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VIEW FROM 
UNITY VILLAGE

. W. Rickert (Rick) Fillmore, second son of the founders of Unity 
School, is primarily responsible for the beautiful buildings and 
grounds at Unity Village. Ernest C. Wilson, who knew him for 

v many years, reminisces about Rick in this issue, starting on page 
four. Typical of Wilson’s memories is an exchange between Rick 
and a Unity minister when Unity Village was being planned. Rick 
told a gathering of ministers that it would take many millions of 
dollars to see his plan into reality. One minister responded: “Isn’t 
that an awful lot?” To which Rick replied: “Who questions the 

• cost of the Parthenon!”
Unity Village is certainly one of God's exquisite garden spots 

on Earth today, and this is largely due to Rick’s genius, his vi
sion, and his persistence in seeing that the location of Unity’s 
Headquarters would always be a place of service and serenity.

Two Unity ministers share their views of Unity past, present, 
. and future. “Unity Today—Something Special” starts on page 

twelve and is written by Dana Voght, who heads the Unity work 
in Huntsville, Alabama. Jack C. Barker, minister of one of the 
Unity centers in Cincinnati, writes his account entitled “What Is 
Unity?” starting on page thirteen.

May is the month in which we observe Mother’s Day, so it is 
appropriate that we publish an article dealing with the subject of 
motherhood. Norma Borum, in “The Lesson,” starting on page 

’ thirty, offers an interesting account about allowing our children 
to achieve an attitude of responsibility.

Another fascinating article is by Winifred Wilkinson 
Hausmann, “God Doesn’t Know Black or White,” starting on 
page fifteen. The author explores her relationship, as a white 
minister, in her dealings with a black woman who sought her out 
for healing help. “There is no color in Spirit,” she says. “There is 
only the light of the inner divinity.”

In God’s love,

f



RICK
The

Innovator

B Y  ERNEST C. WILSON

OF THE FOUNDERS’ three 
sons, Lowell was the most 
even-tempered, the most hum
ble, the quietest. He almost 
bent over backward in his ef
forts to do what he felt was his 
duty in the Unity organization. 
Royal, according to his contem
poraries (I never knew him per
sonally because he made his 
transition four years before I 
joined the staff at headquar
ters) is often acclaimed as the 
most lovable and loving of the 
three, the most outgoing, mer
curial, quick of temper, quick 
to atone. Rickert, or “Rick" as 
he was called by most of those 
who knew him, was by temper

ament somewhere between the 
two, but closer to Royal.

Most people required time 
and continuity of association 
with Lowell to appreciate his 
shy friendliness, his important 
contributions to the Unity 
movement, his reliability, his 
steadfastness to principle.

Rick, on the contrary, was an 
extrovert. You might be either 
attracted or repelled by his per-, 
sonality. You could scarcely 
fail to react one way or the 
other to his presence. One 
outstanding Unity minister 
credits Rick with having con
tributed more to the Unity 
movement than anyone save



his parents, and points to 
Unity Village as being essen
tially his creation.

My own feeling is that he 
was an innovator, essentially 
creative, inclusive of others 
and their foibles in the social 
sense, exclusive in the ad
ministrative sense. Not to

denigrate his vast contribu
tions to Unity, he was, like 
most temperamental, creative 
people, often difficult to work 
with.

He had a ready tongue and a 
sharp wit. Now and then in my 
personal contacts with him, I 
was made not only to see the 
point of comment he was mak
ing, but to feel the point of it as 
well.

The first instance was in the 
summer of 1927 when I had 
been at the School only a few 
months. I was still in the eu
phoric state of consciousness 
where I thought that everyone 
of prominence at headquarters 
dwelt in an idyllic realm which 
I was only striving to attain. It 
was in August, and Charles 
Fillmore's birthday anniver
sary was about to be cele
brated. The occasion was to be 
in the form of a gathering at 
the picnic grounds of the Farm 
as it was called at that time. I 
had been asked to offer words 
of appreciation and to present 
a huge birthday cake, the main 
feature of the refreshments. A 
group of the workers sat 
around a picnic table, others 
stooped on the grass in the par
tial shade of a clump of trees 
that modified the hot summer 
sun. Rick stood leaning against 
a tree trunk, a little apart from 
the rest as was his custom.

Being so new to the group, I 
was still very much in awe of



Charles—of Rick too, for that 
matter—and evidently my spo
ken tribute was too formal or 
too long, or it was too good an 
occasion for Rick to restrain 
his wit:

“What Ernest is trying to 
say,” he interrupted, “is that 
Dad takes the cake!”

Rick’s predominant interest, 
apart from his family, was 
Unity Farm, which evolved 
from an initial purchase of 
fifty-eight acres in the country 
a few miles southeast of Kan
sas City, and gradually in
creased by additional pur
chases to include some 1400

acres to be known as Unity 
Farm. Charles Fillmore, with a 
seer’s insight, had foreseen a 
time of trouble which, unless' 
prayers for a great spiritual 
awakening prevailed, might 
lead to war. In any event, such 
an area, if developed, could 
become a place of refuge and 
enlightenm ent during the 
troubled time to come. Rick 
was inspired by this concept. 
The discovery that there were 
deposits of gas and oil enough 
to supply a small community, 
along with springs that could' 
be impounded to form a lake, 
gave support to motivations of

Rick Fillmore, left, worked closely with Lowell Fillmore, his brother, 
in designing and planning the structures at beautiful Unity Village.



both the father and son.
Because of these allied in

terests, the Farm was destined 
to replace the cluster of 
buildings extending from 
Ninth to Tenth streets on 
Tracy in downtown Kansas 
City. Some of the department 
heads at Unity would rather 
have seen expansion take the 
form of a high-rise building in 
the urban area, but this 
thought was obscured by the 
vision of a Unity community 
with its own “built-in” natural 
resources.

Under Rick’s direction or
chards, vineyards, a dairy, and

a poultry project were devel
oped. A small lake was aug
mented by the construction of 
a dam which would impound 
water sufficient for a small 
village. A Silent Unity Build
ing, a Prayer Tower, a printing 
building, and dwellings to sup
plement those which came with 
the land were erected. A golf 
course, tennis courts, a swim
ming pool, and a clubhouse 
took form.

Rick was a great innovator. 
The present impressive Village 
is due to his enterprise, which 
to people of lesser vision and 
limited income, seemed too ex-



treme. Early in the develop
ment of the Farm he an
nounced to the Unity ministers 
assembled in annual conference 
that he expected to spend 
many millions of dollars to 
complete the project, and he 
asked them to contribute to it.

