of faith 
into an uncertain future? Yes. 
It was no to Broadway and yes 
to the leap of faith, a leap that 
led to a crest of our careers in a 
California university. Then 
came that moment of my great
est crisis.



“The brain scan shows a 
tum or high in the  le ft 
hemisphere of your brain.”

That voice at my shoulder 
was human, very human.

“I t ’s as big as an egg and 
g ro w in g .” I t  was the  
neurosurgeon speaking.

Brain surgery? It couldn’t be 
happening to me. Alternative? 
More seizures, such as the two 
I had recently experienced, any 
one of which could be my last.

The risks? Possible malig
nancy, whole or partial paral
ysis of my right side, loss or 
impediment of speech, and a 
chance that I might lose my 
ability to comprehend what 
was said or read to me.

The worst? Failure to make 
it through surgery. Grim, but 
not totally negative. There was 
a chance that my tumor was 
benign, and the gloomy inven
tory of possible horrors was the 
candid surgeon’s way of level
ing with his patient.

All right. Fair enough. Frank 
enough. Now I wanted to level 
with the faithful friend who 
through the years had fre
quented my side, that presence 
nearer to me than heartbeat.

It was a strange, traumatic 
time, that night before my 
operation. My wife, our 
daughter, and our minister 
were at my bedside. But later, 
seemingly alone, I was aware 
that I was not alone.

The presence hovered, warm

and reassuring. Some guiding 
outer force? Some inner en
ergy? Some source of self
renewal erupting from the deep 
wells of the collective un
conscious? Whatever, whoever, 
the message came, strong and 
clear.

“You are going to make it. 
You will come through all 
right.”

No Malignancy

It could have been that in
timate presence, or some inex- 
p licab le  wave of inner 
assurance, or the glow of love 
from my family and friends, or 
the skill of the surgeon and his 
staff, or all those things and 
more, including my own faith 
in a friendly universe and in a 
universal mind friendly to its 
creatures. But regardless of all 
efforts to explain, I did come 
through whole, sound, and 
with no malignancy.

The pragmatist in me may 
question, and does at times. 
But there is that in me that af
firms the higher reality of 
presence, the intimate mentor, 
or quite possibly God's own 
peculiar way of nudging earth
lings the likes of me along the 
evolutionary trail.

To try to spell it out with ra
tional explanation would be to 
risk dispelling the impact.

It works. Let well enough 
alone. 0



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

Hip Surgery

Dear Unify Friends: I believe in 
God. I am fifty-one years old and 
have had arthritis since the age of 
eight. Six years ago 1 was to the 
point where 1 could not take a step 
without shaking because the pain 
was so severe.

I underwent an operation. The 
doctors found that my hips were 
totally deteriorated. They re
placed both hips and thigh bones.

To this day I have had no pain 
in my hips and am able to walk 
again. God answered my prayer 
in this way, and I am ever so 
thankful.—J.M., Missouri.

Healing of Back Injury

Dear Unity: 1 phoned your prayer 
room requesting prayers for the 
healing of a back injury from 
which I was suffering. Within a 
few days the pain has dissolved 
and with its disappearance has 
come a great peace of mind. I 
now know that 1 am healed. 1 am 
so thankful to God and to you

through whom this blessing has 
come.

Please accept the enclosed gift 
as a token of my gratitude. May , 
God bless each of you in the Unity 
movement. — C.G.H., Florida.

A Miracle

Dear Unity: I am so excited! 1 want 
you to know of a miracle arising 
from prayer.

My daughter has wanted a car 
for about six months but just 
couldn’t afford it on her income. 
She continued looking, thinking 
she could find one within her 
means.

Well, one Saturday we went 
looking for a small car—actually 
just for something to do. Again, 
disappointment. So as 1 left her 1 
said, “If you talk to God and really 
believe He will find a way, He 
will.”

On Sunday, while in church, 1 
received illumination of how 1 , 
could help her by lending her 
some money. 1 rushed over to her 
house and told her that together 
we could work it out. So again 
when 1 left her I said, “Thank God 
and continue praying. He will 
guide you.”

Monday morning she called me 
from work and told me she was 
getting an eighty-eight dollar a 
month raise! Not only that, but her 
office manager told her they 
would advance her the cost of a 
car and she could pay them any



amount from her raise! Can you 
imagine that? Oh my! Believe me 
she knows the power of prayer 
now! Now she can pay for her car 
and still have more money from 
her check. Oh, what a feeling. I 

A know she will continue to pray 
and want more Truth. — M. V., 
Ohio.

£
Good Recovery

Dear Silent Unity: I called you for 
prayers for my sister who was hav- 

‘ ing brain surgery.
I am so happy to tell you the 

tumor was removed. It was
* benign. There is no impairment of 
v speech; the doctors thought there

might be. There was no paralysis.
* She is recovering beautifully.

Thank you so much.— L.H., 
Arkansas.

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

Mother’s Healing

Dear Friends: I want to tell you of 
the beautiful healing my dear 
mother has had. She went 
through a long and painful sur
gery. She was so thin and frail, 
and listed as blind in the hospital.

This was four months ago. Now 
she has put on weight, grows 
stronger each day, can walk, and 
is able to see some. I am so 
grateful. —P.McG., Colorado.

Drugs Overcome

Dear Unity: Thank you for prayers 
that you said for my son. He was 
on drugs and a lost soul. 1 tried 
everything I could; even taking 
him to recovery centers because I 
love him so much.

Your prayers have helped him. 
He is not taking drugs of any kind, 
has worked steady for several 
months, and has had a promo
tion. He is paying his debts. Christ 
is alive in my son, guiding and 
directing him.

The power of prayer is so evi
dent and I am grateful for the 
Silent Unity prayer room. Thank 
you for your help. — V.A., Califor
nia.

Grateful for Prayers

Dear Silent Unity: Late one night 
my husband was rushed by emer
gency ambulance to a hospital. 
His condition was grave—temper-



A Message ft
When Silent Unity began 

back in 1890 as the Society of 
Silent Help, we are told that a 
little band met every night at 
ten o’clock in silent soul com
munion and asked others, 
wherever they might be, to 
unite with them at that time, if 
they cared to do so.

No one knows for sure, but I 
imagine the first prayer 
meetings were held in the 
Fillmore home, which was in 
the Northeast section of Kan
sas City. Charles had an office 
downtown where he conducted 
his real estate business and 
was publishing his new periodi
cal, a t th a t tim e called 
Thought, and at present the 
UNITY Magazine you are 
reading.

The response to the an
nouncement of the new prayer 
group was slow. At first 
Charles and Myrtle Fillmore 
could answer all the letters 
that came in.

But the idea that prayer does 
not require physical proximity 
was a logical one—clearly 
spiritual power does not de

pend on bodily presence—and 
in a short time people in all 
parts of the world were writing 
that they wanted to join in the 
“silent soul communion.”

I have no idea how many per
sons have found faith and 
courage in the thought that 
Silent Unity is praying with 
them. It has to be many, many 
millions. This year alone more 
than half a million persons will 
call us for prayer and many 
more than that will write to us. 
When you think how this has 
been going on for almost 
ninety years, not at first in 
such great numbers as at pres
ent, but through most of that 
period in the many, many 
thousands and hundreds of 
thousands, you can see what a 
tremendous spiritual power 
has been released in the name 
of Silent Unity.

Today almost two hundred 
of us serve in Silent Unity—it 
takes almost forty of us just to 
handle the telephone calls. And 
today to help us respond quick
ly and easily to people in need, 
we use equipment that did not

ature 106 degrees, unaware of his 
surroundings, unable to stand. 1 
feared the worst, and in my need 
called your prayer room. Then 1 
felt calmness, reassurance, and

hope.
Early the next morning when 1 

returned to the hospital 1 found 
that there had been great im
provement. He had a slight less-



n Silent Unity
„ exist ninety years ago—toll- 

free telephone lines, letter
opening and mailing devices, 

0 electronic typewriters, and 
many others.

But much in Silent Unity is 
4 still the same. There is still the 

deep concern of everyone who 
serves here to help those who 

a ask for help. There is still the 
urgent effort to get to everyone 
who asks for help a letter of 

, assurance.
And more than assurance, 

we try to send to all in need 
v pamphlets of instruction and 

affirmative prayers they can 
use to pray with us; an impor
tant part of our ministry is to 
help those who pray with us to 
develop their own spiritual 
powers.

