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VIEW FROM 
UNITY VILLAGE

This is our Easter edition and we hope you are as delighted 
with it as we are. The Lowell Fillmore Memorial Garden, illustra
ted on our cover by Nancy Duell, is a favorite place for visitors to 
gather at Unity Village. Its little fountain, sun dial, inviting 
benches, brick walks, and scores of trees, plants, and flowers pro
vide a restful and meditative area at Easter—or any other time.

Lowell Fillmore, the eldest son of the cofounders of Unity, is 
portrayed in this issue as only Ernest C. Wilson, who knew him 
for almost fifty years, could picture him. His article starts on 
page four.

Aside from the regular features and poetry, the magazine is 
richly enhanced by Easter material from a number of authors and

Wayne Manning, programs coordinator for the Retreat depart
ment, makes his debut as a writer for UNITY Magazine in his 
thoughtful article, “The Resurrection Process,’' on page twenty- 
six. Verle Bell, editorial assistant for WEE WISDOM Magazine, 
continues her “calendar” poems with a selection entitled “April” 
on page thirty-seven and, in addition, has written a fine Easter 
article entitled If You Had Been There” which starts on page 
twenty.

Two unusual articles will hold your attention. “Carnival of 
Life” by Carolyn Wenzel, a minister with our European Unity 
rnovement, starts on page forty-four. It vividly describes the car- 
lival atmosphere which pervades many cities and villages in Ger- 
nany just prior to Ash Wednesday each year. The Truth message 
s a strong one, and one that we all should find helpful in our daily 
iving. Roderick McCallum, our Unity minister in Missoula, Mon- 
•ana, looks back on his days at Unity Village as a student minis- 
,er and describes the village and its activities in a most entertain- 
ng and innovative manner. This fine article begins on page forty- 
light.

May the Christ within you be resurrected to new heights of 
ove, life, and happiness in this wonderful season of Easter.

poets.



LOWELL
FILLMORE
B Y  ERNEST C. WILSON

THROUGHOUT MY YEARS 
of affiliation with the Unity 
movement, now well over half a 
century, it was Lowell Fillmore 
who most helped me to adjust 
from the personal type of min
istry in which I had been a free 
agent, working without salary, 
trusting from day to day for 
freewill offerings as channels of 
my worldly supply, and free to 
choose my own working hours 
which might turn night into 
day if the spirit moved.

I was serving Unity in Cleve
land, Ohio, in 1925-26 when I 
received an invitation to 
become an editorial worker at 
Unity School. Although I was 
pleased by the recognition, I 
regretfully declined because I 
could not envision myself edit
ing copy at a desk from eight to 
five daily at a stated wage, be-

sides leaving a growing min 
istry which I enjoyed.

It was Lowell who persuadet 
me otherwise with special in 
ducements. His handwrittei 
letter, dated February 4, 1927 
is preserved in one of the fe\ 
scrapbooks I have retainer 
over the years. It reads in part 

How would you like to 
come to Kansas City for a 
few days visit with all ex
penses paid? I have a 
proposition which we 
would like to talk over
with you___We will be
needing an editor for 
“Youth.” . . . You came 
into my mind as being 
pretty well fitted for the 
re sp o n sib ility . . . . We 
shall be glad to see you 
and make your stay pleas
ant.
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An editorship! That was 
more alluring. I went to Kan
sas City and had a most happy 
conference with Imelda Shank- 

'lin, Lowell Fillmore, and his 
assistant, Retta Chilcott. They 
offered me the position, at a 
salary based on a percentage of 
the income I had been receiv
ing from the Cleveland minis
try . Even so, I confessed to 
misgivings. “ I've been accus
tomed to more personal free
dom, and I will greatly miss 
the personal contact with a 
congregation.’’

Travel, Lectures

“Would it help if you were to 
spend part of the year travel- 

and lecturing in Unity min- 
- 'ies?" Lowell asked.

That would help a lot,” I 
wered, and so it was de- 

ttred.
Lowell introduced me to the 

iitorial staff and department 
jeads, and asked me to address 
the workers at a morning meet
ing. He and his wife Alice were 
most hospitable, taking me to 
dinner and a theater, and a 
drive to acquaint me with the 
:ity landmarks. Alice even 
pointed out a new apartment 
lotel, the Ellison on Armour 
Boulevard, that she thought I 
night like.

Elated, I returned to Cleve- 
and to break the news to the 
congregation, and to introduce

Viva January, whom the Field 
Department at the School ap
pointed to follow me.

Not that it matters, except 
to me and to people who are in
terested in cycles and recurring 
dates; but by a curious coinci
dence—or what is sometimes 
called synchronicity—when I 
sat down at my desk for the 
first time as editor of “Youth” 
and opened the desk calendar 
that had been provided me, it 
was March 11, 1927, and I real
ized with a start that it was the 
eleventh anniversary of my 
ministry. What is even more 
striking and could not possibly 
have been foreseen, was that 
exactly eleven years to the day 
later, I would be leaving Head
quarters to establish a Unity 
work in Los Angeles.

I cherish those early days 
when Lowell would say, in the 
middle of the afternoon when 
energies flagged a bit, “Let’s 
sneak out the back door and 
get a bean sandwich at the 
Inn,’’ or perhaps on a Satur
day, “Come on with me to the 
barber’s. I need a haircut,” or 
“I ’ve got to buy some shirts. 
Come along with me down to 
Woolf Brothers.” And when we 
did, “You ought to have a 
charge account with them. Let 
me introduce you to the credit 
department.” When the clerk 
asked me where I was em
ployed and I answered, 
“Unity,” he exclaimed in sur-



Lowell poses with his father, 
Charles Fillmore, cofounder of Unity.

prise, “Oh, do you work in the 
cafeteria?”

Among downtown business 
people, Unity Inn, as the cafe
teria was called, had become 
better known than the School!

As the years went by and I 
was called upon to assume 
more and more responsibilities, 
I missed those diversions, yet I 
think they established a foun
dation of mutual trust and un
derstanding that continued.

Means of Supply 

In the meantime, I still had a

lot of things to work out in my 
personal consciousness. For in
stance, with the exception of 
nine months in the very begin
ning of my ministry when I" 
served a little church in 
Galveston, Texas, I had lived 
by “invisible means of sup
port.” Even though the School 
provided me a salary based 
upon what my average income 
had been during the preceding 
months, the check made me 
feel limited to its figures. I 
went to see Lowell.

“How can I get over this feel
ing of financial limitation?” I 
asked him.

“Oh, that’s no problem,” he 
exclaimed. “You must never 
think of your income as being 
limited to that paycheck; that 
sum is only a token of God’s in
finite supply, which often uses 
surprising channels.”

It proved to be so. Offerings 
came in from people I had tried 
to help through the early years; 
then I was invited to teach a 
weekly study class; I was 
called on for special services, 
such as weddings and funerals, 
and Unity published two of m> 
books on which I received £ 
small, but very welcome roy 
alty.

As time went on, Charles 
Fillmore was becoming more 
and more involved in creative 
writing, turning out one bool 
after another. Lowell became 
more involved in administra
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tive activities, and I became 
more involved in the supervi
sion of the editorial depart
ment. There was hardly a day 

’ in which I did not have occa
sion to consult Lowell on some 
matter of policy.

One day in the late twenties, 
we were sitting informally fac
ing each other across his big 
desk. He was reading aloud the 
first draft of his regular col
umn for Weekly Unity called 
“Things to Be Remembered.” 
Som ewhat re lu c tan tly , I 
thought, he interrupted the 

'reading to answer a call. With a 
gesture that I had come to 
recognize from similar occa
sions, he took the message, 
straightened in his chair, 
thrust out his chin, and with a 
somewhat grim smile an
nounced, “ I go to meet my 
good.”

He did not need to explain. I 
recognized the symptoms. 
There were some VIPs in the 
front office wanting to confer 
with him.

Such occasions always 
seemed to be difficult for 
Lowell, but he almost bent over 
backward, figuratively speak
ing, doing what he felt was his 
duty. Often afterward he would 
tell me what a pleasant experi
ence it had been and what nice 
people these VIPs turned out 
'o be. But facing strangers, un- 
ess he knew beforehand that 
;hey were Unity enthusiasts

perhaps visiting Unity for the 
first time and needing his help 
to feel at home, was never easy 
for him.

A Degree of Shyness

This modesty—shyness per
haps—there was a shy streak 
in his father’s temperament 
too—may partly explain the 
fact that Lowell was probably 
the most underrated member 
of the founding family. Even 
some of the longtime members 
of the staff thought that 
maybe he got someone else to 
write his weekly columns. I 
know that he wrote them him
self, and although he often 
asked me for suggestions of 
improvement they were not 
needed. As did his father, he 
loved to banter with people he 
knew well, and sometimes with 
strangers. This revealed the 
lighter side of his personality. 
He had an excellent memory 
for verse, especially of a rustic 
or dialectical type, and he 
would skip from one to another 
whenever there were time and 
an audience. Whether this was 
to mask his shyness or, more 
likely, just spontaneous, I have 
never tried to decide. But he 
also loved to play a part, like 
Santa Claus or a country 
bumpkin, and did it well. He 
had a great love of nature, 
always had an extensive gar
den adjoining his and Alice’s



friendly home, and he grew 
beautiful flowers as well as 
garden vegetables, both of 
which he eagerly shared with 
apartment dwellers such as me.

Both Lowell and Rick 
seemed to have inherited their 
father’s sense of humor. One 
time Lowell was to introduce 
me as the after-dinner speaker 
a t a Unity Inn banquet. 
‘‘Ernest is called on for all 
kinds of talks,” he said. ‘‘He 
made a great impression on a 
man who had attended a funer
al service in which Ernest was 
the speaker. The man told me, 
‘After hearing Doctor Wilson 
give that funeral sermon, I 
wished I were dead.’ ”

On another occasion our po
sitions were reversed. I was 
called upon to introduce him to 
a luncheon group. I mentioned 
that he liked puns. ‘‘Yes, cin
namon puns, especially,” he 
chimed in, and added that 
many people thought that peo
ple who punned should be pun
ished and put in the “pun- 
itentiary.”

Lowell was so essentially 
kindly by nature that I never 
knew him to intentionally em
barrass anyone.

He helped me feel better 
about one of my worst blun
ders.

A Strange Trip 

It was the one time I ever

missed a train. Unaccountably 
I had the time fixed in my mind 
as an hour later than sched
uled; a Saturday winter’s eve
ning. I was due to speak the * 
next morning for Mathilda 
McNemar’s Unity center in 
Peoria, Illinois. I arrived at 
Union Station just after the 
train had left. There was no 
other train to Peoria until the *■' 
next day. What could I do? 
Was there any other train go
ing near Peoria? The nearest 
was St. Louis. I took it.

I phoned Lambert Field from 
the station on arrival early 
Sunday morning. Was there a 
plane that could get me to 
Peoria?

“Well, it’s snowing heavily, 
no planes coming or going on 
scheduled flights,” the dis
patcher said. “Very important, 
you say? Hmmm. There is a 
flyer here just crazy enough to 
take a chance on getting 
through in this foul weather.”

The flyer agreed, for a hun
dred dollars in advance. I wired 
Mrs. McNemar, took a cab to 
the airport, and flew to Peoria.

The pilot had never been 
there before. Whatever landing 
fields there were, were covered 
with snow. We circled the city 
Finally I saw what looked like 
an open hangar. I pointed. The 
pilot nodded. We made a saf< 
landing. I got someone to tak< 
me into town, found the the 
ater where the meeting was be
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ing held, and dropped my bag 
and wraps in the foyer.

I heard Mrs. McNemar say
ing, “The plane we could hear 

( overhead a few minutes ago 
must have been his,” and “Oh, 
here he comes now!” as I 
strode down the aisle to the 
stage. The meeting roused 
much interest in the registered 

- lesson series that was to follow, 
and the front page story of the 
lone flight over the city on that 
snowbound Sunday morning 
didn't hurt, either!

I dreaded the return to Kan- 
> sas City. How stupid I had 
been. What would Lowell and 
the rest think of me?

On my first morning back,

after the Daily Word prayer 
time in editorial, I reluctantly 
made my way down the four 
flights of stairs to see Lowell 
and confess how I missed my 
train and tried to make up for 
it.

He seemed amused. “You 
were taking chances, but I’m 
glad you made it okay. How 
much did that flight cost you?”

I told him. “Hmmm, I guess 
it was worth it to you, and to 
the School. Forget about it. I ’ll 
see that you get a check for it.”

Line of Succession

As my involvement in the 
movement deepened, I became

Although basically a shy person. Lowell was always at his ease with children.



interested in the line of succes
sion in leadership. So one day 
when Lowell joined me for a 
luncheon at the Inn, I ventured 
to make a suggestion that in
volved him, and moved him to 
a rare display of temper.

“Lowell, if your father makes 
his great demonstration, ap
parently that would mean that 
like Jesus, he would disappear 
as the manifest leader of Unity. 
If he should not make it, he 
would disappear in a different 
way. As the elder surviving 
son, you then would be the heir 
apparen t. In th a t case, 
wouldn’t it be a good idea for 
you to appear often publicly, 
perhaps in special regional 
meetings? We could publish 
more articles by you, with 
human interest stories and pic
tures, and the transition would 
be natural and easy.”

I got more and more enthusi
astic as I outlined these ideas, 
and failed to see the danger 
signs. Lowell had become red 
in the face, so angry that he 
stammered his rejection of my 
notions. Nothing of the kind, 
he declared. His father was go
ing to live for many years to 
come. Neither he nor his father 
was the head of the movement. 
Jesus Christ, as we so often 
declared, was its head.

It was in the spring of 1938 
that I felt a strong leading of 
the Spirit and “heard” a voice 
say, “You must leave!” After I

had told Charles about it, I 
went to Lowell to share my 
feeling and my need with him.

“Where do you want to go?” 
he asked.

“What would you think of 
Los Angeles?” I countered.

“The most difficult place you 
could choose,” he exclaimed.

“ T hat’s in character, I 
guess,” I answered.

It was most difficult, but 
also most rewarding, helping 
me to achieve many new goals, 
broaden fields of service, prove 
many things I had believed in.

It also aroused some antago-< 
nism from unexpected quart
ers. I thought I might have to 
leave the Unity movement. I 
wanted my work to be called a 
church, and I to be its minister 
(center and leader were the ap
proved terms in Unity ministry 
at that time). Again it was 
Lowell who came to my rescue. 
He found that somewhere in 
the field ministry procedure, it 
had been agreed that if local 
conditions made minister and 
church more acceptable, the 
term s were approved. I 
thought of all this when the 
Unity Ministers Association 
endorsed these terms in 1966.

