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VIEW FROM 
UNITY VILLAGE

A very special, spiritual lady-M yrtle Fillmore, cofounder of 
the Unity movement—is featured in our March issue of UNITY 
Magazine. Two articles and two poems are dedicated to her 
memory in this third 90th anniversary edition.

Ernest C. Wilson writes lovingly of a woman he knew so very 
well m his article entitled “As I Remember Myrtle.” To comple
ment his fine piece, we are reprinting portions of the first chapter 
of the book Myrtle Fillmore: Mother o f Unity, which it was my 
privilege to write. Two poems by Joanne Stanley and Albert
Abdulky pay homage to her continuing presence with all those 
who love Truth.

Our cover this month is a beautiful view of the Myrtle Fillmore 
Grove, done by Nancy Duell. The Grove is one of the most 
peaceful places at Unity Village and it is rare that someone is not 
sitting there in meditation or prayer. Truly it is one of the most 
inspiring living monuments to our cofounder.

Two Unity ministers present their views about Unity—past, 
present, and future—this month. Dorothy Pierson’s article is 
sntitled “A Process of Discovery” and J. David Davenport has 
titled his offering “A Universal Outlook.”

Two articles which deserve special attention are “Master Your 
Vloods by Winifred Wilkinson Hausmann and “This Matter of 
Bin by Robert R. Barth. The former will lead you to a new way 
>f thinking about the blues’ and tell you ways to shed them 
rom your life. The latter discusses sin in a frank manner, urging 
'ou to live life fully and to learn and grow from your sins—or, as 
he author prefers to state it, the times you “miss the mark.” 
Spring is in the air and the cold winter is nearing an end so we 

an look forward to April and the glorious celebration of Easter 
text month. Our Easter edition will be an exciting one and we 
•now that you will be resurrected into a higher consciousness 
vhen it reaches your hands and you read and study the many fine 
lessages it contains.

In God’s love,





As I Remember Myrtle
B Y  ERNEST C. WILSON

SHE CAME here from 
' another planet. This is her first 
^.incarnation on Earth,” de
clared Imelda Shanklin, who 

' herself had some rather “other
-worldly” approaches to life. 

Miss Shanklin was referring to 
Myrtle Fillmore, whose “mira

c le  healing” as the Kansas City 
Star described it, started the

• Unity movement in the 1880s.
# Certainly she seemed to live 
in a different world from most 
of us, a world of extended per
ception in which only a gesture 
or a verbal hint should be suffi
cient to establish effective

. communication. She custom
arily took part with her hus
band in the services of Unity 
Society, as well as in study 
classes. In the midst of offering 
h prayer or lesson she might 
grope for a word and, by a 
slight tilt of the head or an 
‘Uplift of hand, she would invite 
response from the listeners. 
Voices from among them 
Would chime in with the word, 
and with a nodding smile of 
thanks, she would continue, 
completely at ease.

As do many women she en
joyed shopping, and she would 
Dften call upon one of her sons 
:o take her to Petticoat Lane, 
is a shopping area of down-

town Kansas City was called.
“When shall we pick you 

up—and where?” they would 
ask as she was getting out of 
the car. “I ’ll let you know,’’ she 
would answer cheerfully. Some 
time later she would phone in 
and say, “I ’m ready to come 
home now!” and hang up with
out waiting to see if a car and 
driver were available or to tell 
where she would be waiting. 
“So,” Lowell whimsically com
mented, “one of us would drive 
down one street and up another 
in the area until we would see 
her, happily oblivious to 
earthly details, expecting us to 
know where she would be!”

In the late twenties and early 
thirties, possible Unity teach
ers were chosen very infor
mally. There was no estab
lished order of procedure. 
Either Charles or Myrtle or 
both would get a feeling that 
some person should be a leader, 
and with very little ado would 
ordain him—or more often, her.

My own acceptance in the 
Unity work derived somewhat 
from this other-worldly way. In 
1918, during my first year of 
ministry in Galveston, Texas, 
before I even knew of the Unity 
movement, a Unity teacher 
named Nannie Bell Highnote



From this desk Myrtle Fillmore wrote countless letters to Silent Unity correspon
dents. carried out responsibilities as editor of WEE WISDOM Magazine and 

worked with Charles Fillmore to spur the movement that became Unity.

attended some of my services, 
gave me some Unity literature 
and said, “You should be in 
Unity. I ’m going to write to 
Myrtle Fillmore and tell her 
about you.” Evidently she 
wrote a persuasive letter, be
cause soon after that I received 
a most cordial letter from Mrs. 
Fillmore in which she offered 
her blessing upon my ministry 
and concluded with the proph
ecy, “Some day you will be in 
the Unity work.”

It seems in keeping then, 
that on my first visit to Unity

Farm as I drove in my Oakland 
roadster to the clubhouse I' 
should find Myrtle Fillmore 
standing outside the entrance, 
with a winsome little four-year- 
old girl in hand.

After a cordial greeting she 
said, “Ernest, this is my littld 
g ran d d a u g h te r , F rances 
Fillmore,” and to her grand
daughter, “Frances, this is 
Ernest Wilson. I know he’d like 
to hear you sing ‘The Prayer oi 
Faith.’ ” I nodded, and politely 
Fran responded, “God is m> 
help. . . .”
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It was some years later that 
a similar episode occurred. I

* was returning from Unity Inn 
 ̂to the Administration Building

- on Tracy when I saw Mrs. Fill- 
» more, escorted by a handsome

teenager, coming toward me as 
I approached the entrance.

- “Can you wait a minute?’’Mrs. 
Fillmore called. “I ’d like you to 
know this young man. His

» name is James Freeman, and 
he’s a poet. Say one of your 
poems for Ernest, Jim .” The

• youth flushed and bowed his 
head in embarrassment.

“I ’d like to hear it, Mrs. Fill- 
> more, but maybe another time 
would be better. Glad to know 
you, Jim! Through the years 
since then I ’ve rejoiced in his 
artistry with words, and he has 
even helped me out by writing 

►a poem or two for special occa
sions at my request.

It was about this time in 
early 1931 that I approached 
Lowell Fillmore with a special 
problem. “Your parents will be 
.having their fiftieth wedding 
anniversary on Sunday, March 
29. Don’t you think we ought 
to do something special about 
it?”

“Yes,” he answered, “but 
you know Dad and Mother 
don’t like ceremonies, espe
cially concerning themselves. 
They don’t want any obser
vance to be made of the occa-

That seemed to settle it, yet 
I felt that the congregation 
would be unhappy if the anni
versary were ignored. Retta 
Chilcott, assistant to Lowell 
and office manager of the 
School, agreed. We arranged to 
have available a corsage of 
yellow roses tied with gold rib
bon for Myrtle and a yellow 
rosebud boutonniere  for 
Charles.

I was, as usual, serving as 
chairman with the cofounders, 
and so at the conclusion of Mr. 
Fillmore s lesson (he preferred 
the term to sermon) I asked the 
couple to come forward from 
where they were seated at the 
rear of the chancel and stand 
facing the congregation. Then I 
announced the golden anniver
sary, and turning to the couple 
I said:

“Even though you’ve asked 
that no celebration of your 
anniversary be made, we who 
love you both so much feel that 
we cannot let this occasion go 
by unnoticed. We’ve had slight 
tokens of our feelings prepared. 
We ask you to accept this cor
sage and this rosebud with our 
love, and I invite you to repeat 
with me the vows you took half 
a century ago.”

Another Fifty Years

They stood like two shy 
youngsters as I repeated the



words of the ceremony. When I 
came to the vows and asked 
Mrs. Fillmore, “And do you, 
Myrtle, continue to take this 
man, Charles, to be your law
fully wedded husband?" she 
smilingly responded, “Yes, for 
another fifty years!” She wrote 
to a friend soon after, “We 
were quite satisfied to trust the 
half-century knot that had held 
us so well, but the new minister 
surprised us by making it time 
proof.”

It was nearly six months 
later that Myrtle Fillmore’s 
most notable visit to me 
occurred. She came to tell me 
she was going to leave us. My 
dismay must have been ob
vious. She hastened to explain. 
She was tired. She had gone on 
for some forty-five years (since 
the remarkable experience of 
her having been healed of 
tuberculosis through the quick
ening concept of her famous af
firmative prayer: I  am a child 
of God and therefore I  do not 
inherit sickness).

She wanted to make a 
change. She was going to relin
quish her physical body and go 
on into the next dimension.

“But you can’t do this to us, 
Mrs. Fillmore,” I protested. 
“We need you. Mr. Fillmore 
may be the mind of Unity, but 
you’re the heart. We need the 
heart as well as the mind.

“Now, Ernest, you know bet
ter. I t ’s time for me to make

the change. Besides, you know 
I can help more from the other - 
side of life than I can from 
this.”

I could only answer, “I t ’s « 
between you and the Lord of 
your own being. Much as I 
don’t want it, I must release * 
you from any selfish, binding 
thought—release you to your 
own highest good.”

We had an affectionate ex
change of farewells. She 
greeted the members of the . 
staff as usual and waved me 
another farewell by the eleva
tor, and was gone.

Two weeks later a worker 
telephoned me: “Mrs. Fillmore 
has made her transition. < 
Wouldn’t you like to go out to 
the Farm to see the family?"

I found them assembled in 
the living room at the home of 
Lowell and Alice. There was 
general discussion about the* 
service; there would be organ

Myrtle FiUmore and a co-workei 
' shown at the 917 Tracy office



music and just one song, a sim- 
' pie hymn, Myrtle Fillmore’s 
favorite, “Omnipresence”: 

Always with me, I  can never 
Stray beyond His tender 

,  care,
For my God is omnipresent, 

Here and there and every
where.

The service would be fol- 
‘ lowed by cremation, but not 
.until after seven days. Was I 
familiar with that concept? 

'Three days, yes; seven days, 
no. Why? The belief was that 
within the manifest physical 
body there are other finer 

.bodies—the astral body, the 
etheric double—and their de
tachment from the physical 
body is gradual; that to delay 
cremation until, presumably, 
these finer essences were liber
ated, would avoid shock to the 
ascending soul.
‘ Nothing was said about who 
..would conduct the service. I 
left assuming that if they 
wanted me they would say so, 
but probably Francis Gable 
who had served in various 
Capacities long before my ad- 
yent, would have the service.

It wasn’t until I read in the 
evening paper that the services 
would be conducted by Ernest 
Wilson that I knew.
" The service overflowed the 
funeral home facilities, and 
hundreds, among them some 
clergymen, stood outside the 
chapel on the lawn and listened

to an amplifier. It took a long 
time for over a thousand people 
to file by the open casket, next 
the more remote relatives, and 
then the close family. Last of 
all was her husband Charles. In 
that moment to me he was not 
Charles Fillmore, world-known 
leader of a Christian faith who 
defied death and quoted Scrip
ture that it was “the last 
enemy” to be overcome—but 
very simply, a grieving though 
tearless soul who had lost a 
lifetime companion. He seemed 
to me to have a strange and un
familiar look, reflecting pain 
and unbelief. I stepped toward 
him from the place where I 
always stand in such services 
(by the head of the deceased, 
with the thought of protecting 
the horning soul from the nega
tive emotions of the bereaved). 
My impulse was to rush for
ward, embrace the frail figure 
and say, “There, there it’s all 
right, i t ’s all right!”

But I couldn’t. I had to 
respect his faith.

With Myrtle’s passing, other 
changes transpired. For years 
the founders had occupied a 
second floor apartment above 
the machine shop in the alley 
behind the Administration 
Building and consequently 
only a few steps from a side 
entrance to the Society’s build
ing where services were held. 
Charles moved out to the 
Farm, close to where Lowell



and Rick and their families 
lived. The old apartment, 
“Alley Castle,” was vacant.

A campaign started to get 
me to move in. I had been 
living at the Bellerive Hotel,

i

I

W r tL
By Joanne Stanley

Fragile lady,
Lovely flower.
Fragile petals 
Open before my eyes.
I see yesterday, and all time 
That is free.
She fills the Village ether 
With loving allness, 
Blending in a sunset 
Generation to generation 
Of rose fragrance.

«
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and more recently had joined 
and moved into the Kansas 
City Club. I enjoyed the lux
uries, maid and bell service,

• tailor, barber, and choice of 
fine dining rooms; it was a

J marvelous place to entertain
* friends, but somewhat confin

ing to someone not used to liv
ing in a bedroom.

Retta Chilcott took the lead 
in persuading me to move. She 
said the School would redeco
rate and supply furnishings of 
my choice. It would bring me 
close to the School where I 
worked daily. I could broad
cast from one of the rooms of 
the apartment, be right next 

,door to the recording studio 
with access to a grand piano, 
simply walk across the court 
(alley) to my desk in the School, 
and across to the chapel where 
I broadcast a late night pro- 

.gram of poetry and music 
called “The Friendly Voice,” 
’with the help of Arthur Beall at 
the chapel organ.

The apartment had mulberry 
carpet, a practical wood-burn
ing fireplace w ith wood 
brought in from the Farm, fur
nishings midway between 
antiques and secondhand furni
ture, and handblocked linen 
window drapes. It was very ap
pealing, so I agreed. Happily 
weary from placing furniture 
and lamps and hanging a few 
pictures, on my first night I sat 
iown to relax and say a silent,

heartfelt prayer for my many 
manifest blessings.

The apartment was commo
dious. The entrance was near 
the top of the stairs and just 
across from the radio studio. It 
was entered through a small 
reception hall, with a commo
dious closet for wraps, shelves 
for odds and ends, and a wood 
box. The living room was 
ample with a fireplace at one 
end of the room, and at right 
angles to a carpeted hallway 
with two rooms on either side, 
and a master bedroom and 
bath across the far end. There 
was no rear entrance.

I knew I must shower and 
get to bed because there was a 
busy day ahead. I could plan 
celebrations later. I got into 
the big double bed, turned out 
the light and stretched out for 
a good night’s rest.

I had just gotten comfort
ably into the never-never land 
between waking and sleeping 
when I heard someone walking 
down the hall toward my open 
sleeping room door. That’s 
funny, I thought. It must be 
the night watchman. Why 
didn’t they tell me? I called 
out, “Who’s there?” There was 
no answer. I turned on the light 
and looked through the rooms. 
There was no sign of an in
truder. I called Silent Unity 
and asked them to ring for the 
night watchman. When he 
came on the line I asked if by



any chance he had entered the 
apartment. He assured me that 
he had not. “ I wouldn’t think 
of doing that unless you asked 
me to,” he assured me.