Above all, Silent Unity has 
always been prayer, unceasing 
prayer. Silent Unity is a strong 
arm of faith and love extended 
to individuals in fear and pain 
that they can grasp and steady 
themselves by, to meet what
ever they have to meet—and to 
meet it effectively.

For ninety years Silent

' t

James Dillet Freeman

Unity has been not only letters 
asking for help but letters such 
as the ones that appear with 
this message—letters telling of 
help received—letters that tell 
of blessings, sometimes of 
small blessings, but sometimes 
of blessings so extraordinary 
that even we who have been 
reading these letters through 
the years can only exclaim, 
“ What wonders God hath 
wrought!”

ening of fever and a return to full 
comprehension, although he had 
no memory of the events of the 
previous night.

My husband is now well again. I

know that the healing was accom
plished by faith in the living Christ 
power within. We are both tre
mendously grateful for your 
prayers. — B.P.R., Florida.



nucizy
By Verle Bell

Old Man Winter, hoary, shaggy of beard, 
Fierce, harsh of temper, halt of step, 

Barking complaints about life. . .

Or the Sleeping Beauty,
Resting serenely in her palace of ice, 

Blanketed in her bed of snow, 
Dreaming of her prince’s kiss, 

Which will waken her to life’s joy.

What kind of January do we live?
Do we see our winters as cold and harsh, 

Defeating rounds of battles 
with the elements?

Or do we forgo such frantic struggle, 
y Using them as times for getting 

in touch with our inner Self?

The icy lace on the tree,
The stilling of the sap’s flow,

Rest before the challenge of spring.

Nature tells us that we are given a time 
For gaining strength equal to our need, 

By the loving, all-wise Source 
of all strength.



THE NIGHTMARE WAS 
closing in, and I was trembling. 
My hands would not hold the 
pen with which I was writing. I 
waited. I rose from my chair to

I pace back and forth. Some
thing black and sinister was 
settling on me, and I felt that I 
would soon suffocate beneath 
it. Suddenly, in the eerie 
silence, the telephone rang. My 
heart began to pound wildly, 
and the fear was so strong in 
my throat that I could not 
speak into the receiver. I 
gasped for breath thinking 
about accidents. Who would it 

A be? The police? Where were my 
husband, my children? The ter
ror of the nightmare pounded 
in my head as I finally whis
pered into the telephone. I sank 
weakly into the chair as the 
voice on the other end—some
one from the electric com
pany-inquired about my bill.

That this was a nightmare 
there is no doubt. But it was no 
blessed sleeping nightmare 
from which one suddenly awak
ens to find daylight and one’s 
own safe bed. It was a living, 
daily nightmare of fear so great 
I sometimes wondered how my 
heart withstood the pounding.

As a psychologist, I know 
that fear, which often inter-

I feres with living, is harmful 
and crippling. Although I was 
not mentally ill when these 
fears gripped me, they crippled 
my life, even though no one

B Y  JE A N  WELLINGTON

outside the family knew, and I 
managed to carry on with a 
great load of responsibilities. 
As I look back at the times 
when these terrors strangled 
me, I remember the miles of 
carpet I walked when my hus
band was late arriving home, 
and the boxes of tissues I 
soaked up with hysterical tears 
when my children were not 
precisely where they had said 
they would be. Crippling fears 
fill the lives of thousands of 
people. Some escape through 
drugs and alcohol, some 
through mental illness. Others 
suffer the torture in silence 
believing there is no remedy.

Recently I counseled a young 
girl who feared the hand of the 
devil to such an extent that she 
could not go to church lest the 
pastor discuss “sins” which 
she feared would lead her to 
hell. Any mention of death 
caused her to leave her class
room in school, or to faint on 
the spot, especially if someone 
referred to an accident or ill
ness of a young person.

Then I saw a child of ten who 
told me that when she was six 
she was taught that she must



love everyone in her family. 
She knew she disliked her 
brother intensely, so her hatred 
turned to God. It was His 
fault, she reasoned, that she 
was supposed to love her 
brother. Then she began to lie 
awake at night awaiting God’s 
wrath. She lost weight, could 
not eat, dared not sleep, and 
was almost totally emotionally 
crippled when she was brought 
for help.

There was also a man in his 
forties whose fear of dying (as 
had his father) in his early 
forties was so great that when 
death was mentioned, he tem
porarily lost consciousness. 
This condition became so dif
ficult that he dared not drive 
his car, he was afraid to be 
away from his wife who he felt 
could exorcise the “monkey on 
my back, ’ ’ and he nearly ended 
in a mental hospital.

Most gripping fears are like 
these—fear of a god or fate 
over which one has no control 
and which can sweep down at 
any moment to blot out life of 
oneself or others. Any fears, 
whether they be milder or 
greater than these, cripple, 
cause misery, and debilitate us 
mentally and physically. To 
the one who is fearful it often 
appears there is no help. “ I t ’s 
foolish to worry. It won’t 
change things. Just try to 
forget it.” To have someone 
tell me these platitudes which I

had told myself many times 
certainly did nothing to alle
viate my terror.

Nevertheless, from my expe
rience with fear I learned two 
lessons. Now I know there is a 
remedy and a healing available 
to anyone who suffers from 
fear and anxiety. I was so 
angry at the people who lived 
seemingly fearless lives, who 
could tell me just to forget my 
anguish, that I wanted to 
prove to them how dreadful 
was my special burden. There
fore, I decided to use the con
stant denials and affirmations 
I had been taught. Over and 
over, thousands of times (be
cause I was determined not to 
cheat, but to prove fairly that 
it could never work for me) I 
said the prayer for protection, 
thinking of each member of my 
family in turn: “The light of 
God surrounds us; the love of 
God enfolds us; the power of 
God protects us; the presence 
of God watches over us. Wher
ever we are, God is.” Part of 
me believed this prayer; part 
believed that though it was 
available to others, it could 
never work for me. But I kept 
doggedly at it, hour after hour, 
day after day, every time a fear 
thought for safety came to me. 
Later I added Jesus’ saying, 
“ Lo, I am with you al
ways. . . . ” But I felt no trust. 
I felt no sense of release that 
God was indeed taking care of



the family. I felt more like an 
automaton than anything else. 
'But I had set my course and I 
refused to give up. Finally I 
developed my own prayer: 
Nothing bad can happen 
because God's goodness is in 
charge everywhere.

So in spite of the negatives— 
my lack of trust, my belief that 
I was not good enough to be 
helped—I learned my first les
son. If you keep at it, no matter 
what your feelings may be 
clamping to you, you gradually 
find that God always gets 
through. I don’t know when 
the fears took flight, but there 
came a time when my family 
drove off one way and I 
another, and I felt and knew 
God was in charge. Then I real
ized that I had suffered the ter
rors of the damned because I 
made the choice to suffer, but 
it was never necessary. God 
always comes through even the 
most horrifying fears if we 
keep asking and letting. But 
we must deliberately choose to 
deny the power of fear and to 
affirm the power of God’s 
good, no matter what our feel
ings may tell us.

However, I feel my second 
lesson is more important than 
the first. I learned that many 
healing changes evolve gradu
ally, without fanfare, almost 

-unnoticed. It might take years 
to happen, but there is a mov
ing and a happening so long as

we ask and let God in.
Often I read of great mo

ments of conversion—“I al
lowed Jesus into my life, and 
everything changed.” I used to 
believe that since no great 
blinding moment ever hap
pened to me, I was a second- 
class citizen of God’s universe, 
and although He does help 
everyone, He really favors 
those who suddenly see the 
light. I no longer believe such a 
conclusion is valid. God is 
always there with healing, and 
I can keep reaching out until 
He is able to get through. His 
coming can be so gradual I 
don’t even know it is happen
ing. But there comes that 
wonderful time when I realize 
the healing is manifesting— 
something taking place in 
time—and I can rest and let it 
come.

I never wanted to tell the 
story of my living nightmare 
because I am still ashamed of 
the terrors and the extent to 
which they controlled me. But 
perhaps my lessons may help 
someone else to feel that heal
ing is indeed coming. You will 
wake from the nightmare. 
Never give up. God is seeping 
through every prayer, every 
denial, every affirmation, every 
stand for Truth, no matter 
what your feelings may be tell
ing you—seeping in and filling 
every part so there is no more 
room for fear. ©
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< c A / [ i n d  c d l i o o c L t
By Mabel Nora Crain

My mind is a river 
rushing on its way through the years 
reaching out for everything as it passes.

My mind is a fountain 
sparkling with joy
as it plays without ceasing in the breeze.

My mind is a brook 
singing as it wanders in a quiet meadow 
among the ferns and moss-covered stones.