“ Isn’t that an awful lot?’’ 
one of the ministers asked.

“Who questions the cost of 
the Parthenon!’’ was his rejoin
der.

Rick was essentially an art
ist, not only pertaining to 
buildings and landscaping, but 
as an illustrator. Long before I 
could imagine I would become 
a Unity editor, I had been im
pressed by the hand-lettered 
mottoes, the cover designs on 
UNITY Magazine, and the 
winsome pen-and-ink illustra
tions in WEE WISDOM Mag
azine. I was impressed to learn 
that they were the work of the 
founders’ second son, Rick. By 
the time I came to headquar-

Unity Churches, Centers, 
and Teachers

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

ters—in 1927—Rick was so ab
sorbed with the development of 
Unity Farm that, though we 
editors liked to use his work, so 
much a part of the image of 
Unity, we had to learn to de
pend more and more upon 
talented local young artists 
like John Falter, Willard 
Elliott, and Gene Thornton.

Some of Rick’s most impres
sive art work is in the reception 
room of the Publishing depart
ment. A collage of mosaic tile 
figures suggestive of Jesus 
adorn the upper walls and 
there are partitions of etched 
glass with elaborate scroll 
designs.

Most of Rick’s interest and 
enthusiasm were in creating 
things. Once they began to 
take form his interest was 
likely to become focused on 
something else still existing 
only in mind. As a consequence 
there were many unfinished 
projects right up to the time of 
his transition. An outstanding 
instance is the Administration 
Building. Long after it was oc
cupied by the hundreds of 
workers required to carry on 
Unity’s services, the two ends 
of the structure were still 
closed by temporary walls. 
Since his passing, many of 
these unfinished projects have 
been completed. If from his 
plane of consciousness he is 
aware of it, I think he must be 
pleased.



LAW OF MIND ACTION
B Y  ROGER TIFFANY

* IN THE INTRODUCTION to 
Jesus Christ Heals, Charles 
Fillmore states, “man and the 
universe are founded on 
mind . . . ” and that “ages of 
thought upon the reality and 
solidarity of things have 
evolved a mental atmosphere 

N that has produced the present 
material universe.”

Charles Fillmore indicates in 
these statements that the cre
ated world of things is merely 
an effect of what is essentially 

*a mental process. Our body, 
our house, and our environ
ment are the shadows thrown 

f by our mental habits, atti
tudes, and persistent states of 
mind. The law of mind action 

-states that the nature of our 
lives is determined by the

nature of our inner attitudes of 
mind. Or, to put it more sim
ply, as in mind, so in manifesta
tion.

The law of mind action is the 
name given to our place in the 
creative process. The creative 
process has its source in Uni
versal Mind, or God. The world 
of created things has its gene
sis in our mental processes as 
we appropriate and make use 
of the power and energy from 
Universal Mind. It is this truth 
that led Charles Fillmore to 
make the startling statement 
that it is “man’s world.” It is 
also this truth that places us 
squarely in the middle of the 
creative process.

How this works can be illus
trated by the analogy of a



shadow. When you stand on 
the sidewalk on a bright sunny 
day you throw a shadow on the 
ground. If you stoop, you make 
the shadow small. If you stand, 
you make it tall. You can go 
through all sorts of antics and 
change the shadow to suit you.

TX  his simple illustration 
points up three important 
facts. The first is that the 
shadow is an effect. It does not 
cause itself. Second, the shad
ow is “caused” by you stand
ing on the sidewalk in the sun. 
Finally, and most important, 
there must be a constant 
source of light in order for you 
to create the shadow in the 
first place. As a matter of fact, 
you can stand on the sidewalk 
all day, going through one an
tic after another, but if the sun 
is not out, there is no shadow. 
The sun, then, is the primary 
cause of the shadow because if 
it is not shining, you cannot 
make a shadow at all. You are 
the secondary cause in that as 
you use the sunlight you can 
produce all the shadows you 
want.

Universal Mind, like the sun, 
is the primary cause. Without 
it there would be no creative 
process, no source of ideas, no 
creative energy to appropriate 
and use. This we call God. We 
are the person on the sidewalk. 
As the sun by itself cannot cast

a shadow, so Universal Mind 
cannot create without a medi
um, which is spiritual mind 
personalized in us. The shadow 
is the created universe—an ef
fect-needing both a primary 
and a secondary cause.

Our necessary place in 
the creative process is well 
summed up by Mr. Fillmore 
when he wrote: “God is that in
describable reservoir of stored 
up energy that manifests no 
potency whatever until set in 
motion through the conscious
ness of man. . . . ”

Without diminishing the im
portance of the Source of all 
creative energy and power, the 
law of mind action has to do 
with our place in the creative 
process.

We have three phases of 
mental activity. The Supercon
scious is spiritual mind individ
ualized in us—our contact with 4 
universal, spiritual Mind. The 
conscious is the thinking, 
perceiving aspect, and the sub- » 
conscious realm of memory 
habits and, although not exclu
sively, the seat of the feelings, J 
It is the subconscious phase 
of mind that “bodies out” 
thoughts given it by the con-« 
scious mind into the manifest 
world. The conscious mind is 
the key to the law of mind ac- « 
tion. It is this phase of mind 
that determines the quality of 
thoughts that are fed into the., 
subconscious mind. The sub

LNrnd



conscious phase of mind is like
* a publisher with no editorial 

rights. By its very nature, it 
takes any and all thoughts of-

r fered and sets to work to ex
press them in our world.

Here a contradiction seems
* to appear. If the subconscious 

phase is the phase of memories 
and habits, won’t these memo
ries and habits affect the 
thoughts as they are filtered 
through the subconscious? In-

> deed they will. But what must 
be remembered is that the sub
conscious phase of mind has no 
power to do this in and of itself. 
It is the conscious phase that 
structured the subconscious in 
the first place, filling it 
through persistent attitudes, 
with the memories and habits 
that are now doing the filter
ing. The conscious phase is in 
control. The subconscious 
mind does editorialize after a 
fashion, but only because it has 
been given permission to do so

I* by the conscious phase of 
mind.