Puzzled, I returned to bed 
and tried to go to sleep. There 
was the feeling of a presence, 
not alarming, not frightening, 
just eerie. I said a prayer of 
blessing for the unseen pres
ence, if indeed it was that, and 
not just an overwrought imagi
nation. But I wasn’t over
wrought, nor given to psychic 
imaginings. I always felt that 
such things must in the evi
dence of the senses happen to 
some people, presumably spiri
tually developed people— 
though what few psychics I 
had known and credited with 
sincerity were not what I 
would think of as very spiri
tual; quite the opposite in fact.

The sound of footsteps con
tinued night after night. I 
know about creaking floors in 
old buildings. They don’t creak 
rhythmically like footsteps.

I got in the habit of nightly 
audible prayers, repeating the 
Lord’s Prayer, and sleeping 
with a candle burning.

Then one day, a young man 
who worked at the School and 
whose family were friends of 
mine asked me if I ’d go to an 
evening show with him. It gave 
me an idea.

“Great,” I said, ‘‘but the 
show will be late getting out.

I t ’s a long way to Overland 
Park, and you have to be here J 
at the School at eight in the 
morning. Why don't you phone 
your folks, ask them if it’s okay , i  
for you to bunk with me, and 
you’ll be able to get a little 
longer night’s sleep.” >.

So he did. After we got to 
bed, prayers said and lights 
out, Burton sat up in bed in the . 
darkness.

“W hat’s the m atter?” I v‘ 
asked.

“There’s someone in the 
apartment,” he answered.

“What makes you think so?” ,
I asked.

“ I heard footsteps in th e ' 
hall,” he said.

He hadn’t known of my expe
rience, so it evidently was not 
just an overwrought imagi
nation on my part.

What was it?
I surmise that you’re way*.^ 

ahead of my conclusion that it 
was Myrtle Fillmore trying to s 
make me know that she was 
fulfilling her promise that she 
would still be with us. Why * 
didn’t I immediately think of, 
that possibility? I have no 
explanation. I didn’t think of'* 
that possibility until after the 
phenomenon ceased.

In my present view, the fact 
that my young friend also, 
heard the footsteps seems like 
a loving reproach. I think that' 
Myrtle Fillmore expected me 
to know! ©

LMira



i (Editor’s note: This article is 
an excerpt from the first 
chapter of Myrtle Fillmore: 
Mother of Unity, published by 
Unity Books in 1977.)

•>

B Y  THOMAS E. WITHERSPOON

THE FIRST rays of the light of a new day were visible in the 
eastern sky and there were stirrings within the log cabin, but Mary 

■ Car<>line was content in her warm bed and she pulled a heavy com
forter up and over her head as if  to hide from the outside world Her 
mother knew well, however, the button to touch to set aglow all the 
expectancy of the little girl's life. She knelt by the bed, pulled the 
comforter back, and gently kissed the child's brow.

“I f  my little girl would get Aurora's kiss this morning, she will 
have to be stirring. "

Quicker than it can be told, Mary Caroline bounded from her 
resting place, hugged her mother about the waist, and dashed out
side to get the beauty kiss that Aurora, goddess of the morning, 
shares with early risers. There she spoke to the sunrise, as she did 
most mornings.
► My, you are beautiful, with your lovely garments trailing all 
over the sky, and your dewy summer kisses scattered all over the 
grass and trees. My soul springs forth to meet you. A day can 
never be dull or unhappy that begins with your kiss!"

Later, after breakfast with the rest of the family and after chores 
March 1979



were completed, Mary Caroline would retreat to her favorite place, 
a shaded nook along the banks of Big Walnut Creek, where she 
could rest beneath the willows and oaks and watch the small 
animals and listen to the warbling of the birds.

Mary Caroline would tuck her hands under her head, with her 
face turned skyward, and soon she wasn’t there at all. No, she 
would be way up among the fleecy, changeful, melting clouds. She 
would be among the swaying branches of the green trees, among 
the birds that sang and soared—among whatever there was up 
there to be among. Somehow, she would seem to be one with all 
that was. Then suddenly her soul and body would be reunited and 
she would be aware that the process had taken place.

Mary Caroline wondered how she got out of her body and how 
she got back in and why she could not always be up there 
mingling with it all. When she thought about her body and how it 
was so often filled with pain, the trees, the birds, and the clouds 
would seem to lift themselves away from her, and she would feel all 
lonely and shut in. But, when she thought of herself as free from 
her body, and how she was both without and within it, and how she 
was undoubtedly one with the All, sharing life with all things 
living, sharing beauty with all things beautiful, sharing joy with 
all things joyful, how glad and happy and how free Mary Caroline 
became. And then her soul soared again, free and unfettered, and 
she consciously blended herself into the One.

ary Caroline Page was 
born on August 6 , 1845, in 
Pagetown, Ohio, according to 
birth records. She died, known 
as Myrtle Fillmore, on October 
6 , 1931, at Unity Village, 
Missouri, according to a death 
certificate. But the truth of the 
matter is that the soul which 
inhabited the bodily manifesta
tion is timeless and ethereal, 
without beginning and without 
end. The impact she left upon 
the earth is still keenly being 
felt and will be for centuries to 
come, perhaps forever. Young Myrtle Fillmore

INTRd



As a child, Mary Caroline 
* was known as a dreamer, a 

funny and peculiar little girl 
with a head full of air castles. 
As a woman, Myrtle Fillmore 
lived many of her childhood 
dreams into reality, and, with 

. her husband Charles Fillmore, 
cofounded Unity School of 
Christianity, an internation
ally-known institution for the 
study of life and religion as 
demonstrated by Jesus Christ.

he little girl, known as 
Myrtle by her father, Mary 
Caroline by her mother (until 
she yielded eventually to 
Myrtle), “young-un” by her 
brothers and sisters, and “that 
funny red-headed girl” by most 
of the townspeople, was the 
eighth of nine children born to 
Marcus and Lucy (Wheeler) 
Page.

There are two versions of 
how the name Mary Caroline 
evolved into Myrtle, both of 
which have validity. Marcus 
Page loved to grab his children 
by the hands and swing them 
about. In doing so to Mary 
Caroline, he would shout, “My 
little Myrtilee!” The nickname 
stuck and as the little girl 
matured, the name was short
ened to the more sophisticated 
Myrtle. A more esoteric expla
nation was offered many years 
later by M rs. Fillm ore. 
“Myrtle wasn’t the name they

gave me,” she told friends. “ It 
just came through and has 
stayed. I think my soul must 
have asserted itself and took 
its own name, rather than the 
one given by affectionate 
parents.”

Myrtle appreciated the ser
vices in the Methodist church 
she attended, but even at a 
very young age she found 
much of the doctrine unaccept
able in her own life. Undoubt
edly she was influenced by an 
elder sister, Jane, who left 
home because she didn’t like 
Methodist practices. “ I don’t 
believe in hell,” she had told 
her parents, “and I won’t be- 
long to a church that preaches 
it.” Myrtle agreed with her 
sister, although she never 
made such a strong issue of her 
feelings. Instead, she simply 
affirmed the truth her soul 
could accept about Methodism 
and quietly denied that part 
she could not accept. She never 
spoke harshly concerning the 
religion of her parents. In fact, 
as an adult she fondly recalled 
her M ethodist experience. 
Writing to a friend, she said, “I 
know my life must express 
many of the splendid ideas em
bodied in the Methodist faith. 
And I always have a warm spot 
in my heart for all Methodist 
people.”

She recalled later that it 
often felt chilly and hard when 
folks talked about and laughed



at her ‘‘funny ideas,” but she 
knew there was nothing too 
good or too beautiful to be true 
and in her designing room she 
was determined to make pat
terns for a beautiful world. She 
was dedicated to helping build 
a world where people would not 
crystallize and stagnate or get 
stale and stiff. She envisioned 
a world that would be alive! 
“Things will hum,” she told 
her friends, “when the new 
world comes out!”

N^lyrtle was passionately in 
love with God and with nature, 
and she spent many happy 
hours in splendid isolation 
along the banks of the little 
stream behind her home or 
high on one of the rolling hills 
surrounding the village. Her 
relationship with nature was 
very satisfying, and although 
she may not fully have known 
it as a child, she knew later 
that she was feeling and re
sponding in those golden days 
of youth to the omnipresence of 
God. The abundant life of God 
poured out to her from every
where, and her hungry soul and 
body drank it in and rejoiced in 
expressing it.

Myrtle was afflicted at an 
early age with a disease which 
doctors determined to be tuber
culosis. She grew up with mem
bers of the family saying: “She 
is delicate. She must be pro-

tected. She must not overdo.’’
Not until many years later, and - 
after much suffering, did she 
learn the truth about herself, 
that she was God’s child and as - 
such she was not subject to ills 
of the flesh.

Young Miss Myrtle had little v 
time for boys, and even less 
time for girls who did have 
time for them. When she was in - 
high school, she had a very 
close friend who shared her 
interest in God, nature, and * I  
serious study. One day a boy 
came between her and her 
chum and the happy and care- - 
free times she and her girl 
friend had enjoyed abruptly 
came to an end. “ I can t see - 
what she finds in fixing herself 
up and going out with boys, 
she declared to her mother. J 
“You will,” Lucy replied. “You 
will.” Myrtle didn’t know it at 
the time, but her illness, h e r . 1 
interest in education, and her 
family circumstances were all 
pointing her in the direction of 
her life’s love interest, Charles 
Fillmore . . .  but that day was 
many years away. ^

When Myrtle completed high 
school the Civil War was under' 
way, and a short time later, 
while the nation was mourning 
its fallen leader Abraham Lin
coln, death also visited the^. 
Page household. Marcus Page^ 
died on August 23, 1865, to be 
followed a few days later, on 
September 13, by the death of



Myrtle’s brother Thomas.
Myrtle decided to take a job 

during this period and moved 
for a brief time to Columbus, 
Ohio, where she was employed 
as a writer with a newspaper. 
Although she had never legally 
changed her name from Mary 
Caroline to Myrtle, she used 
the latter in signed articles for 
the newspaper in Columbus. In 
1867 she took another impor
tant step in her development 
when she enrolled in “The 
Literary Course for Ladies’’ at 
Oberlin College, Oberlin, Ohio. 
Her studies lasted only one 
year because women were not 
eligible for the regular four- 
year college programs. Upon 
graduation she was licensed as 
a teacher. She returned to 
Pagetown where she joined her 
mother and her brother David 
and his family, and together 
they made plans to go west.

Myrtle had secured a posi
tion as a school teacher in Clin
ton, Missouri, so in 1868 she 
traveled west with her family 
to Marshall County, Illinois, 
where David had settled with 
their mother Lucy. A sister, 
Henrietta, lived in the town of 
Lacon, the county seat. Myrtle 
traveled on, and David and 
Lucy followed her to Clinton, 
Missouri, three years later and 
settled there.

Myrtle loved Clinton and she 
was much loved there by both 
the townspeople and the chil-

dren she taught, but the 
specter of tuberculosis con
tinued to haunt her and her life 
force seemed to be slowly ebb
ing away. Doctors in Clinton 
advised her that if she wished 
to survive, she would have to 
leave Missouri where damp
ness and winter’s cold compli
cated the symptoms she en
dured. It was recommended 
that she depart as soon as 
possible for Denison, Texas, 
known at that time as a resort 
area for consumptive patients.

So it was that in the mid- 
1870s, Myrtle Page left Clinton 
and moved toward better 
health, little suspecting that 
her future husband and spiri
tual co-worker also awaited her 
in Denison. Upon her arrival in 
Texas, she busied herself with 
activities in the local Metho
dist church, did a small amount 
of private tutoring, and joined 
the Denison Literary Club 
which held Monday evening 
meetings above a drug store. 
Doctors had forbidden her to 
resume her teaching career.

C  harles Fillmore, who had 
come south from Minnesota to 
seek his fortune, was also a 
member of the literary club. He 
and Myrtle were attracted to 
each other immediately, al
though Charles was much more 
sure that marriage was a part 
of their respective destinies.



Myrtle was so busy with her 
activities that she simply did 
not have time to think of men— 
until Charles made his pres
ence felt so strongly.

Charles first saw Myrtle on 
the occasion of her delivering 
an original reading at a literary

Young Charles Fillmore

club meeting. When he looked 
at her, something within him 
said, “There's your wife, 
C h a r le s He always thought 
he had chosen her, but many 
years later she confided to him 
that it had only seemed so. 
“The woman always does the 
choosing,” she told him, “even 
though it only be to insist upon 
the man living up to her high 
ideals.” But she added, “You 
were splendid, dear, or I 
wouldn’t have chosen you.”

She often recalled that day of 
decision, and told friends and 
family members about it:

“When he saw me, he de
cided he was going to have me 
for his companion! Of course, 
he hadn’t consulted me, but - 
apparently I didn’t have much 
to say about it. But he was aw
fully nice, and I suppose I was 
a little hungry to have a home 
of my own, and my very own 
boys to help me as I ’d like to ♦ |  
do.”

As a young girl, when she 
had criticized her friend for dis
covering boys, she had thought 
interest in male companionship 
would detract from her happy * T 
pursuit of knowledge in the 
form of books and from her 
love of God and nature. But 
she immediately recognized 
that Charles could enhance her 
devotion to these matters, for 
he shared many of her inter- 1 
ests. His spiritual unfolding 
was in its earliest stages, but 
she saw the great potential 
there.

She taught in a special pro
gram for two months, then said 
good-bye to Denison for good, 
and to her dear friend Charles 
Fillmore for a few years to 
return to her teaching job in 
Clinton.

During the time Charles and 
Myrtle lived in Denison, they 
became very close friends, and 1 i | ! 
although Charles did not say 
this in so many words, both of



►them presumed the relation
ship would ultimately result in 
marriage.

Many years later, after their 
marriage, Charles and Myrtle 
reminisced about their days of 
friendship in Denison and 
agreed that the time spent to
gether there, usually in the 
company of good friends, was 
among the most idyllic of their 
^ives.