My mind is a lake 
lazily stretching itself in the warm sun 
beneath the blue sky listening to the 
pine trees as they whisper each to each.

My mind is a well, 
fathomless . . .  deep.
I draw on it constantly and always it is filled.



B Y  M ARK YARNELL

T h e  K i s s
I AM SURE that nearly every
one has experienced an event 
which seems to have given his

Ior her life new meaning—the 
sort of event that perhaps 
justifies that person’s exis
tence more than anything else 
in life. For an elderly lady and 

> me, a simple kiss was to be
come the “icing on the cake’’ of 

'  a life well-lived and a giant step 
„ toward emotional fulfillment.

As a ministerial student at 
'Unity, I was assigned to the 
post of assistant chaplain in a 
local hospital. My particular 
floor was inhabited mostly by 
elderly people, many of whom 
had difficulties in trying to 

' 'communicate. And yet, after 
. several visits I grew particu
larly fond of a number of the 

r  patients.
One such patient was a lady 

of 102  years whom I will call 
l ‘Betty. Most people couldn’t 
I*, understand Betty because lon

gevity had taken quite a toll on 
her vocal cords. From the sec
ond time I stepped into Betty’s 
room until her transition sever
al months later, she would al- 

-  ways look at me very tenderly 
and weep for a couple of min
utes. Then she would talk in

cessantly about things I 
couldn’t understand. It took 
perhaps fifteen or twenty visits 
before I could clearly distin
guish her words. Once I under
stood her speech, however, I 
found her to be extremely co
herent and very charming.

Intuition had told me not to 
question her about her weeping 
every time I went to see her, 
yet one day my curiosity got 
the best of me and I posed the 
question. She looked at me 
very lovingly and explained 
that when she was in her early 
eighties her brother had passed 
on leaving her as the last living 
member of her family. And I, 
she said, was the first person to 
kiss her in twenty years.

Evidently I had routinely 
bent down and kissed her on 
the forehead after visiting her 
for the first time. She had gone 
twenty years without a kiss un
til that moment.

As I was leaving the hospi
tal, suddenly the impact of go
ing those long years without 
affection tugged at my emo
tions. The satisfaction that one 
kiss brought to the mind and 
heart of Betty justified my 
very existence.



I hope that as long as I live I 
never meet another person who 
has gone twenty years without 
a kiss. And I pray that should 
r x x x x x x x x x x x x

it happen, God will use me once- 
again as a channel for His 
divine Love.
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By Bonnie Loftin Thompson

The Universe and I are one, and yet separate,
For each soul is unique, each plant, each rock, each grain 
of sand, each minute microscopic organism has its place 
in the ultimate oneness that is life.

A seed bursts forth to meet the sun; 
a sapling reaches for the sky;
a tree weathers the seasons, perhaps a hundred or more, 
eventually returning to the earth from whence it came 
leaving behind new seeds to find their way to the light.

A child is born, each cell is new, each thought his own.
He lives and grows nurtured by each dawn, on a journey 
through this world, giving and taking along the path, 
learning, experiencing the sorrows, loves, triumphs, defeats; 
reaching for, he knows not what,
returning at last to the Source, someday to come again, 
in another time, with new face and form and brighter dreams 
searching for—perfection?

Numberless stars dot the sparkling sky, suns, planets, solar 
systems,

galaxies—even those beyond vision’s meager sight, 
all make up this vast space, untouched by man, 
that we see each night
rhythmically turning in their orbits, responding to that 
phenomenal governing force.

The cycles of life go on, ever changing, renewing, 
giving hope—proof—of life everlasting!
The Universe and I are one.
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*
, ALL OF EXISTENCE is for

ever pulling us out of our nar
row world with the limited 

.boundaries we have set for our
self. Love is this universal 
power that draws us out of our 
little self to realize more and 
more of our greater Self. All of 
us feel this pull, and although 

vwe long to let ourself be pulled 
free of the confines that bind

* us, we are reluctant to let go. 
This resistance causes an inner 
conflict. Maybe we really do 
not want to leave this comfort

ab le space after all. Of course it 
could be better, but at least we 
feel at home in it; it is familiar 
and safe. If we were to allow 
ourself to be set free, we don’t

know what might lie ahead, 
what challenges we might have 
to face. We ask ourself, “What 
new courage and strength 
might I be called upon to use? 
Would I be able to handle it? 
Am I capable; am I worthy?” 
Oh, yes, my friend, you are 
worthy, you are capable, or you 
would not feel the divine im
pulse to move on.

In Mind: the Master Power, 
Charles Roth makes the 
analogy of Neil Armstrong’s 
first step on the moon being 
helpful in understanding the 
role Jesus played in revealing 
our spiritual potential. He 
says, “Now that one man has 
placed his foot on the moon, he



has in a very real sense done it 
for each of us. With that one 
step, he broke through the veil 
of impossibility, doubt, skepti
cism.” As Neil Armstrong took 
the step that freed us from 
limitation in the mental realm, 
so Jesus took the step that 
freed us from limitation in the 
spiritual realm. What one can 
do, we all can do! Now that the 
veil of the temple has been 
rent, each of us can take that 
giant step for ourself. Let us be 
willing to be drawn into the 
realm of infinite possibilities 
where good beyond good lies 
waiting. Our good longs for our 
recognition and acceptance.

No more is there anything to 
keep us from fulfillment in our 
outer, physical world or in our 
inner, spiritual world. The veil

Unity Churches, Centers, 
and Teachers

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

has been lifted from this tern-' 
pie of the living God. All limi
tations have been removed! 
The way is open. It has been 
prepared for us.

We are now ready to expe
rience God for ourself as the 
creative activity and energy of i 

the universe. We are this cre
ative energy in expression, and 
we can channel it and control it 
as we choose. The universe is 
not here to use us; rather it is' 
here for us to use. It is waiting 
to satisfy our every need. We 
are meant to be the master, not 
the slave, of our environment.

This is the age in which we 
and God, as One, are destined' 
to prove that life is a revelation 
of all that is needed or desired. 
All the earth and the fullness 
thereof was made for us to use 
in bringing forth our divine 
potential. The perfect design of 
God for each one of us is indel
ibly stamped in Universal 
Mind. This design is the per
fect pattern of our days. Every
thing is already provided for us 
by a loving Father. His Word 
goes forth to satisfy the long-, 
ings implanted deep within our 
being. When we stop strug
gling and resisting, we find 
that there are ways our human, 
reasoning mind could not 
possibly have known.

The first step has been taken, 
the next step is up to us! Our 
way has been prepared. What 
are we waiting for? ®



TH E 
WORLD IS GOD’S 

CONSCIOUSNESS 
IN EXPRESSION

(
LITERATURE IS THE RE
SULT of an impelling idea that 
has forced the author to articu
late his feelings. The world is 

• the author’s realm and a need 
_is satisfied by the particular 
art form used. The pattern

E symbolizes a living value and 
reality. The reality of literature 
is in the emotions it evokes. 
Those emotions depend upon 
the author’s perspective. That 
is where he lives, in his emo

tions, and through his perspec
tive. That is the magic of the 
art. We, likewise, live in a 
world of emotions and perspec
tive. Our consciousness ex-fl v
pands as we see our world in 

-wider and higher perspective.
Made as we are in the like

ness of God, possessing the 
attributes of imaging, and 
recognizing the laws whereby 
God’s imaging created the 

-manifestation of that image, 
we stand in awe of the powers 
that are ours. When we speak,

B Y  CRYSTAL L. SEEDORF

we manifest into oral form our 
mental images. Our listeners 
hear; their hearing is in an 
aural form. They have heard 
our sounds before, and they are 
familiar with the symbols. 
They have never before, 
however, heard the symbols in 
the form we now present to 
their ears. At the same time 
that they hear, they see the 
speaker. They clothe their



aural form with the meaning 
that the visible manifestation 
suggests to them. The result is 
a mental image. The sensory 
symbols have been transmuted 
into mental power. We call it a 
power, because every mental 
image is a potential power for 
manifesting additional forms.

Communication is a constant 
process of output and input. It 
cannot be stopped. The image 
initiates the action. That is the 
law of God. That is how He 
operates. We cannot operate 
outside His laws, for we are in 
His creation.