1 1 follows that we can,
* through our thinking and rea

soning abilities (the conscious 
phase of mind), control what is 
manifested in our world by con
trolling what is fed to the sub
conscious and by being aware

- of attitudes that can become 
memories and habits. If the

subconscious is fed negative 
thoughts and ideas, negative 
results will manifest in our 
lives. If, on the other hand, 
positive ideas are fed in, we can 
be sure that positive results 
will occur. We have only to 
look at our world to determine 
the state of our mind. A lack in 
life results from impoverished 
thoughts. To change our life we 
must first change our thinking.

That our beliefs and atti
tudes are an essential factor in 
making our world is demon
strated in many of Jesus’ heal
ings. In a number of instances 
(see Matt. 8:13, 9:22, 28, 29) 
the requirement of faith or 
belief (the proper mental state 
of mind) was made a requisite 
for the healing to occur. In a 
later instance, an improper 
s ta te  of m ind ac tu a lly  
thwarted the power of Jesus. 
Speaking of Nazareth, the writ
er of Matthew states, “And he 
did not do many mighty works 
there, because of their unbe
lief,’’ indicating that a right 
state of mind is necessary for 
the creative power of God to 
flow.

Our thoughts create our 
world. Correct use of our con
scious phase of mind allows the 
full flow of creative energy to 
become manifest in our lives. 
Improper use of our mind 
blocks the flow, causing the 
shadow of our world to be 
stunted and distorted. ©



V ie w s  FROM THE FIELD
Editor's note: Some thirty Unity ministers have been invited to participate in Unity s 90th 

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

Unity Today- 
Something Special

B Y  DANA J. VOGHT

Dana Voght, a native of New 
York, and later a resident of 
Florida, entered the ministerial 
training program at Unity Vil
lage in 1972 and was ordained 
in 1974. She is minister of 
Unity Center of Huntsville, 
Alabama.

THE YOUNG MAN stood in 
front of me, his face beaming. 
“Unity is something special!” 
he said.

Through the practice of

Truth principles taught in our 
Unity classes, he had released 
bit after bit of contention from -  
his small inner self. As the con- ( 
fidence and joy in his voice 
revealed, he was now accepting 
his great inner Self that is God 
and peace. Unity with our Cre
ator, peace and harmony infill
ing our individual heart and 
mind is the “something spe
cial” we are all seeking and 
have been seeking from the be
ginning of time.

The average person, now, is 
better educated than ever 
before. Through travel, radio, 
newspapers, books, and televi
sion, we are exposed to more * 
customs and beliefs than we 
can learn from our immediate 
surroundings. This initiates | 
comparative observation and a 
healthy eagerness to find a 
religion that is most workable , 
in daily living. In this way to
day, many like my young 
friend are drawn to Unity—to 
something special.

With a deep and righteous 
anger comparable to that of 
Jesus Christ cleansing the tem-



- pie, folks are no longer permit
ting dogmatic doctrine to make 
the Father’s house into a place

» of trade. We are no longer trad
ing our rightful heritage as His 
beloved children for adherence 

*- to the duality of good and evil.
We are the temple of the living 

* God, and we know it. We are
-  free today, free to see God in

volved in all things, at all 
times.

t  While this liberation is most 
welcome, there is some confu
sion, too, for many lesser 

► truths claim to be the whole. 
Unity is special because the 
student is free to examine the 

» various voices from within the 
security of our spiritual family. 
Knowing that God in us has 
dominion, testing “the spirits 
to see whether they are of 
God (I John 4:1) becomes fea
sible rather than dangerous.

This freedom allows us to in
volve ourself in the activity of 

» this progressive age, thereby 
4 fulfilling our destiny to express 

Him. We are without fear be
cause we are always looking for 
God and finding Him. This also 
enables us to make choices of 
inclusion rather than exclu
sion, immunizing ourself 
against dogma.

Through the practice of 
Truth principles, many like my 
friend are changing from a per
sonal to a cosmic conscious
ness. Individual change leads 
to world change. Unity with

our Creator, and peace and har
mony infilling the heart and 
mind of the world, are the 
something special Jesus Christ 
sought and taught. Peace on 
earth is evolving for truth 
students of this age who are 
realizing goodwill within.

This is Unity today: some
thing very, very special.

What Is Unity?

B Y  JACK C. BARKER

Jack C. Barker is minister of 
the New Thought Unity Cen
ter, Cincinnati, Ohio. A gradu
ate of Unity's ministerial train
ing program, he has served the 
Cincinnati church since 1970. 
Prior to that he was minister of 
Unity-in-the-Rockies, Colorado 
Springs, Colorado. He is a 
member of the board of the 
Association of Unity Churches. 
Before entering the ministry he 
was a materials engineer for a



rubber company in Akron, 
Ohio.

MANY PEOPLE ASK the 
question, “What is Unity? 
The response is as varied as are 
the backgrounds of the people 
who seek to answer the ques
tion. Probably the one answer 
that arises more often than any 
other is that “Unity is a way of 
living life effectively,” and 
some might add, “by applying 
the Jesus Christ teachings and 
principles.” To me this is and 
has been the story of Unity and 
what Unity is. It is a teaching, 
it is a school, it is a prayer 
ministry, it is many things. It 
is an individual experience.

One of the unique things 
about Unity is that it has never 
become a theology; because 
Unity has always been, and if I 
have anything to do with it will 
always be, a teaching that is 
open-ended, that is always 
seeking to discover more and 
better ways to apply the Truth 
principles that have been in ex
istence since the beginning of 
the creative process. There has 
never been a new truth discov
ered; there have only been new 
discoveries of the same truths, 
new and better ways of using 
them more effectively in life. 
This is the story of what we 
were, what we now are, and 
what we will be.

Unity and its teachings con
tinue to grow. Some reasons

for this are that we do not 
center on only one way, that we 
do not base all we do on one 
technique, and that we seek to 
be in the forefront of human ex
perience in all areas. Unity has 
been in existence for ninety 
years—ninety years of experi
ence in growing, in develop
ment and unfoldment of the 
human consciousness.

We in Unity seek to give 
others the benefit of our years 
of experience. We know the pit- 
falls, the growing pains, and as 
such, I feel that Unity, though 
we share all that we are, will 
continue to be a catalyst that 
brings about change, not only 
in people and their effective
ness to live and to be; but we 
will help to change institutions 
that they might more effec
tively deal with human needs.