When I left Unity in Kansas 
City to begin the Los Angeles 
work, it was, again, March 
11—1938. Eleven years to the 
day!

How I was called back tc 
Kansas City in 1965 to resume

UMTS



the ministry at Unity Temple 
to which Charles Fillmore had 
appointed me in 1934 is 
another story. But among 

‘ other things it renewed my 
contact with the current leader
ship at Unity Village, the 
Fillmore family in general, and 
particularly with Lowell.

Special Memories

These are some of the re
membrances that give a very 
special place in my inner life to 
the years of my association 

' with the quiet member of the 
founding family. Let me add 
my remembrance of his contri
butions to the work as a whole.

From the time he was a teen
ager, Lowell served the Unity 
movement with unselfish devo
tion. As a boy he took charge of 
the mailing lists, running the 
job press in the kitchen of the 
family home. Gas lights were 
used in those early days and he 
told me that if he worked late, 

,he would have to extinguish 
the lights before he used gaso
line to clean the small press. 
He printed the subscription list 
on long sheets, from which ad
dress labels were cut off and 
pasted on the mailings, and 
took them to the post office.

When it was decided to add a 
weekly magazine, Lowell be
came the editor. His weekly 
column became a popular fea
ture and material from it was

enjoyed by readers of two 
books, New Ways to Solve Old 
Problems and Things to Be 
Remembered.

He was a member of the exec
utive boards of both Unity 
Society and Unity School from 
their inception. The members 
of Unity Society are especially 
grateful to him that when the 
building campaign to establish 
Unity Temple on the Country 
Club Plaza found the going 
very rough, he persuaded his 
father to open the pages of 
UNITY Magazine to invite 
contributions from readers. 
The response was enthusiastic 
and made the completion of 
this edifice possible. L. E. 
Meyer, the minister then, has 
declared that some eighty per
cent of the cost of the building, 
now valued at some three mil-

Unity Churches, Centers, 
and Teachers

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



lion dollars, came from outside 
the Kansas City area.

One of Lowell’s most suc
cessful financial projects was 
the Prosperity Bank plan, by 
which readers could send three 
gift subscriptions to Unity 
periodicals and be the recip
ients of the prayers of Silent 
Unity, and deposit in a little 
cardboard bank a coin a day by 
which to pay for the subscrip
tions. The plan is still active,

reaching past the originator’s 
years of service. In his eighties 
Lowell relinquished his respon
sibilities to his nephew, 
Charles Rickert Fillmore. My ' 
last memories of him in his 
semi-retirement are to see him, 
having obtained a daily list of 
visitors to Unity Village, look
ing up the visitors and making 
them welcome, then carefully 
checking off the names on his 
list.

W o rnincf

By Hal Lingerman

Never the same—
Now, forevermore, this earth
Ablaze
In Christ’s
Embrace
Of light.

Never again the same— 
Mountains, trees, and streams 
Shining
Easter morning,
Lining
Hearts with light.

Nevermore the same—
Now our souls are quickened, 
Alive
To love in Christ;
Alive
To hear within,
To give without,
To share the gift of life.



VIEWS FROM THE FI6LD
Editor's note: Some thirty Unity ministers have been invited to participate in Unity’s 90th 

anniversary year plans. Each month this year two or three o f the ministers will be presenting 
‘  tfle,r ,deas about what Unity has meant to the world in the past, what it  is doing for mankind

today, and Unity's potential for the future.

U N I T Y  T O D A Y

B Y  JAM ES C. LEW IS

James C. Lewis is minister of 
Unity Church of Denver, Colo
rado. He is a graduate of 
Denver University, and has 
served the Denver area about 
fourteen years. He also served 
the Unity center at Syracuse, 
New York, for six years. He is a 
past president o f the Associa
tion of Unity Churches.

When I first heard of Unity 
in 1953 I was in a rather des
perate situation. I was very un
happy in my work. I was ill. I 
wasn’t as prosperous or suc
cessful as I felt I could or 
should be. My personal life did

not seem to offer much hope of 
happiness. I was dissatisfied 
with my past religious train
ing, for I did not feel I could 
turn to God for help. I was full 
of questions about the meaning 
and purpose of life and I had 
very few answers. I thought I 
was destined to a life of medi
ocrity and this was frustrating.

One day, through a friend of 
mine, I met an individual who 
introduced me to Unity 
through the book Lessons in 
Truth by H. Emilie Cady. 
When I started reading that 
book I could not put it down. It 
was like offering water to 
someone who had spent a long 
time in a desert. That was the 
beginning of a new life for me.

There are many helpful ideas 
in Unity. One that has been 
especially helpful to me is the 
idea that God loves me uncon
ditionally—I did not have to be 
good first in order to win His 
love. In fact, it was His love 
that helped me find a new life, a 
new religious philosophy that 
was positive, constructive, and 
dynamic. Because of this I was 
able to release the many feel
ings of guilt and self-deprecia-



tion that were making me mis
erable. I felt assured that I 
could forget the past with all 
its mistakes and go forward to 
a new life.

Another Unity idea that 
really turned me on was the 
Truth that I could be healed. I 
had a physical condition at 
that time that was causing me 
a great deal of anguish. I was 
going to a good doctor every 
week to take a special shot that 
was supposed to help my condi
tion. I was also taking some 
medicine daily, but the condi
tion was steadily getting 
worse. They had a name for the 
condition but they did not 
know what caused it or how to 
cure it. One day my doctor in
vited me to attend a meeting of 
doctors in Miami, Florida. 
These were the best in the field 
who were meeting to discuss 
and share ideas and methods of 
treatment for various types of 
illnesses. After being examined 
by a number of these doctors I 
was told, “You will have to live 
with this for the rest of your 
life. We don’t know how to cure 
it.”

I had gone to the meeting 
hoping to find something new 
and encouraging. To say I was 
discouraged is to put it mildly. 
When I came in contact with 
Unity and was told that 
through faith in God I could be 
healed, you cannot imagine 
how excited and full of expecta

tion I was. I wrote to Silent 
Unity and asked them to pray 
with me. They responded and 
assured me that they were
praying and that God’s healing .
life would renew and make me 
whole and well.

There was no miraculous 
overnight healing. In fact, it 
was years before I could truly 
say that I was healed. I can 
understand today that if I had 
been healed instantaneously, I 
probably would not have con
tinued seeking God and the 
many wonderful Truths I have 
discovered. But gradually I 
could see there was improve
ment. One day I received the 
assurance from within, from 
what I came to understand as 
the voice of God—intuition— 
that I could stop taking the 
shots each week and the medi
cine each day. The improve
ment continued.

This is only one of a number 
of healings I have experienced. 
It happened in my mid-twen
ties. I feel that I am in better 
health today than I was then. I 
certainly feel more than a hun
dred percent better.

Unity has much to offer 
those who have a need for heal
ing. The words you can be 
healed are exciting to hear. 
However, it is not enough just 
to hear them; we have to accept 
them and believe them. This is 
what Unity is all about—to 
teach the individual how to



change deeply ingrained beliefs 
and attitudes and open the 
mind to the inspiration and 
healing power of God within. 

k At a time when it seems the 
Earth’s supply of food and 
other essentials, such as 
energy, are running out, it is 
reassuring to know that God’s 
supply never runs out. His 

: good is unlimited. As Jesus 
said, “All things are possible 
to him who believes.” This 
type of expectant faith opens 
the mind to ideas that lead to 
new discoveries in the world.

> We will find other solutions to 
the many problems we are con
fronted with today. The Unity 
teaching of Truth principles of
fers people new hope, new 
faith, and reassurance that a 
continued expansion and im
provement of the quality of life 
can be achieved for everyone 
and not just a privileged few. 
Jesus did not say, “All things 
are possible for a few because 
there is a limited supply.” He 
knew of God’s opulence and 

l wanted us to realize it and use 
it wisely.

Unity can also lead the way 
to greater peace in the world, 
for the Unity teaching is based 
on the Truth that the way to 
peaceful relations is through 
loving persuasion rather than 
through forceful measures. 
Love opens the way to spiritual 
understanding among all peo
ple, regardless of race, color, or

creed. The individual who 
chooses to express the love of 
God finds peace and harmony 
now while still living in the 
midst of worldly turmoil.

Another, and I suppose the 
greatest idea expressed in 
Unity is the Truth that all indi
viduals are children of God and 
that basically we are good 
rather than evil. Many are bur
dened today with feelings of in
feriority, guilt, and self-depre
ciation because they think and 
feel that they are basically evil 
and that because of this, God 
does not love them nor will He 
help them. It is refreshing and 
reassuring to know the Truth 
about ourself so God can ex
press more of His good 
through us. Unity is helping 
people to discover this and 
many other great Truth ideas.

U N I T Y  T O D A Y  
A N D  T O M O R R O W
B Y  CAROL RUTH KNOX

Carol Ruth Knox is minister 
of Unity Center of Walnut



Creek, California, She is a doc
toral candidate at the Califor
nia Institute of Asian Studies, 
a former concert pianist, and a 
guest speaker at New Age ses
sions all over the country.

Unity is the most important 
sp iritu a l organ ization  in 
America today. Its importance 
is due to its longevity and 
solidarity, which prove it has 
worth in the lives of today’s 
humanity. It is important as 
well because its ideas lead peo
ple within to their Christ po
tential and to the silence. Its 
tools for quieting the Western 
mind and building trust in all 
aspects of our personal process 
surpass any new or old reli
gious and psychological tradi
tions.

Unity has the courage to up
hold God/Spirit as the single 
factor in every event, thought, 
and personality. It absolutely 
thrusts individuals into taking 
responsibility for their lives 
and all the manifestations of 
their lives. It continually asks 
that we place God first and 
keep opening ourself to God’s 
guidance, God’s healing power, 
God’s inner message. Unity’s 
only discipline is that we 
discover God within and let 
Him tenderly lead us step by 
step. Further, Unity provides 
its students with an intermedi
ary step from metaphysics to 
mysticism, and provides clari

ty and understanding in this 
transition period.

Unity has the potential to be 
an evolutionary leader in the 
minds of Western humanity d 
and in the total consciousness 
of the planet. In order to do 
this, it must not only hold to 
the principles expounded by 
Charles and Myrtle Fillmore, it 
must also incorporate the ex- . 
panding research and knowl
edge concerning consciousness 
being discovered throughout 
the world.

This can be done by Unity’s 
leaders a ss im ila tin g  the 
material and continually up
dating it to speak to the con
sciousness of the present popu
lation. This will require under
standing the effects of today’s 
social, environmental, ecologi
cal, educational, and personal 
pressures on the minds, emo
tions, and bodies of humanity. 
It will require understanding 
that the complexity of our 
world forms a human being 
who has far more “layers” to 
be peeled away in order to 
reach the Godhead than in any 
other time in the history of 
humanity. I t will require 
deeper compassion and love to 
assist its followers in unravel
ing the threads, releasing the 
fears, and tendering the storms 
of reaction as we let more and 
more of our scared/scarred self 
go in order to align with abso
lute oneness. Along with this



understanding, Unity will have 
to become aware of mankind’s 
need for new institutions, new 
organizational designs and for
mats, in order to express the 
expanded awareness which 
comes through increased 
spiritual power.

Unity’s significance in the 
process of spiritual growth for 

" all will be subtle. Since Unity 
has never chosen to be a mon
archical, dominant, proselyting 
movement, it will continue to 
be satisfied with its greatest 
asset: raise consciousness and 
consciousness will do the work; 
stay within and bring the 
Christ awareness to all exter
nals, and externals will alter in 
the light of that consciousness.

This attitude of Unity’s is 
primary. The world’s people

will no longer rise to dictators 
or au thorities. Hum anity 
knows itself too well to follow 
one path only. People know 
they must come to it of them
selves and gradually the collec
tive individualities will create a 
new humanity. Therefore, any 
spiritual organization’s role 
will have to stand in the back
ground, sharing its evolving 
Truth. “By their fruits ye shall 
know them. .. . Humanity is 
seeing the fruits of Unity’s 
teachings; humanity respects 
Unity’s quiet humility; human
ity will use Unity’s gifts and 
teachings as a part of their 
evolutionary spiral. Unity nec
essarily does and will continue 
to affect powerfully and signifi
cantly the spiritual growth of 
all mankind. ®

S p r i n g

^ J h a n b A f y i v i n t y

By 
Elizabeth 

Searle Lamb

Spring thanksgiving 
turns ever so quickly now 
to summer’s fulfillment 
when the budded flowers 
open to full bloom 
and bees fill the hive 
with honey in the comb. 
Young birds learn to fly 
and the moon rises 
lush and full above 
the ripening fields 
and the city streets.
Dear God, I give Thee thanks, 
spring thanksgiving 
prepares the way!



I’ve Been T h in k in g 
About Change

B Y
BERTHA McCALL

I  STOOD LOOKING into an 
incubator. It was sterile and 
orderly and apparently without 
life. Ivory-white eggs lay in 
precise rows under the warm
ing light of the heating ele
ments that control the temper
ature in this cubicle of artificial 
motherhood.

I knew the eggs had been in 
the incubator for twenty-one 
days, their period of gestation, 
and I had come to watch the 
hatching process. But nothing

was happening. I was just 
turning away when I espied a 
slight rolling motion in one of 
the eggs. I focused my atten
tion on that egg and soon per
ceived a tiny cracked area 
hardly larger than a pinhead. I 
sensed movement in other eggs 
and saw perforations in them 
and realized that the time of 
emergence was on schedule and 
the chicks were beginning to 
hatch. I put time aside and 
watched patiently, knowing 
that the tiny spark of life 
within each shell must go 
through great travail in order 
to be freed from the confines of 
its present environment.