They took long walks to
gether in the outdoors that 
both of them so dearly loved, 
and they told each other of 
their hopes and dreams for the 
future. They exchanged essays 
that they had written and they 
read to each other from the 
Bible, Shakespeare, Lowell, 
and their favorite, Emerson. 
Often they wrote poetry to

each other and recited it aloud. 
They attended worship ser
vices together and participated 
in virtually all church activi
ties. After Myrtle departed for 
Missouri, there was a great 
void in Charles’ heart, but he 
wrote to her and asked if they 
might correspond. She happily 
agreed.

The relationship grew and 
strengthened as Myrtle and 
Charles corresponded. It was 
obvious to both of them that it 
would blossom into a proposal 
of marriage, and that day came 
in 1881.

Together, with a perfect bal
ance of intellect and feeling, 
they began laying the ground
work for the beginning of the 
Unity movement—which they 
started ninety years ago. 0

I I
! I

By Hettie Wallace

That which says “I"
In all the purity of Truth,
Knows that I cannot die,
Knows that eternal life, eternal youth, I
Radiant as dawn’s bright promise 
Of a glorious day, are mine—
Mine is the bliss of knowing this,
I am a being divine.



VIEWS FROM THE FIELD
Editor's note: Some thirty Unity minister, have been invited to participate in Unity's 90th 

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

A  PROCESS OF DISCOVERY
B Y  DOROTHY PIERSON

Dorothy Pierson is co
minister with her husband 
Phillip of Christ Unity Church, 
Sacramento, California. She 
started her career with Silent 
Unity and has served in five 
Unity centers. She is a past 
president of the Association of 
Unity Churches and served 
three years as co-director of 
Unity's Training School.

I went to Unity School as a 
young person to work in Silent 
Unity. I believed in God. I

longed to know more about 
Him and the Christ way of life.  ̂
I wanted to know more about 
prayer. I wanted to be a part of 
an organization that was dedi
cated to prayer. What did I 
find? I found in Silent Unity' 
and in the teachings of Charles 
and Myrtle Fillmore a unity 
that was to be for me a lifelong 
process of discovery.

To this day I am discovering 
the sustaining power of God 
that is not far off in the heav
ens, but a very real Presence 
within me. Unity teaches this,- 
and I am discovering it in 
greater dimension every day. 
My access to this Presence is 
through my thinking and 
through the finer sensitivity o' 
feeling and intuitive knowing. 
Unity teaches me that God is 
Mind and Spirit, everywhere 
equally present.

Unity is optimistic abou 
life! I like that. It is a freeing' 
experience to come into a lif 
concept that opens new doors 
to ever-increasing possibility
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for a person. It is a joy beyond 
description to realize that God 
is good and that His will for us 
is good! His will is health, pros
perity, and peace. His will is 
harmony, love, and under
standing. Imagine what a 
never-ending marvel it is to 
make a life study of that!

Unity brought the very pres
ence of Jesus Christ close to 
me. Jesus, not just a figure in 
history, nor an “impossible 
dream’’ for mankind, but 
through Unity’s teachings of 
persons as spiritual beings 
with the potentials of the 
Christ Mind, Jesus of Nazareth 
truly became my Way-Shower 
and Teacher. The Gospels be
came clearer as I accepted the 
dea of my own spirituality. 
The time gap between Jesus’ 
;ime and mine seemed to close, 
and the reality of the Christ 
;onsciousness was born in me. 
There is no time or space in 
spirit we say, and in dealing 
vith spiritual principles, as in 
he principles of mathematics, 
he application and proving are 
imeless processes.
As a teacher and minister in 

Jnity, my compensation and 
oy are immeasurable. To teach 
>asic principles of Truth and 
witness lives change are re
gards that only the heart can 
:now. You see, Unity is really 
n ABC teaching in meta- 
ihysics. Unity is not compli- 
ated with theory and dogma,

creeds and customs. Because it 
teaches basic Truth it is under
standable to the educated and 
to the uneducated, to the Chris
tian and the non-Christian. 
Unity never attempts to con
vert or coerce. Unity takes peo
ple right where they are and of
fers a simple, practical, and 
spiritual teaching tha t is 
demonstrable. In Unity, teach
ing the fundamental principles 
lays the groundwork for recep
tivity to the true Teacher with
in every person, the Spirit. 
Knowing the availability of the 
Spirit of Truth within us is 
achieved through the practice 
of meditation and prayer.

Unity, incorporated as Unity 
School of Christianity, is 
founded on the power of 
prayer, and it teaches that this 
power is available to everyone.
I have found through the years 
that there is no deviation from 
this simple and profound 
Truth. The success of Unity is 
prayer. Out of prayer the 
tenets of the teaching called 
“Unity” were born. There is 
great dedication to the purity 
of this original idea. The idea 
that the answer to everyone’s 
question and problem lies with
in the heart and mind of that 
person is simple, logical, and 
true. To inspire trust in that 
Source within has been Unity’s 
mission through its ninety 
years of being.

The destiny of Unity lies en-



wrapped in the original idea. 
As long as there is adherence 
to eternal principles there can 
be no end to its unfoldment. 
Outwardly it can keep up with 
the times by using various 
media for sounding the Truth 
so that receptive souls can 
learn of this inner Presence of 
God. But the pressure for ex
ternal growth must always be 
inspired from the Spirit within.

It is my observation and per
sonal conviction that today is

A U N IV E R SA L  
OUTLOOK

B Y  J. DA VID DA VENPORT

J. David Davenport is direc
tor of Unity School of Chris
tianity, Maidenhead, Berk
shire, Great Britain. He has 
served Unity ministries in both

Unity’s day! Today Unity 
takes its place in the plan of 
spiritual evolution as a prac
tical and understandable ap
proach to life. Within its teach
ings, espousing the power of 
prayer, the formative power of 
thought and word, we find a 
workable and interdenomina
tional teaching that meets the 
needs of people everywhere 
who hunger and thirst to know 
of their spiritual roots. '

the United States and in 
England.

The spirit of the Unity teach
ing declares that to proclaim 
the gospel of Jesus Christ does 
not mean to preach theological, 
ritualistic, or ecclesiastical 
differences, but to affirm om\ 
spiritual unity with God and 
creation, and to honor this 
oneness by seeking to live in 
harmony with all. By empha
sizing the good and underlining 
the positive, Unity lifts our, 
awareness higher up the scale 
of human consciousness. This' 
philosophy not only believes in 
our innate divinity, it boldly 
helps an individual to express 
more of this great potential.^ 
Covering a wide area of study 
and presenting a synthesis o 
constructive ideas from many 
sources, Unity is markedly



nonsectarian and interfaith in 
attitude.

Unity endeavors to serve 
this age with zeal and commit
ment. Starting as an idea in the 
mind of two persons, our move
ment has come a long way in a 
relatively short time. The uni
versal response to Unity as a 
way of life is a phenomenon 
that tends to confirm that 
Unity is “an idea whose time 
has come/’

It is true that an objective 
view of our world today reveals 
a challenging and sometimes 
tragic paradox in human expe
rience and behavior. On one 
hand there are the positive 
signs of progress and achieve
ment. On the other, we witness 
chaos and anarchy. But Unity 
can help us individually and 
collectively to face human 
problems and to handle them 
effectively. Once we under
stand that the trouble spots of 
the world are really in our own 
consciousness and the nega
tions we may experience are 
products of spiritual ignorance, 
we are motivated to change our 
consciousness and so to change 
our world for the better. There 
is no substitute for spiritual re
education.

We may wonder, too, what 
kind of religious attitudes will 
oe needed as we journey into 
:he future. In exploring inner 
ind outer space, what concepts 
vill prove most valid and help-

ful to our research and daily 
living? Perhaps we already 
have a clue in the prayer an 
astronaut took with him to the 
moon. That prayer, “ I Am 
There" by James Dillet Free
man, gives a positive insight 
into our true relationship with 
God-Mind and typifies the 
Unity affirmation: Wherever I  
am, God is. To explore a uni
verse shall we not need a uni
versal outlook? Unity is that 
kind of faith that can inspire us 
to reach for the stars and it is 
also a faith we can take with us 
to those stars. Unity is a spiri
tual concept of life and an 
interpretation of the Christ 
message easily adapted to 
changing conditions and differ
ent environments.

Perhaps the nucleus of Unity 
teaching is in this one thought: 
Wherever you are and what
ever your need at this moment, 
Unity’s teachings can help you 
to live more creatively. This 
Truth is surely serving the 
present age and will continue 
to serve many more to come! 0

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 informa
tion about Unity churches or classes in 
your vicinity.



Master Your Moods
B Y  WINIFRED WILKINSON HAUSMANN

MUST MONDAY be “blue”? 
Does rain call for a dreary day? 
Does one rejection make you

feel unwanted and unloved? - 
Does being alone cause you to 
feel lonely?



For many people the reac
tion is automatic. Waking 
up on Monday morning trig
gers a mood of rebellion and 
unhappiness. Rain brings 
somber moods and depressing 
thoughts. A rejection—any re
jection—is taken to mean that 
the person is a failure, totally 
unloved and unwanted, and 
loneliness is the natural out
come of having to spend some 
time by oneself.

But it doesn't have to be so! 
Monday can be the best day of 
your week, and then Tuesday 
can be better! Rain can be a 
signal to spend a day catching 
up, doing those things for 
which there isn’t a place in 
your normal busy schedule, or 
it can be a time to enjoy God’s 
gift of moisture with your head 
up and your spirits high. Who 
said rain must be depressing?

The failure of one plan does 
not mean an end. It may mean 
a fresh beginning. All of us 
need times of being alone, 
learning to know ourself and to 
enjoy our own company.

These four common situa
tions frequently serve as the 
excuse for moods, for periods 
ef mental indulgence in nega
tive thoughts and feelings. But 
•ve do not have to be the victim 
)f our moods. While one person 
nay feel perfectly justified in 
;he negative reaction, another 
nay be finding the blessing in 
i similar situation.

We want to live happily and 
productively. So let us learn to 
master our moods, to refuse to 
give in to those impulses that 
follow the familiar signals in 
our experience, those buildups 
of negative thought and feeling 
that enclose us in a dark veil 
and shut us off from the 
sunlight of God's presence.

Monday, the Name 
We Give a Day

Look at the common belief 
that Monday is often gloomy. 
This is such a pervasive 
thought that we even have the 
expression, “blue Monday.” 
But why must Monday be de
pressing? Actually, Monday is 
simply the name we give to a 
day. This is a day like any 
other day. Our planet Earth 
continues to turn on its axis, 
and the sequence of darkness 
and light is called a day. In the 
universal pattern, Monday is 
very much like any other day of 
the week. It is what we think 
about it that makes it differ
ent. For many it is the day to 
return to work after a free 
weekend. But why should that 
be depressing? Work is an op
portunity to express our God- 
given talents. We need that!

Monday is just another of 
the periods of light and dark 
that God has given us, and 
when we learn to appreciate 
each one with all its opportuni-



ties, we will find that Monday 
does not have to be “blue.’’ It 
can be a joyous, productive ex
perience! Why not make each 
Monday a new beginning?

To some people rain is a 
signal for depression. For 
others it is the sign of new life 
and growth. Many times farm
ers pray for rain and welcome 
even the few drops of a summer 
shower. It is all a matter of con
ditioning, a behavior pattern 
that has been set in mind and 
emotion by many similar reac
tions. We can as easily condi
tion ourself to enjoy a rainy 
day as to be depressed by the 
cloudy sky. It is up to us to 
master that mood.

Perhaps one of the hardest 
moods to master is the de
pression tha t follows the 
failure of some pet project, or 
the rejection of friendship, or 
perhaps the loss of a job.

The personal ego has a way 
of becoming tender when con
ditioned to fear rejection, and 
it is easy to back up a feeling of 
failure with “solid” evidence. 
Most people at one time or 
another have their plans fail. 
They may even be rebuffed 
when they want to be friendly. 
Certainly everyone has at some 
time come up against rejection 
of some sort.

Under ordinary circum 
stances we can leave such 
seeming failures behind as we 
continue to progress in other

Winifred Wilkinson Hausmann is co- j 
minister with her husband George 

(Bud) at Unity Center of Cleveland. 1

areas and to be successful in 
various large and small situa
tions that come along. But if 
we make it a practice to con
centrate on the negative ex
periences of the past, th ey . 
build a mountain of hopeless
ness that can seem insur- ' 
mountable. Many people are 
under psychiatric care today 
simply because they concen- ' 
trated on the rejections andv 
failures to the point of refusing 
to see anything else.

James Dillet Freeman, direc
tor of Silent Unity, has a good 
remedy for such a situation. He 
writes:

“ I was lonely and alone, for I 
had no one to love and be loved *
by. J

“Then I met someone whom



I wanted to be loved by, and I 
held out my heart to him, but 
he turned my heart away.

“Then I met someone who 
needed to be loved by me, and 
when I held out my heart to 
him, he embraced my heart.

“Then I saw that though I 
could not be certain I would be 
•loved, I could be certain I 
would be loving.

“After that I was never lone
ly or alone again."

We can overcome any 
depressing reaction to rejec
tion and get rid of loneliness at 
the same time by letting God’s 
love flow through our life in 
His wonderful way. Another 
cure for loneliness is simply 
learning to live with ourself 
and to enjoy our own company. 
Everyone needs times of quiet 
and solitude to grow mentally, 
emotionally, and spiritually. 
Being alone should not trigger 
loneliness. It is an opportunity 
for growth. Let us treat it as 
such.

Emotional Fetters—
How They Grow

What is a mood anyway? 
What is this emotional fetter 
ha t constricts so many 
>eople? A mood is simply a 
state of mind in which a par- 
icular emotion or set of emo- 
ions becomes ascendant and 
exercises compelling power. 
Negative moods may paralyze

the normal thinking ability 
almost completely as the per
son reacts by surrendering to 
negation, letting one thought 
lead to another until there is 
only darkness in the mind.

But if we make our own 
moods, we can consciously 
choose to have happy ones, 
states of mind in which joyous 
feelings take over to the point 
that nothing has any power to 
depress us. We can, when we 
will learn what goes into mak
ing our moods, and how we can 
control them.