I see Unity as being that 
which causes self-examination, 
institutional examination, and 
national examination. Unity 
has always been in the fore
front of spiritual growth for all 
mankind. I believe sincerely, 
that it will continue to be in the 
forefront, because we are devel
oping and evolving a people 
who do not fit into the norm 
nor do they conform with 
things as they are, simply be
cause they are that way. We 
are a people who will willingly 
share all that we have learned 
with all who will accept it.



GOD DOESN’T KNOW

BLACK OR |  W HITE
B Y  WINIFRED WILKINSON HA USMANN

RECENTLY A VERY dear 
r friend told me her story of the 

first time we met many years 
ago.

v She had been suffering with 
an open sore that would not 
heal. It was believed to be 
cancerous, and she was desper
ate for help. Someone sug
gested that she come to the 
Unity minister for healing 
prayers, and not knowing what 
else to do, she decided it was 
worth a try.

At that time our church was 
in rented quarters in an office 
building. She came into the of- 

* fice with some reluctance, but 
she was determined to follow 
through. Then, when she saw 
me, she stopped short. I was 
white! The friend who had told 
her to come had not prepared 

„ her for that, and she turned 
quickly to leave. But I had 
looked up and asked, “May I 
help you?”

Being black-oriented and liv
ing in an all-black community,

, this woman desperately in need 
simply could not believe that a

white person could help. Her 
human self was screaming, 
“How could a white person 
help? How could she possibly 
understand your life?” But, at 
the same time, there was that 
other part of her that had hope, 
that was willing to try any
thing. While I waited, the war 
went on inside her, and finally 
she decided to come in and see 
what would happen.

We talked for a long time and 
prayed together, and afterward 
she said she remembered very 
little of what I had said, but it 
had started something working 
inside her.

Affirmative Prayer

Before she left, I typed out 
an affirmative prayer for her 
and told her to sit quietly and 
say the prayer three times 
aloud and three times silently, 
then quietly meditate on its 
meaning for her. This was to be 
done at regular times each day.

She had never heard of any
thing that seemed so ridicu-



lous! She certainly was not go
ing to tell anyone she was do
ing such a thing, but she had to 
try it, in the utmost secrecy. 
Anything was better than the 
fear of cancer that plagued her!

In spite of her inner conflict, 
she did pray each day using the 
prayer I had given her. We at 
Unity also were praying. One 
day she looked and the open 
wound was completely 
healed—“just as though some
one had sewed it together,’’ she 
said later.

When she returned to the 
doctor for an examination he 
asked, “Where have you been? 
What have you been doing?’’ 
The difficulty was completely 
healed, and he couldn’t account 
for it medically.

Not wanting to be considered 
crazy, she did not want to tell 
him the story of her visit to the 
white woman minister and the 
strange kind of prayer she had 
been using. So she answered 
simply, “ I ’ve been to the Mas
ter.” He smiled and nodded.

Since then she has “been to 
the Master” many times and 
has learned that God does not 
know color, but flows into ex
pression through any channel 
that is open, black or white, 
young or old, male or female. 
God is the life force of our body 
and the animating principle of 
the universe. He cannot be con
tained in color or creed, in place 
or person. He is in all, through

all, and as all. Anyone who 
seeks to feel Him as limited in 
time or space, confined by race 
or religion, will be disappointed „ 
by not finding the Master at 
all. Had she allowed her preju
dice to determine her receptiv
ity to help through whatever 
channel, my friend would have 
missed her opportunity for 
spiritual healing.

Just Oneness

God’s channels are neither 
black nor white. They are sim- , 
ply the avenues that are open 
to Him, the ones that are recep
tive to the flow of His life, love, 
and harmony. We are all one in 
His Spirit, and in the aware
ness of this, there is no dif- v 
ference, distinction, or dissen
sion. There is just oneness.

The color of our skin has ab
solutely nothing to do with our 
ability to open our mind and 
heart to the illumination of 
Spirit, to flow with God’s cur
rent of life, goodness, and 
abundance. God works through 
the blackest aborigine in the 
most remote part of the world 
and He works through the fair
est white man or woman in the 
busiest metropolis. He works 
through the channels that are 
open to Him. He uses the out
lets that are willing to let His 
ideas and His power flow into 
expression. The expression of 
that which He is can be limited



only by the size of the opening.
Those who are seeking to 

know His way and His plan are
* not concerned with the color of 

another’s complexion. They 
look past the appearance to the 
heart. Those who are working 
with God, in a true spirit of 
oneness, find th e ir  one-

» ness—their divine union with 
all other persons—through the 
Spirit of God within.

Color has nothing to do with 
it! Features and personal ap
pearances have no effect on the

* final answer and the final 
Truth. It is the Reality that is 
written in the heart of every 
person, the Presence that is 
seeking expression through 
each individual.

‘ When Jesus said, “ . . .  seek 
and you will find” (Matt. 7:7), 
He was stating a universal law. 
We might paraphrase it to say, 
“What you are seeking, you 
will find.” What we look for in 
others, we will surely discover 

. there. If we seek hostility and 
emphasize differences, we will 
cause ourself much pain and 
sorrow. But on the other hand, 
if we emphasize likeness and 
start first with the God-self 

, which is given equally to all 
people, we will surely find God 
everywhere.

Did you ever wonder about 
the color of Jesus' skin, or did 
you simply assume He looked 

j like the pictures displayed in 
Christian churches today?

It is interesting to note that 
the writers of our Bible, the 
ones who recorded for us the 
history of the life of Jesus 
Christ, did not think it impor
tant to describe this Man who 
is so important to all believers 
in the Christian faith today.

Was He short or tall? Was 
He large or small? Was His 
hair really shoulder length as it 
is usually depicted? What was 
the color of His eyes? What 
about His facial features and 
characteristics? Did He really 
look sad as He is so often 
shown, or were there little 
laugh lines at the corners of 
His eyes?

What was the color of His 
skin?

Does It Matter?

Did you ever wonder about 
Jesus? Or does it matter? Or 
have you perhaps just assumed 
that He looked like one of the 
paintings you have seen in 
churches, funeral homes, or in 
bookstores?

Jesus was never photo
graphed. He never had his por
trait painted. He wasn't even 
described by those who were 
closest to Him. (Apparently 
they didn't think it was neces
sary.) The pictures we see of 
Jesus today are the products of 
the imaginations of various 
artists through the years, 
starting during the Middle



Ages. Jesus was not even 
painted during the period when 
the persons who had known 
Him could have told what He 
looked like.