Gradually the cracked areas 
widened. This was not a con
tinuous movement. There were 
periods of work and periods of 

, rest. But finally, a head pushed 
through, writhing and twist
ing, gasping in the air of the 

„ outside world, then lying still 
in exhaustion. So it went as 
each small body struggled free 
from its bondage. How I 
yearned to help but I knew my 
clumsy efforts would not be a 

¥ part of the plan of evolu
tion—that in the chicks’ tortur
ous efforts lay the strength 
they would need to meet the re
quirement of a new life. It took 
some time before each shell 

_ was open and the chicks lay, 
wet and panting, in the warmth 
of the incubator. I turned 
away, feeling almost as spent 
as did the chicks, and I pon
dered on the metamorphosis I 
had just witnessed. How did 
these chicks know when their 

’ time had come to make this 
supreme effort for freedom?

have also watched the gyp
sy moth break the bonds of its 

■chrysalis, suffering with it in 
what must be an experience of 
anguish and desperation. It 
emerged, forlorn and battered, 
struggling up the branch away 
from its prison. But immedi
ately a wonderful change be
gan to take place. The crum
pled wings began to slowly fan

th e  a ir, sp read in g  and 
smoothing. With each vibra
tion colors increased in bril
liance and hue and took on a 
soft, velvety texture. This 
beautiful insect soon soared 
into the blue, a new creature, a 
new life.

-A  gain I pondered the ques
tion: Why? Physical growth is, 
of course, one answer, but 
there must be a deeper rea
son—the spiritual urge of the 
inner Christ to brave the 
unknown, to “come up higher.” 
As I think of these tiny crea
tures fighting their way out of 
the confines of a phase of 
crammed existence into a 
larger concept, I am filled with 
awe at their unquestioning obe
dience to that urge and I 
wonder if we humans might 
find a fuller and more joyous 
life if, when we feel cramped 
and confined in our present at
titudes and environment, we 
would listen for the “still small 
voice” and know it will guide 
us as we break out of the fet
ters which seem to bind us. In 
faith and confidence equal to 
that of the chicks and the 
moth, accept God’s guidance 
into a larger more rewarding 
world. Even as we struggle 
from the grasp of limitation, 
we know that in the struggle 
lies strength to carry us along 
on the road of life. 0



IF YOU HAD been there in 
Jerusalem when Christ Jesus



ears to hear and the heart to 
feel, I wonder what His famous 
“Seven Last Words’’ might 
have said to you. The last 
statements said to be spoken 
by Jesus before His death, the 
“Seven Last Words’’ have been 
the subject of many sermons, 
oratorios and cantatas, and 
much more conjecturing and 
theorizing. Let us visualize 
ourselves there, at that time, 
and try to imagine how it really 
was.

In the darkness of the night 
following the farewell supper 
He had shared with His special 
friends, Jesus was arrested. In
credibly, it might seem, He had 
been identified for the temple 
authorities by the greeting kiss 
of one of those friends.

Without going into detail 
here concerning the political 
machinations behind their de
termination that Jesus must be 
eliminated from their current 
Jewish scene, let it be said that 
monstrous injustice was done 
to Him. Skillfully incited by 
the leaders of the temple, the 
incensed people—rabble, re
ally, by this time—who had 
recently sung Jesus’ praises, 
demanded His death by cruci
fixion.

With this small background 
for His premature death, let 
your imagination take you to 
Golgotha, called the “place of a 
skull,” of nearly two thousand 
years ago on that fateful

“Good Friday.”
Perhaps you would have 

heard Jesus cry out from the 
Cross: “Father, forgive them, 
for they know not what they 
do.” Flanked on both sides by 
thieves, themselves writhing 
on crosses; His garments no 
longer His, but the stakes in a 
ribald dice game; and the inno
cent victim of unscrupulous 
politics of the worst kind 
(religious) and of mass hyste
ria, Jesus loved all of His 
tormentors enough to ask the 
Father to forgive them.

The two criminals who hung 
on either side of Jesus revealed 
the ir respective sp iritua l 
understanding. One mocked 
Him, taunting Him to save 
Himself and them. The other 
rebuked the first, saying that 
they were receiving what they 
deserved, but that Jesus had 
done nothing wrong. He 
also—and most im portantly- 
asked Jesus to “remember me 
when you come into Your king
ly power.” Thus did a thief ex
press his faith in Jesus’ being 
what He really is, the Christ. 
Answering him with the Sec
ond Word, “Today shalt thou 
be with me in Paradise,” Jesus 
assured him that his faith had 
made him whole, then and 
there, not in some far distant 
future.

The Third Word He spoke 
was: “Woman, behold thy
son! . . .  Behold thy mother!”



Jesus was the eldest son of His 
mother; and, after her husband 
Joseph died, Jesus was consid
ered by custom to be the pro
vider for the family. This it is 
assumed He was for some time 
preceding His ministry. Seeing 
His mother, so sad at the pa
thetic sight of her Son hanging 
on the Cross, His heart must 
have surged with love and pity 
for her. So, typically, rising 
above His own pain and tribu
lation, He found a way to see to 
her need for a son to look after 
her. He also knew, don’t you 
suppose, that His beloved 
friend John, who stuck by Him 
valiantly at the end, would feel 
better knowing that he was do
ing something to help?

The Fourth Word, “ I thirst,” 
could justifiably be taken to 
mean that Jesus had a very 
real, physical thirst. However, 
since He must have mastered 
the ways of transcending phys
ical pain in time of great need, 
as many highly evolved souls 
have done, perhaps He was re
ferring to His soul’s thirst.

In John 19:28, it states that 
He said this Word “to fulfill 
the scripture”—and Jesus was 
well-versed in the Hebrew 
Scripture. There are many to 
which it might have alluded; 
perhaps it was Isaiah 55:1, 
which says, “Ho, every one 
who thirsts, come to the 
waters.” Or perhaps it was 
Psalms 42:2, “My soul thirsts

Verle Bell

for God, for the living God.” 
As He was about to complete 
His great mission to the people 
of the earth, Jesus’ very soul 
must have thirsted deeply for 
the final realization that it was 
done—at least all He could do 
in the flesh. However you 
might have taken it, it is a very 
poignant and moving Word for 
Him to have spoken at that 
time.

We are told that the Fifth 
Word is, “My God, my God, 
why hast thou forsaken me?” 
This is a shocking question to 
hear from the  F a th e r ’s 
staunchest exponent, one 
which might well have disillu
sioned His followers concern
ing the message He came to 
teach. Many interpreters of the 
significance of Jesus’ last 
earthly utterances while in the 
physical body like to use this 
Word to demonstrate His hu
manness and thus relate Him 
to us frail mortals.

However, remembering His 
thorough acquaintance with 
Scriptures, His great sense of



history, and His mission in it, 
one might look at the 22d 
Psalm. It begins with the 
words He spoke at this time: 
“My God, my God, why has 
thou forsaken me?” But it goes 
on to express other things that 
coincide with the happenings 
of the Crucifixion: Verse 16 
says, “a company of evildoers 
encircle me; they have pierced 
my hands and feet.” Verse 18 
says: “they divide my gar
ments among them, and for my 
raiment they cast lots.” All 
these things were happening to 
Him. From verse 22 through 
the rest of the psalm, the 
psalmist sings God’s praise, in 
confident and triumphant vein. 
Certainly this expresses the 
Jesus you would have seen.

Had you been there, and ac
quainted with the commission 
Jesus had accepted when He 
came to walk among the peo
ple, healing them and teaching 
them of the Father, you could 
surely have nodded in agree
ment when He declared in His 
Sixth Word, “ It is finished.” 
Jesus had made a good account 
of Himself, from which all His 
followers in later years could 
take courage and inspiration, 
during the whole hysterically- 
induced conclusion of His mor
tal life. Taunted and challenged 
by ignorant and arrogant peo
ple, He maintained His calm. 
He was able to love without 
stint, even those who treated

Him the worst. He had set the 
great example for mankind, 
and had proved His complete 
confidence in the Father for all 
to see. So it could indeed be 
considered a triumphant cry, 
such as: “ I have finished my 
work!”

The Seventh Word you 
would have heard if you had 
been there, waiting in dread 
and sorrow with the Master, is: 
“Father, into thy hands I com
mend my spirit.” The Scrip
tures say that it was then “the 
ninth hour.” Jesus had been 
raised on the Cross on “the 
third hour.” He had been hang
ing thus for only six hours. 
Then Jesus uttered a great cry 
and gave up His spirit. Di
rectly, then, you would have 
seen Him slump.

The men on either side of 
Him still breathed and ago
nized. Jesus was not a fragile 
man, having strode the hills 
and valleys of the land, leading 
a vigorous, active life. So why 
did He go so soon? The reason 
is important.

Instead of hanging as long as 
the thieves who were crucified 
alongside of Jesus, He chose to 
go. He did not just wait for the 
life to fade out of Him; He 
“gave up His spirit.”

This makes a lot of differ
ence, for Jesus had said, “ I lay 
down my life, that I may take 
it again. No one takes it from 
me, but I lay it down of my



own accord. I have power to lay 
it down, and I have power to 
take it again; this charge I 
have received  from  my 
Father.”

Had you been there on Gol
gotha when Christ Jesus of 
Nazareth was crucified, and 
had you heard His last Words 
in somewhat this understand
ing, you might well have felt 
some very strong emotions. 
You might have felt bitterly 
cheated, in a part of yourself, 
that humanity’s brightest light 
had been so cruelly snuffed out. 
You might have felt your heart 
swell with compassion that He 
had had to undergo such sense
less torture.

But you might also have ex
perienced wonder and awe at 
the poise and love with which 
He met His sentence, knowing 
in your deepest heart that the

sacrifice was not in vain and 
that He was really going on to 
His highest good. You might 
have remembered with grati
tude and humility that He 
promised that “he who believes 
in me will also do the works 
that I do; and greater works 
than these will he do, because I 
go to the Father.”

And your heart may be 
moved with the knowledge 
that much Truth is revealed to 
us through the deep meanings 
behind  th e  C rucifix ion . 
Because of all of this, our 
lives—yours and mine—can be 
richer and fuller than they 
could otherwise have been.

The “Seven Last Words” can 
prove to be everlasting, living 
words, inspiring us to live as 
He lived, in love and devotion 
to the God of our being.

0

By Florence Nelson

We tend to think 
that spring is the only miracle 

And seem to come alive 
with bud and dew and green.

Each year we wait 
through frigid winter drear .. . impatiently 

Forgetting that if summer would not rest its head 
and shed its bloom in fall 

There would be no miracle at all.



B Y  GWEN G. NORMENT

*

If God had not planned to 
make Jesus a continuous 
working factor in our 
civilization there would 

> be no good purpose for 
His having been sen t.. . .  
He promised, “Lo, I am 
with you always.” . . .  No 
one is overlooked. The 
helpful hand of Jesus is 
extended to all. Whoever 
you are, wherever you are, 
Jesus in His spiritual con
sciousness is waiting for 
your mental recognition.

Charles Fillmore 
Easter. This is His time— 

Jesus Christ tim e-m iracle 
time. He is abroad, and with 
Him, miracle!

Yes, miracle is abroad! It 
surges, swirls, and hovers 
about us. Miracle pirouettes in 
the air and carols its claim to 
life from the treetops. Miracle 
pulses and pushes barren 
branches to bud and blossom.

Even the wind carries its scent. 
Respond! Bloom! Now is the 
time!

My prayer for you at this 
most lovely season is that you 
will have your miracle. May 
you answer His call. May the 
soul-sap within you respond 
and rise, bringing blossom to 
your life.

Quietly whisper, ‘‘Miracle, 
my miracle,” to yourself often, 
day and night. Let the word 
miracle become a smile on your 
face and a song in your heart.

Softly whisper His name, 
Jesus Christ, again and again 
to yourself and your heart will 
know a warming grace and a 
singing peace. Gentle tranquil
lity will flood fresh through 
your mind.

Yes, it is His time—Jesus 
Christ time—and I send you 
greetings of great rejoicing. I 
send you love. I send you 
miracle!



Wayne Manning

B Y  WA YNE MANNING

EASTER IS THE TIME we 
celebrate the Resurrection of 
Jesus, a meaningful time to all 
of us. We are reminded, in our 
beautiful Easter services, of 
the glorious promise that the 
Resurrection holds for us, that 
through the example and over
coming by Jesus the greatest 
error belief is shown to be false. 
He gave us the most graphic 
demonstration possible to 
show that the belief in death 
has no basis in reality. This 
great central truth as exempli
fied by Jesus has a definite 
place in the theology of nearly 
all Christians. But it seems we 
often leave the resurrection ex
perience to Jesus and see it for 
ourself as only a future possi

bility. Can we possibly reex
amine our concept of resurrec
tion and gain an insight that 
we can apply in our life right 
now, at this moment in con
sciousness?

All of the demonstrations of 
Jesus, including the resurrec
tion of His body, were the 
result of His realization of a 
higher state of consciousness. 
Webster defines resurrection 
as a “rising from the dead.” 
Rising is the key word, a word 
that implies more than an 
event; it implies a process or an 
activity. Let us explore then 
the idea that moving from one 
state of consciousness to a 
higher state is the very essence 

| of the resurrection experience.



First, we must realize that 
resurrection is more than a 
noun that describes a fact, or 

► an end, or a state. Again, resur
rection is a process, an activ
ity. Resurrection is a move
ment in consciousness, an ac
tivity in mind. Perhaps we can 
get a better idea of this rising 
process by using the analogy of 
making bread. We know that 
when we combine the proper in
gredients in dough and do our 
work in proper order, we must 
then wait for the dough to rise 
before it can be baked into a 
loaf. The rising activity must 
take place before the loaf can 
be accomplished. The “fruit” 
of the process, the activity, is 
the risen loaf, just as the 
“fruit” of the raising activity 
in consciousness is a raised 
“something” whether it be a 
body, a situation, or a state of 
consciousness.

1* A Process

If we can begin to think of 
the resurrection of Jesus as a 
process, an activ ity  th a t 
worked in His consciousness,

I  an activity that He used and 
taught throughout His minis
try, we can begin to see how 
this process works. We can 
begin to understand how we 
can use this same process in 

•* our own life as we work with 
our own growth in con
sciousness.

It seems obvious, because 
Jesus literally raised His body 
from what we call the death 
state, that He was operating 
from the highest state of con
sciousness we can imagine. But 
He got to that state by allow
ing this raising process, this 
resurrection activity, to work 
in Him, and He worked with it. 
Degree by degree, level by 
level, Jesus expanded in con
sciousness until He reached the 
state of awareness that mani
fested as His risen body. His 
raised body was the demon
stration of a raising activity 
that had already occurred in 
His mind before and during the 
Crucifixion. Jesus understood 
and used this process daily and 
we can see many examples of 
this in the Gospels. As we ex
amine these, let us begin to 
think of resurrection in this 
broader sense, as an activity, a 
raising from one state to 
another. Let us begin to think 
of the resurrection of the body, 
not as a goal in itself, but as a 
marvelous by-product of an ex
tremely high state of con
sciousness that one can attain, 
as did Jesus, by consciously 
and consistently “seeking first 
the kingdom of God,” which is 
the true goal.