The mood may take over at a 
signal which comes from out
side us, but it is the result of 
what has gone on inside us over 
a period of time. A mood does 
not just happen instantaneous
ly, as many people believe, but 
it is latent all the time, simply 
waiting to be triggered into ac
tion.

Moods are a buildup of 
strong emotions that have 
been cherished, or treasured, 
given an important place in our 
inner life. These emotions have 
been established so strongly in 
our consciousness that they 
continue to persist, many 
times after we have con
sciously forgotten them. But 
even though we are not con
sciously aware of them, they 
can exercise power over us 
when triggered by similar emo
tional reactions. The rejection 
of the moment may recall



strong feelings about plans 
that went awry in the past. On 
the other hand, the successful 
outcome of a cherished project 
may trigger a mood of great 
joy and optimism (provided we 
have stored up such strong 
emotions in the past).

If moods are a buildup of 
emotions, where did the emo
tions come from? Our emotions 
are always the outcome of our 
thoughts, the way we see our 
world, the way we think about 
ourself, other persons, life, our 
environment, and anything 
else with which we have to 
deal. We feel a certain way 
because we see it that way, we 
understand it in that manner, 
we think about it according to 
a certain pattern in mind.

Emotions are always the 
result of our thoughts, and 
strong emotions are the out
come of the thoughts that are 
established most firmly in 
mind. For instance, we may 
feel a strong dislike for a cer
tain person. Why? It may be 
because of some unpleasant ex
perience in the past which in
volved that same person. (We 
may have consciously forgiven 
just what did happen, but 
while the thought is obscure, 
the feeling is still present.) Or 
that person may remind us of 
someone who aroused strong 
negative feelings. Or it may 
even be that the situation is 
similar to an earlier situation

which still is strongly embed
ded in the subconscious mind.
At any rate, both thought and 
feeling are involved at some - 
level, at which time the trigger 
sets off the emotional response.

Moods are a buildup of emo- * 
tions, and emotions are rooted 
in thoughts. So we can see that 
negative moods are a signal to 
change our thoughts and their 
resultant emotions.

Light and Darkness  ̂■
Are Within

Why do negative moods ap
pear to be so oppressive? It is 
because when we allow nega- - 
tion of any kind to take control 
of our thinking and feeling pro
cesses, we are cutting ourself - 
off from God's light within us.

Jesus explained this when 
He said, “ If then the light in 
you is darkness, how great is 
the darkness!"

Both light and darkness • 
come from within us and are 
centered in our own being.*'* 
Nothing on the outside has any 
power over us, except the 
power that we give it! We can "* 
be sure that if we have dark 
thoughts clouding our mind 
and shutting us off from air*- 
light and hope, we are responsi
ble for those thoughts, like it or 
not. By the same token, we are' 
the only ones who can bring on 
a radiant mood, a time when we 
feel optimistic and unsinkabler
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The trigger that seemingly 
brings on the optimism or 
depression may come from the 
outside. But remember, it can 
only act on what it finds within 
us, and we are responsible for 
that!

An accumulation of pessi
mistic, negative thinking and 
feeling is a natural breeding 
place for somber moods of de
pression and hopeless anxiety. 
However, a storehouse of 
bright, cheerful experiences in 
reacting to life will produce a 
rio t of joyous flowering 
thoughts and feelings that 
attract more reasons for re
joicing.

Dark moods close out the 
light that shines within every 
person, the light of the Christ 
self or the God potential. They 
:annot extinguish it. Nothing 
:an. But they can shut us off 
from it in thought and feeling 
is effectively as an eclipse cuts 
is off from the sun. The sun is 
still there, as the Christ is 
ilways within. If we find that a 
lepressing emotion has de
scended in our mind, by re- 
nembering that the sun reap- 
>ears when the moon moves 
>ast, we can let the eclipsing 
motion move easily from our 
nind. Then the Son will shine 
igain in all its radiant light.

Thoughts We Treasure

Moods are the thoughts we 
/larch 1979

treasure, and their resulting 
emotions. To “treasure” means 
“to value greatly.” In our mind 
we set a value on our thoughts 
and feelings. The ones that oc
cupy our attention most of the 
time are the ones we value 
highly, the treasure of our 
heart or subconscious mind.

We may try to fool ourself by 
telling ourself that we want to 
be happy, healthy, and har
monious. But if at the same 
time we are harboring hurt feel
ings and thoughts of incompe
tency and rejection, we are ac
tually laying up treasures in 
the area of decay and destruc
tion. The thing we destroy may 
be our ability to think clearly 
and reasonably and to feel op
timistic and joyous! Like a t
tracts like, and thought backed 
up with feeling expresses itself 
according to its nature. It can 
never do anything else.

When Jesus spoke to the 
multitude on the mountain, He 
was not only giving instruction 
for living in the world, He also 
was defining the rules for mind 
action. Consider this state
ment:

“Do not lay up for your
selves treasures on earth, 
where moth and rust consume 
and where thieves break in and 
steal, but lay up for yourselves 
treasures in heaven, where 
neither moth nor rust con
sumes and where thieves do 
not break in and steal. For



where your treasure is, there 
will your heart be also.”

Did you ever think of your 
thoughts and feelings as your 
treasures? They are, and you 
can be sure that they are 
receiving more of your time 
and attention than any mate
rial treasure on earth. You live 
within your own mind and 
heart, and there you store up 
the things that matter most to 
you.

It is not important that you 
think you do not want depres
sion and sorrow. If you give 
them emphasis and encourage
ment by holding them firmly in 
your mind, feeling them deep
ly, you have made your deposit 
in the universal bank, and it 
will come back to you, with in
terest. This is your treasure, 
and it is going to express 
through you according to its 
nature.

If you find yourself asking, 
“Why did this happen to me?" 
with regret and despair, it is 
time to stop and take stock of 
your treasures. What are you 
storing up “on earth,” in your 
consciousness? Land always 
stands for consciousness in the 
Bible, and those strong emo
tions that are reinforced and 
emphasized in your conscious
ness are the treasures that pro
vide help and healing, or de
spair and destruction. It is up 
to you to make your deposits 
with care. Only you have the

power to master your moods!
No one else can do it for you.

Rem em ber, those dark 
moods are signals. They are - 
communicating the informa
tion that it is time to change 
course in your thinking-feeling 
nature. It is time to let go of 
whatever dark thoughts have 
been taking over your mind.

Three Steps to Mastery

In order to master our 
moods, we must recall that we 
cannot hold two thoughts at 
the same time. We may vacil
late in mind, swaying back and 
forth between two attitudes or - 
concepts, but at any given mo
ment, we can give our atten
tion to only one thought. - 
Therefore, in order to conquer 
the mood of negation, we must 
change our center of concentra
tion, choosing something that 
will uplift our thoughts and 
feelings.

The first and greatest step to 
mastering our moods is prayer." 
This is a matter of turning on 
the light, the Christ light, the 
light that comes from the 
Spirit of Truth within us. It is 
in prayer that we become re
ceptive to happy, golden faith-' 
filled concepts. We literally 
turn on the light of God’s ra
diant presence, letting Him 
flow into our whole being in 
such a way that we are illu
mined through and through.



In this consciousness we do 
not have to fight the darkness. 
(Fighting a dark mood only in
tensifies it and gives it greater 
power.) Instead, we just let the 
light of God-ideas shine into 
every dark crevice of our mind, 
filling us so completely that 
there isn't any spot for even 
one small fear or doubt to hide.

As we relax and open ourself 
to the revelation of God in our 
prayer time, we can reach a 
high point of freedom and 
release, experiencing the 
Presence so strongly that we 
snow everything is all right. 
When this happens the dark 
nood disappears.

But even after our high ex
perience of prayer, we must 
ollow up to keep the darkness 
rom reinfesting our mind. 
That requires the second 
>tep—discipline. Undisciplined 
houghts may lead us through 
nazes of false thinking—even 
lightm ares—but controlled 
hinking, disciplined by our 
onscious choice, will provide a 
olid basis for choosing our 
noods consciously and cre- 
tively.
Discipline means “training 

hat develops self-control, 
haracter or efficiency." This is 
/hat we must do with our 
houghts—train them as a 
leans toward the self-control 
nd efficient operation of our 
fe. We do not have to be con- 
rolled by our thinking. We can

assume the leadership role first 
in our own mind and we must, 
or we will find that thoughts of 
past negation will rule us.

In the beginning, we were 
created to have dominion, and 
that dominion starts in our 
own thinking and feeling, with 
discipline or training of our 
thoughts.

Then, to get rid of those 
deep-seated emotions that are 
just waiting for us to let our 
guard down, we must take the 
third step—cleansing. In the 
quietness of our own being, at a 
time when we can give it our 
thought without interruption 
or disturbance, let us easily 
search out those deep-rooted, 
persistent problem children in 
our mind. We do not fight 
them. We just release them 
easily and definitely with this 
thought, I  release you to God. 
Looking at these bugaboos, we 
know that we are the ones who 
give them life and only we can 
get rid of them. If one returns, 
instead of becoming discour
aged, we must firmly and deci
sively tell it good-bye again un
til it leaves forever.

Then, with our thoughts and 
feelings trained and our mind 
cleansed, let us complete the 
circle and return to prayer. 
With our thoughts firmly 
centered on God, we have mas
tered our moods, and all the 
moods we attract will be good 
ones. 0



The Quiet W ay W ill Overcome

I let the Spirit come into my 
inner life as silently as the day 
dawns. Just as a flower is 
shaped in the perfection of its 
own nature. I will to be shaped 
from within my heart center. I 
trust the quiet way of unfold- 
ment.

Now I free myself from feel
ing burdened by ties. I put 
aside the personal will and ego 
mind. I rest in the knowing 
that I am the inheritor of a 
divine nature. No human striv
ing will be allowed to keep me 
from attaining my inner peace 
in unity with God. I let go my 
lesser nature, forgive all and 
everyone, surrender my very 
soul, and listen for that “still 
small voice" within.

In my quiet way I wait with - 
a feeling of detachment, a 
sense of timelessness. I prepare 
myself to receive the many 
blessings God wishes to be
stow upon me. I reach that ex
alted state of expectancy that 
sees the open doors of unlim
ited good.

A gentle transformation 
keeps lifting me to new heights 
of consciousness. The light of 
spiritual illumination begins 
its dawning in my soul. Christ 
within never fails to resurrect' 
me in my time of need for re
newal. Whatever I must face in 
the world, I know the quiet 
way will overcome!

“Be still, and know that I am 
God."



PRAYER
POWER
Excerpts from letters to Silent 
LJnity, quoted with permission 
>f the writers.

Weight Loss

Dear Friends: Six months ago you 
ient me a card in the mail asking if 

had any prayer requests. I re- 
urned the card asking that you 
>ray that I find strength to over
ru le  gluttony and lose weight.

As I write this letter today I am 
wenty-five pounds lighter! I had 
ilanned to prolong writing to you 
ibout this until I had taken off 
wenty pounds more, but 1 just 
ould not contain my enthusiasm 
iny longer.

I have become a member of 
)vereaters Anonymous and I 
lave found strength in sharing 
nyself with others.

Enclosed is a check to help you 
i your continued good works. 
Bod bless you.— J.S., California.

Complete Healing

)ear Silent Unity: I am overjoyed 
3 report that a friend for whom I 
ad asked your prayers has com- 
letely recovered from throat 
urgery. The doctors at first told 
er that the malignant tumor 
ould not be completely removed,

but when she returned to the clinic 
for a checkup several months later 
the tumor had completely disap
peared.

Thank you for your prayers.— 
E.E.D., Texas.

Help When Needed

Dear Silent Unity: 1 have so much 
for which to be thankful to you. 1 
had a respiratory condition for 
weeks—difficulty breathing and 
pressure and pains in my chest.

I spent a week in the hospital, 
but two days after I came home 
the trouble started again. I 
couldn’t sleep and I prayed. I felt 
1 needed extra prayer help so I 
called Silent Unity. Four hours 
later the pressure lifted and the 
pains were gone. By night I could 
breathe easier and that night I 
slept through the night.

I am thankful to Silent Unity, for

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.)



Sometimes people write to us 
and tell us they are grateful 
they found us and that we have 
helped them to start on the 
road to spiritual unfoldment. 
But after all, they say, we are a 
very simple teaching—Unity is 
merely the ABC’s of metaphys
ical religion—and they need 
something deeper—sometimes 
they say higher!

We are always glad to hear 
that we are a simple teaching— 
and I hope we always keep it 
that way. As for myself, I am 
not ready for anything more.

One time a lady who was 
deeply into occult studies told 
me in exasperation, “Why, you 
are barely in the kindergar
ten!” I am sure she was right. I 
am trying with all my heart to 
grow in faith, and to express 
more love toward my fellow

the help I needed was there for 
the asking. God bless all of you. — 
A.G., California.

A Child’s Healing

Dear Unity Friends: 1 just do not 
know where to find words to 
thank you for the miracle we have 
experienced. My daughter, fam
ily, and I are overjoyed.

human beings, and to call forth 
my intelligence to its full ex
tent and use it to inspire 
myself and others to make this 
world in which we find our
selves a better place. I have 
gotten no further than this, 
and I have found this to be a 
full-time occupation.

I have not found any short
cut method, just plain old plod
ding thought by thought and 
word by word and act by act. 
The result is that I have had 
neither energy nor wish to ex
plore such matters as psychic 
powers and occult knowledge. 
However interesting these may 
be, I just think I have to put 
first things first—and first 
things, as far as I can see, are 
faith, love, and intelligence.

Until I have a truly loving 4 
heart and a mind that without

A year ago 1 wrote and asked 
that you pray for my four-year-old 
grandchild. He was having some 
kidney trouble. He had been 
under a doctor’s care for more' 
than a year, but every three 
months his body and eyes would 
swell. As soon as he took medica
tion it would help for about three 
months.

1 knew God could heal the child



n  Silent Unity
balking goes in the direction I 
want it to go—I ’ve been work
ing at these most of my life and 
I am still far from what I ’d like 
to be—I think I ’ll stick to de
veloping these—ABC’s as they 
may be.

Perhaps there are higher or 
deeper things to occupy me and 
my fellow human beings—I 
just don’t know what they are. 
But this I do know: at least in 
my case, I ’m not ready for 
harder ones.