Perhaps that is good. Per
haps it is part of the divine 
plan that the Man who is so 
much to so many can be special 
and individual to each one, 
becoming what that person 
sees in his own imagination.

Several years ago a friend 
brought me a Bible from the 
Holy Land, and I was inter
ested in the pictures it con
tained of Jesus and other Bible 
characters. All had definitely 
Semitic features. And why 
not? Wasn’t Jesus, after all, a 
Jew?

On one occasion Jesus was 
described in a particular way. 
But it was a very special occa
sion, and a very special descrip
tion. We are told that “his face 
shone like the sun, and his gar
ments became white as light’’ 
(Matt. 17:2).

The writer was attempting to 
portray the spiritual person 
seen by Peter, James, and John 
on the Mount of Transfigura
tion, when Jesus was in a high 
state of consciousness and His 
whole being was transformed 
before them. Here, especially, 
words were inadequate to pic
ture what the disciples were 
perceiving.

What really mattered about 
Jesus? What was important?

We must say it was and is the 
same thing that is important 
about each one of us, black or 
white, male or female. That 
which matters in our appear
ance is not the color of our com
plexion or our eyes, the length 
of our hair or the shape of our 
body, but the light that shines 
from within us. When the God- i 
self is shining through, we, too, 
are transformed. We, too, be
come the radiant beings we are 
designed to be, that which we 
were created to express in the 
beginning.

Seeking the Christ

But there is more. Surely 
people saw in Jesus that which 
He was calling forth from /  
them. Perhaps no one really 
stopped to think about what 
Jesus looked like in a physical 
way. Maybe they were so busy 
seeking the Christ in them
selves, the God of their own be
ing, awakened by His presence, . 
that they did not need to con
sider the physical features of 
the Man.

Jesus saw all people as 
cosmic beings, inheritors of the 
kingdom, the “light of the 
world.” He did not concern 
Himself with their shortcom
ings. He never asked them to 
describe their symptoms. He 
spoke to each one, center to 
center, Christ to Christ, and 
called forth the innate divinity



that He knew was there. Heal
ing came about—not just phys
ical healing, but healing of 
long-held grudges and fears, 
healing of human relation
ships, and healing of wrong 
thoughts and beliefs. But heal
ing, as Jesus practiced it, was 
simply the result of looking 
past the physical self to behold 
the reality within, the Self of 
every person that is God’s 
image and likeness.

Had He lived and taught in 
our age, I do not believe He 
would have thought about the 
color of His students. Certainly 
He would not have been con
cerned about the color of His 
own complexion and others’ re
action to it. He would have con
tinued to do that which He did 
best: speak to the heart of 
every person, center to center, 
Christ to Christ, with a love 
that knows no color, that 
knows no sex or creed, but 
simply loves.

Charles Fillmore wrote, “The 
mind that judges according to 
appearance never discerns the 
inner truth about light or any
thing else.”

Jesus said, “Do not judge by 
appearances, but judge with 
right judgment.”

The nearer we are to God in 
mind and heart, the less we will 
be concerned with complexion, 
appearance, or anything else in 
our dealings with others. We 
will realize in the final analysis

that there is no race—no sepa
ration—in Spirit. There is 
simply oneness as a spiritual 
race.

Then we will see all persons 
in the light of their true being, 
and we will recognize that we 
are a part of that great spiri
tual race that is now evolving 
on earth. We, too, will have 
that talent Jesus had devel
oped so beautifully. We, too, 
will communicate with others 
center to center, Christ to 
Christ, with no concern for 
outer or material differences. 
We will call forth the best in 
others, as He did.

There is no color in Spirit! 
There is only the light of the 
inner divinity. 0



I lew Real
CAN YOU REMEMBER the 
last time you had a vivid 
dream, a dream so realistic 
that when you awakened you 
were not sure which was the 
real world? A newspaper once 
reported a story of a man who 
sleepwalked. During his noc
turnal rambling he rang the 
local police to report that his 
child was missing. When the 
police arrived at his home the 
man awoke, only to find that 
his child was sound asleep in 
her own room, completely safe 
and secure. In an unusual sleep 
state the man had imagined or 
dreamed the disappearance.

Experiences like this serve to 
remind us that we are all very 
impressionable. Not only are 
we sensitive to stimuli that 
come directly through our five 
senses, we are also impressed 
by our memory and thought 
patterns, and by the extra 
senses, telepathy and intuition. 
The important thing is, to 
what are we sensitive? Claims 
and counter claims of the 
everyday world are all around 
us pressing in from all direc
tions. In our desire to relate to 
what is going on, it is possible

for us to become too involved. 
Without positive discrimina
tion, a person can drift into a 
state of mind that borders on 
illusion.

The poet Wordsworth calls 
us to a deeper insight into life:

The world is too much with 
us: late and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay 
waste our powers.

Little we see in nature that is 
ours;

We have given our hearts 
away, a sordid boon!

For this, for everything, we 
are out of tune;

It moves us not.

Obviously, Wordsworth was 
a very sensitive soul, reporting 
the various impressions that 
stirred his mind during his 
lifetime. Some years ago I 
stood in the small schoolhouse 
he attended as a boy. In the 
half-light of that simple room, 
my finger traced the outline of 
initials carved on the old 
wooden desks. Later that day, 
while passing through the love
ly countryside of the Lake Dis-
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trict in England, another of 
Wordsworth’s poems came to 
mind. With the glory of au
tumn reflected from bush and 
tree, his words took on new 
meaning:

I  have learned 
To look on nature, not as in 

the hour 
Of thoughtless youth; but 

hearing oftentimes 
The still, sad music of 

humanity,
Nor harsh, nor grating, 

though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. And  

I  have felt 
A presence that disturbs me 

with the joy 
Of elevated thoughts; a sense 

sublime
* Of something far more deep

ly interfused,
Whose dwelling place is the 

light of setting suns,
And the round ocean and the 

living air,
* And the blue sky, and in the

mind of man, . . .

We may or may not have the 
poetic touch of a Wordsworth 
with which to respond and
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voice our feelings about life. 
But we all have our own 
intimations of immortality: 
moments when the veil of our 
consciousness is lifted and we 
perceive life as it really is— 
spiritual and eternal in nature. 
All too often such experiences 
are fleeting and we are stirred 
to greater effort to become con
scious of God amidst the 
changing conditions of our life.