We do not simply jump from 
where we are in consciousness 
to that high state; we grow and 
unfold into it. The raising ac
tivity must take place before



the dough becomes the loaf. In 
terms of time, one can have a 
resurrection experience in what 
seems to be an instant, or it 
may take a great deal of work 
and passing time to achieve a 
particular level of awareness, 
but the process still must take 
place, the activity of raising is 
always involved. We prepare 
for that ultimate resurrection 
of the body with smaller resur
rections right now, remember
ing that the process is just the 
same.

One of the first examples of 
the resurrection activity in 
Jesus’ life came at the very 
beginning of His ministry as 
related in Matt. 4:1-11. He had 
just been baptized by John and 
was being tempted in the 
wilderness. In metaphysical 
thought, we understand that 
these temptations were occur
ring within Jesus; in His mind. 
In other words, He was having 
a discussion with Himself, as 
you and I often do when weigh
ing the pros and cons of any 
situation. He was in the 
w ilderness of conflicting 
thoughts. He had just had a 
tremendous spiritual experi
ence in His baptism and He 
was becoming fully aware of 
His powers as a conscious Son 
of God. He suddenly realized 
that if He wanted to, He could 
turn the very stones around 
Him into bread. When we read 
“bread” in the Bible, we can

generally understand it to 
represent substance; anything 
needed for material existence. 
Jesus knew He could use His 
power to acquire all the 
substance, all the material 
wealth He might want. In the 
second temptation, He realized 
He could act in any way He 
chose without danger to Him
self—His power would protect 
Him. He then realized that 
with His new awareness He 
could literally rule the world if 
He wanted to. But at the same 
tim e all these tem pting  
thoughts were going through 
His mind, He had an awareness 
that there was something 
higher, something more valu
able than these outer things. 
The Jews were and are noted 
historians, and I think Jesus 
was very conscious th a t 
historically men had sought 
these things to no avail. I am 
certain He did not know many 
happy rulers or millionaires. 
He realized that it was the 
human part of His conscious
ness being tempted. The spiri
tual or divine part of Him, His 
I AM, the Christ in Him said, 
"No, there is a higher way, an „ 
inner dimension.”

We all have these polarities 
in our own consciousness; the 
human and the divine. We are 
aware of and guided by some
times one and then the other, . 
and the character and quality 
of our life are determined from

LNTTid



the gestalt of our awareness. 
Charles Fillmore called this 
human part the “independent 
personal consciousness,” and 
he taught that this is very 
necessary for us, as it affords 
us the opportunity for choice. 
Certainly choice is essential for 
growth; we always need this 
opportunity to choose. The 
human self is not to be done 
away with or replaced by the 
spiritual self as we sometimes 
think; what we must do is 
make this independent person
al consciousness, this human 
self, subservient to the spiritu
al or Christ self. Then we still 
have the opportunity for 
choice, but our choices may be 
guided by wisdom.

The Inner Kingdom

This is what Jesus did in this 
situation. Guided by His spiri
tual awareness, He immediate
ly and firmly denied the option 
of worldly goods and power, 
“Man shall not live by bread 
alone,” and chose and affirmed 
the inner kingdom, “You shall 
worship the Lord your God and 
him only shall you serve.” He 
allowed the Christ in Him to 
have dominion and His per
sonal self became an obedient, 
obliging, and valuable servant. 
Then what happened? “Then 
the devil left him, and behold, 
angels came and ministered to 
him.” Angels in the Bible can

be metaphysically interpreted 
as divine ideas, ideas from 
Divine Mind, or God-Mind. As 
always happens when we allow 
our own spiritual nature to ex
press in our life, we have an in
filling of these divine ideas; 
angels minister to us, as they 
did to Jesus.

Can we see the process at 
work here? Jesus was in a cer
tain state of consciousness and 
He was having thoughts about 
all the new possibilities that 
were open to Him, both human 
and divine possibilities. The 
process, the lifting activity, 
was working in Him, as it con
stantly works in us, and was 
calling Him higher, and He 
went with the calling. Jesus 
followed the process and gave 
it permission to complete 
itself. This is very important: 
He gave the process permis
sion to fulfill itself by revealing 
to Him a higher idea. Jesus had 
the resurrection experience of 
moving from a limited state of 
consciousness with its tempta
tions to a higher and much less 
limited state where He became 
aware that “seeking first the 
kingdom” provides the neces
sary outer needs through the 
outworking of law. The result 
of this activity in mind was 
that all the ideas pertaining to 
this new higher state—the 
angels—rushed into His mind 
replacing the lower ideas of the 
old state, and He began His



ministry in earnest.

Our Temptations

Are we not often tempted in 
our own life as was Jesus? Per
haps not in the same degree, 
but certainly in kind. For ex
ample, we often find ourself in 
a position of authority over 
other people, whether it be over 
the children in our home, or as 
president of a corporation 
employing many people. How 
do we exercise this authority? 
What are our motives? Let us 
suppose for a moment that you 
have had a certain job for 
several years, and for some 
reason you do not understand, 
you have never gotten along 
with a particular co-worker.

You cannot imagine what 
you might have done or said to 
this person to cause him to 
treat you so badly, but he does, 
and most of the time, you’re 
pretty miserable inside be
cause of this person’s animosi
ty toward you, and angry be
cause of his treatment of you. 
Suddenly, you get a promotion 
to supervisor of the depart
ment you both work in. You 
realize that this person is now 
working for you, responsible to 
you, and you have nearly total 
authority over him in your new 
position. Can you imagine 
what very understandable 
thoughts go through your 
mind at this moment? This per

son has treated you horribly 
for a number of years, and now 
he is answerable to you. Who of 
us would not have thoughts of 
revenge, thoughts of paying 
the person back, knowing that 
there are many subtle ways of 
doing this in our new position 
without danger to ourself? Our ' 
independent personal con
sciousness is offering us this 
tempting opportunity and the 
choice of whether or not we do 
this thing. The voice of our 
human side is saying, “This 
person is now answerable to 
me, and now is my chance to 
even the score.’’

But there is another voice 
speaking and if we are open 
enough, we can hear it. This 
voice is saying, “But what is 
my responsibility to him and to 
myself? What if the situation 
were exactly reversed and he 
were the supervisor? How 
would I want him to treat me?” 
The process is beginning to 
work, the call to come up 
higher in our thinking and feel
ing is being sounded, and if we 
follow the call and give it per
mission to fulfill itself, if we 
can really see ourself with the 
roles reversed and feel how we 
would want to be treated, we 
will suddenly realize we must 
conduct ourself in exactly this 
same way, not only toward our 
old enemy, but toward all those 
whom we now lead. A sense of 
our own responsibility comes,



guided by love and wisdom, the 
angels from Divine Mind, and 
we exercise our authority with 
new insight. We have had a 
valuable resurrection experi
ence; we have had a break
through in consciousness that 
affects us not only in this job 

" situation, but in every area of 
our life, because we will see 
everything and everyone in a 
new light.

Repentance

Some of the ways Jesus 
taught this resurrection pro
cess are tied in with His teach
ings on repentance. We usually 
think of repentance as being 
sorry for some past deed, 
which was the main meaning in 
Hebrew, but the Greek word 
that is translated as repen
tance in the New Testament, 
metanoia, carries a much 
deeper meaning. We are actu
ally dealing with three words— 
the Hebrew word for repen
tance in the Old Testament, 
the Greek, metanoia, in the 
New Testament, and the Ara
maic word that Jesus probably 
spoke. Aramaic scholars say 
that the Aramaic word is very 
close in meaning to the Greek 
metanoia. Metanoia means, “to 
have a fundamental transfor
mation in mind or character,” 
in short, to repent is to change 
one’s mind. The object then, in 
the resurrection process, is to

change one’s mind to a higher 
plane of thinking, to allow this 
lifting activity to work in one’s 
self until there is repentance, a 
fundamental change of mind. 
Paul expressed it as, “be trans
formed by the renewal of your 
mind.” This was Jesus’ mes
sage in Mark 1:15, “The time is 
fulfilled, and the kingdom of 
God is at hand; repent, and 
believe in the gospel.” He is 
saying, “Now is the moment 
we must work. The kingdom of 
God is not in the past, not in 
the future, but right now. The 
time is fulfilled. Change your 
mind and believe that what I 
am saying to you is true. The 
kingdom of God is within you. 
Listen to the inner calling and 
go with it. Give it permission 
to resurrect your thinking and 
you will be able to do these 
things that I do.” Then He pro
ceeded to demonstrate this 
great truth for the next three 
and one-half years, right up to 
the ultimate demonstration, 
the Resurrection of His own 
body.

When we begin with the 
temptations of Jesus given in 
Matthew, and then read the ac
counts of His ministry, a defi
nite pattern emerges. It is very 
important in the understand
ing of the resurrection process 
that we become aware of this 
pattern, this expansion of 
Jesus’ understanding and con
sequent greater and greater



demonstrations. Jesus did not 
resurrect His body at the be
ginning of His ministry, but at 
the end. At the beginning, He 
resurrected His thinking from 
a level of possible temptation 
to a level above outer tempta
tion, then He began to teach 
this remarkable doctrine of 
mind changing and a belief in 
an inner kingdom. As His min
istry unfolded and these new 
ideas expanded in His con
sciousness, He was able to in
fluence His environment and to 
control physical elements as 
He turned water into wine and 
fed the multitudes. He was 
able to teach in such a manner 
that many people repented 
enough, or changed their minds 
enough, to be healed of all 
kinds of diseases, as evidenced 
by the many healing miracles 
in the Gospels. Notice that at 
first He touched them, as in 
the case of the leper recounted 
in Matthew 8:2, 3. As the idea 
of wholeness increased in ex
pression through Him, He was 
able to send His Word, as in 
the case of the centurion’s ser
vant in Matthew 8:5-13. As His 
consciousness expanded even 
further, through His coopera
tion with that inner calling to 
come up higher, He was able to 
cause the bodies of others to be 
resurrected. He was able to 
contact the soul of the “dead” 
Lazarus, and that soul realized 
the truth of its being, allowed

the resurrection process to 
take place, and resumed life in 
the body of flesh. And finally, 
Jesus was able to demonstrate 
the almost incredible event we 
celebrate at Easter. He fol
lowed the inner calling and 
went with the lifting activity 
all the way, knowing the truth • 
of eternal life in God. He went 
through a personal death expe
rience and emerged a pure spir
itual being, with a regenerated 
spiritual body—a body of light.

Jesus had these things to say 
to us as He taught, “Truly, tru
ly, I say to you, he who believes 
in me will also do the works 
that I do; and greater works 
than these will he d o . . .  ” 
(John 14:12), and “The time is 
fulfilled, and the kingdom of 
God is at hand; repent, and 
believe in the gospel” (Mark 
1:15). There is that within us 
ever calling us toward the 
Father, toward the things of 
Spirit. Now is the time to hear 
and answer the call. Now is the 
time to allow the resurrection 
process to begin its work in us. 
Let us celebrate the Easter ex
perience every day as we con
sciously heed the call to come 
up higher, that we may under
go the resurrection experience 
in consciousness, manifesting 
as a resurrected world. ®



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

Eye Surgery

Dear Friends: I want to thank you 
for your prayers for my four-year- 
old great-granddaughter. She 
came through her eye surgery just 
fine and will not have to wear 
glasses. She has had to wear 
glasses since she was two years 
old.

We are so very thankful. Your 
prayers helped us all.— H.B., Cal
ifornia.

No Surgery Needed

Dear Silent Unity: I feel so very 
happy and grateful for being a part 
of Silent Unity. 1 have now come 
to know the power of prayer.

1 called you seeking help in 
prayer for my wife who was to be 
operated on the next day. I went 
to the hospital to see her before 
the operation. The doctor came in 
and told us that the operation was 
off but that he would have to run 
some additional examinations and 
she would have to remain in the 
hospital.

After the final examination, the 
doctor told us that there was a

significant change. He could not 
explain it but a change had oc
curred and she did not need the 
operation.

My wife is now home and she 
can’t get over what happened. I 
just called Silent Unity, this time to 
give my everlasting thanks for all 
you have done for us.—J.J.F., 
Texas.

Successful Eye Surgery

Dear Friends: I wrote and asked 
you for prayers as I was to have a 
serious eye operation.

After two months I have re
covered and have perfect vision. I 
do wear glasses for reading and 
when out in the sun.

My doctor was surprised that I 
was so calm because I had been 
told the danger of the operation. I

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.)



A M e s s a g e  fi
Last year during a change of 

ministers, I was asked to have 
the Easter services at Unity 
Village Chapel. I often speak in 
churches, but I hardly ever am 
responsible for planning the 
service. Usually I just come 
and the minister or whoever is 
left in charge tells me what the 
program will be, and gives me a 
nudge when i t ’s time for me to 
do my part.

But this time I was responsi
ble for arranging the whole ser
vice. I had a lot of very good 
help, and that made it easier. I 
prepared a speech about Jesus 
and His Resurrection; and 
there were some fine musicians 
available, so naturally I used 
music as much as I could. But I 
felt that an Easter service 
should be more than music and 
a speech. I wanted something 
that would say Easter in a 
symbolic way, a way that the 
audience would experience and 
say, “Ah, yes, that’s Easter.”

I thought of passing out 
eggs. Eggs say Easter because 
a chick has to break its shell, 
and when it leaves its little 
shell-locked life behind, it 
emerges into a new dimension 
of life. And for many I believe 
rabbits say Easter, though I 
have never quite caught the 
connection here. Putting on 
new clothes and going out
doors—that’s a way of saying 
Easter, too. But none of these 
seemed exactly right to me.

So I enlisted the services of 
the Sunday School, and I had 
someone construct papier- 
m£ch6 rocks, and we put some 
of those on one side of the 
stage to represent the tomb, 
and on the other side we put a 
few more of these rocks and 
erected three crosses on them. 
At the end of the service, after 
I had made my speech and 
done everything else that had 
to be done, those papier-mach6 
rocks rolled away, and out onto

knew 1 was in good hands as I felt 
the blessing of God and all my 
dear friends praying for me.

I am grateful and thank God 
many times a day for His blessing. 
I also want to thank you because I 
could not have gone through this 
alone.

God bless you all.— J.F., Con
necticut.