I hope and pray that Unity 
will remain a simple teaching 
and concern itself with helping 
you and me to find our oneness 
with the indwelling Lord of our 
being; to learn—oh, how great 
a task!—to put our concern for 
one another above our concern 
for self; and to use the powers 
of our mind in happy and self-

James Dillet Freeman

less ways to make the world 
the beautiful, peaceful, faithful 
kingdom of joy and truth and 
growth that God meant it to be 
for His human children.

so I asked you for prayers. This 
was over a year ago and he has 
never had a recurrence. This was 
a miracle. We want to thank you 
for your love and prayers. — 
Tennessee.

Prayer Help

Dear Silent Unity: Thanks to the 
prayers of Silent Unity, my hus-

band is up and on his feet again. 
He had water in his lungs and a 
very bad heart condition and he 
was coughing with every breath 
he drew. I called Silent Unity and 
the man who answered the call 
prayed and gave me much com
fort. I went in to my husband’s 
room and he stopped coughing 
and felt much better.

When he went to the doctor’s



office for X rays and tests the 
water had cleared in his lungs and 
his heart condition was very much 
improved. We know a miracle 
took place through your wonder
ful prayers.

We are so very happy and 
grateful. Thank you for all the 
wonderful help you have given 
us.—M.F.S., California.

A Miracle

Dear Silent Unity: May God bless 
you in your work as you help us to 
live in Him. 1 thank you from my 
heart for praying with us for the 
healing of my mother.

When she went into the hospital 
it was for testing—arteriograms of 
her legs, neck, and heart. Artery 
blockage was one hundred per
cent in her right leg, and ninety 
percent in her left leg, neck, and 
heart. When 1 heard the results 
and watched her strength and will 
fade from day to day, I prayed for 
her health, knowing that we 
needed a miracle.

When I telephoned you for 
prayers, you were so kind and 
reassuring, and put my mind at 
rest and my heart at ease.

The doctors were contempla
ting amputation of Mom’s right 
foot where ulcers were forming, 
but she was such a high risk for 
surgery that they chose another 
approach. They ran a solution 
through her veins to try to dissolve 
some of the blockage. For three 
days, at six-hour intervals, they in
jected the solution, but her foot re

mained cold and colorless and the 
pain was excruciating.

1 visited her just as they brought 
her back from the final arterio
gram of her legs. She seemed to 
be shrunken with pain, ex
hausted, and there was no color 
to her at all. I felt 1 had to touch 
her foot and pray. So, as we 
checked for signs of change, 1 put ^  
my hand on her foot and prayed 
that she might be healed.

Not more than fifteen minutes 
later the doctor was examining a 
warm, pink foot. A vein cleared 
and blood pulsed into her foot. J  
Mom said we got our miracle!

A few days later they did bypass 
surgery on her right leg and now 
she is home. She is recovering so 
well that the doctors decided not 
to do surgery on her neck and J  
heart.

Thank God for His healing 
grace and thank you for your 
prayers. —R.H ., Indiana.

Vision Restored

Dear Silent Unity: 1 wrote to you 
asking for help with my vision. 
One eye had been abused about 
four years ago and it was con
stantly sore and painful. New 
glasses had not helped.

One morning after writing you,
1 realized my eye was fine and 
normal. Both eyes are healthy 
and 1 am so happy, relieved, and 
grateful.

God bless you all.—
California.



U L d

By Verle Bell

Winter wants to stay 
But spring will come,

Flowers want to bloom,
Birds want to sing.. . .

Reluctant to give up,
The temporary victory of death over life 

Knows it is done;
But there’s one more scrap in it 

Before it finally surrenders.

Enlightened change is the order of our day; 
But the old order dies with pain.

Warlike or winsome,
Angry or glad,

Raging or mellow,
How shall we meet it?

Let us give thanks that
A brighter day is at hand.



I HAVE CALLED YOU 
FRIENDS

B Y  RALPH SEELIG

“THIS IS MY COMMANDMENT, that you love one another as I 
have loved you. Greater love has no man than this, that a man lay
down his life for his friends.”

With these immortal words, St. John sublimates Jesus' recogni
tion of the very depths of the love we would all seek to achieve. 
Pure love, untainted by doubt, undisturbed by worldly considera
tion or thought of personal achievement, is the pinnacle of perfec
tion, along a path the few have sought to tread.

Jesus likened Himself to the vine and His friends to the 
branches of the vine. He knew the truth of His own Being, of the 
wonderful inherent depth of God consciousness which was His 
very nature. He knew that any branch of that same vine could ab
sorb all of the aura of His own oneness with God.

We learn of the truth of friendship when we read that Jesus 
called His disciples His friends, and not His servants, for 
He said, “All that I have heard from my Father I 
known to you.” In these few words Jesus has told 
the depths of communication and givingness 
epitomize the beauty of true 
However much Jesus recognized His own 
innate closeness to His Father and 
however much in 
wisdom He realized 
p a th s  th a t  H 
disciples still had to 
follow, nevertheless 
He could see past 
the outer deficien
cies and truly love 
them all as brothers.
What joy there is for 
any of us who can 
penetrate the outer 
barriers of feelings



► of separateness, becoming so 
closely attuned with another 
that we are partaking of and 
giving friendship  in its  
greatest degrees.

If we can get into the feeling 
* of these first seventeen verses 

of chapter 15 of the Gospel ac-

I cording to St. John, we shall 
have all the insight we shall 
ever need for the essence of

L friendship. Jesus spoke those 
words with such authority and 
with such beautiful depth that 
many hearts in many centuries 

. .  have melted and have been en
thusiastically inspired.

> All Are Friends

We are naturally attracted to 
i » some people more than to 

others, and these we choose as 
our friends, not knowing that 
all persons are our friends until 
we see them in another light.

In the widest sense, we shall 
see all people as our brothers 
and sisters, and as our friends, 

k but we will nevertheless need 
to specialize our closer relation
ships, as indeed did Jesus. 
Only those who could choose 

- the difficult path of disciple- 
ship could become His closest 

“ friends.

The Faces of Friendship

When it comes to the activ
ity of friendship, we will no 
doubt be balancing our friendly

activities in various forms of 
specialization. One of the won
derful ways of partaking of 
friendship is by spending time 
with a friend. The time is filled 
simply by being together. 
There is no emptiness in a 
friendship of this sort. One can 
be with a true friend and never 
say a word, for words do not 
always convey the depths of 
feelings.

Further points of specializa
tion in friendship are in the 
sharing of mutual interests. 
There are indeed friends who 
are particularly interesting to 
you, and you to them, because 
you have mutual interests, and 
it is through the development 
of these th a t friendship 
deepens.

We also specialize in our 
friendship in communing, in 
discussion, in patiently listen
ing to our friend as we unself
ishly give of our own ideas and 
feelings.

Balance in any of its aspects 
involves giving and receiving, 
sowing and reaping. The physi
cal aspects of friendship re
quire that one should help 
one's friend; this is the sowing. 
Equally be prepared to be 
helped; this is the reaping. So 
many times the most giving 
people never can receive and 
certainly not with grace, but in 
order that your friend may 
really have the joys of giving 
you must receive whenever you



know it is his desire to give.

Time to Share

Take time to share and com
pare ideas. In giving these 
from your experiences and re
ceiving from your friend, you 
jointly satisfy each other’s 
needs. Be prepared always to 
offer moral support to your 
friend, and equally that you 
can call upon his help in your 
time of want. Your moral sup
port is in guidance where he 
needs it and equally in taking 
advice from your friend when 
you call for help. At times this 
moral support will be in an 
understanding silence, and you 
will receive from him that 
peace which can hardly be 
described.

For you to develop your own 
needs and ego, you should be 
able to open your thoughts to 
your friend. He is your sound
ing board of sympathetic hear
ing, as you are his, that he may 
feel the satisfaction of your 
love and understanding. You 
know only too well what value 
there is in being able to say 
what you feel, and you know 
what value you are to someone 
else when you can listen com
passionately to his words.

Friendship is enhanced in re
laxation; for you it is your ebb 
and for him his flow. Your 
friendship is manifestly in
creased in the pursuit of plea

sure together as you open up ,\ I  
and as you accept whatever are 
his needs.

Friendship is the interplay of „ . 
two souls. Each soul is an inter
pretation of God; there is, of 
course, affinity between us all 4 J 
as sons of our loving Father.
How wonderfully this is de
scribed in the story  of 
Jonathan and David. We read 
that ‘ ‘the soul of Jonathan knit 
with the soul of David, and » 
Jonathan loved him as his own
soul.” These few words convey * 
to us something of the depths  ̂^  
of friendship that we too can 
understand whenever we expe
rience in this way. The inter- 
play of two souls brings peace 
and deepening of the spirit 
within. »

Partings

Many times in the course of 
friendship it is necessary to 
part, and in the parting we J  
learn yet more of the true value 
of our friendships. True friends *
never bind the one to the other.
They lightly release their part
ner, for the more one grasps * 
anything one would retain, the 
more the other shudders and 
fights to free himself. If by any ^ 6  
chance you do grow apart from 
your friend do not fret or feel a 
loss, for this is a point of nat
ural evolution, and as some go 
others will come into their 
place. Of course, to have

LNm*j



friends you must be friendly; 
you must be seeking for friend
ship in your very atmosphere.

* A true balance in friendship 
is when both the physical and 
the spiritual aspects are equal
ly poised. Friendship usually 
starts on the physical level and 
deepens and becomes a trea-

- sure indefinable in the depths 
of its greatness. True friend
ship makes no demands or ex
pectations of the partner but 
always gives the opportunity 
to receive.

► The balance of life depends 
upon oneself in partnership 
with others, for joys and ex
periences held to oneself por
tray but a minute portion of 
their true possibilities.

* Oh, that your friendship with 
another will always have the 
blessings of a light touch, and 
that it will be based on the 
purest love and understanding!

It is in the exercise of our ex
periences in friendship that 
love can be fully extended until 
we no longer think of love but 
we are love itself.

We need to keep within the 
bounds of our friendship a 
sense of humor and joy, for life 
is not to be all seriousness. Life 
is full of fun, life is exhila
rating, exciting, unexpected. 
What bursts of sudden plea
sure can come as you turn the 
corner of a sentence and you 
are in the midst of laughter!

Your friendship should have

that magic quality of strength 
and power, for when your 
friend falls down, it is you who 
will pick him up. You also 
know that should you stumble, 
there is the strong hand of a 
loving person beside you and 
on him you can rely. He needs 
no word of thanks, for it was 
the joy of helping you that was 
in itself the reward.

Pray Together

Your friend may well be your 
prayer partner. How beautiful 
it is to pray and to know that 
another is joining you in the 
prayers. Whether you are 
seated together in the devotion 
of prayer or whether the miles 
separate your physical bodies, 
you come close in these 
privileged mom ents. The 
power of God’s healing love is 
activated in your union in 
prayer. Pray also for each 
other. Pray daily. You cannot 
give a greater service than to 
hold your friend in the highest 
consciousness of your inner 
vision.

Who Is Your Neighbor?

To those who may feel friend
less, this need no longer be 
your lot. Your neighbor cries 
out for friendship and awaits 
your outstretched hand. How 
long need he wait? He, like you, 
may be too shy to make the



first move. Go out this day to 
seek another’s friendship! Love 
him as yourself and he will joy
fully respond. Do not fear re
jection. Pray knowing that you 
are a loving person, well-loved,

and prove the truth you need to 
know. Seek and you will find. 
Love and you will be loved, 
even as your Father in your 
heaven is loving you now.

O
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Charles Fillmore

I  am no longer like Lot's wife, 
preserving evil in mind and 
body by remembering it. I  
relax and willingly let go of all 
effete substance, that the new, 
pure radiance of God may be 
made manifest in me.

My mind no longer clings to 
the complexity o f mortal 
finances. I  um open to the 
splendor of the kingdom of God 
within, and a flood of plenty 
follows.

Tfiougfit/ Tfi(n9/
ONE OF the axiomatic truths 
of m etap h y sics  is th a t  
"thoughts are things." That 
the mind of man marshals its 
faculties and literally makes

into living entities the ideas 
that it entertains is also a fore
gone conclusion.

The word things expresses
IMTVJ



poorly the active and very vital 
character of the thoughts to 
which the mind gives life, sub
stance, and intelligence.

We see so many inanimate 
“things” around us in the 
material world, and we com
pare our creative thoughts 
with them and thereby get a 

“ very inferior conception of the 
marvelous ability of our mind 
in its creative capacity.

Shakespeare says, “ The 
poet’s pen . . .  gives to airy 
nothing a local habitation and 

‘ a name.” At the same time the 
poet’s mind forms in the ether 
a replica of his idea, and that 
replica takes up its habitation 
in his thought atmosphere and 
henceforth injects into it a tine- 

1 ture of the sentiments that the 
poet originally had.

This ability of the Adamic 
man to “name” or give char
acter, form, and shape to ideas 
is symbolically described in the 
2d chapter of Genesis, where 
Jehovah God brought before 
Adam the elemental ideas or 
“beasts” of the Garden of 
Eden (called by metaphysi
cians the “ ether” ). “ And 
whatever the man called every 
living creature, that was its 
name.”

We often refer in Unity liter
ature to the discoveries by 
modern science of the ether and 
its stupendous properties as 
confirming in scientific terms 
what Jesus taught in symbols

concerning the properties of 
the ether, which He named the 
kingdom of the heavens. The 
Garden of Eden is a symbolic 
description of that elemental 
realm that modern science has 
named the ether. Science says 
that this ether fills all space, is 
not molecular, and possesses 
an amount of energy beyond 
comparison with anything 
material; that all the complex 
phenomena of nature may be 
reduced to different kinds of 
waves of energy in the ether. 
Professor James Jean says, 
“We live in a universe of 
waves, and nothing but 
waves.” He also says that it 
may be that our mind lays hold 
of the atoms of our body and so 
forms the world about us.

Here we see how very near to 
the teaching of religion scien
tific minds are approaching. 
They are virtually proclaiming 
the one life as the source of 
everything. Their next great 
proclamation will be that one 
directive intelligence is an 
essential cause of the harmo
nious universe.