How can we become more 
aware of the activity of God? 
This may seem a rather elemen
tary question, especially to 
those well-versed in religious 
experience and the study of 
metaphysics. But consider how 
much depends upon this one 
thing. When challenged by a 
problem, we handle it the best 
way we know. In spiritual 
understanding, our starting 
point is always the same. We 
commence by asking ourself 
the question: Is God more real 
to me than this problem? If the 
answer is a truthful yes, then 
we can be assured we are ready 
to proceed. If the reply is 
negative, this should be a clear 
indication that we need to go to 
work on our inner attitudes,

21



developing a greater sensitiv
ity to actual and potential 
good.

The greatest difficulty that 
most people seem to have is in 
keeping a strong awareness of 
God or of Truth in a situation 
that outwardly belies His ac
tivity. How do we discern His 
presence when our senses can 
only register disease, confu
sion, discord, or other limita
tion? Paul the Apostle advises 
us:

The unspiritual man does 
not receive the gifts of the 
Spirit of God, for they are 
folly to him, and he is not 
able to understand them 
because they are spiritu
ally discerned (I Cor. 2:14).

Spiritual things must be 
spiritually discerned. Our nor
mal senses and reasoning 
powers are often too clumsy to 
register the finer and subtler 
influences of divine love and 
wisdom. Higher faculties, more 
delicately attuned, are re
quired. But if one mind does 
see further than another, it 
does so not because it posses
ses some different mechanical 
factor, rather, it has unfolded

All things whatsoever ye 
shall ask in prayer, believing, 
ye shall receive.— JESUS

spiritual sensitivity to a 
greater degree. The develop
ment of our mental and spiri
tual powers involves the ex
pansion of our set of spiritual 
values and concepts, providing 
us with more accurate terms of 
reference in our attempts to 
discriminate between the real 
and the fictitious. To know, to 
realize the Truth, is what frees „ 
us. Realization has been pro
claimed the key to spiritual 
dominion by numerous mystics 
and s p ir itu a l teach ers  
throughout the ages. Realiza
tion means to make real: to_ 
establish something as truth or 
fact in our life.

Spiritual realization is that 
kind of understanding that 
boldly affirms:

I
God's world is the real 
world.
In God's world life is eter
nal; by grace, I  now live in 
the realm of divine ideas 
and manifest boundless 
good! *
As we take our stand in this 

way, we refuse to be hypno
tized or intimidated by error, 
however real and true it may 
seem to be. We raise our vision 
above the ordinary level; tune' 
in to divine and creative ideas; 
then take positive action in 
faith, believing.

Again and again, we are 
prompted to ask the questions:



“What impression is God mak
ing on me? How sensitive am I 
to His ideas of Truth? Can I 
feel and respond to the action 

* of God in my life and affairs or 
do I only respond to the prob
lem?’’ Anyone using a radio or 
television set knows that cer
tain kinds of electrical interfer
ence can prevent the proper 

. reception of the broadcasting 
signal. In a similar way, nega
tive or destructive thoughts 
and emotions can produce a 
condition of the mind in which 
it is very difficult for divine in- 

. spiration to be felt and experi
enced. However, when rightly 
used and directed, our mental 
faculties can boost the signals 
of inspiration th a t come 
through the ethers of our soul. 
This leads us directly to the im
portance of learning to medi
tate and pray effectually.

Sensitivity to the divine 
Presence can be cultivated. 
Just as one can develop an ear 
for harmony, an eye for beauty, 
the palate of a gourmet, or the 
touch of a craftsman’s hand, so 
the presence of God can be 
practiced and our awareness 
expanded. Aspiration leads the 
way. The longing of the human 
mind for spiritual understand
ing is typified in the words of a 
hymn verse by Charles H. 
Scott:

Open my eyes, that I  may see 
glimpses of truth

Thou hast for me;
Open my ears, that I  may 

hear voices of truth 
Thou sendest clear;

Open my heart, and let me 
prepare Love with Thy 
children thus to share.

Is the reality of God re
stricted to some supercharged, 
dramatic revelation? Thank
fully not! We can sense and 
measure the presence of God in 
simple ways, too. As one writer 
puts it:

The world is common
place only when one re
gards it in a commonplace 
way; the smallest object 
contains something unex
pected if you will give it 
conscious attention and 
observation. To interpret 
and glorify the common
place thus should be one 
of our main occupations.

The reality of God’s presence 
can transform our world. 
Knowing God for certain, feel
ing His presence with us each 
moment, resting in the aware
ness of His infinite care and 
love, stepping out in faith and 
daring to do the seeming im
possible, feeling the guiding in
fluence of the Father, His 
quickening life, redeeming 
love, and all-pervading peace, 
this is realizing God. ©



By Marjorie Locklear

I know the other members listen well.
From time to time my disobedient mind 
slips through his well-turned words to find 
my own intransigent and private celebration.

Quite amply filled with butterscotch sins,
I look about, steal secret glances at the faces 
and feel so close, I think that all our skins 
have traded ownership and places.

An urgent, joyful movement swells inside, 
disarms the woody barricades that mold 
my isolation, lets me briefly hold 
that heady, riotous sense of being as one.

How could it be I have this consciousness?
Has God digressed into our spaces?
Is He the force that artfully connects 
the separate routes of our experience?

Is it God who holds the chords of music past 
above our heads in vaulted air, to let me 
pull their echoes down to hear again at my request 
their flung out grace and harmony?

I sense my feelings rise and gather strength, 
push through my old defensive ways, transcend 
that horizontal plane of alienation, 
splash down my cheeks in thankful celebration.



W atchword: 

A NEW SONG

Building the Christ
Consciousness

B Y  FRANCES W. FOULKS 

PART XVII

Beloved of God:
As I  sat by my window this 

morning waiting for the mes
sage to come, I  opened my soul 
to be filled with the melody of 
the bird chorus being sung out
side. The woods almost sur
round us and many birds make 
their homes in these woods. 
\n y  time I  stop to listen I  hear 
some of them singing, and in 
he morning and evening there 
s a grand chorus. From far and 
tear comes the clear call of bob- 
vhite, always seeming to 
•hallenge, ‘Are you happy?" 
during the twilight hour as we 
it on the porch listening to the 
food-night twitter of the birds,

from across the valley comes, 
“ Whip-poor-will, whip-poor- 
will. " I f  much has been accom
plished during the day, he 
seems to say to me: “Work- 
well-done, work-well-done. ” I f  
the day's work has not been 
finished to my liking, he tells 
me, “An-other-day, an-other- 
day, " and realizing that this is 
true and that the Creator pro
nounced each day's work very 
good, I  relax and rest. This is 
not the last song of our feath
ered family, for nearby in a 
big apple tree, a mockingbird 
spends the night. He sings in 
the day chorus, but his special 
delight seems to be when the



air is clear and he has the 
broadcasting to himself. He 
sings the chorus parts of all the 
other birds and does it well. He 
cries so like my sister's little 
chicks that, until she learned 
the difference, she thought 
something was disturbing 
them. He whistles so like my 
call to my dog, that Jack, until 
he “caught on," would start 
hunting me, ready for a walk. 
He sings some songs of his own 
improvising, and many times 
in the night watches his sweet 
melodies put me to sleep. I  find 
it very restful repose.