Arthritic Pain Gone

Dear Silent Unity: What a relief to 
know I had such help when I 
called Silent Unity! The woman to



n Silent Unity
the stage came singing chil
dren from the Sunday School 
who took down the crosses and 
turned them quickly into a 
golden word—“LIFE.” At the 
same time a couple of hundred 
children, dressed in their color
ful spring best, came singing 
down the aisles and gave daf
fodils to all the people.

Turning those crosses into 
the word “Life” said Easter 
fairly vividly; and so did the 
daffodils, for there is not much 
that says Easter better than 
spring bulbs, where a dead
looking, brown bit of earth 
becomes a living, glowing 
flower.

But what really said Easter 
to me were those children— 
those children tearing down 
the crosses and lifting them up 
again as life, and those children 
singing in the aisles.

For if Easter means life and 
even more, means life not end
ing in death but starting up

again, more alive and beautiful, 
more charged with potentiality 
than it was before, is there 
anything that stands for this 
more than children?

No, nothing says Easter as 
beautifully and vividly as sing
ing children say it. And I think 
that Jesus who said, “Except 
you turn and become as little 
children, you shall in no wise 
enter in”—had He been there, 
and I pray He was—He would 
have said this, too.

whom I spoke was solicitous and cane!
so sincere that 1 immediately felt Many thanks for your prayers.
reassured. — S.L.W., Arizona.

Since that time my friend, who
had for many years been afflicted Back Surgery Not Needed
with arthritis, has experienced a
dissipation of pain. She told me Dear Silent Unity: I called you to
she has even stopped using her request prayers for my dear
April 1979 35



friend’s husband. He had a back 
operation a year ago and the pain 
had returned and was severe. It 
was thought that another opera
tion would be necessary.

After you prayed for him, and 
tests were made, the doctors 
agreed that there was no reason to 
operate and tried medication in
stead. Since then my friend has 
steadily improved and has been 
free of pain for the first time in a 
year. His wife said it was a miracle!

Thank you for your prayers.—
N.K., Florida.

Cancer Cured

Dear Silent Unity: 1 wrote you 
some time ago asking you to pray 
for me and with me because the 
doctors said I had cancer. I did not 
believe them. With God’s good
ness and your prayers, I have not 
the slightest trace of cancer.

Thank you dear friends for 
never failing me in all these years. 
My health is so much better. I am 
thankful. — A.G., Michigan.

Faith Healing

Dear Silent Unity: I phoned you 
for prayers for my son who suf
fered a severe laceration to his left 
eye and lost the sight—tempo
rarily!

A wonderful person in Silent 
Unity assured me that “we see 
God working in and through your 
son.” I needed her reassurance 
“that all things are possible with

God,” at that time, although I 
know this. Knowing is one 
thing—demonstrating is quite 
another.

I want to share with you the 
results of one man’s faith when 
joined by “two or more” praying 
in faith.

My son is a minister and soon as 
he was released for work, with an 
eye full of stitches and no vision in 
that eye, he stood before his con
gregation and announced that he 
would see again. He accepted his 
accident as a lesson in faith and 
used it to prove his faith. He never 
doubted.

He sent me this sermon on faith 
and healing recorded on tape. As 
I looked at the frail spool of plastic 
ribbon which brought me his won
derful demonstration in faith and 
strength, I marveled at the power 
of prayer by contrast.

He told of the accident, how he 
and his family began by praying in 
faith, how they located a special
ist, how he was hospitalized and 
was able to pray with and for 
others during his stay. He spoke 
of his fears through that first horri
ble night. He also spoke of a com
fort that came to him that night 
and told the congregation “that a 
miracle of healing was happening 
now” and he had no doubts con
cerning his eye.

Two months after the accident, 
using a contact lens, he has 20/20 
vision bilateral.

Thank God, and thank you for 
your loving dedication. —A. F., 
California.



the sun sent its golden rays 
skittering into the sky with the message, 

“Spring is here!”

A bird intercepted the message 
and broadcast the news in golden tones, 

“Spring is here!”

Now a thrill shivers 
through the warming earth.
The dead coating of a seed falls away; 
its pale sprout pokes eagerly into the dirt 
and forges upward rejoicing,

“The time is now!”

Let us awaken
to the Truth of our dreams.
Let them come forth into the light 
of our new day.

Thank You, God!



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: Our pet dog, a Ger
man shepherd, died when she 
was eleven years old. Could 
you tell us, where is the 
resting place for dogs, and 
will there be a reincarnation?

Mrs. E.D.A.

Answer: One of Unity’s fore
m ost w riters, E rn est C. 
Wilson, once wanted to title 
one of his books on reincarna
tion: Many Happy Returns. 
The publishers thought the 
title too facetious. I liked it. I 
am thinking now what a lovely 
title this would be for a book 
that conjectures on the rebirth 
of pets who mean so much to us 
and who strike a responsive 
chord in all animal lovers. The 
best answer to your question 
can only be just that: a conjec
ture. So let’s look pleasantly at 
the fact that even if pets may 
not have souls in the sense that 
we humans believe we possess,

Questions
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V Quest
. . . with answers by 

MARCUS BACH

they do have life and may hap
pily return for another earthly 
sojourn. Since all life is an ex
pression of God’s infinite life, 
who is to say that a Lassie, a 
Benji, a Rin-Tin-Tin, your Ger
man shepherd, or my departed 
Schnauzer may not someday be 
conjoined in consciousness to 
some now living pet? As to 
their “resting place’’ I ’m sure 
it must be very near the 
departed humans to whom 
they were so dear.

MB

Question: I  came into Unity 
only one year ago, after hav
ing left the Anglican Church 
of my upbringing some years 
back. I  believe Unity is what 
I  have been looking for and 
recently I  became a member.



Unity seems such a pacific 
religion and by using The 
Revealing Word a lot of the 
Bible has been made clearer to 
me. However, how do you ex
plain Matthew 10:34: “Think 
not that I  am come to send 
peace on earth: I  came not to 
send peace, but a sword. ”

Mrs. F.J.B.

Answer: There have been any 
number of attempts to explain 
this passage without destroy
ing our image of Jesus as the 
Prince of Peace! Some scholars 
contend that what He was say
ing was that peace does not 
come easily. It often involves a 
struggle. Others insist that 
Jesus knew that people would 
be set at enmity one against 
the other because of Him. 
Some belligerently righteous 
Christians declare that He 
meant exactly what He said 
and that there would be holy 
wars fought in His name. I 
want to suggest an altogether 
different interpretation and if 
you have an unabridged “Web
ster’s International Dictio
nary,’’ you can do it yourself. 
Look under “sword” as given 
in meaning #2. Here you will 
find your scripture text quoted 
and you will see that the word 
sword has, at times, meant a 
powerful word. Is it possible 
that this meaning has gone 
overlooked and that it actually 
reinforces the concept of the

Word made flesh in and 
through Jesus Christ? At least, 
it is an interesting speculation, 
and the quotation would then 
read, “ I came not to send 
peace, but a Word."

MB

Question: I  have a question 
about widows and widowers 
in say, their eighties, who live 
alone except at times when a 
sweetheart asks for relief and 
whom you love dearly and 
know to be sincere and true to 
you. Is this adultery? That I  
will not have. Can you 
enlighten me on this?

Puzzled Jane

Answer: I wish you had en
lightened me a bit more! Are 
you in charge of a retirement 
home and is this an objective 
situation about which you need 
to make a decision? Or are you 
the eighty-year-young widow 
with an equally youthful- 
minded widower whose loneli
ness you share and to whom 
you would be consenting? 
Either way, thank you for a 
sincere and provocative letter.

Strictly speaking, adultery 
has many meanings and inter
pretations. In some states 
adultery is considered a crime 
whether the parties involved 
are married or not. In other 
states it is a crime only on the



part of the married person, and 
in still others, adultery applies 
only when one of the parties is 
a married woman. That is the 
way things stand according to 
statute law.

According to social interpre
tation, adultery is usually a 
term applied to voluntary in
tercourse by a married man 
with someone else’s wife.

But now we come to the ec
clesiastical interpretation of 
adultery in most of the Chris
tian denominations. In En
gland, for example, adultery is 
not a crime but is a matter to 
be judged by the church, as if 
the church truly represented 
the “voice of God” in our time. 
And in all of the world’s great 
religions there are religious 
views on this universal ten
dency toward adultery. The 
touchstone here has to do with 
faithfulness to the marriage 
vows.

So we have the legal ap
proach to adultery, the social 
interpretation, and the ecclesi
astical points of view.

But today we also have a new 
overview of adultery and that 
has to do with the conscience 
and consciousness of the par
ticipating parties. We are liv
ing in a time when one’s 
deepest feelings and convic
tions often take precedence 
over all laws in our changing 
world. Years ago, who would 
have opposed the state and

said, “War is against the dic
tates of my conscience, so I will 
not go to war’’? Who would 
have dared oppose the early 
church with the charge that, 
“The church is not infallible 
and I have a right to my own 
revelation’’? Everything is be
ing challenged these days. 
From the authority of the 
government to parenthood, 
from medical dictates to educa
tional precepts, change and 
challenge are, for good or ill, 
the order of the day.

In all of this, sex and the in
timate relationship of the male- 
female (or female-male) equa
tion is also in transition. Your 
letter is its own commentary 
on what’s going on and an indi
cation that the decision rests 
more with you and your 
“sweetheart” than it does with 
any other preformed opinions. 
It is also a healthy indication 
that sex at eighty is a fact of 
life and more than just a wish 
or a whim! My advice to you, 
Puzzled Jane, is that you are 
old enough to make your own 
decision and young enough to 
follow the dream of your 
golden years which may, in 
fact, include something of a 
dream left unfulfilled in years 
gone by.

MB

Question: Can you please tell



me of the origin of the Baptist 
Church? I  know Luther of the 
Lutherans, Wesley o f the 
Methodists, and of Alexander 
Campbell of the Church of 
Christ and Christians, but 
have never been able to find 
the originator of the Baptists.

Elsie M.D.

Answer: A  Baptist, whether 
“hard shell” or liberal would be 
glad to tell you that the “origi
nator” of the Baptists was 
God, with John the Baptist 
and Jesus the Savior all in line. 
Baptists simply grew. The rite 
of baptism held them together 
in an unbroken but unclear 
historical sequence from the 
beginning of the Christian era. 
At the time of the Reformation 
(16th Century) they became 
known as Anabaptists because 
they rejected infant baptism 
and baptized again (rebaptised) 
those who had been given the 
rite before they had reached an 
age of accountability. There 
are all kinds of Baptists—Free 
Will, River Baptists, United 
Baptists, Christian Unity Bap
tists, National Baptists, Primi
tive Baptists, Hard Shell, 
Seventh Day, Two-Seed-in-the- 
Spirit Baptists, and, of course, 
the mainstream of well known 
conventional Baptist denomi
nations. It has well been said 
that “There is no Baptist 
Church, there are only Baptist 
Churches. ’ ’ And they represent

the largest numerical group 
among all the Protestant faiths 
with a membership of nearly 
thirty million.

MB

Question: Since there are 
various definitions of the 
word fear am I  right in think
ing that fear, meaning “awe 
and reverence " is the one that 
applies to the Bible? For you 
can't teach someone to be 
afraid of someone and love 
them with all their heart at 
the same time. Also, wouldn't 
Psalms 139:14 mean, “/  will 
praise thee; for I  am rever
ently and wonderfully made, ” 
instead of “fearfully and 
wonderfully"?

M.N.

Answer: I fear you are right! 
And by my use of fear in this 
sense I mean, “bless you for 
your insight.” We must learn 
to read the Good Book with 
understanding and that is 
what you have so well dis
cerned. Here are two other so- 
called amphibolous words out 
of scripture which you may 
wish to consider in terms of 
their double meaning: terrible 
as in Psalms 47:2: “For the 
Lord, the Most High, is ter
rible.” What may be meant is 
“ overpowering.” Or, how 
about the word laughs in



Psalms 2:4: “He who sits in the 
heavens laughs.” Is it laughter 
or remorse that is implied? At 
any rate, amphibology makes

the Bible ever more inter
esting!

MB

EVERYDAY
HEROES

B Y  W ILLIAM  F. SA YERS

“THERE AREN'T ANY MORE heroes,” complained a guest on a 
recently televised talk show.

“I t’s because of the world we’re living in,” agreed the host of the 
program. “There are no more movie heroes, only anti-heroes. We 
have no great political leaders or statesmen. Let’s face it, our 
politicians are looked upon with suspicion by the electorate. I 
wouldn’t know where to begin looking for a hero these days.” He 
shrugged. “Maybe all the heroes are dead.”

These two spent the next fifteen minutes decrying the state of 
this nation and the world. Other guests joined the discussion and 
none admitted to admiring some modern hero. The general con
sensus seemed to be that there are none. Depressed with this 
negativism, I turned off the set.

Could these people be right? Are there no more models to follow? 
No more people who had put it all together? Perhaps these affluent 
celebrities were searching in the wrong places.

Must we have movie stars for heroes? Personalities who exist 
only as flickering shadows on screens in darkened theaters, or as 
figures projected on television tubes certainly should not be 
models to emulate. These posturers have nothing to do with real
ity. They are fantasy characters, chimeras mouthing dialogue and 
performing actions written for them by others.

As for politicians, they are human beings not supermen. They 
are subject to common weaknesses and temptations. Elected to 
office by us, to represent our interests, it is up to us to keep 
ourselves informed of their actions on our behalf. If we vote men 
into office and then forget them until something in their conduct



goes wrong, it is we who are delinquent. We have the responsibility 
to see that our elected representatives serve properly. If they do 
not, we must make our voices heard. Apathy puts temptation in 
the path of those who wield power. Lord Acton said, “Power tends 
to corrupt; absolute power corrupts absolutely.”

Where are the heroes? They are all around us. Perhaps there are 
heroes and heroines in your town, neighborhood, house, or family. 
In my neighborhood there are:

A l J., who works hard at a monotonous job every day, year in 
and year out, and never complains. He provides for his family,

obeys the law, pays his taxes, 
and performs work—garbage 
collection—which benefits 
everyone.

Alice J., wife to Al, mother of 
their children, works hard 
keeping their home shipshape, 
is bored to distraction at times 
and loves her family.

Edna Q., who at age eighty- 
seven has inoperable cancer 
but visits shut-ins in her area 
to cheer them up. Her high 
spirits and love of life are infec- 

*»tious, her fa ith  in God 
boundless.

Nancy M., a widow with 
three small children who had to 
put aside her grief and take a 
job as a waitress to provide for 
•herself and her family. She 
must be both mother and 
father, a stout oak with a com
passionate heart, a parent her 
children can depend upon.