Every experienced metaphy
sician knows that mind molds 
from an omnipresent element 
whatever takes form, shape, 
and intelligence and becomes 
part of our thought world. That 
science in a measure confirms 
this is a source of gratification 
and a stabilizer of faith. Know
ing that our world is composed



of what we have idealized 
should make us more watchful 
of the activities of our mind. 
Are we still harboring thought 
forms that are impeding our 
soul’s progress? Are we pre
serving our evil thoughts by 
thinking about them with fear 
in our mind? Or it may be that 
we yearn for the pleasures of 
the past and like Lot’s wife 
look back, thereby subjecting 
ourselves to the things of the 
past or with the salt of the 
mind preserving them. There 
are always better things just 
ahead for those who build in 
mind the living thought en
tities that go before and open 
the way.

We live in two worlds, the 
world of cause and the world of 
effect. The world of effect is at 
present in a complex tangle. 
Panaceas without number are 
offered. There is but one 
panacea and that is the in
stallation of an economic 
system in which human greed 
will be eliminated. To institute 
such a system will require men 
and women who have overcome 
greed in themselves, and love 
all mankind.

If you would help the world, 
and incidentally yourself, to 
better economic conditions, 
begin to deny your selfishness 
and greed and affirm, I  am 
open to the splendor of the 
kingdom of God within, and a 
flood of plenty follows. 0

ILLUMINATION—As we seek 
our Lord within, we find ourself in 
the presence of creative Mind.^ 
Through our cooperating with this 
Mind, we receive spiritual inspira
tion and are guided in even the., 
most minute details of life.

1 am inspired and confi
dent of right choices ; |l 

because the Lord of my 
being is in command.

HEALING -  The joy of the Lord is 
my strength is a wonderful affir- I 
mation. Healing thoughts are first 
expressed as ideas in the invisible 
substance, then they enter into 
visibility—into reality, and mani
fest as radiant health. *

The Lord of my being is in 
command of my mind and 

body. I manifest peace, i I 
strength, and health.

PROSPERITY-W e  are co-cre
ators with God, so we must guards 
against limited thinking as wev 
make visible that in which we have 
faith. To have prosperity, we see 
first in God-Mind, believe in it 
and then His abundance is pourec 
forth into our life and affairs. i

The Lord of my being is in 
command of my affairs 

and 1 am prospered.



WHEN WE LIVE in self-con
sciousness, we lead a double 
life. We have an outer life that 
is filled with things and people, 
and we have an inner life that, 
in our consciousness, we seem 
to keep entirely separate. 
Sometimes we ignore the inner 
life and live only for the outer 
things, and in so doing the 
outer life becomes fraught with 
unhappiness.

When first we seek within to 
develop and uncover the inner 
life, we live for a while in a 
world of duality. Our outer 
activities and associates seem 
to have nothing to do with our 
inner thoughts and feelings, 
but in the course of time the 
inner and outer come closer 
together. As railroad tracks be
come one in the distance, our 
life becomes one as time goes 
by. The inner life becomes the 
outer, and the outer life that is 
not associated with the inner 
drops away and is no more.

This bringing together of the 
inner life and the outer life is 
the work we do as self-con
scious individuals. Then we are 
ready to step into a greater 
consciousness—Christ con
sciousness—and see cosmically 
the oneness of all creation. 
Sometimes we develop our in
ner resources and unfold the in
ner life while we do nothing 
about our outer life. When we 
reach a certain place in our un- 
foldment, we may have great

The
Double
Thread

B Y A N N  SANDEFER

overcomings to make, but if we 
develop the within and change 
the outer as well, when the 
time comes it is but a short 
step into Christ consciousness. 
We can make our outer life 
easily conform to the inner as 
we go along.

In Christ consciousness we 
are ready to expand our life in 
many channels. It may seem 
imperceptibly slow while it is 
going on, but the progress 
made in any period of time 
seems miraculous when we 
look back. As we turn our face 
to the dawn of a new day that 
will bring satisfaction and joy, 
let us remember it is by being 
faithful over a few things that 
we have earned the many, and 
we are earning our salvation in 
our faithfulness and loyalty to 
Truth.



Tty's M a t t e r  o f  § i n
B Y  ROBERT R. BARTH

THERE IS A LOT of talk in 
religious circles about sin. We 
hear again and again that we 
are all sinners, that we are . . 
conceived in sin and born in 
iniquity." Those of us who 
have experienced the Unity 
teachings have difficulty 
accepting this idea, and right
fully so. I t is time for us to re
examine the entire concept of 
sin and see what it really is.

The concept of sin today is 
one that has been warped to 
the point where many persons 
are looking at it from the gut
ter rather than from an ele
vated view as we should. Many 
religions have changed the con
cept of sin and have focused on 
the wrong aspects of it.

What is sin? There are many 
definitions, but perhaps the 
most representative is the one 
which says that sin is 
dreadful estrangement from 
God.” Technically, this defi
nition is not wrong, but it can 
be misleading.

If we go back to the original 
Greek word from which comes 
the word sin, we get some new 
insight. When this Greek word 
is translated it is interesting

because we do not get " . . .  
dreadful estrangement from >  
God," we do not even get the 
breaking of religious law. What 
we do find out is that the word 
is rightly translated "fallen 
short." To sin then is to fall 
short, or as we in Unity like to * 
say, “to miss the mark."

This means that we sin any
time we fall short of doing 
things perfectly. Anytime we 
do not express God perfectly, 
then we can say that we have - 
fallen short of perfection; we 
have missed the mark; the 
mark, of course, being God.

Short of Perfection

So anytime we do not ex- k 
press perfect love, perfect pros
perity, perfect healing, we are 
being sinful; we are falling 
short of perfection.

Should we feel guilty about 
this, about our falling short of 
perfection? No! Until we reach 
perfection we will continue to 
make mistakes. The only time 
we need to feel guilty is when 
we know better than to make 
the mistake in the first place.

Do I really believe it is okay



Robert R. Barth is minister of Bremer
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to “sin”? Yes, I do! Do I really 
believe that I can do the things 
I know are wrong? No, I don’t! 
What I am talking about does 
not give me that kind of 
license. When I say that sin
ning can be good, I do not 
mean that we are to do those 
things that we know are 
wrong. However, mistakes can 
be beneficial. They can be the 
tools by which we learn and 
grow.

In a way, we can compare 
sinning to learning arithmetic. 
Imagine that you are a child 
trying to learn to add. Your 
teacher places a series of prob
lems on the blackboard to be 
added. You are just having 
your first experience with addi
tion and your teacher gives you 
the problem 2 + 2=?. You are 
not sure what to do. You think 
and you think. You count on 
your fingers. You count the 
heads of the classmates around 
you. You count building blocks 
on the teacher’s desk. Trying

everything that you know, you 
get your answer: 2+2=5. You 
have just sinned! You have 
missed the mark; you have 
fallen short of the right answer. 
Should you feel guilty about 
this sin? Should adults take 
this child and make him feel 
guilty, call him a miserable sin
ner because he has not lived up 
to the law of mathematics? 
You would not do it to your 
child; would God do it to His 
children?

Let us return to the child for 
a moment, the one who said 
that 2 + 2=5. What do we do 
with him? Usually we make 
him aware of his mistake, talk 
to him, work with him, and 
help him to learn that 2 + 2 = 4 . 
Once he learns this we can say 
to him, “Okay, go ahead, and 
don’t make th a t 2 + 2 =  5 
mistake any more.”

No Condemnation

Remember the account in the 
Bible about the woman who 
was caught in the act of com
mitting adultery? When you 
read the account, notice that 
nowhere did Jesus condemn 
her. He said to those standing 
around waiting to stone her, 
“Let him who is without sin 
among you be the first to 
throw a stone at her.” Who 
among you has not made a mis
take, fallen short of perfection? 
Her condemners then turned to



leave and Jesus looked at the 
woman and said to her, 
“Neither do I condemn you; go, 
and do not sin again.”

Do you think He really 
meant to say “go and be per
fect”? He may have, but more 
importantly for the woman, I 
believe He was saying go and 
learn from your mistake—that 
way you will not have to go 
through all of this again.

We can look at sin in two dif
ferent ways. We can look at it 
from the negative aspect, as I 
said earlier, from the gutter. 
We can declare that we are 
miserable sinners, that we do 
not deserve to walk the face of 
the earth. I ’m tired of that, 
aren’t you? Even Jesus, when 
asked how often do we forgive 
those who sin replied, “seventy 
times seven. ” We forgive again 
and again and again, as many 
times as are necessary.

Maybe one of our purposes in 
Unity today is to see sin from a 
higher consciousness. Maybe 
our purpose is to see that sin 
can be good—that we can learn 
from it. Once our lesson is 
learned we can say that we 
know the truth about it, and we 
do not need to make the mis
take again—“go, and do not sin 
again.”

Do you not feel deep within 
that it is more important to 
look at the learning and grow
ing than at the mistake? To 
me, this is where many miss

the mark, or fall short, or if you 
will permit me, sin. Their em
phasis is placed on the mistake, 
without ever realizing that 
there is good involved.

Growing Experiences

Life is meant to be lived. We 
need to have the freedom to go 
forth and try  new expe
riences—not bad experiences, 
not harmful experiences—but 
growing experiences. We have 
the right to experiment and to 
fall short of perfection. Is this 
not what life and growth and 
expansion are all about?

Rather than spending so 
much time worrying about mis
takes and sin, focus on growth. 
Dare to take life and live it for 
all it is worth. Dare to miss the 
mark, to fall short, but remem
ber that growth is your objec
tive.

Take a moment in your busy 
life to examine what is happen
ing in your life. Don’t settle for \  
living a mistake. See your mis
take and get out of it.

Ultimately you must come to 
a decision. Do you want to live 
your life as a miserable sinner, 
being punished for your mis
takes? Or, would you rather 
realize th a t mistakes are 
needed for learning and grow
ing, and that once you have 
learned from them, you do not 
have to make them again.

The choice is yours. ®
LNTTid
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HAVE YOU stood 
by a river on a hot 
summer day and 
watched the flow of 
cool w ater? The 
water looks so invit
ing and fresh, but at 
th e  sam e tim e 
strong and awe
some.

You decide to 
splash a little by the 
shore to refresh 
yourself, but it is 
still hot and muggy. 
The deeper water 
looks more inviting 
and refreshing, but 
you are uncertain as 
to where it will take 
you if you get 
caught in the cur
rent.

This is similar to 
my encounter with 
God. Playing on the 
edge of life cannot 
satisfy  for long. 
When I see the deep, 
clear, renewing flow 
that will lead me 
back to my Maker, it 
looks so right and 
strong and sure, but 
I know stepping off

IN
THE

FLOW



and letting go will terminate 
forever the place where I am. 
Even though where I am is not 
Utopia, it is what I know. Why 
was I so afraid of change? Is it 
the change that is foreboding?
I think not. More likely, it is 
the price I thought I would pay 
for letting go, for after the 
plunge, no more am I the same. 
Now I bathe in the realization 
that all other forms of life are 
united with me and I am a part 
of all others and part of our 
Creator. No more can I do 
something just for me. I now 
know that every act and 
thought affect all life. The 
responsibility is mind-bog
gling. The challenge for chan
neling positive energies for 
growth is unlimited. One can 
never be lonely as part of the 
whole, especially when the 
whole is the essence of love.

I have shoved off from shore.

I am caught in the current. If I 
struggle I get tired and sink. If 
I let go and relax, I float and 
see the sun above me. I feel the 
buoyancy  of su s ta in in g  
strength uplifting me. Each 
day of this journey is a beauti
ful adventure and the scenery 
along the way is constantly 
changing. I can see pollution or 
beauty depending upon which 
way I choose to turn my head. 
The choice is always mine and I 
see what I am looking for.

Thank You, dear Father, for 
enticing me with Your clear, 
cool, sustaining, life-giving 
water. The journey is so won
drous and such fun. I am glad 
You have a sense of humor that 
keeps the balance and calms 
the choppy waters. The heal
ing, love, laughter, music, col
or, and fragrance are wonders 
to behold! Thank You, Father! 
Thank You for calling! 0

D L
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This winged moment I know
cannot with words be spoken
nor embrace what encompasses all,
for it is the Spirit of love
that perceives the magnitude of glory.

By Janna Russell
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TOLERANCE AND 

PATIENCE

Building the Christ
Consciousness

B Y  FRANCES W. FOULKS 

Part XV

Beloved of God:
This morning I  awoke early, 

even before the break of day. 
Instead of seeking sleep again, 
I  sat by an eastern window to 
watch the coming of the dawn. 
There have been some heavy 
rains recently, and a thick fog 
hung over everything. I t  even 
crept into my windows, touch
ing me with its chilly breath. 
All the landscape was an un
recognized blur. As the first 
light of the dawn came, I  saw a 
long black cloud hanging near 
the horizon, and higher, a mass 
of dark clouds. As I  watched 
these ominous-looking clouds, 
the sky between them began to 
lose its dullness and take on 
some of the daytime blue. Then 
the upper mass at its edges be-

came flecked with crimson, its 
other side began to glow and 
shine through, the whole mass 
changing into a thing of glory 
against the pale greenish blue 
of the sky. The lower black 
cloud completely faded out 
before my eyes. The fog lifted. 
The trees, heretofore indistinct 
against the dull sky, became 
sharp silhouettes against this 
brilliancy. Then came a tip of 
gold on the horizon, the cause 
of all this change from dreari
ness to glory. The king of the 
day was rising! The fog, dark
ness, and dampness, all van
ished with his coming. Now I  
could see everything in its 
right relation, the different 
greens of the trees and grass, 
the red clay of the roadway,



even the red apples hanging 
thick on some trees across the 
way. Where before I  saw noth
ing but gloom, now beauty was 
all about me because the sun 
was shedding it rays of light 
over the world.