Our images are our “photo
graphs” of the printed word. 
Our manifestations are oral 
and visual. Those manifesta
tions are then “photographed” 
by our listeners. Each listener 
uses his own “camera” and it 
bears the trademark of his re
sponses. Because his “camera” 
is of a different vintage from 
ours, when his “negative" is 
developed, the picture may sur-

C ^ o m m u n i n ^

By Janna R  us sell 

Into the sky
my glance is cast and held 
serene in a dream 
touched by total Being 
my joy spills onto the earth.

prise us. Yet, he has bear 
operating by the same law.

God’s Law at Work

The image on our dark nega
tive is manifest in the light of 
visible and oral form. This is 
God’s law within us at work, 
His invisible becoming visible. 
It is inescapably true, for the 
law is God. God includes every
thing of all that exists of invisi* 
ble space, and He includes 
everything that we manifest in 
visible space. We transmute 
the invisible substance of God 
into a visible manifestation of 
our consciousness (God).

Man, made in the image of 
God, is perpetual life. That life 
is expressed in man by his 
breathing in and breathing out. 
His expression is the breathing 
out. It is the scattering of 
thoughts into the circling of 
space, to be sucked in by 
whomever breathes in the idea. 
The artist, putting his per
petual soul into expressing per
petual ideas, brings them to 
life. The life is not in the ink of 
the printed word, not even in 
the sound of the spoken word, 
but in the idea that these 
vehicles project. The printed 
word and the spoken word ex
ist because the idea needs a 
way to be understood. They are 
not formed as ends in them
selves; they are formed to 
manifest the life of an idea.



v That is not to deny the neces
s ity  of words and speech, for by 
them we light up the sky as we 
allow our voice to be a clear 
channel for the “lightning” of 
an idea. The electricity of 
God’s life, which fills all space 
and therefore knows all that is 
in space, fills us. Indeed, we are 
mostly space. If the space of 
every atom of our eight thou
sand octillion atoms were 
squeezed out, we would be 
mere specks of dust.

We are God’s idea in spirit, 
formed out of an idea of perfect 
geometric dimensions and 
qualities. Our voice expresses 
Our awareness of that idea.

Idea and life are joined in 
each individual, for each is a 
spark of the Life which had the 
idea of a universe and fills it 
with the living idea of love. It 
is omnipresent. Our listeners 
see the idea according to the 
light that we have reflected in 
our voice. The life is in the idea. 
The idea creates light.

God, the Eternal, has always 
- filled space. His will fills space, 

His love fills space, His wis
dom fills space, for what space 
is, is God.

In that wisdom, out of that 
love, with that power, He 

' moved in space; that is He 
moved— Himself. He moved in 
order to give life, for in action 
life is created. The winds 
moved upon the face of the 
deep and life began. By His

power, out of love, in His 
wisdom, God moved the waters 
and parted them to let the life 
of the Earth bring forth every 
creature of its kind. He moved 
and established the galaxies in 
the heavens, each with the 
light of its kind, small or large, 
supernovas or stars. Sun, 
moon, and planet, each in its 
own living system.

Life, Light

Wherever God moved, there 
was life. Wherever He spoke, 
there was light. All obeyed His 
voice out of the winds and 
filled space with life. Only man, 
the finite god, possessing a 
will, a feeling, an intelligence 
like unto His Creator, only he, 
made in the image of God, for
sook the light and went his own 
way. Therefore, only man, out 
of all the creatures of earth, 
must will (desire) to forsake the 
way of the finite and merge 
with the light and expand his 
consciousness of the infinite.

The ethers are filled with the 
love and wisdom and power of 
God-space. Those ethers inter
penetrate all life, for life has its 
source and its sustenance in 
those ethers. They are in
escapable. They hold together 
matter. When their light and 
life change form, matter dis
integrates into new forms. God 
moves in all forms. He is the 
life of all forms. Only man is en-



dowed with a form to recognize 
the source of his form, the cohe
siveness of his life in matter, 
the activity of love and wisdom 
and power within his form. 
Only man can himself as an en
tity of God’s personality alter, 
modify, destroy, and change 
that form.

What has this to do with 
voice? It has much to do with 
voice as with anything in 
action, for action gives life to 
the thought. Consciousness, 
too, is action. Consciousness is 
often followed by vocal action. 
Vocal action stirs the winds 
within the listener. The winds 
are stilled by the voice, or they 
are stirred. By the voice, they 
can be sent into torrents of pas
sion, and they can obey the 
command of consciousness, 
“Peace! Be still.” Man has 
chosen to be a maker of form, 
and now he bears the responsi
bility of forms of thought and 
voice.

You may ask, “Does it mat
ter how I sound so long as I 
pronounce the words under
standably?” Let me answer 
with a question: Would it make 
any difference to you if you 
knew that all the world was lis
tening to you as well as your 
small audience? The world is 
listening, not with ears, but 
with awareness. All are listen
ing to the reality of your tones.

The reality of your tones is 
not only in what others hear, it

is in space. Because God is of- 
infinite space, and because the 
winds of space are the cause of 
sound, what you hear as your 
vocal cords vibrate that wind is 
the echo in space. The sounds 
that echo back to you are eter* 
nally recorded in the ethers of 
space.

Those winds, felt as light 
breezes, as strong winds, or as 
dry air, receive in their regions 
of infinitude all sounds: cheer-* 
ful or unhappy, negative or 
positive. It could not be other
wise, for infinity fills all space. 
No space can be vibrated with
out vibrating infinity. Just as 
no movement—whether of the 
vocal cords which vibrate at a 
frequency so rapid as to create 
an echo (250 back and forth 
vibrations per second produce 
the sound of middle C), or of 
the finger or eyelash or beating 
of the heart, so slowly as to 
produce no sound audible to 
the naked ear—none can be 
made without titillating the 
ethers of space. The process of 
thought, which organizes the 
sensory stimuli, is movement. 
No thought “moves” but its 
pattern is imprinted on the 
wind.

Thoughts Stimulate

The thoughts in the winds of 
space stimulate our nervous 
system to organize them into 
new percepts. Each new per-



cept produces new patterns of 
I  movement in the ethers. These 

are caught up by succeeding 
generations of nervous sys
tems. Infinity is filled with con
cepts, some vibrating in 
rhythm with the breath of God, 

I  some establishing a turbulence 
in the winds of space. God 
breathed into us His breath of 
life. It is with that breath of life 
that we create patterns of 
Sound. It is those patterns that 
stir the winds of this one infi
nite God. God and we are that 
one, vibrating back and forth. 
His breath is ours. In it we live 
and move and have our being.
'  The breath of life is freely 
given. In us it has the same 
power that the center of space 
possesses. To breathe His 
breath is to enjoy His infin
itude. It is to be good, to be 
loving, to be wise. To exhale 
that breath of life is to send 
those vibrations to all crea- 

1 tures made in His image.
God has never chosen to be 

anything but the perfect law of 
life and love. He knows no evil, 
because He has never willed 
anything but God-ness. We, on 

- the other hand, endowed withha
His attributes, have willed to 
be something other than the 
God-ness of our nature. We 
]iave therefore known evil, and 
many before us have know un- 

• Godliness. “We all like sheep 
have gone astray.”

One after another has found

new ways of using the breath 
of life. Mingled with the God- 
thoughts of love in infinity, are 
the thoughts of un-love, un
wise wills vibrating in the 
ethers. Those thoughts are 
close about the Earth, for they 
are of a low vibration. The 
lower (less frequent) the vibra
tions of the vocal cords are, the 
deeper the sound. It is easy to 
hear those sounds, to grasp 
those patterns in our percepts, 
to vibrate in response to them. 
Infinite God, on the other 
hand, is of the highest vibra
tions. When He vibrates in us, 
we feel the high frequencies. 
But He vibrates always in har
mony with Himself. His will is 
to have peace and love 
vibrating on earth. He will not 
and cannot vibrate where the 
will activates inharmonious 
vibrations. Where peace and 
love are the will of His crea
tures, God and man vibrate on 
the same high frequency. The 
sounds are harmonious. The 
music of the soul, where will 
resides, is exquisitely joyful. 
There is no dissonance, no 
desire outside the breath of the 
infinite. All muscles vibrate in 
a frequency of love, and the 
vocal cords bespeak their unity 
and harmony with love. We 
perceive ourselves as gods, and 
our listeners as gods, and the 
images we create bring to earth 
the vibratory presence of the 
infinite. 0
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The Future of Unity
B Y  CHARLES FILLMORE 

Written in 1939 on the occasion 
of Unity's Fiftieth Anniversary

UNITY is teaching the primal 
ideas taught by Jesus Christ, 
and the doctrine will endure as 
long as its proponents advo
cate and practice its principles.