Paul and Karen W., a couple 
-married twenty years who are 
doing their best to raise six 
children; attempting to instill 
in their offspring a love of God 
and respect for decency—no

mean feat in a world atmo
sphere tugging strongly in the 
opposite direction.

Angela S., a widow living on 
a small social security check 
who, instead of sitting home 
watching television quiz pro
grams and soap operas all day, 
spends five afternoons a week 
as a volunteer at a hospital for 
retarded children.

These neighbors are the he
roes and heroines of our day. 
They live in faith from day to 
day coping with responsibility, 
examples we can look up to. 
Each gives something of him
self to others. None will ever 
appear in films or on television. 
None will be elected to public 
office. They will never be 
recognized as heroes by those 
who pass out such awards, but 
they are.

The host of the television 
talk show bemoaned the mod
ern world’s lack of heroes. Ob
viously, he had been looking in 
the wrong places. He should 
search closer to home.

0



B Y  CAROLYN WENZEL

HOW STRANGE THAT WE, 
with joyous abandon and child
like naivety, celebrate our own 
illusions.

This awareness opened to me 
one cold day in February as I 
watched a carnival parade on 
the Tuesday before Ash 
Wednesday. My husband Peter 
and I had come to see the cele
bration in this beautiful, pic
turesque town called Rottweil 
in Southern Germany. Televi
sion cameras were in the 
streets to film the original 
costumes and antics of the na
tives of Rottweil. Carnival is so 
loved by the people in this area 
that it has been celebrated 
longer than traditional Chris
tianity.

The unusually creative cos
tumes deeply impressed me 
with their symbolism. Two 
men, wearing wooden masks 
carved into expressions of 
anger and dressed in beautiful 
costumes of olden times, 
walked in the streets cracking 
a whip and snarling at a third 
man who was dressed as a

horse. This man’s mask looked 
very fearful, for he was the 
symbol of winter. This carica
ture illustrated the people’s 
desire to drive away the hard, 
cold winter, even as the men 
sought to drive away the horse. 
The snow-filled winter was 
again illustrated by the men in 
costumes covered with white 
feathers. These men had long 
sticks, for they were the 
jumpers. They moved down the 
street in great leaps, even as 
the snow moves over the moun
tains into these valleys below.* 
Some costumes were hand- 
painted masterpieces and 
others had beautiful handsewn 
scenes of this area and culture. 
All the natives wore wooden 
masks—some happy, but some- 
very sad.

A Grand Charade

The parad e  s tre tc h e d  
throughout the town. It- 
seemed that every resident par
ticipated. There were bands 
marching with music flooding 
every crack and crevice of this





lovely little “stadt.” We were 
all caught up in this grand 
charade as the people shouted 
to us, “Who-ooo?” This was 
the greeting given to everyone, 
“Who-ooo?’ “Who-ooo!”

As I watched the parade, my 
thoughts turned to the illu
sions in the charade of life. 
How often we wear the masks 
of fun and frolic to hide the real 
emptiness and panic we some
times feel inside. Many of us 
divert our attention from this 
emptiness through methods of 
escape into acknowledged 
worlds of fantasy created by 
television and movies. We 
choose to live life vicariously 
rather than run the risk of 
removing our masks. Or per
haps, during “carnival” times 
in our life, we may choose to 
forget our moralistic rules and 
try to fill our emptiness with 
“freedom.” This freedom is ac
tually rebellion against worn- 
out ideals which no longer 
seem relevant to us. But this 
freedom is a pseudo-freedom, a 
substitute for the real freedom 
that our soul longs to ex
press—the freedom to know 
who we are and to be our real 
self. So we continue to shout, 
“Who-ooo?” “Who are you?"

During the parade, I was im
pressed with how uninhibited 
the people acted. Germans are 
usually very restrained in shar
ing their lighthearted selves. 
But somehow the costumes

and masks gave the people the 
opportunity to be open and 
childlike. During carnival 
week, one could honestly wear 
a mask. This signified to me a 
deep need to acknowledge iden
tification with the illusions of 
life.

Somewhere, deep within the 
soul, we know that this materi
al world of effects is all illusion. 
But we are game-playing, fun- 
loving creatures, and we some
times choose to play the game 
of self-deception. We choose to 
wear the mask carved by our 
experiences without realizing 
that we are the creators of 
these experiences. We cannot 
be hurt, any more than the illu
sions on the television screen, 
but we believe that we can. 
And so we suffer. We believe 
that our experiences are reality 
rather than a creation of oui 
imagination. When we identify 
with negative experiences, we 
believe ourself to be sick, poor 
lonely, or hurt.

Spirit Is Unmoved

But we can learn detach 
ment. We can learn to observ



our thoughts and feelings with- 
* out the need for masks and cos

tumes. When we choose to real
ize that the materialistic goals 
in life do not fill this emptiness 
in our soul, we begin to seek 

"our real Self. This real Self is 
‘ Spirit. Spirit is unmoved by 
the illusions of pain and imper
fection in this world of effects, 
for Spirit lives in the world of 
reality or cause. When we 
choose to identify with our real 
Self—our spiritual Self—we be
come the master of our world of 
effects. All effects are results 
of cause, and cause lies within 
one's th ink ing . Through 
thoughts and feelings, using 
the power of imagination, our 
world of experience is created. 
When we believe, speak, and 
act from the real world, know
ing that we are a spiritual be
ing with the power to create, 
■we are free! We are free from 
feelings of limitation that keep 
us attached to negative experi
ences. When we really want to 
remove a negative experience 
from our life, we need only to 
relax and remove it from our 
thinking. Where our thinking 
is, there is our experience.

Now the Lord is the 
Spirit, and where the 
Spirit of the Lord is, there 

- is freedom. And we all, 
with unveiled face, be
holding the glory of the 
Lord, are being changed 
into his likeness from one

degree of g lo ry  to 
another; for this comes 
from the Lord who is the 
Spirit (II Cor. 3:17, 18).

As this awareness penetrates 
our consciousness, the celebra
tion of illusion is over.

The Carnival Ends

On the evening before Ash 
Wednesday, the people in 
Southern Germany gather in 
the town square with much 
crying because the carnival has 
ended. A giant straw man is 
brought into the square and 
burned. Now that carnival time 
is over, one must burn away 
one’s guilt feelings. How often 
our games reveal our deep 
inner needs. This world is our 
playground upon which we can 
learn how to win the game of 
reality—if we can only see who 
we are.

Can we really believe that we 
no longer need to feel anxious 
about the cold winter times of 
life? If we can choose to be our 
real Self, we will become mas
ters of this world of illusion. 
Our masks are no longer neces
sary, for we have no need to 
protect our ego. We can live 
from the real world of Spirit 
without feelings of fear, for we 
understand that as spiritual 
beings, life opens to us only 
good. The celebration of illu
sion has ended, but the Car
nival of Life has begun. ©



LOOKING BACK NOW at last spring after about six months as 
minister of Missoula Unity, Missoula, Montana, it is difficult to 
remember exactly how I felt at the time. Certainly I was eager to 
be nearing completion of my two years of training at Unity’s 
School for Ministerial and Religious Studies (SMRS), but I also 
felt apprehensive about reaching a goal I had looked forward to so  ̂
long. The anticipation of becoming an ordained minister was a 
good feeling, and I didn’t know if the fulfillment would be nearly so 
pleasurable. Of course I know the answer now, but a year ago the 
wait and the inner conflict were clearly not doing much for my 
disposition.

Sitting four hours every morning, five days a week in class,  ̂
working afternoons, studying and doing assignments in the eve-

“JUST A CLOSER WALK” 
THROUGH UNITY VILLAGE

B Y  RODERICK W. McCALLUM
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mngs and on weekends-all this so that in two years I could be a 
minister. Was it worth it? Could I handle it? These and a thousand 
other doubts plagued my mind that wet, windy spring. Perhaps I 
should have stayed in the newspaper business in Spokane, 
Washington, but no—it only looked better after two years away 
from the newsroom. Now I was in Unity Village, fifteen miles 
down U.S. 50 Highway from Kansas City, and I was there for a 
reason. My doubts were of my own creation, a more or less natural 
result of the immersion of my personality into the teachings of the 
Christ; the reaction of my ego to a perceived threat.

My whole way of thinking had changed so drastically in such a 
short time that my feelings could only scurry to catch up, and that 
is where the queasy sensation in my stomach was coming from.

Then one day the clouds 
parted enough for the sun to 
warm the earth and coax green 
leaves of grass from beneath 
the layer of rich brown soil. The 
trees began to bud, and all the 
other signs of impending 
spring became apparent.

The more I looked out from 
my window on this bright spec
tacle, the more the sunshine 
coaxed me, too, from my 
winter’s tomb of concrete and 
glass. Down the long hall of the 
Administration Building and 
across the patio I hurried, 
down the stairs to the street, 
where the new season at long 
last grabbed hold of my heart.

There was no turning back 
now, and I walked quickly to 
the Lowell Fillmore Garden. 
Glancing about, I felt similar 
to the way I had when my son 
was born. The air was heavily 
laden with the expectancy of 
life, and though I was but an 
observer, so too was I a par
ticipant—a sort of midwife to a



birth that would soon take 
place all about me.

From the tiniest shrub to the 
tallest of the saplings that had 
been placed so lovingly 
throughout the area, all had 
swellings at the tip of each 
branch that would leaf or 
blossom in just a few days.

I stopped at the sundial and 
looked down. One o’clock, it 
read—the first hour on the first 
spring day. The shadow moved 
slightly around the dial as I 
watched, and it urged me to 
move along also.

[ ast the Activities Center I 
walked, craning my neck to see 
its tall arches, then looking 
down at the rolling mounds of 
grass around the sides, stud
ded with trees and plants. Ex
cept for a few workers the enor
mous auditorium was empty. I 
shut my eyes and imagined it 
filled with people on Sunday 
morning. I stood at the pulpit. 
What was I telling all these 
wonderfully open and receptive 
people that would help them 
live the sort of life we all are 
meant to live? I pictured their 
smiling faces, heads nodding 
occasionally in agreement, and 
I felt warm inside, knowing 
that some of them at least 
would find something they 
needed, something they could 
use.

Opening my eyes, I began to 
laugh. What a fantasy, imagin

ing myself as minister of Unity 
Village Chapel. But soon I 
would have my own church, my 
own flock to feed—perhaps not 
so many, but every bit as im
portant.

I walked past Unity Inn and 
thought of the many meals 
shared with fellow students 
and workers, discussing some 
class or another. We all came to 
learn, and that is what we were 
doing, learning about people, 
about the Bible, about as many 
as we could of the ten million or 
so situations we might encoun
ter as ministers. Especially we 
were studying the teachings of 
Myrtle and Charles Fillmore, 
who founded Unity ninety 
years ago. Those teachings had 
helped us, and now we wanted 
to show others how they too 
could use these simple, basic 
truths to improve their lives.

B  ut right then, looking 
through the windows at the 
long rows of tables, I wasn t in 
terested in discussing princi 
pies. All the talking in the 
world wouldn’t fill the hollow 
ness I still felt whenever 
thought about actually becom 
ing a minister. So I walked oi 
down the road to the swim 
ming pool—empty now, but ii 
a few months it would b  
crowded with laughing, splash 
ing children. Was there an; 
way people could retain tha 
enthusiasm and joy as the;
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grew into adulthood? Charles 
Fillmore is quoted as having 
said, “When joy is put back 
into religion, there will be more 
religion in the world.” To me, 
that is what Unity does. It 
puts joy back into religion. I 
would paraphrase Mr. Fill
more, though, and say, “When 
joy is put back into religion, 
there will be more joy in the 
world.”

E ith e r way, there is ample 
allowance for joy at Unity 
Village. I headed up the hill 
from the pool toward the tennis 
courts and golf course. These 
facilities were designed to give 
workers and students a place 
to have fun, to exercise, to en
joy life. Behind me lay the pic
nic grounds, and pictures went 
through my mind of summer 
days when, along with other 
students and families, I had en
joyed cooking hot dogs, play
ing Frisbee, and singing joy 
songs.

There is something about a 
long walk on a pleasant day 
that begins to shrink uncom
fortable feelings the way 
shadows shrink when you turn 
on the light. There is just no 
room for negativity when you 
positively radiate life. I began 
to discover this as my walk 
took me down a gravel road 
past the golf clubhouse and 
into the apple orchard. I was

by myself, yet not alone—a 
feeling I have had on other oc
casions around Unity Village. I 
knew countless other students 
had walked this road on days 
like that one, and found for 
themselves the real meaning of 
the phrase: “Christ in you, the 
hope of glory.” Christ was the 
presence I felt as I walked 
along in the fresh air, seeing 
the new growth. Christ is the 
reason there is a Unity Village, 
and Christ is why hundreds of 
persons come here every year 
to work, to study, to relax.

Suddenly I knew I could turn 
around and walk back—back 
through the apple trees, back 
through the golf course, and 
back to my work. I stopped in 
the Myrtle Fillmore Grove, be
side the Silent Unity building. 
Inside the building workers 
were taking telephone calls and 
opening mail, answering thou
sands of requests for prayer. 
Outside in the Grove, my 
prayers were being answered, 
as I felt the flow of life in 
me—as I felt myself com
pletely engulfed in the Christ 
presence. I thought as I stood 
there, this is what ministering 
is all about—communicating 
the Spirit I feel inside me.

h / t y  walk nearing an end, I 
moved slowly through the 
Rose Garden, bushes still dor
mant beneath mounds of dirt,



but not for long. A week, 
maybe two, and the dirt would 
be removed to reveal tiny red
dish-green shoots and leaves. 
Then there would be blooms of 
all colors and varieties. 
Retreatants would soon begin 
arriving from around the world 
to marvel at this beautiful 
place.

I continued past the foun
tains, silent now, but splashing 
in the summer. I shut my eyes 
again, and this time I saw a 
warm August evening, with a 
breeze blowing spray from the 
fountains across the Bridge of 
Faith. The yellow lights cast a 
calming spell on my fellow stu
dents and me walking past for 
the last time as classmates,

How We Pray

There is nothing too big or 
too small for God to give you, 
but God has nothing to give 
but good. No amount of plead
ing or begging can change 
God’s wonderful plan of good. 
We do not pray to change God 
or to get God to be more inter
ested in us and our affairs. We 
pray so that we may come 
closer to Him, to understand 
His great plan of good and do 
our part in working it out. 
— The Unity Treasure Chest.

ordination scrolls clutched 
tightly in hand.