As I  meditated on this every
day spectacle, so uncommon to 
the sight of the greater part of 
the world yet abed, I  thought 
how like this is our world 
before and after we let the King 
of Glory into our hearts. Paul 
describes it so truly in the lat
ter part of the 13th chapter of 
First Corinthians. He likens 
our spiritual growth to the 
change from childhood to man
hood, from “seeing in a mir
ror," to beholding “face to 
face, " from “knowing in part, " 
to a full knowledge. Again he 
says, if we keep beholding the 
glory of the Lord, we are 
“transformed into the same im
age from glory to glory. ”

I t is ever thus with the soul 
as we merge from the darkness 
of ignorance to the knowledge 
of Truth, as we drop off human 
tendencies and put on the 
Christ. The dawn of today 
taught me this more fully. It 
made plainer to me that in our 
spiritual growth all things not 
now understood will be re
vealed, that all the drabness of 
our life will be changed to the 
glory we had with the Creator 
before we came out into expe
rience, that when we have fully

entered again the at-one-ment 
with the Father, we see all 
things in their right relation, 
even as He now sees them. Day 
by day this is all that is taking 
place in God's universe. How 
quickly it comes to you and to 
me depends upon our faith and 
love, our steadfastness of pur
pose and vision.

XV. Tolerance and Patience 
Meditation: 'A nd  let stead- I  

fastness have it's 
full effect, that I  
you may be per- -I 
feet and complete, 
lacking in noth
ing" (James 1:4). I  

Tolerance and patience go 
hand in hand, for it takes great 
patience to be tolerant of 
others’ opinions, and great 
tolerance to be patient with 
those whose actions do not con
form to our standard. Toler
ance toward all is a lesson that 
must be learned before we pro
gress very far toward building 
the Christ consciousness. With * 
its entrance comes a patience 
which grows even as love de
velops. Patience and tolerance 
are born of love, and as God is 
love, the measure of our love is 
the measure of our Godlike
ness. As long as we seek to 
shape the lives of others to our 
standard, so long are we bind
ing them according to our 
limited capacity of knowing. * 
We are also bound in like



degree. To be free, we must in 
mind and act let others be free 
to express according to their 
own desire and understanding, 
and we must be gentle about it 
also, in thought, word, and act.

The only thing that will 
bring this to pass is a compre
hension of what the Master 
meant when He told the Phari
sees that the first and great 
commandment was to love God 
with all the heart, soul, and 
mind, and that the second was 
like unto it, “Thou shalt love 
thy neighbor as thyself.” When 
we thus connect God, our 
neighbor, and ourself in our 
love, there will be no need for 
the "thou shalt not” of the 
other commandments, for the 
Mosaic law will be wiped out 
by the Christ love which fills 
us. Many of us obey the letter 
of the “thou shall nots,” but 
we have not yet contained that 
love which spoke through the 
Master to the woman about to 
be stoned by the sinners, 
“Neither do I condemn thee.” 
None of us has yet learned the 
lesson of not doing that thing 
which we are condemning in 
another.

Perhaps, if we could look 
back along the path we came, 
we would find that the lesson 
was learned through greater 
transgression than this which 
we condemn. Perhaps we would 
find we had not left it so far 
behind, for the continual recog-

nition of a fault in others shows 
that it yet has some place in 
our consciousness. Sometimes 
the recognition of it (our im
patience and intolerance) in 
others brings it back, and we 
have to wrestle with it again in 
overcoming. We may even find 
ourself doing that very thing 
which we have been so im
patient with another for doing.

The more we realize that the 
relationship of the race is that 
of brothers and sisters, and as 
in families, some are older and 
wiser, some yet babes and 
youths, undeveloped, inexpe
rienced, lacking in understand
ing, the more ready we will be 
to take the mental attitude to
ward them that we take toward 
a little child who has stumbled 
and fallen. It is some degree of 
the Christ compassion that 
makes one hasten to put the 
child on its feet and to speak an 
encouraging word. Yet many 
times we have only intolerance 
and impatience toward our 
brother or sister whose actions 
show that they have not yet 
learned to walk wisely and 
well. We do not always hasten 
to put them on their feet or en
courage them to do better, 
which may be done quite as 
effectively through loving 
thoughts toward them or a 
high vision for them, as 
through personal advice of 
many words. In Nazareth, the 
Master’s home, the people saw



only the carpenter’s son, in
stead of the Son of God, and 
Jesus did not do mighty mira
cles there because "they took 
offense at him’’ (Mark 6:3). If 
we are impatient and intolerant 
with those closest to us, we are 
holding them back from ex
pressing the highest of which 
they are capable. Remember 
the Master’s idea of the love of 
faith (Peter), "Feed my sheep." 
Let us not withhold!

Man until redeemed is dual, 
having two selves, the human 
or Adam self, and the spiritual 
or Christ self. If we closely 
watch our everyday actions to
ward circumstances and peo
ple, we will see which self we 
are allowing to express. It is 
only through momently choos
ing and willing that we express 
the characteristics of the 
higher Self, and are finally re
leased from the bondage of the 
senses. It is the human side of 
us that is selfish, intolerant, 
and impatient. The divine is 
the Christ, which Jesus of 
Nazareth presented to human
ity through His tolerance and 
compassion, His patience and 
love. What He added to the 
beauty and richness of the 
race, we may add to our world 
by expressing toward others 
that which He lived and taught 
when He, too, was expressing 
in human form.

The secret quest of the 
higher Self is that we may ex

press the image and likeness 
with which we were endowed in 
the beginning. Its objective for 
us is always perfection, for it 
knows that which we expressed 
in the Father before the soul of 
us came out seeking to know 
through experience. In this 
desire to have us return to the 
Father’s house in conscious
ness, it seeks in many ways to 
turn the personal of us to the 
path it is traveling, that 
through this oneness of pur
pose the way may be short
ened, the burdens lightened. J  
Sometimes the physical is 
touched to remind us that we 
are not cooperating with the 
higher Self. Sometimes success 
is withheld, injustice finds us, 
lack comes into our affairs; all 
are signs that we are not let
ting the higher Self have its 
perfect way in our life. These 
may come from a lack of love, 
from intolerance or impatience. S 
We know whether we are ex
pressing according to the 
Golden Rule. To right about- 
face and follow in the footsteps 
of the Master is the remedy, 
one that will always heal, pros
per, bring joy and peace.

Beloved, may you keep see
ing the Christ in your brother, 
and may your brother keep see
ing the Christ in you, and may 
this seeing express so fully in 
your life and the life of your 
brother that His Kingdom may 
come quickly.



I’ve Been Thinking . . .
About the Silence

B Y  BERTHA McCALL

silence of suspended life before 
the world comes awake.

Then there is that period of 
hot humidity before the break
ing of a storm, when the whole 
world seems to hold its breath 
in awesome apprehension. Not 
a leaf quivers, not a creature 
moves—all have crept to shel
ter. Only the dark clouds roll 
overhead. The air is heavy with 
foreboding. This is the silence 
of fear.

The spell of a winter’s night! 
The moon is radiantly whole, in 
full majesty. Its shimmering 
light is giving the few jaded

-I OPEN THE FLAP of my 
tent in early morning and step 
out into the hush between sleep 
and awakening. The morning 
star hangs low over the tips of 
the pine trees on the mountain 
ridge and the light from the not 
yet visible sun makes me aware 
that at any moment there will 
be the sleepy twitter of a bird 
or the raucous chatter of a 
squirrel’s, “Good morning.’’ 
The trees flank my tent, stand
ing in solid grandeur, pointing 
to the heavens, whispering, 
“Do not disturb.’’ This is the



leaves clinging to the cotton
woods a last fling of color 
before they drop into their next 
phase of fulfillment. The stars 
overhead are fairly jumping up 
and down, daring you to try to 
touch them, while to the north, 
the silvery green-gold lights of 
the aurora borealis are weaving 
a serpentine dance. The snow is 
a carpet of scintillating jewels, 
and over all, there is this great 
fathomless silence that dwarfs 
all ego yet swells awareness 
with emotion that reaches to 
the depths of being. This is the 
silence of awe.

One might think these are 
the silences of all silences, but 
not so. There is a silence that 
makes all others seem com
monplace. This is the silence 
we experience when we find 
communion with our Father in 
that place Jesus called our 
closet, wherein we enter, close 
the doors to outer things, and 
pray to the Father in secret. 
There, and only there, do we 
find the completely fulfilling 
silence that brings the presence 
of our God “closer than breath
ing, nearer than hands and 
feet.” Our soul is filled with 
this divine Presence; our body 
elements react to infinite 
peace. Spirit is spirit, we are 
one with the vibration of uni
versal life. We are lifted up in 
an ecstasy which belittles all 
description. This is the silence 
of pure being. 0

Que$tmi[$
« !} /%

. . . with answers by 
MARCUS BACH

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

Question: I  would just like to 
comment on the letter written 
by the lady who was a victim 
of the vicious gang rape. I, 
too, was raped about six 
months ago and can sympa
thize and understand how this



I
lady feels. I  wonder if I  might 
share one thing from my own 
experience, for one does not 
experience these things alone, 
and they can be overcome 
only through determination 
and with the help o f God.

I  daily prayed for my at
tacker, sent him thoughts of 

• love, and tried to love him. I  
found love to be very healing 
and forgave him as often as I  

v could and whenever I  became 
bitter. I t  was not easy for me, 
but I  did it and am a different 

' person because of that.
I  had a very unhappy child

hood and had also been men
tally ill for a time. I  failed at 
everything I  tried: school, 
jobs, friends. I  started forgiv
ing myself and others, loving 
myself and helping myself to 
rebuild my life. I t  took me 
about six years, but I  did it. I  
succeeded at jobs, school, and 
even started making friends. 
Don't you agree that no mat- 
ter what you have done or 
what has been done to you, 
things can change, we can 
change? Today I  am a happy 
person who looks forward to 
each day and its tasks and 
demands, and am thoroughly 
enjoying life though it is not 
always all roses. I  send my 
love and best wishes to this 
lady.

E.S.
y

Answer: Little need be added 
March 1979

to your letter. My answer is 
strongly affirmative when you 
ask whether I feel “that things 
can change and we can 
change.” You have more than 
proved this in the intimate 
sharing of your own experi
ence. Most of the letters that 
come to “Questions on the 
Quest” are from people who are 
seeking change or looking for 
support in the possibility of 
change in order to reach suc
cessful solutions. Changes in 
attitude, in points of view, in 
lifestyle; changes in ways of 
thinking, changes in one’s rela
tionship with the God-power, 
changes in one’s relationship 
with self, changes in one’s 
sense of values. To change 
from intense hatred to forgive
ness, to let love take the place 
of self-pity, and to develop an 
onward-going look at life in
stead of desperate backward 
glances are challenges that the 
Christ concept puts upon 
everyone. Rapists are near the 
top of the list among the “hor
rible defamers” of life and law. 
Your testimony will help read
ers immeasurably in their own 
challenges in faith and many 
will wish you Godspeed in the 
program of change and spiri
tual growth to which you are 
committed so thoroughly.

M.B.

Question: Will you kindly ex-



plain to me why the disciples 
were unable to recognize 
Jesus when they met Him on 
the road to Emmaus? Why 
did Mary mistake Him for the 
gardener when she saw Him 
outside the tomb on Easter 
morning? I t  was only three 
days since they last saw Him.

Mrs. E.B.B.

Answer: Your letter prompts 
me to share one of my personal 
approaches to scriptural ques
tions. I am convinced that 
some texts can be interpreted 
only in terms of “degrees of 
possibilities,” by which I mean 
that the answer may be possi- 
bly-this or possibly-that. Such 
an approach may not satisfy 
people who insist on an ab
solute answer or who believe it 
possible to unerringly read 
God’s Word or, in some cases, 
God’s Mind. But for us who are 
not absolutists, the “possibili
ties” approach may make 
sense.

So, to come to your question, 
“Why didn’t the disciples 
recognize Him?” It may con
ceivably be that the risen 
Christ bore a transcendence 
which could be recognized only 
by a new transcendence on the 
part of the beholder. Or, 
possibly, the disciples were so 
engrossed with themselves and 
their own thoughts that they 
momentarily missed the fact 
that Christ walked with them.

(He often walks with us, too, 
and we do not recognize Him.)

Or there is the possibility, as 
the text says (Luke 24:15) that 
“ their eyes were holden.” This 
means that their physical vi
sion was momentarily blurred 
by preoccupation with other 
th in g s . Their eyes were 
“opened” when He broke the 
bread (Luke 24:30). Or, there is ^  
a possibility that the entire af
fair was a subjective experi
ence, that is, a vision on the 
part of the disciples. The same 
applies to Mary. Possibly the 
predawn light was such that 
identification was difficult, or 
perhaps the prospect of a resur
rected form was far from 
Mary’s mind. Just as the pros
pect of the Christ revealing 
Himself to us is often farthest 
from our mind as well.

No matter what the degree of 
possibilities may be, the impli
cations of the accounts are cer
tainly clear. Better than an ab
solute answer is the prospect 
that the texts are full of mean
ing, that they are challenging 
to contemplate, and, like all 
great narratives, they leave im
portant messages personally 
revealed and identified with 
each individual who walks the 
pathway of the quest.

M.B.
*

___________

Question: There is something 
about Jesus that confuses me.

UMT5d



I t  is my understanding that 
things were pretty bad here 
on earth and God sent Jesus 
to be an example and spread 
understanding of the truth. I  
understand that Jesus is the 
Son of God. I  believe each of 
us is the child of God and 
each equal heir to God's great 
bounty along with Jesus. I  
believe Jesus is my brother as 
are my brothers here in this 
world. What I  don't under
stand is why there is so much 
praying to Jesus rather than 
directly to God our Father. 
How do you account for this? 
I  love God above all things 
and I  believe in the Trinity. I  
believe that God is the 
Father, Jesus represents man 
(all sons and daughters) and 
the Holy Spirit represents the 
love that flows between us 
and through us. But we are all 
God-expressions o f Him. Why 
not pray directly to God?

One other thing. I  believe 
God sent Jesus into the world 
with a definite mission, as I  
believe each of us has. But did 
Jesus have the free will each 
of us has or, even though He 
faced temptation, was His 
purpose so clear to Him that 
He really did not have a free 
will? After all, God sent Him 
into this world with a greater 
level of understanding of 
truth than any of us has ever 
displayed before or since.

J.C.R.