The teaching is true not 
because Jesus demonstrated it 
but because it is based on 
universal spiritual facts, which 
Jesus understood.

Some of the salient points in 
this doctrine are:

God is Spirit-Mind, and man 
is a perpetually evolving idea, 
son, and heir to all that exists 
spiritually in Spirit- or Father- 
Mind.

The goal of creation is to 
reproduce in freewill identities 
or sons all that is contained in 
the Spirit principle. “ The 
Father loveth the Son, and 
hath given all things into his 
hand."

In his progressive unfold- 
ment of his God identity man 
is glorified by surrendering 
limited states of consciousness 
for unlimited ones. “Except a 
grain of wheat fall into the 
earth and die, it abideth by 
itself alone; but if it die, it

beareth much fruit." (Fenton 
translates the passage thus: 
“ If a grain of wheat, thrown* 
into the ground, does not arise 
from its bed, it remains alone; 
but if it arise, it bears much 
fruit.")

All growth spiritually, men
tally, and physically is evi-* 
denced in and depends upon 
this law. In our present race 
evolution we have departed 
from the orderly upward prog
ress of man and in ages of igno
rant thinking have found false 
egos that have to be crucified 
before we can attain the heaven 
of divine law. Thus what 
should be a happy step in a 
great spiritual victory involves 
a tragedy. Jesus turned this 
tragedy into a victory by sur
rendering the natural life and 
in its place gaining eternal life. 
All must follow Him in this 
regenerative process and thus 
enter into the kingdom oi 
heaven.

Regeneration is a process oi 
spiritual thinking through 
which the atoms composing 
the body are broken up intc



their component electrons and 
protons, released from the grip 
of the dominant personal will 

..and reformed into a new body, 
in which the supermind or 
Christ is the directive head.

- Unity teaches with the Bible 
that death of the body is the 
effect of sin and that this “fall 
of man” can be overcome and 
humans live forever here in this 
earthly environment.

Sin is not primarily a mere 
misstep but a failure on the 
part of man to recognize that 
God is the one and only source 
of his good, his life, and his in
telligence and that he cannot 

.carry on without constant re
course to this one omnipresent 
source of good, life, and intelli

gence. As Jesus taught in the 
parable of the prodigal son, 
man has taken his heritage and 
gone into another country 
(state of consciousness) and 

•' wasted his substance. His only 
salvation is to return to the 
Father’s house, where he is 

• "welcomed and richly provided 
with all good.

To those who are weary of 
"their physical body and long 
for a heavenly body in paradise 
Unity says: You can restore 

"your present body to health, 
and right here begin its trans
formation from a physical to a 
spiritual temple. “This cor
ruptible must put on incorrup
tion, and this mortal must put 

von immortality” is the very

definite teaching of the Bible, 
and we have discovered how to 
transform the body as Jesus 
did.

Unity does not teach that 
people go to heaven when they 
leave the body. Unity teaches 
that the factors that make 
heaven are in the individual 
and must be evolved by right 
thinking and acting. “The 
kingdom of God is within you.” 
“Seek ye first his kingdom, and 
his righteousness; and all these 
things shall be added unto 
you.”

Modern science confirms 
what Jesus taught, that the 
earth and the ether immedi
ately surrounding the earth 
contain all the elem ents 
necessary to paradise when 
they are properly utilized.

When men begin to look 
within their own mind for the 
source of power necessary to 
make manifest their innate 
ability, a new race will be born. 
The Sons of God will appear in 
every nation and the millen
nium will be ushered in.

The present turbulence in the 
world is the dissolution of the 
age of materialism. There will 
be a terrific struggle to pre
serve the old civilization with 
its thousand and one shortcom
ings, but it will disappear and 
out of the wreckage will rise a 
civilization in which the 
Fatherhood of God and the 
brotherhood of man will be fun-



damental.
A worldwide brotherhood 

based upon trust in God and 
understanding of His law is 
now in process of formation. It 
has no external social or reli
gious organization, but its 
members are ruled by the prin
ciples universally recognized as 
Christian.

The writer once saw flashed 
in the heavens the words “The 
Church of Jesus Christ Univer
sal,’’ and he was seized with a 
zeal to set it up in the earth. 
But further spiritual medita
tion did not encourage him to 
do this, and his conclusion was 
that it was a revelation of a 
spiritual organization and that 
the time was not yet ripe for its 
earthly expression.

In every community are 
those who discern the signs of 
the times and are concerned 
about the tribulations that 
seem at hand. The divine law 
will provide for those who trust 
in it. Seers and prophets in 
every age have seen that the 
civilization based upon selfish
ness and the contentions that 
flow from it must eventually 
disappear from the earth.

That time is at hand. Now is 
the end of the age referred to in 
Matthew 13:39 in a passage er
roneously translated the “end 
of the world,’’ in which Jesus, 
according to Fenton, instead 
prophesied: “The harvest is the 
completion of the age.” The

same event is referred to in - 
Matthew 24:3 and 28:20.

The part played by Jesus in 
the regeneration of the earth iŝ . 
but little understood. When 
Jesus came, the race had been 
losing hold on Spirit life for. 
ages and it was at a very low 
ebb. He came from an inner sea 
of life and His body was a 
human broadcasting station. 
Life was imparted by Him to 
the whole race. He announced, 
that He came that we might 
have life and “have it abun
dantly.’’ In addition to this, He 
said in Luke 12:49, “ I came to 
cast fire upon the earth.” The 
baptism of Holy Spirit and fire,, 
announced by John the Bap
tist, was consummated in 
Jesus. In this electrical age we. 
can understand what Jesus 
meant by the baptism of fire 
and also the significance of 
casting it upon the earth. 
Emerson said: “Beware when 
the great God lets loose a 
thinker on this planet.” Jesus 
had more great ideas than any' 
man who ever lived, and in ad
dition His body was so highly 
charged with Spirit power that 
it energized the earthly ether, 
and the whole creation was 
quickened and stepped up tre
mendously. The fire that Jesus 
cast on the earth two thousand 
years ago has been spread 
everywhere by receptive souls, 
and a new life energy has been 
imparted to all people and all



-things.
But have men imbibed the 

wisdom with the life imparted 
Jjy Jesus? It must be admitted 
that they have not. They have 
lived with renewed speed and 
.zest; their minds have been 
stirred to the appreciation of 
better things, but selfishness 
and the lusts of the flesh have 
endured. Now we are at the 
consummation of the cycle that 
.began its closing years with 
Jesus. The old order, like ice in 
a great river, is breaking up 

.and is about to disappear. Men 
everywhere are greatly dis
turbed and are wondering if 
.any of the old civilization will 
endure. The answer is that only 
that will endure which is based 

.upon the principles taught by 
Jesus. The institutions, reli
gious and temporal, whose 
foundations are laid in any
thing except Spirit will crum- 

' ble and disappear and leave not 
i a rack behind.

Those who trust in God and 
•are loyal to the leadership of 
Jesus Christ will survive the 
dissolution of the material 

‘world, and with the aid of the 
mental and spiritual discipline 
th a t they have a tta in ed  

’'through association with 
Jesus, they will form a new 
civilization, which may be 
termed the millennium.

“Fear not, little flock; for it 
is your Father’s good pleasure 

vto give you the kingdom." 0

ILLUMINATION-G o d  is Mind; 
God is Spirit. To get in touch with 
Spirit, we stop the activity of the 
outer person; we become still. As 
we turn within for illumination and 
guidance, there is a great awaken
ing of an inner light and power.

The kingdom of God 
within me is aglow with 

light. My path is pleasant 
and bright.

HEALING — Jesus proclaimed 
that He came to quicken the heal
ing life consciousness of each of 
us. We have only to become at
tuned to this wonderful indwelling 
spirit. Our life will not wane if we 
realize we live in a sea of abun
dant, omnipresent, eternal life.

The kingdom of God’s life 
is within me. I am whole 

and free!

PROSPERITY- I n  the great Mind 
of God there is no thought of lack, 
and such a thought has no rightful 
place in our mind. We must 
charge our mind with the Truth of 
God’s never-failing abundance 
and take God into all our affairs. 
We then do all things to His glory.

The source of plenty is 
the kingdom of God 

within me. I live in peace 
and prosperity.



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: Your reference to 
the relationship of our state of 
consciousness and our health 
prompts my question. Just 
how far does faith go or how 
far can faith go in making and 
keeping us well? Where do 
you draw the line between us
ing faith and taking medicine?

V.B.Y.