Again a fantasy, but this one 
only months away from being a 
reality. Quickly I entered the 
door of the Administration 
Building, and climbed the 
stairs to reach my third-floor 
office. Seated at my desk I 
could see across the fountains 
to Unity Tower, pointing the 
way up—a physical symbol of 
the inner journey that mankind 
must make to the heights of 
human potential if we are to 
survive and grow.

I sat very still, sensing the 
activity taking place in every 
department of Unity School of 
Christianity: the publishing of 
books, pamphlets, and maga
zines— Daily Word, UNITY, 
WEE WISDOM; the recording 
of cassettes, of radio and tele
vision programs; the studying; 
the work of all sorts. All of this 
is aimed toward one goal: to 
spread the message of Jesus 
Christ that all persons are 
children of God, and therefore 
heirs to His kingdom.

The apprehension I felt when 
I began my walk had gone, as it 
goes for anyone who will take 
the time to walk or sit in a 
quiet place alone. It was re
placed by the same enthusiasm 
and joy I had envisioned in the 
swimming children. Like them, 
I now felt ready to dive in and 
be at one with the cool waters 
of life. ®



►
W atchw ords: 

SPIRITUAL JOY

; Building the Christ 
Consciousness

*
* B Y FRANCES W. FOULKS

PART XVI

Beloved of God:
Easter comes again, and 

! with it remembrance of the 
Resurrection on which to build 

k a greater faith. Not only of the 
Resurrection o f Jesus o f 
Nazareth to the living Christ 
should we be reminded at this 
time, but of the purpose of this 
most wonderful event of all 

• time which is that you and I  
are to rise daily out of all the 
yesterdays of sorrow and de
spair, out of the tombs of 

v gloom and seeming failure, out 
of the grave clothes of bondage 

' to error, into new joy, living 
success, freedom from limita
tions. I t has been given us to

become children of the resur
rection and to come up out of 
great tribulations into a con
sciousness of the indwelling 
Christ, omnipresent, trium
phant. Following in faith the 
path blazened for us with His 
life blood, we enter the “Holy 
Way." “The unclean shall not 
pass over i t .. . but the re
deemed shall walk there. . . .  
everlasting joy shall be upon 
their heads; they shall obtain 
joy and gladness, and sorrow 
and sighing shall flee away" 
(Isa. 35:8-10).

Now, today, let us look to our 
sense perception that it is clear 
enough and high enough to



glimpse the glory of the resur
rection of nature all about us. 
During this period we have the 
opportunity to enter a deeper 
spiritual realization, even an in
ner resurrection which will 
mean for us, too, a filling with 
new life, a clothing with new 
beauty, a richness of new expe
rience beyond anything we 
have ever before felt. Up the 
tree trunks and out to the very 
tips of the branches the stream 
of life is touching until every 
twig is alive and expressing it, 
even as the Christ life, when ad
mitted, will touch us from the 
innermost to the outermost cell 
of our body. The bursting of the 
buds speaks to us of some old 
condition that can be sloughed 
off and renewed in spiritual 
perfection. Contact with the 
life stream within the newborn 
leaves reminds us of some 
freshness and newness that 
may be ours in mind, body, and 
affairs. The countless blades of 
grass speak to us of the multi
tudinous blessings of the 
Father that are ours for the 
seeking. The richness of color 
and the fragrance of bloom 
carry us back to the richness 
and sweetness of the Christ 
Spirit and touch us with a 
greater sense of love and kind
ness. The ec stacy of song burst
ing from the throats of birds 
awakens in us the joy of the 
song of life, and with all of 
God's creation we enter into a

resurrection, a re-creation in 
soul and body. 4

Let us join in the swelling an
them that fills the heavens and 
Earth: He is risen and because x 
He is risen, I too, in every 
thought of my mind, in every * 
fiber of my being, in every con- * 
cern of my life, am raised from 
the dead into powerful, vital 
living. Say these dynamic 
words over and over and over, 
and then over and over again, A 
and rest in them until you feel . 
them true. Then let it be so!

Some years ago when I  was 
passing through a very deep 
valley of the shadow, I  asked to 
be shown the way. The mes
sage that came was I  AM  joy. I  , 
did not feel any joy of my own I  
am, neither the joy of the great 
I  AM, but long ago I  learned to 
use whatever was given to me 
in the silence. I  began to repeat 
this message over and over as I   ̂
went to and fro. Soon I  felt a 
stir of joy in my heart, then in * 
my body, and its vibrations 
began to extend out from me so 
that others crossing my path or 
walking by my side felt them < 
also. All my world responded 
to the joy of the I  AM, and I  
became so engrossed in this 
joyful expression that I  was no 
longer concerned about the 
shadow. Thus I  passed up and „ 
out of the valley before I  had 
touched its depths. Use this af
firmation and see its lifting and 
creative power in your life.



•» XVI. Spiritual Joy

Meditation: In thy presence 
there is fulness of 

» joy, in thy right
hand are plea
sures for ever-

c more (Psalm s
16: 11) .

We who are seeking to build 
the Christ consciousness take 

'  Jesus Christ for our example 
» because He, the Son of God ex

pressing as son of man, gave 
the highest teachings of Godli
ness the world has ever known. 
Moreover He proved the truth 

4 of it by living according to His 
i teachings. There were depths 

to the Master’s consciousness 
which you and I have not yet 
fathomed, but as we seek to 
follow His teachings He is con
stantly revealing to us just as 

% much of himself as we are 
capable of understanding and 

' using. To comprehend more of 
the Christ and to have it incor
porated in our consciousness, 
we must faithfully use that 
which has been revealed to us. 
There is a belief in the race 

’ thought, given us by some 
long-faced religious leaders of 
the past, that our Lord and 
Savior was a sorrowful man. If 

s: this idea is tucked away any
where in your consciousness,

• you would do well to erase it, 
for such an idea will take form 
in your life as sorrowful ex-

periences. It is true that Jesus 
the man was acquainted with 
grief and sorrow because in His 
calling He was so closely 
associated with humanity’s 
song of “Woe is me! Woe is 
me!” but in His Christhood 
there was no recognition of 
woe. He saw only our perfec
tion in the Father, and the ap
pearance of sin, sickness, 
poverty, and death disap
peared all along His pathway. 
His mission was to bring the 
glad news of the love of God to 
His children, a love so strong, 
so great, so full that wherever 
it is accepted it wipes out sor
row and sighing, and in their 
places puts joyous living and 
glorious expression.

Was our Way-Shower, Jesus 
Christ, a sorrowful man? 
Listen! Before He even came 
into bodily expression His soul 
sang the Magnificat in the 
heart of Mary. His mission to 
the earth plane was announced 
at the time of His coming by 
the heavenly hosts, in the glad
dest song the race has ever 
heard, “Peace on earth, good 
will to men.” Through child
hood He grew in wisdom and 
knowledge and in favor with 
God and humanity, none of 
which is possible for a sad and 
sorrowful child. In His man
hood He gave great joy and 
gladness to the multitudes, 
and not even a Christ can give 
that which he does not himself



possess. His life of service 
itself was a wellspring of joy, 
as all know who enter any form 
of loving service for another, 
and He who lived more fully for 
others than any other soul 
often spoke of His joy being 
made full. In the days just 
preceding the crossing out of 
the son of man, He taught His 
disciples much concerning the 
oneness of God and us through 
the Christ love. With the 
knowledge of the shadow of the 
Cross touching Him, He said to 
them: “These things I have 
spoken to you, that my joy 
may be in you, and that your 
joy may be full.” His joy knew 
not the bondage of grave 
clothes and great stones, a 
sealed tomb and soldier 
guards. These could not keep 
the Christ from proving the joy 
of life triumphant over death. 
Our joy is to ascend with Him 
even above a physically risen 
Jesus, to One omnipresent in 
the eternal here and now, and 
in this realization there is 
nothing too hard to accom
plish. We can, with great glad
ness of our heart, claim the 
promise of even “ greater 
works,’’ for Jesus, in the omni
present ethers of the Spirit 
world, works with us in over
coming all the frailties and 
shortcomings and limitations 
of the flesh.

What great cause for joy we 
have, yet how little of it we use

in our daily living! Our lives 
show the lack of it, our bodies » 
feel the need of it, our friends 
and our families crave its ex
pression. Let us get very still 
and listen for the song of life 
within. If you get still enough 
and listen deeply enough you . 
will feel His joyous presence 
right by your side. You will 
hear Him say: “Be of good 
cheer, I have overcome the 
world,’’ and there will come to " 
you a strength and stability . 
that will make it possible for 
you to rest in expectancy and 
cheerfulness, even in the midst 
of seeming tribulations. He will 
say to you: “Rejoice and be ex- 4 
ceeding glad,’’ and somehow , 
you will enter into a joy of new 
livingness. You will let go of 
fear and worry, of jealousy and 
criticism, of me and mine, of 
running to and fro for satisfac
tion. You will let go of the “woe *. 
is me” that presents itself, 
when you listen deeply within J 
and hear the loving voice say: 
“Lo, I am with you always.” 
Then there will come to you 
such joyousness that nothing , 
matters but that you hold it as 
your very own. It will be dur
ing such a time that some grief 
or sorrow will be wiped out, 
some healing take place, some 
desire of your heart consum-; 
mated. Wholeness, yes! Suc
cess, yes! Peace, yes! They are 
all included in the joyous song 
of life given us by Jesus Christ,



who through His once-and-for- 
all overcoming, gives the vic
tory over sadness and sorrow 
to all who abide in His con
sciousness.

► How the whole world needs 
the joy of the Lord Jesus 
Christ! We see this need in the 
expression on the faces all 
about us, in the sighings and 
complainings, in the poverty

and failure of people, in the 
hospitals and prisons. The 
headlines of the newspapers 
herald not so much the sorrows 
of the world as the lack of joy 
of the Lord in the hearts of the 
people, resulting in crimes and 
accidents and catastrophes. A 
sick world needs not the flip
pancy and emotion that some 
call joy, but that deep and

It is possible to develop a prosperity habit, and 
the Unity Prosperity Bank drill shows you how. 
The Prosperity Bank comes with instructions on 
a prayer method which will help you become 
receptive to the unlimited source of all good. At 
the end of the seventh week of the drill, you may 
send your savings to Unity School to be used for 
Unity literature for friends or for yourself; or as a 
donation to any outreach of Unity School. The 
savings act as a seed of faith, sown to reap a rich 
harvest.

There is no need for you to experience any lack 
because, as Charles Fillmore said, “ Increase 
comes by the operation of a universal law, and 
our part is to keep the law.” The Prosperity Bank 
has helped many increase the flow of good into 
their lives; it can help you too! Send today for 
your free bank and guide to the abundant life. 
Write to:

UNITY PROSPERITY BANK
Unity Village, Missouri 64065



abiding gladness that comes 
when we meet the Creator face 
to face and learn firsthand the 
purpose of life. Its purpose is 
that we are to become like the 
Creator, a truth which the 
whole world is to learn, and you 
and I, knowing the truth, are 
responsible for spreading this 
gospel so that through the up
lifting of the individual, the 
race consciousness may be re
deemed from its burden of sor
row. If we are letting our soul 
touch glad Spirit, we are 
centers through which the 
Lord of the Harvest can ex
press His love and beauty and 
wealth of good to humanity. 
All the Christ attributes are 
contagious, like one candle 
touching another candle, and it 
another and another, or as 
some happy soul has expressed 
it: “Smile awhile, and while 
you smile another smiles, and

soon there’s miles and miles of 
smiles and life’s worthwhile, 
because you smiled.’’

Even as you read, the joy of 
my soul touches your soul and 
you have become a shining cen- ^ 
ter for the Christ to express 
through, the joy of the Lord 
touches your whole world, 
awakening it to a gladness that 
redeems it from sickness and 
inharmony, from lack and * 
limitation.

4

O Thou Christ of God, let the 
joy of glad spirit fill the heart 
of each of these Thy children. 
Let them momently feel the 4 
stream of creative joy welling 
up in them as an ever-increas
ing livingness. Let their joy he 
made full in a union with Thee 
that it may become their pro
tection and health and success, 
and a source of blessing to their 
whole world.

‘•Frittf t t y  w\ \  i itiiiga (>t‘ (rlfarlea -I Hhifine
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Healing Through Faith
JESUS PRAYED with confi
dent assurance that what He 
wanted would be granted, and 
He established a mode of 
prayer for His followers that 
never fails when the same con
ditions and relations are at
tained and maintained with ref

erence to the Father-Mind.
Through His spiritual attain

ments Jesus formed a zone in 
the E arth ’s mental atmo- 4 
sphere. His followers make 
connection with that zone 
when they pray in His name or 
pray in His consciousness of



faithful assurance.
> After this manner they lay 

hold of divine ideas and estab
lish them in mind. This is the 
place that prayer has in con
trolling thought.

Prayers for healing are often 
- quickly answered because nat

ural laws that create and sus
tain the body are really divine 
laws. When man silently asks 
for the intervention of Spirit in 

k restoring health, he is calling 
* into increased activity the nat

ural forces of the body.
Realizing that you are pene

trating into that zone estab- 
v lished by Jesus, declare that 

you have faith in the light of
> Spirit shining into your con

sciousness and directing your 
vision Godward.

Then entering deeper into 
this closet of prayer, declare:

I  have faith in the illuminat- 
V ing power of God's word and I  

am now open and receptive to 
divine inspiration.

When we come into the un
derstanding of God in His true 
character we recognize Him as

> infinite Goodness, omnipres
ent, omniscient, and omnipo
tent. We come to know that 
healing through faith is the 
harmonious adjustm ent of 
mind and body with the laws of

f God; that the mind is renewed 
and the body transformed.

We become conscious of 
God’s presence by affirming 
oneness with it. We proclaim:

I  have faith in God. I  have faith 
in Spirit. I  have faith in things 
invisible. I  am one with God 
through Christ.

The prayer of faith awakens 
and quickens spiritual con
sciousness and develops true 
spiritual character. It uplifts 
and regenerates the whole per
son. It teaches us to walk along 
the higher pathways of life and 
sets us free from the narrow 
limits of matter.

Since all healing is based on 
mental cleansing, affirm that 
consciously  and subcon
sciously you are free from all 
negative conditions and open 
to the positive, upbuilding 
power of Spirit. This will open 
the mind and body to the in
flow of spiritual healing.