Answer: Praying to God in the 
name of Jesus is a custom insti
tuted by early Christians who 
took literally such texts as, 
“ no one comes to the 
Father, but by me” (John 14:6), 
and “ . . .  whatsoever you ask 
the Father in my name, he may 
give it to you” (John 15:16). 
These and other statements a t
tributed to Jesus persuaded 
Christians that He is a media
tor in the process of prayer no 
less than in the plan of salva
tion. Fundamental followers of 
the faith looked upon Jesus 
Christ as God, no less than as 
the Second Person of the Trin
ity. They also affectionately 
referred to Him as “Our Elder 
B ro ther.” M etaphysically- 
minded Christians, no less than 
other modern interpreters of 
Christian doctrine, prefer to 
pray ‘‘directly to God,” as you 
have indicated. There are a 
great many scriptural texts 
supportive of this view and 
Jesus Himself, when asked 
about the technique of prayer, 
suggested that the proper 
salutation should be, ‘‘Our 
Father, which art in heaven.” 
He also made it clear through
out His ministry that, “What
ever you ask in prayer, you will 
receive, if you have faith” 
(Matthew 21:20). In these in
stances He did not suggest 
praying “in His name.” Let’s 
face it, however, one can usual
ly find a scripture text to sup-



port a preconceived idea, es
pecially if one takes the text 
out of its context. And let’s 
remember it is not the form of 
prayer, but the feeling, sincer
ity, and spirit of prayer that 
make the prayer effective.

Because of my traditionally 
historic P ro tes tan t back
ground, I often find myself con
cluding my prayers with the 
close, “ In Jesus name. Amen.’’
I have a hunch that both God 
and Jesus will make this allow
able inasmuch as I believe they 
respect all those who pray no 
matter what the form or 
language or custom of the 
“pray-er’’ may be.

As to the matter of free will, 
both in the case of Jesus and 
ourselves, it is quite impossible 
to define where free will begins 
and predeterminism or predes
tination ends, or vice versa. 
How can we be absolutely sure 
that we are exercising our own 
judgment or whether we are be
ing divinely programmed? I 
could take either side of the 
debate on this subject. The line 
between what we think is our 
planning and what is actually 
God's foreseen plan is finer 
than a razor’s edge. When 
Jesus turned His back on the 
devil and overcame tempta
tion, was it His choice or was 
He conforming to God’s 
original idea?

Instead of all this confusing 
us, let us make it part of the

quest in our own thrilling 
adventures in faith. Do good 
and know that God is in the do
ing, and all the doing will be as 
though you did it! And when 
you know you are doing it, it 
will be exactly at this point 
that you will want to say from 
the bottom of your heart, 
“Thank You, Father, for the 
doing!"

M.B.
1

Question: How can I  get some 
moving air into the flat tire of 
my life? I  have been a New 
Thought student now for 
about three years, and in this 
period I  have read umpteen 
New Thought books, taken 
courses, and in general have 
flooded myself with New 
Thought information. Your 
writings have always been an 
inspiration to me; you cer
tainly have a way of getting 
reality down to the bottom 
line of solving problems. But 
actually, I  haven't changed a 
great deal and this morning 
after my silence period, the 
idea came to me that what I 
needed was motivation, then 
all things would follow.

There are many areas of my 
life that need changing, but as 
yet I  don't find in myself the 
willingness to make efforts 
and take action. As a result of M 
the guidance that came to me



from this morning's silence 
period, I  realize now that 
unless I  can develop some 
motivation and willingness, 
the situation in my life will re
main about the same.

Can you suggest some ways 
that will enable me to increase 
my motivation? To get help 
on this point is my main 
reason for writing this letter. 
Also would you advise cutting 
down on my reading of New 
Thought literature? Maybe an 
overload of information

swamps out application and 
action, and creates a reverse- 
ratio effect of passivity. 
Whatever help you can give 
me would be sincerely 
appreciated.

F.J.C.

Answer: It is not only “air in 
the flat tire of my life” that you 
need. It is also some high-test 
gas in your fuel tank. The rea
son I say this is because recent
ly I presented a lesson on ex
actly the subject you bring up

DAILY WORD in Large Type . . . easy on the eyes. 
DAILY WORD in Large Type . . .  for those with 
vision difficulties.
DAILY WORD in Large Type . . . inspirational 
Words for each day. (Actual type size)

DAILY WORD in Large Type contains the same helpful daily medita- 
:ions, inspiring poetry, and thought-provoking articles which are found in 
:he regular size DAILY WORD. The only difference between PATTY 
WORD and DAILY WORD in Large Type is the size of type. Yet that dif- 
erence can be significant for someone who cannot easily read smaller 
5rint. You can provide daily comfort and inspiration for someone you 
mow who has impaired vision by sending a gift subscription to DAILY 
WORD in Large Type. A one-year subscription, $4.

Send your subscription order for yourself or for gifts to:
DAILY WORD IN LARGE TYPE 

Unity Village, Missouri 64065
If you are unable to pay for a subscription for the large type edition of 

DAILY WORD and want to send it to a visually handicapped friend, or if 
ou have a need for it yourself, you may send your request to: The May 
lowland Memorial Fund. As funds permit, a subscription will be sent 
without charge.



in your letter; how to get 
motivated. In my talk I sug
gested that everyone is talking 
about self-motivation and that 
is usually all it amounts to, 
just talk. Why don’t  people get 
turned on? Why are the blind 
leading the blind? How does 
one truly get with it? What are 
some of the keys to construc
tive motivation?

My suggestion was that we 
needed at least three keys and 
the first of these is gratitude. 
We are motivated by counting 
our blessings and recognizing 
the many things we have for 
which to be grateful. No matter 
what your condition or your 
circumstances, if you take an 
inventory and assess what you 
have and are and what you 
might have been but for the 
grace of God, you will in
variably want to do something 
worthwhile and adventurous 
with your life. Be grateful!

The second key is attitude. 
What is needed here is an act of 
will. Will yourself into an atti
tude, not only of gratitude but 
of awareness. Try this experi
ment. Visualize as many nega
tive features about yourself as 
you can. Be despondent, 
crushed, pity yourself. Then 
with a snap of the fingers deny 
all of this and with a defiant 
shake of your body and mind, 
cast off these negativisms and 
affirm constructive, strong, 
adventurous potentials of your

life. Assume this new attitude. 
Become so clearly aware of it 
and recognize how you can will- 
it-to-be with such determina
tion that you feel like a new 
you. f „

The third key is solitude. Get 
away by yourself taking grati
tude and the new attitude with 
you. Find a quiet place, in
doors, out of doors, the quiet of 
your office, the quiet of your 
car or whatever, and affirm a 
still point in consciousness. 
Meditate. Sit in quiet, reverent 
thought. Even if thoughts " 
muddle your mind, gradually 
become calm and in control. 
Discover the real you in the 
silence. Find the true you in 
meditation. See the new you 
through the eyes of God.

Now you have the power for 
motivation. You will know you 
have the power.

Let me use your own symbol 
of your car and the flat tire. 
When you think of gratitude, 
think of “G.” When you think, 
of attitude, think of “A.’ 
When you think of solitude, 
think of “S.” Put them all 
together and what do you 
have? Gas! Spiritual gas for a 
new motivation! Fill your car^ 
of life with gratitude, a new at
titude, and the solitude of 
meditation, and while that is 
being done, get your tire fixed, 
pack in a spare, and be off and
running. r

M.B.
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eau

Brooms of breezes 
swept the clouds away, 
leaving the floor of heaven 
clean and blue 
to tidy up 
the ending 
of the day.
And then sleepy Evening 
stumbled through 
the colored lane that led 
to Twilight’s door, 
spilling a billion diamonds 
on the floor.



The Crossing
B Y  PAM CANSLER

I WAS DOWN. At twenty- 
two, I felt a complete failure. I 
had married young and disas
trously and now I was on my 
own in a city of millions of peo
ple, and I knew perhaps a half 
dozen.

Christmas and the visit to 
my parents’ home with my 
babies was a part of the distant 
past. I was alone and lonely in 
a New York City winter that 
seemed never-ending. I had 
loved New York—its excite
ment, its people, its challenges, 
but that was before. Now I saw 
only the bleakness, the slush, 
the haunting, silent faces.

I had much to be thankful 
for—two beautiful, bright 
daughters, good health, ade
quate finances. I had a lifetime 
before me, yet I did not see how

I could muster the strength to 
live one more day.

“Why?" I asked myself 
many times a day. “Why did it 
happen to me? Where did I go 
wrong? Between changing 
and washing diapers and try
ing to toilet train a stubborn 
two-year-old, I agonized over 
unanswerable questions. No 
one but my girls seemed to 
know I was alive. No one but 
the babies needed me, and I felt 
almost anyone could mother 
them better than I. My pa
tience was nonexistent; my 
guilt was immense. By eight 
o’clock in the evening it was all 
over. They slept, and I col
lapsed in front of the TV. Often 
I felt that I moved zombie-like 
through the day, just living 
from one show to the next. The



talk shows were, for a few 
hours, my great escape. Too 
soon, though, they were over, 
and the set went dark. On the 
nights that I did not cry myself 
to sleep, I drank until I passed 
out.

I did not want to go out that 
night. The streets and side
walks were slick with ice, and 
to a transplanted Texan like 
myself, five degrees was 
deathly cold. But the baby was 
sick; she was running a high 
fever. I had to get her medi
cine. I lived in terror that at 
any moment my beloved 
daughters would drop dead at 
my feet. I was not a good 
mother; I had ruined my life 
and theirs; and I felt it was just 
what I deserved. It seems that 
what I lacked in positive reli
gion, I more than made up for 
in negative superstition. I left 
a neighbor in charge of the 
girls and ventured out into the 
night.

It was several blocks to the 
drugstore. My progress, made 
as it was by clinging to the 
Drick walls of buildings when
ever possible, was slow. The 
aeople I passed were intent on 
teeping their footage. We did 
lot speak.

It was on the corner of 8 th 
\venue and 21st Street that I 
iaw him. A little old man, 
>arely able to keep his balance 
»n the ice—he just stood there 
waiting. When I reached the

street, he spoke. “Miss, would 
you help me across the street? 
I t ’s too slick for an old man 
alone.” His arm tightened in 
mine, the first human touch I 
had felt in a long time.

By the time we reached the 
other side, I knew I was going 
to make it. Not only on the icy 
streets of New York, but with 
my family, myself, my whole 
life. Someone had needed me. 
Someone had noticed me and 
had needed my help. As the old 
man took his arm from mine 
and turned to me, I saw his 
face for the first time. He was 
radiant! His face glowed with a 
light I had never seen before 
anywhere. He said only three 
words before he disappeared— 
“God bless you,” and then he 
was gone.

My life was never so bleak 
again after that night. Good 
things began to happen. Books 
fell into my hands—books that 
taught me that life is beautiful, 
that God is real and does care, 
books that taught me how to 
take responsibility for my life 
and make it what I want it to 
be. Unity has come into my 
life, and many, many people 
who care, people who often 
need something I can give. 
There have been problems of 
course, but I have never forgot
ten that I am not alone. I have 
never forgotten the words of 
God's angel on that icy cold 
night in Manhattan. 0



L effc is  to %  ’Editoi
Jerry Fankhauser’s step-by-step 

instructions for change are excep
tionally helpful (“The Power of Af
firmations” June 1978 through 
September 1978). 1 am an RN, 
currently working in psychiatry. I 
know very well, both personally 
and professionally, how habit pat
terns can either make us happy or 
make us miserable, and how a 
change in any pattern must be ini
tiated by the individual and con
tinued persistently through the 
most contrary outward appear
ances. The series by Mr. Fank- 
hauser offers the clearest direc
tions I’ve read. As a person who is 
convinced we must find alterna
tives to traditional medical and 
psychiatric approaches, I thank 
Mr. Fankhauser for writing such 
useful, timely, and needed arti
cles. - P .V . ,  California.

0
The August 1978 issue is great 

and I would find it most difficult to 
pick any one article as most out
standing. I have read several times 
the three to which you called spe
cial attention and loved them all. I 
was especially thrilled with the 
beautiful story “The Day of the
Hummingbird.”-A .L ., Pennsyl
vania.

I just started my first subscrip
tion to UNITY Magazine and how 
wonderful some of those stories 
have been! Would you please 
send my personal thanks to C. W. 
Harwood for his dear, dear story 
of “The Day of the Humming
bird”? I actually found myself cry
ing softly when the story finished.
— B.L., Ohio.

0

Truthfully, I do not like to miss 
any of the issues of UNITY 
Magazine. They have helped me 
develop into a whole new dimen
sion of Christianity. I have 
stepped through a door into a new 
cleanliness. My! How clean and 
refreshed I feel. The magazine 
gets better and better—or is it 
me?_M . S., Connecticut.

0
After reading “The Day of the 

Hummingbird” in the August 
magazine, I feel compelled to 
write and let you know that it is 
one of the most beautiful nature 
stories I have ever read. I certainly 
fell in love with Melissa, not to 
mention Waldo. The writer gave 
us a lovely story. — W.M., New 
York.

LNTIid
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Healer,

Spiritual Leader

MYRTLE FILLMORE: 
Mother of Unity

Meet Myrtle Fillmore, 
hose remarkable life 
tanned more than eight 
»cades and brought heal- 
g, hope, and encourage- 
ent to thousands. You 
ill read not only of her ac- 
tmplishments as founder 

Silent Unity and the 
>pular children’s maga- 
ne WEE WISDOM; but 
so of her struggles, her 
irsonal warmth, her fam

ily life, her devotion to 
Truth, and her contribu
tions to the growth of the 
Unity movement. More 
than sixty photographs, in
cluding eighteen in color, 
and excerpts from Myrtle 
Fillmore’s writings com
plement the succinct and 
engaging narrative by 
Thomas E. Witherspoon, 
editor of Unity School of 
Christianity.

Use the convenient form on the flap to order copies for 
>urself and others. Price, $5.95.



LNITSd * March 1979
Unity Village, Mo. 64065

W r t h  Z k ltm o K  Q ,roue

By Albert Abdulky

The shapeless catalpa roof 
gently drapes the wood 
—a temple of the seasons.

Soft is the windowless room 
in your love,
woman of grace in soft gray, 
moving, radiant spirit 
in a curling breeze.
I step into the room, 
into your hazel eyes, 
into a fairytale dream 
in filmy dress.

Sun-dappled ground and white benches 
now sprinkled with fallen gold 
echo voices of then and
dreams of now.

T - v 1
i  1 I. Light is the soul that feels 

your love.
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