I t  came to me forcibly this 
morning, as I  listened, that our 
souls most of the time are 
starved for music, and that the 
whole attitude of mind is lifted 
up by the inflow of its rhythm, 
melody, and harmony. The 
Father has provided so many 
beauties of form, sound, and 
color in the plan for His chil
dren. Usually we are too en
grossed in the material to be 
conscious of them. We miss so 
much joy through lack of atten
tion, through ears not attuned, 
through  unseeing  eyes, 
through too many words. The 
birds sing around me all the 
time, yet I  never really hear 
them until I  get still and listen. 
Learning to listen for these 
melodies leads to sensing the 
soundless ones of God's inner 
kingdom. This training is in
valuable to the one who is seek

ing unity with omniscient 
Mind, to find the beauties of 
His kingdom. Someone has 
said: “Beneath the mud and 
scum of things, something 
always sings." There are beau
ty and harmony within you, all 
about you. Give attention, 
listen, and find them.

XVII. Words '

Meditation:
my mouth and the 
meditation of my 
heart be accept
able in thy sight, 
0  Lord, my rock 
and my redeemer 
(Psalms 19:14).

Few of us realize the mighty 
power for good or ill that is 
released with every word we 
speak. We who are made in the 
image and likeness of the One 
who by His word spoke uni
verses into manifestation, have 
been delegated the same power 
in the use of our words. Every 
word we speak is a “let there 
be” and creates a form that 
becomes fixed in the ethers, a 
seed sown. This form, taken 
hold of by the law which or
dains that like produces like 
returns to us with its increase 
When we think of the numbei 
of grains of corn that maj 
come from one planted grair 
we, in a measure, conceive o 
the increase from our words



“some a hundredfold, some six
ty, some thirty,” to our joy or 
sorrow.

Every word we speak starts 
a vibration which goes to the 
uttermost bounds that the 
power of which it is spoken will 
carry it, and returns with its 
accumulation of like, a rich 
harvest or a destructive force. 
In an old school reader, there 
was a poem that made a deep 
impression on my childish 
mind. It told of two women, 
one who spoke kindly and in 
love, and from whose lips 
dropped pearls and precious 
things; the other, cruel in 
speech, hateful, from whose 
lips dropped reptiles and 
poisonous things. In this sym
bology lies a truth we have 
each experienced, for we have 
heard words which were as 
poison to our minds—diseased, 
poverty-stricken words which 
hurt and seared and left their 
impression on our life. We have 
heard other words, even the 
tone of which lifted us into 
higher thought and endeavor, 
and left in our hearts a glow 
which has ever been a light on 
our path. It is well sometimes 
to consider; Have we wounded 
today with our words, or have 
we healed; have we lifted or 
dragged down; have we en
riched or impoverished? What 
have been our descriptions? 
Have they created thought 
forms that will bring us a rich

harvest and bless the race? 
How would we like every word 
we have spoken today to echo 
and reecho from the invisible 
ether in the ears of humanity, 
even as do the words from a 
broadcasting station.

Each of us needs to look well 
within to the plane on which 
words are formed. "Keep your 
heart with all vigilance: for 
from it flow the springs of life.” 
If our inner vision is fixed on 
past failures and future fears, if 
we are listening to the reason
ing of the intellect and the con
clusions of the human mind, 
then our words, whether 
thought, written, or spoken are 
adding to our burden and to 
the burden of the race. The 
prophet Jeremiah understood 
and said: " . . .  the burden is 
every man’s own word” (Jer. 
23:36).

The only remedy for this 
unholy state of mind which is 
burdening its owner, weighing 
down the race consciousness, 
adding to the destruction of 
the elem ents, increasing  
droughts, floods, and pesti
lence, is to turn to the One who 
says: “Take my yoke upon you, 
and learn of me.” Further this 
One says: “ If a man loves me, 
he will keep my word, and my 
Father will love him, and we 
will come to him and make our 
home with him.” A conscious
ness of this love, so infinitely 
tender yet so powerful and



strong, a consciousness of Son- 
ship and the right to all “that 
the Father hath,” will speak 
this out in the needed form of 
words when the occasion arises 
to calm the troubled waters, to 
be a healer of disease and dis
cord, to set in activity riches 
and success, to lift up and set 
free. These words will be from 
the Father within and signs 
will follow, for our words even 
as the Master’s, are vital living 
things: “the words I have 
spoken to you are spirit and 
life.” We have a record of the 
power of His words to cast out 
demons and disease, to open

ears to hear and eyes to see, to 
make the lame leap and walk, 
to feed great multitudes to the 
satisfaction of soul and body. 
He said: “ Arise,” “ Come
forth,” and the dead obeyed.

Today we have witness to 
the power of the spoken and 
written word from those seek
ing in His name and living in 
His consciousness, to lift the 
mind, lighten the burdens, heal 
the body, harmonize the envi
ronment, and bring success, 
prosperity, and joy where 
before there were only sorrow 
and failure. We have the vision 
and keep our eyes toward it

W a & in9 ^ J o w a rJt7,om orro iv

By Oma Carlyle Anderson

A wish entangled in the blinking stars 
Alerts the soul for some appointed reason.
A hope affirmed in bright vernaculars 
Can tell its way through any fated season.
An upward longing flashed across the mind 
Can smolder into brilliant destiny,
And dreams attended by such light can find 
The faith to spark their own identity.

Such neon signals walk in quiet sandals,
Their sequin flame ethereal and brief.
And yet the burning of their little candles 
Gives every prayer the aura of belief.
I pin the lighting moments, and borrow 
Their guiding torch, walking toward tomorrow.



and our speech of it, that even 
the greater works than these, 
prophesied by the Master, 
shall be done, when we shall 
have become fully conscious of 
the Word of God, the only be
gotten of the Father, as our 
own indwelling Christ, doing 
the works.