Next, affirm that you have 
penetrated into the very heart 
of that spiritual zone estab
lished by Jesus. Make this 
declaration reverently and 
fearlessly:

I  have faith in the healing 
power of Spirit, which is now 
restoring and rebuilding my 
mind and body. In His name I  
am made whole.

Faith in God as the source of 
prosperity is the foundation of 
existence—the central equilib
rium holding all things in 
whatever place intelligence 
puts them; it is a magnetic 
power which draws unto us our 
heart's desire right out of the 
invisible spiritual substance.



Faith is a deep inner knowing 
that that which is sought is 
already ours for the taking.

Spirit substance interpene
trates mind and body and out 
of it mind forms the patterns of 
things visible. In fact, the of
fice of faith is to take abstract 
ideas and give them definite 
form. Ideas are abstract and 
formless to us, until we ap
propriate them through faith. 
Unbounded faith in the all
present spiritual substance in
creases and multiplies divine 
ideas at our word.

In quiet confidence, continu
ing in the silence, affirm this 
prosperity word:

I  have faith in the substance 
of God working in and through 
me to increase and make 
manifest my prosperity.

One of the requisites for 
keeping the law of prosperity is 
that as we receive we give. This 
law is clearly set forth in 
Genesis 28:22: “Of all that 
thou givest me I will give the 
tenth to thee.”

Faithfulness and willingness 
in giving to the Lord’s treasury 
always strengthens our faith 
and causes doubt to disappear. 
When anyone puts God first in 
finances not only in thought 
but in every act, by releasing a 
tenth part of our increase or in
come to the Lord, our faith in 
omnipresent supply becomes a 
hundredfold stronger and we 
prosper accordingly. ®

ILLUMINATION-T h e  first me 
tal move in dissolving any dai 
ness in a desperate situation is 
proclaim the presence and pou 
of Christ. This erases any clo> 
which would obscure the light 
Spirit.

Eternal light is mine 
through Christ. My 

guidance is clear and 
reassuring. *

HEALING-The Bible teach 
that God created a spiritual, unc 
ing man; death came into t 
world through transgression of t 
law. “As in Adam all die, so 
Christ shall all be made alive.”

Eternal life is mine y 
through Christ. All the < 
cells of my body glow 
with health and vigor.

PROSPERITY— When we ser 
for the joy of serving as Jesus d 
prosperity flows to us and throu 
us in rippling streams of plen 
The supply and support that t 
Christ love sets in motion < 
miraculous.

Eternal abundance is 
mine through Christ.

Bounty pours into my life 
for every need.



A SPIRIT CLOSE-BY
B Y

A UDRE Y WOL VERSON*

THE BUS WAS JAMMED 
with working people and shop
pers returning home. The last 
empty seat was next to the 

* window and I climbed over a 
woman and her shopping bags 
and sat down. Getting this seat 
was the only good thing that 
had happened to me that day. 

The unexpected spring rain 
k still chilled me, and the air con
ditioner blowing down on me 
reinforced my feeling of rejec
tion as I looked toward the win
dow that reflected my gloomy 
and disillusioned mood. I felt I 
must have fallen into some 
misalignment with life. I had 
worked for the same company 
for nearly five years, and I was 
looking forward to a lasting po
sition there. But today I had 
lost my job because of a cut
back in personnel.

' Looking out of the window, I 
was assured the world looked 
back at me with pity, as the 
day appeared to imitate me 
with its dreary rain. Tomorrow 
would be Easter, a symbol of a 
new beginning—but not for me.

“Hello there. Haven’t seen 
you for some time.”

The driver was talking to a 
blind man who played his ac-

cordion on the streets for coins 
that might be placed in his cup.

He was a big man, and the 
texture of his skin was sun- 
scorched. But his age remained 
elusive. He looked as vigorous 
and youthful now as he did 
when I, as a child, first saw 
him. His expression was gentle 
and open. He was clean-shaven 
as always and neatly dressed.

Today his manner seemed 
more jovial than ever. In place 
of the accordion, he was carry
ing a small Easter basket. It 
held a chocolate rabbit and 
candy eggs neatly arranged on 
paper grass. A pink ribbon was 
tied to the handle and all were 
encased in cellophane.

As I looked into the face of



this giant of a man, I was at 
once moved to witness the 
clairvoyant vision that seems 
to be given only to the blind. In 
his sightless wisdom he laid 
bare for me a transitory mo
ment that will stay with me for 
the rest of my life.

His love for his daughter 
spun into a smile as he ex
plained to the driver the expec
tation he felt when he thought 
about her waking tomorrow 
morning to find that the Easter 
bunny had not forgotten her.

Looking down at his white 
cane and back again to his face, 
unable to find any traces of 
misery or defeat, I began to 
understand how much more I

was handicapped than he. My 
self-pity was keeping me from 
starting over—from trying.

The blind man turned from 
the driver and looked at me 
with a wide courageous smile ». 
as if he were reading my mind.

The brief echoes of his words 
with the driver followed me as 
I stepped from the bus.

“Will you have Easter dinner 
at home tomorrow?” «

“No,” replied the driver, “ I 
have to work.”

"I am sorry,” said the blind 
man.

“It doesn’t matter,” said the 
driver, without any expression < 
in his voice, “it’s just another 
day.” ©

By Doris Hanks Enabnit

I am the voice of a thousand springs;
I am the song that April brings;
I am the urge within each seed 
Seeking earth and sunlight on which to feed. 
I am the silence born of the night 
Wafting my voice to fountains of light.
I am the beauty of each new morn,
I am the life of the soul reborn.



B Y  BERNICE KETCHUM

A RAINBOW  ARCHED 
across the sky with each end 

, seeming to touch the ground is 
like a glimpse of heavenly 
splendor on Earth. Its beauty 
fills one with wonder and awe 
which ever increase with the 
remembrance of the unspeak
able gift it proclaims. It is 
God’s promise of grace to all 
people. It is fitting that Paul 
should have said, “Thanks be 
to God for his inexpressible 
gift.”

The wonder of the grace of 
God means to me that any mo
ment can be a new beginning. 
We can be free from past mis
takes and the results of them. 
Regardless of how hopeless or 
desperate a situation might 
seem or how much we think we 
have failed, we always have 
another chance. We all desire 
to know how to accept this tre
mendous gift. I remember a 
Unity student who never

missed class, but she contin
ually talked about her karma 
and held herself in bondage to 
what was past. I would say to 
her, “But what about grace?” 
and she would say, “ If only we 
could accept it.” The wonder of 
grace does lie in our ability to 
accept it.

For many years I held study 
classes preceding the Wednes
day evening church service. It 
always seemed that the grace 
of God was one subject that 
defied description. Many times 
in different classes through the 
years, I heard beautiful at
tempts made to put so great a 
love as this into words. One 
person might say, “The grace 
of God is the love of God for 
His children and their ability 
to respond to it.” Another 
might give an example, such 
as: “ It is as if I were knitting 
an intricate pattern and I made 
a mistake and kept on knitting. 
Grace is a miracle which could 
reweave my mistake into a per
fect pattern without unravel-



ing all of my work.” On and on 
the discussions would go, but 
always falling a little short of 
adequately expressing the 
“inexpressible gift.” Then one 
evening something happened 
which said more than all of our 
words put together.

During the last two nights of 
a series of lessons, each mem
ber of the class would come for
ward and give a talk. She came 
forward and stood before us, a 
lovely woman full of poise and 
confidence. She was president 
of the church board, active in 
several outstanding organiza
tions in the city, and she held 
an important position in the 
state hospital. She began by 
telling us of her own mental ill
ness more than twenty years 
ago. She told about being a pa
tient in the same hospital
where she now worked. Then 
she told us that some of the pa
tients who were in the hospital 
at the same time she was there 
so long ago were still there. 
And then, with a slight tremor 
in her voice, she said, “Every 
time I see one of them I think, 
but for the grace of God, there 
go I.”

There was a hush over the 
class and the room seemed to 
be filled with a softness and a 
loveliness. There was a longing 
to know more about the grace 
of God and how to accept it. 
What was our lovely lady's se
cret of responding to the grace

of God? I did know that she 
was an avid Unity student. I 
remembered that the three req
uisites of living the Christ life 
were emphasized in the begin
ning lessons. They were meek
ness, love, and forgiveness. 
There was no need to invade
her privacy by asking. The ob
vious secret of responding to 
the grace of God is for all peo
ple the same—forgiveness, a , 
constant, continuing attitude 
of love and forgiveness.

We are told in John 1:17 that 
“grace and truth came through 
Jesus Christ.” His very pres
ence drew forth a response to 
grace in others. There was 
tremendous power in His 
words when He said: “Be thou 
clean,” “Stretch forth thy 
hand,” “Go in peace and be 
whole,” “Do not fear, only be
lieve,” and ” . . .  receive the 
kingdom of God like a child.’ 
There must have been loving
kindness in His eyes and in
finite tenderness in His touch. 
There was even healing in the 
hem of His garment.

What is the secret of the 
drawing power of His presence 
then and now? His life, teach
ings, and His very real pres
ence today must be to reveal to 
us the secret of responding to 
the grace of God. Yet it re
mains an undiscovered secret 
to all who believe themselves 
to be in bondage to past 
mistakes. The entire life of



Jesus was a demonstration of 
forgiveness culminating in a 
final act of forgiveness from 
the Cross.

We must forgive. The secret 
of response to God’s grace and 
in being able to make a new 
beginning is without doubt the 
willingness to forgive.

Forgiveness is not always 
easy. Humanly, it is impossi
ble. We need not be ashamed to 
ask God for help. The moment 
we turn our thoughts from 
those hurts and look to Him for 
help, they fall behind just like 
shadows. The moment we re
solve to forgive, new hope 
springs forth. “And hope does 
not disappoint us, because 
God’s love has been poured
into our hearts___” With the
love of God in our heart, every
thing is seen in a new light. In 
one beautiful action we forgive 
and we are forgiven!

Though we rest in the grace 
of God for all eternity, in spite 
of the coming of Jesus making 
grace instantaneous to all who 
will accept, regardless of our 
religion or how much good we 
do, the obvious secret is quite 
clear: there must be utter and 
complete forgiveness before we 
can respond to grace and be 
free. It was never meant to be a 
secret or it would not be includ
ed in our Lord’s Prayer. We 
pray daily: “Forgive us our 
debts as we forgive our debt
ors.’’ It is so simple, so impor-

tant, and so obvious.
It is neither wise nor neces

sary to dig into our soul for 
something to remember to for
give. Jesus did not name the 
things one by one to be for
given. He simply indicated 
that to forgive and to be healed 
were one and the same. As we 
develop a forgiving attitude 
toward others, a wondrous ac
tion we do not have to under
stand sets us free. When specif
ic difficult to forgive situations 
arise, we can learn to be still 
and let our thoughts be bathed 
in the always present forgiving 
love of Jesus Christ. Then we 
must maintain a constant for
giving attitude of mind and 
heart.

One day I was walking in 
Unity Village and I saw a bow 
in the fountains. It was not a 
complete bow, just a portion. 
All the colors were there. I 
knew that the whole promise of 
grace is still here! The grace of 
God is not meant to be an illu
sory hope like the pot of gold at 
the end of the rainbow. With 
the perfect circulation of God’s 
love unimpeded by tourniquets 
of unforgiveness, the grace of 
God fills us and wraps us softly 
about wherever we are. That 
which seems hopeless becomes 
a rainbow heralding another 
chance. Every cloud, though 
very small, has its own bow 
and all of the grace of God is 
there too. 0
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Your entire staff should be com
mended to the highest for such an 
interesting, stimulating, and help
ful magazine. Be assured I am giv
ing UNITY Magazine subscriptions 
to several close friends very 
soon.—M.M., Maryland.

©

I have received much benefit 
from the series by Charles Roth 
and Jerry Fankhauser, and of 
course, Marcus Bach, James 
Dillet Freeman, and Charles 
Fillmore are, together, like a firm 
foundation supporting a grand 
structure. — M.S.. New York.

0
This offering is in appreciation 

of your many prayers and the 
wealth of enlightenment from 
UNITY Magazine. I don’t claim to 
understand all, but what I do 
understand is treasured. — M.G., 
California.

0

I have enjoyed your magazine 
and I look forward to it every 
month. Recently I shared an arti
cle with a friend and it changed 
the direction that her life had 
taken. —M.D., Texas.

UNITY Magazine is many indi
vidualized voices, some of which 
speak directly to me, and some of 
which do not. I have begun to feel 
a personalization of God’s plan in 
my life. I send thanks and love to 
all you “unknown” ones, and 
especially to those particular 
voices through which God speaks 
especially to me. — S.G., Penn
sylvania.

0

I am a subscriber to UNITY 
Magazine and I look forward to it 
and to Daily Word each month. 
They have helped to make my 
pathway straight so many times. 
— M.S., Illinois.

0
I was an atheist and like the 

doubting Thomas when I “stum
bled” onto metaphysics and 
UNITY Magazine, but I was willing 
to give it a try. Things began to 
happen in my life. I saw miracles 
day in and day out. I saw God at 
work. It was amazing; I was awe
struck. Through reading UNITY 
Magazine and Unity books, 1 
found God. Everything I was 
searching for has fallen right into 
place.—P. R.. South Carolina.



nity students know Charles Fillmore as one of the twentieth cen- 
s most brilliant and prolific exponents of practical Christianity, 

is biography by Hugh D'Andrade reveals the adventurous spirit 
it was the man Charles Fillmore and the exciting events of his life. 
3m Fillmore's boyhood near a Minnesota Indian Camp in the mid- 
leteenth century to his later years as the leader of a thriving 
iritual movement in the twentieth century, his life was a series of 
allenges and triumphs.

You will read about his frontier days, occupations as a railroad 
erk, real estate agent, a mule-team driver, and a prospector. You 
II see how his early religious studies and meditations led to his 
ore sophisticated metaphysical concepts and Christ-centered 
lachings. You will discover his warm, witty personality through the 
jthor's interviews with many who knew Charles Fillmore.

Charles Fillmore H e ra ld  o f  th e  N e w  A ge  is a fascinating 
iography and an inspiration-filled gift—for a friend or for yourself! 
ubiished by Harper & Row, hardbound. Price, $5.95.

rles Fillmore
Herald of the New Age
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The Daily Word, 
my “daily bread," 
is my sunrise 
and my sunset, 
a guide that 
takes me through 
the day, 
sustains me, 
proclaims me 
a child of God, 
leads me to 
the truth 
“ I and the 
Father are 
One."
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