Answer: The longer I research 
the field of health and healing 
the more my conviction grows 
that the power of faith is un
limited. Yet, in the same 
breath I catch myself saying, 
“ If it is limited it is only 
because of a lack of confidence 
and consciousness on the part 
of the believer.” Relatively few 
physicians and surgeons will 
agree with this. They are con
vinced that not all illnesses, 
diseases, and pathological con
ditions can be cured by the 
therapy of faith alone. Yet 
more and more members of the

Q u e s t i o n #
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healing arts recognize faith’s 
power and the supportive help 
that comes from a positive will- 
to-believe in all that is good. 
Holding to the affirmation that 
God’s light and love surround 
the situation, both practitioner 
and patient become clearer 
channels for the flow of restor
ative energies.

On my return from a visit 
among the psychic healers of 
the Philippines I talked to a 
group of medical doctors about 
my conviction th a t faith 
played an important role in the 
cures of these “bare-handed 
surgeons.” As you may know, 
these psychic physicians claim 
to open the body through a 
vital telekinetic force. After 
my report to the American doc
tors one of them said to me, “ If 
you had talked about these 
things several years ago I 
would have walked out on you.



But lately I have begun to 
wonder just how strong faith 
may really be.”
„ He then shared with me the 
fact that during a busy day of 
surgery he was stopped in the 
hospital corridor by a friend 
who said, “Hey, Doc, when are 
you going to remove these 
warts from my hand?” The 
doctor replied, “Don’t bother 
me with such trivialities. I can 
spoof those off.” Passing his 
hand over the man’s hand, he 
said, “Spoof! They’re gone!” A 
week later the man returned 
and showed the doctor his hand 
from which the warts had dis
appeared. Extending his other 
hand he said, “Can you spoof 
this one off, too?”

Was it faith on the part of 
the patient or an audacious 
flare of faith on the part of the 
practitioner, or both? Was it 
the “light touch” that did the 
•healing by changing an atti
tude or heightening the state of 
consciousness on the part of 
the patient?

A deeper insight in these 
matters is reported by Dr. 
‘A.T.W. Simeons in his book, 
“Man’s Presumptuous Brain.” 
He writes of those who die and 
those who are left unscathed 
during cholera epidemics. His 
theory is that cholera is caused 
by a microbe called a vibrio. 
This microbe is destroyed by 
the normal stomach acid. But 
if this is true, how does it

manage to get through the 
stomach and into the small in
testines where, in the alkaline 
content, it thrives and the 
deadly cholera develops?

Dr. Simeons’ answer is that 
fear and panic and what we 
might call a breakdown in con
sciousness stops the flow of 
acid and gastric juices to such 
an extent that there is a loss of 
resistance, the cholera vibrio 
survives the stomach encoun
ter and passes alive into the 
waiting intestines. Where loss 
of faith and increase of fear and 
doubt cause inhibitions and 
chemical change, we get a hint 
of the part faith’s power plays 
not only in matters of health 
but of survival.

Says Dr. Simeons, “ It may 
be that those most terrified of 
death are just the ones the 
cholera kills, while those too 
young to understand the dan
ger and those who fatalistically 
tend to help the sick and dying 
around them, may survive be
cause the secretion of their 
gastric juice is not emotionally 
inhibited. Fear might thus play 
an important role in the selec
tion of victims.”

Now, as to where one draws 
the line between using faith 
and using medicine, most doc
tors would say, “Why do you 
want to draw a line? Aren’t the 
two partners in the business of 
healing?”

Paradoxically, there is such a



thing as “faith in medicine” 
which compounds your ques
tion and my answer. We have 
all heard of placebos (an inac
tive substitute for real medi
cine) and of how patients who 
have been given these make- 
believe remedies not only insist 
they have been helped but 
swear they have been given 
strong medicine. There are also 
patients in hospitals who took 
strong medicine in good faith 
and became victims of iatro
genic diseases.

The other part of the para
dox is that if there is such a 
thing as “faith in medicine” 
the power of faith in one’s own 
responsibility can conceivably 
be weakened and the longer we 
lean on material palliatives of 
any kind, the weaker our faith 
in spiritual power becomes.

Where do you draw the line. 
Your faith draws the line. Your 
consciousness, your spiritual 
understanding, your inner 
Guide helps you in this as in all 
other life-fulfilling decisions.

One of the most powerful 
demonstrations of healing, 
apart from those performed by 
Jesus, is recorded in Acts 14. 
Here Paul heals a man who was 
a cripple from birth. The touch
stone of the healing was this: 
“Paul, looking intently at him 
and seeing that he had faith to 
be made well, said in a loud 
voice, ‘Stand upright on your 
feet.’ And he sprang up and

walked.”
During the early days of m3 

research I once shared m3 
thoughts about the healing 
d e m o n s tra tio n s  of Ora 
Roberts with a physiciai 
friend. I confided to him botl 
my doubts and my conviction; 
about spiritual healing. Th< 
physician listened politely an< 
then in deep thought said, “N< 
matter what we think abou 
spiritual healing or where th* 
whole truth lies, I would give j 

great deal if I could instill ii 
my patients the faith tha. 
these healers generate in thos> 
who come to them.”

Taper off on medicine and in 
crease your attention to body 
mind, and Spirit, having th 
faith that God and Good are oi 
your side. Ask your holisti 
doctor if he or she doesn’ 
agree!

MI

Question: Do you feel I  am be 
ing too materialistic or selfish 
in not lending things that 
belong to me to my sister? 
Every book I  have lent her 
has either been chewed up by 
her puppy, ruined by her 
children, or lost. As to my 
clothes, I  cannot even con
sider wearing them again if I  
do get them back because 
they are either too filthy or 
have been ruined by improper 
laundering. These are only ex1



amples, and I  realize people 
have different standards in 

*personal hygiene, but she 
k claims I  am overly fastidious 
and I  feel if  they are mine, I  

'  have a right to be as I  am.
* I  am not asking for an 
opinion on whose habits are 
'proper, I  am merely concerned

* about how far a person should 
go on “giving ” before a per-

~ son is completely trampled on. 
People tell me I  let myself be 
taken advantage of, but I  find 

’it hard to say “no. ” After all,
. the Bible says if a man asks 

you to walk a mile with him,
" you should walk two. I  have 
_ given in to my sister in many 

other ways in attempts to 
' help, yet I  wonder if  it is only
> lessening her ability to help 

herself. She is thirty-one and
’ cannot seem to keep herself 
out of trouble. Should a per
son trying to do the Christian 

- 'thing just accept certain 
. sacrifices and go on praying, 
or is learning to say “no" a

* part of a person's growth?
> M.R.

Answer: Sometimes we stretch 
, the sayings of Jesus too far. 

There simply must be a break
away point, though I grant 
that this point depends upon 
the reach of an individual’s

* consciousness. When Jesus 
said we should walk the second 
mile, did He mean we had to go 
Ihe entire marathon? When He

suggested we give the coat 
along with the cloak, did He 
have in mind giving up the en
tire wardrobe? How many 
times should we turn the other 
cheek to someone whose sadis
tic nature gets a kick out of 
slapping people? If this sounds 
facetious, it is nonetheless a 
fact that a line must be drawn 
somewhere. Fact is, you may 
be encouraging bad tendencies 
and robbing people of their 
chance for growth by continu
ally giving in overly much to 
others’ whims, sister or no 
sister.

After loaning out a great 
many books, I finally under
stood what Mark Twain meant 
when he said, “Though most of 
my friends are poor mathema
ticians, they are all good book
keepers.” And as for being gen
erous with lending personal 
items, I finally drew the line 
when a college roommate 
wanted to borrow my tooth
brush.

Consciousness, insight, and 
common sense are necessary 
in g re d ie n ts  in s p ir itu a l 
understanding. A balanced 
judgment should not be dis
carded on Christian principles, 
and a meaningful look at 
human relations with both 
their possibilities and their 
limitations should be kept in 
mind. Give, but don’t give un
til it hurts—the other person.

MB



W atchword:
SELF-MASTERY

Building the Christ .
Consciousness

B Y  FRANCES W. FOULKS

PART

Beloved of God:
As I  listened to the chimes of 

old Trinity Church in New 
York City ring out the passing 
of the old year and the coming 
of the new, through Omnipres
ent Mind I  broadcast to you 
my vision o f you dropping with 
the old year all sorrows, mis
takes, all burdens and limita
tions. I  saw you rising into 
newness of life, even into your 
birthright as children of God, 
unlimited, unburdened, glori
ously expressing the Christ of 
God omnipresent in your soul.

Since we have been studying 
to build the Christ conscious
ness, we have had many oppor
tunities in the intervals be-

XIII
-in

tween messages to let go of 
human traits and to build in 
the divine. As the messages 
have been given me I  have 
sought to build more securely* 
within myself that which they 
have taught. I  hope it has been 
so with each o f you. No one has 
yet become so Christlike that 
we do not need to seek deeper 
understanding of the Master's 
teaching and incorporate it 
more fully into our living.

I  write to you, the many o f 
you as one, for wherever you 
may be on the path, whatever 
you may be manifesting, the 
quest of the soul of each o f you 
always has been and always 
will be for reunion with thS



Christ whom you are. This is 
the sole object of these mes
sages, to help you to become so 
at one with the living God that 

~$ou, His visible manifestation, 
rq.ay truly express Him in liv
ing the joyous, vital, and rich 
life. Please always remember 
y.hat I  speak o f the messages 
impersonally. They are not my 

-messages, they are God's mes
sages. The Father gives them 
to me, many times as remind
ers of what I  know and should 
prove, sometimes to open up 
richer and closer communion 

--with the Jesus Christ presence, 
sjometimes to encourage  
me—and you—to go forward 
'over some specially difficult 
place, sometimes to help us 
stand in the midst of a tempta- 

K^fion, sometimes to answer the 
soul call o f another.

We know that the message 
lifts the vision, touches the 
soul, opens the conscious door 
to guide, to heal, to prosper. 
There are healings taking 
place, there are burdens of 
poverty being lifted, there are 
inharmonious environments in 
home and business being 
changed through these mes
sages. Our invisible partner, 
even Jesus Christ, is still doing 
His mighty work wherever and 
whenever one is still enough 
and open enough to receive 
Him. “Behold, I  stand at the 
door and knock; if any one 
Ihears my voice and opens the

door, I  will come in to him and 
eat with him, and he with me. " 

We have passed over into 
another year, another mile
stone in the journey Godward. 
May this be the most wonder
ful year in developing the 
Christ likeness that has been 
ours since we came out from 
the Father's house! Each of us 
seeking to live these messages 
has in our hands the swiftness 
of the ongoing toward the 
Christ attainment. We are no 
longer children to play and 
loiter on the way. We have 
come to the time of putting on 
the whole armor of God that we 
may use our divine inheritance 
of power and dominion. I t  is 
your privilege and mine to do 
the “greater works than these" 
of which the Master spoke, but 
we must become pure enough, 
wise enough, steady enough, 
loving enough to be used.

XIII. Self-Mastery

Meditation: He who is slow to 
anger is better 
than the mighty, 
and he who rules 
his spirit than he 
who takes a city 
(Prov. 16:32).

Each of us has the power 
within to become a master, a 
Christ of God in expression. It 
was not a special privilege 
bestowed on one man, for such 
a man, without knowledge of



the way and experience in it, 
would not be a perfect example 
for us to follow. It was the 
Master’s privilege to show 
forth the Christ because 
He—sometime, somewhere- 
had chosen and willed to pat
tern absolutely after the Christ 
within, that perfect pattern 
which is “the only Son, who is 
in the bosom of the Father.’’ It 
was through self-mastery that 
Jesus came to the point where 
He could be tempted in all 
things as we are, “yet without 
sin’’; that He could say and 
prove, “All power hath been 
given to me in heaven and 
earth.” What Jesus did all can 
and eventually will do, but not 
until we choose and will 
through Christ to do it. We are 
two natures: the human which 
we have chosen to be, and the 
divine which God has chosen 
for us and which we potentially

•*

are now. That which the Crea
tor created in the beginning' 
and pronounced “very good,” 
the image and likeness of 
Himself, the Son, is implanted 
within each of us. A

In our likeness to Him we 
have the power of choice. When 
we make a choice there is set in 
action a force that seeks to 
bring to pass that which wo*" 
have chosen. We add to this  ̂
force through agreement with 
it in vision, thoughts, words, 
and acts. We slow it down or 
annul it, by contrary or op
posite vision, thoughts, words1, 
and acts. This is equally true of 
a good choice or a wrong 
choice. We use our likeness to 
the Creator through our will 
according to the flesh or the 
Christ. Every day we are 
building one or the other, 
building today that which, 
through suffering, must be*

}̂aLtfz fox
By Doris Hanks Enabnit *

As birdlings rise and leave their outgrown shells,
Returning not, but upward wing their flight, u
So would my soul from ancient outworn creeds 
Wing onward, up to scale a newer height 
Of boundless love and faith, that through the mists 
One star will shine to light a wing-borne way,
Where my earthbound eyes with vision now made new 
Shall see Thy Truth unfold to glorious day. ;<



destroyed tomorrow, or we are 
'building for joy in eternity; 
building on the washing sands 

'of self-indulgence, doubt, self- 
M ity, criticism, fears, jealou- 
j sies, or on the solid rock of 

godliness through mastery of 
the little self and the putting 
on of the Christ.

There are many little things 
-'m our thoughts, words, and 
acts which we have never even 
sought to control, things that 
^we know are not according to 
the Christ standard of living, 

'th i s  is the place to begin self
-control, leading to mastery in 
higher things in our world. 

’Watch for habits and traits 
'that are not Christlike. Per
haps it is a habit of criticism 
that runs through all your 

‘thoughts and enters into many 
conversations! Stop short; 
begin to bless. Perhaps it is a 

-habit of wanting your own 
way, regardless of the desires 
of the other fellow concerned! 
Oeny this self that seeks to be 

, first. Perhaps it is scolding, 
nagging, complaining! Watch 
your words and make them 
constructive. Perhaps it is ap
prehension, fear, worry, being a 
pessimist! Look up and trust 
the goodness of God. Perhaps 
it is temper, procrastination, 
Self-indulgence whether it be 
for liquor, food, work, or plea
sure. Learn to stop short of in
temperance. Perhaps it is intol
erance, impatience! Seek to

find the Christ in another.
All of these are traits that 

grow on us from lack of self- 
control, letting the senses, 
emotions, and desires rule in 
our life. As long as we listen to 
the little self and are controlled 
by its “ I want,” "I can’t,” its 
‘‘I will” and “ I won’t,” we will 
never hear the Voice within 
which is seeking to guide us 
into the all-good. Our world is 
about as safe with the little self 
in control as is the public with 
an uncontrolled automobile in 
its midst. We must gather up 
the loose ends, control the 
senses in little things before we 
can even start on the road to 
mastery in its true sense.

Mastery of self leads to 
power and dominion in our 
world, but one is never trusted 
with the mastery of things out
side himself until one has 
mastered the self. The con
scious mind needs to listen 
deep within for the Voice, 
needs to listen earnestly and to 
be obedient. To control the 
senses does not mean that we 
are to forgo the pleasures of 
life; that we are to enjoy 
friends and family, home and 
entertainment less. As we learn 
discrimination and entertain 
higher thoughts we will find 
our desires changing, but the 
enjoyment of that into which 
we enter will give greater 
satisfaction, and the results 
will be creative of greater



growth to ourself and to 
others. If we do not desire this 
in the things we do, then are we 
yet self-satisfied, still wasting 
our substance in “riotous liv
ing” and existing on the very 
husks of life. The prodigal 
“came to himself” and not only 
said, “ I will arise and go to my 
father,” but carried this into 
action. Jesus taught us that 
the Father is within as the doer 
of the works.

Too long have we worshiped 
at the altar of self, suffering 
disappointment and sorrow 
from this worship, when all the 
time there is accessible to us 
the higher Self, wise, rich, 
glorious, at whose altar we can 
bow down in worship and rise 
up strong and powerful. No 
matter where we are in experi
ence, in poverty, on a sick bed, 
sorrowing, living in an environ
ment of inharmony, a failure in 
life’s ways, when we cross out 
the little self and seek to live 
under the will of the Highest, 
we find that the lesser manifes
tations will begin to drop 
away, limitation and bondage 
cease, stagnation passes, and 
we rise up in newness of life.

On the way we will find that 
we need to be very positive, 
conquer procrastination, lassi
tude, turn our back on many 
old ways, on people’s opinions, 
wipe out petty little acts and 
ideas, prejudices, let go of fet
ters that bind, restrain old

emotions that clog and tear 
down. First it is “All of self< 
and none of Thee,” then, 
“Some of self and some of 
Thee,” and as we grow, “Lesy 
of self and more of Thee, ” and 
when we arrive it is, “None of 
self and all of Thee.” This is the 
path to attainment, the way 
back to the Father’s house 
where abides the all-good fo*! 
which we long with a homesick
ness and heartsickness that 
even the little self of us feels. 
With Paul, " . . .  let us lay 
aside every weight, and sin 
which clings so closely, and let 
us run with perseverance the 
race that is set before us, look
ing to Jesus the pioneer and 
perfector of our faith .. . . ”

The higher Self of each of us 
waits patiently until we are 
ready and willing to put off our 
Adam nature, waiting for us to 
put down the one with down* 
ward visioning and sorrowful 
life expressions, that the Christ 
with the glorious expression of 
itself may enter all the activi
ties of our lives. In the higher 
Self is the strength, the glad* 
ness, the wisdom, the health 
and wealth for which your soul 
and mine have longed since w g  

came out into experience, ours 
to have and to hold when we 
become one with It and It one 
with us. It is through self- 
mastery that we are crowned 
with Christhood, given all 
power in heaven and earth,



power to speak to deaf ears, to 
'sick bodies, to demons of in
sanity and temper, to the 
winds and the waves, and re
ceive instant recognition and 
obedience. We shall be Master 
when we have mastered. Let 
each one who reads, 0  Christ,

ence and power within him. Let 
each turn from temptations of 
the little self to find Thee all- 
sufficient. Let him rise up in 
mastery over all within him 
that is less than Thee, until he 
meets Thee face to face to be 
crowned with victory, mastery,

become conscious of the pres- power, and dominion.

HUNGRY FOR
SPIRITUAL FOOD?

Satisfying your hunger for 
a deeper understanding of 
God and man is the goal of 
the Unity Institute for Contin
uing Education (UICE). UICE 
offers courses of study in 
Bible history, Bible inter
pretation, prayer, healing, 
prosperity, and other sub
jects, ail aiming to assist you 
in discovering your divine 
potential.

Whether your goal is to be
com e a licensed Unity 
teacher or to discover new, 
richer dimensions in life, 

JJICE provides a beautiful and supportive atmosphere for 
your personal fulfillment. Let UICE help satisfy your hunger 

«for spiritual food.

UICE Session 1---------------------------------------------------March 17-30
UICE Session 2 ---------------------------------------- March 31 -April 13
UICE Session 3 ----------------------------------------------June 23—July 6

.UICE Session 4 --------------------------------------------------------July 7-20
UICE Session 5.........  October 13-26

-UICE Session 6------------------------------ October 27—November 9

Write today tor add itiona l information, reservation forms, and rates to:

Unity Institute for Continuing Education 
Unity Village, Missouri 64065
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THE GREATEST GUEST 
IN THE WORLD

B Y WINIFRED MURPHY

ONE NIGHT SEVERAL 
members of my family and 
some friends were sitting 
around chatting when someone 
asked, “ If you could invite any
one into your home—anyone in 
the whole world—who would it 
be?”

Well, there were many in
teresting answers. President

\
Carter’s name came up, of 
course, also Queen Elizabeth' 
A few of the men named sports 
figures like Joe Namath. My 
thirteen-year-old daughter 
wanted to invite television star 
Shaun Cassidy. One of my 
friends suggested Robert 
Redford.

While everyone was busy 
talking about whom they 
would like to have as a guest ir 
their home, my nine-year-old



daughter said, “God!”
All eyes turned to her and 

everyone was smiling. “What a 
nice thought, Megan,” I said to 
.her, “and why would you want 
God as a guest in your home?” 

“Well,” she was self-con
scious with all the attention on 
her, “if you’re talkin’ ’bout the 
greatest guest, who could be 
greater than God?”

“Out of the mouths of 
'Tsabes,” my husband said and 
m gave her a hug.

The next day, I couldn’t help 
'frut think of my child’s wis- 
_dom. I also couldn’t help but 

think of the concept of God as 
" Ihe greatest guest one could 
♦.have in his or her home. As I 

washed the dishes, I continued 
"to think about God as our 
guest. Suddenly I said aloud to 
no one in particular, “God is a 
guest in our home! He’s here 
♦right now, this minute, within 
me.”

The more I thought about 
£rod as my guest, the more 
wonderful the idea became. I 
realized that of all the kings 
and queens and presidents and 
movie stars we might welcome 
as a guest in our home, there 
was One more important al
ready here, already our guest. 
3ust think, I closed my eyes 
and turned aside, the greatest 
Being of all is a guest in this 
home—my body—right now.
I  I began to ask myself how I 
have been treating this guest.

Have I welcomed Him? Have I 
let Him know how happy I am 
that He is here? Do I acknowl
edge His presence? Sometimes 
I do, but not often enough.

If we could see for just an 
instant the God that is a guest 
in each of our bodies—which 
are our earthly homes—how 
would we act? Pondering this 
thought is overwhelming. The 
good feeling this knowledge 
brings gives us an inner glow 
that lets us know our guest is 
happy to be recognized.

Then I thought of God as the 
guest in everybody’s home, 
within each and every person 
on the face of the earth. What a 
world it would be if we but 
recognized even for a day the 
God within each other. The 
greatest, most powerful, most 
loving, most beautiful and 
magnificent Being one could 
ever imagine resides in your 
home and mine this instant!

I realized that it is one thing 
to know with our head that 
God, the eternal and almighty, 
is within us, but to feel it in our 
heart is the key to realizing the 
constant beauty of this won
derful guest.

As you read these words, 
close your eyes a moment and 
think silently to yourself, God 
is a guest in my being; the 
Father and I  are one, and your 
guest will respond instantly, 
happy to be acknowledged and 
ready to express through you.



The enclosed donation is in 
recognition of the joy, help, and 
comfort Unity has brought to me. 1 
think that UNITY Magazine is 
wonderful. God bless you in your 
work and dedication. Words can 
never express my thanks.
— F.Mc., Michigan.

©

I just realized that my subscrip
tion to UNITY Magazine expires 
this month. Just like Daily Word, 
it is my friend. I read every article 
and make use of the Truth they 
tell. May all the authors keep 
writing their inspiring works.
— M.K., Wisconsin.

0
Your magazine is superb! Every 

article in the July 1978 issue is so 
wonderful; it’s worth the price of a 
year’s subscription.—E.M., Wis
consin.

0

Periodically, each of us en
counters pressure from negative 
“forces.” I always find an answer 
in reading the numerous and 
meaningful articles contained in 
UNITY Magazine. May God’s

blessings be upon all who serve so 
faithfully with Unity.— S.F., Mis 
sissippi. $

®
Several years ago I was im

pressed by the beauty of your 
publications that my mothe# 
always had around the house, soi 
started reading UNITY Magazine; 
I thought anything that beautiful 
had to be good, and I thank God 
for the beauty and blessings ol 
Unity.— N.S., Indiana.

©
Thank you to the mystery givei 

who extended my UNITY Maga
zine subscription. The magazine i; 
wonderful and the June 197£ 
issue has such marvelous positive 
thinking articles. God bless all o 
you in your wonderful God-fille' 
work.— H.K., California.

0
There are so many good article: 

in the July 1978 UNITY Magazine 
that I hesitate to part with mine, S (  

I am ordering a copy to share 
“You Always Have a Choice,” b' 
Eric Butterworth is excellent, and 
hope to absorb the Truth con 
tained in the article before passim 
it on. —G.W., Indiana.



The Spirit of the 
Lenten Season 

Comes into Focus

ep a True Lent by Charles Fillmore

‘Lent is a season of spiritual growth, a time for progressive un- 
'dment,” according to Charles Fillmore. KEEP A TRUE LENT is a 
»ok designed to help the reader "abstain from error thinking and 
aditate upon spiritual Truth.” Hardbound, $2.95.

e Week That Changed the World by Ernest C. Wilson

he dramatic events of the final week of Jesus Christ's mission in 
world are reflected upon in this popular book by Unity minister 

est C. Wilson. Studying the metaphysical significance of those 
mactic last days can make this Lent a time of spiritual develop- 
>nt for you. Hardbound, $2.95.

h book comes with a  free study guide. Use the convenient form on the flap  to 
er your copies today.
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THE SPIRIT OF UNITY

sun power to the earth 
moon power to the sea 
star power to the galaxies 
love power of

mother to child 
lover to lover 
friend to friend

a massive expression 
of synchronized God power

the touching finger 
and seeing eye 
the sea-swept beach 
and wind-brushed forest 
the flashing comet 
and burning star

God’s love for my son 
my son’s love for me 
and my love for you

By Albert Abdulky

9 0  y G A R S  o f  u n i T y