Do some of you say it is hard 
to leave off downward-tending 
speech and always speak words 
that are joyous and life giving? 
What if it is? Who wants to do 
only the easy things? It is only 
through conquest that the soul 
grows, and Spirit finds use for 
us. We who realize this have 
stopped asking to go to heaven 
“on flowery beds of ease.’' 
Those who have chosen to take 
up the cross are given the 
promise: “He who conquers, I 
will grant him to sit with me on 
my throne, as I myself con
quered and sat down with my 
Father on his throne” (Rev. 
3:21). Is this not worth every 
effort we can make?

The soul of you th a t 
remembers its glory with the 
Father before it chose to come 
out into this life experience is 
athirst for the living Christ. It 
has wandered long and far in 
the way of the human mind and 
has learned there is One only. 
It would make a complete sur
render and lead you into higher 
things. He who said to Martha 
in the presence of doubt, says 
to you in the midst of any

seeming failure: “ la m  the res
urrection and the life; he who 
believes in me, though he die, 
yet shall he live.. . .  Do you 
believe this?” If you do, and 
the human mind of you holds 
fears and worries and remem
brance of failures, His coming 
will wipe them out and fill you 
with peace. If your heart holds 
hurts and unforgiveness, His 
presence will fill it with love 
and joy. If your body is heavy 
and weary and diseased, the 
touch of the healing Christ will 
cleanse and make whole. If 
your environment is charged 
with inharmony and failure, 
He, in the midst, will harmo
nize and bring success. With 
the coming of the One, the 
thoughts of your mind and the 
words of your mouth will be life 
giving; your voice will be soft 
and in tune with His; your 
body will shine with the radi
ance of the inner light. So let it 
be!

0  Thou omnipresent One, 
charge these words with Thy 
presence, that all who read may 
become conscious of Thee only. 
Day by day become more vital 
to us. Be our wisdom, our 
health, our success, our supply. 
Speak to us and through us 
Thy living Words. Let Thy 
light so shine in us that all who 
touch our lives may become so 
conscious of Thee only that 
they, too, seek to follow after 
Thee.



THE
LESSON
B Y  NORMA BORUM

LOOKING BACK NOW, it 
seems I should have known a 
somewhat basic fact about chil
dren. I am an avid reader of 
‘‘how to” articles in magazines, 
so I had read many articles on 
the subject. Having studied 
child and adolescent psychol
ogy and taught for a time in 
elementary grades, I knew I 
had touched on the subject 
somewhere. However, like 
others, motherhood completely 
overcame me and in my zeal, I



fell into that old syndrome of 
over-mothering. ’ ’
I knew it was important for 

children to be independent; 
after all, mine were rather close 
in age and I was a working 
mother so a degree of indepen
dence was a necessity. How
ever, as the children began 
growing up, I began growing 
afraid. I felt responsible for 
what they did—what they 
didn’t do—what they might 
do! I have always practiced 
prayer and I prayed sincerely 
and often about my problem. 
And of course, I prayed for the 
children. If I were responsible 
for them, I must remind God to 
care for them. Through it all we 
survived and one particular 
learning session for me has 
never been forgotten.

I began to understand when 
I relaxed! My husband and I 
attained some acreage in a very 
wooded and remote section of 
the country. Every day, I am 
more and more convinced that 
divine guidance led my hus
band to this place so that it 
could be a treasured spot of 
learning for us and the chil
dren. At the time it was pur
chased I was not so certain of 
this, but now there is no doubt 
that it has been a place of in
tegral education for all of us. It 
has become a place of many 
seasons, for through the years 
we have gone there in joy, in 
tears, in rebellion, and in great

excitement. It has been a sum
mer Shangri-la, a fall pre
school retreat, a winter won
derland, and a spring tonic.

As I relaxed on the sun deck, 
watching the birds flit in and 
out of the woods, I began to 
take serious notice of the trees. 
There were too many to count 
and yet no two were alike. Sud
denly I realized that I was 
making a comparison. Children 
and trees—how alike they are. 
There they stood, each with its 
own individuality, with its own 
purpose, alike and yet differ
ent. It was rather plain for me 
to see from my vantage point 
that trees have a destiny. Some 
will bear fruit or nuts, others 
provide lumber or wood, and 
some seem to be made only for 
beauty and shade. But one 
thing they all had in common: 
they were all growing upward 
toward the light, reaching for 
their own destiny. Even their 
physical appearance could be 
compared to children—tall, 
short, sturdy, frail, strong, 
delicate, wispy. Whatever the 
characteristics of a child, its 
counterpart was represented 
here. Some had smooth bark, 
others rough, and some even 
had a few thorns. Just as in 
life, a few thorns show up 
everywhere. Too, there were 
some twisted limbs and scars 
left by long ago experiences. 
The leaves, as their apparel, 
were as individually unique as



that of children. I saw the 
beautiful and well-balanced, 
others had a harum-scarum 
look that almost said, “ I forgot 
something.”

The amazing conclusion I 
had to draw was that there 
were no mothers around pick
ing up leaves that had fallen, 
straightening bent trunks, or 
pushing the right nutrients 
into the ground to insure prop
er growth. All, young and old, 
were fulfilling their destiny, be
ing what they were created to 
be! The challenges that had 
made one certain tree crooked 
gave it character and strength

_ A
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Dear God, By
You are Elizabeth
my freedom Searle
no matter 
what bars 
seem to 
hold me back; 
You are 
my potential 
even when 
I seem to make

Lamb

no progress; 
You are
my challenge 
to growth.

and the way an old hickory 
grew made it more suitable 
than any other for a swing. 
They were God’s creations and 
God was taking perfect care of 
everything.

Oh, there is no doubt that 
God created me as a mother for 
my children. But just how far 
does my responsibility go be
fore I am infringing upon their 
right to be responsible? They 
need me, they always will in 
certain ways, and I certainly 
need them, but for now, I real
ized I must let them go a little 
in order to grow a lot. I would 
let them take more responsibil
ity in their own growth pro
cess. After all, they are going 
to need experiences as con
scious references in some of the 
growth they will experience 
later in life. Every tree gains 
tremendous strength from 
every storm that rages.

As the shadows deepened 
and the sun deck became a 
moon deck, I breathed a prayer 
of thanksgiving to God. God 
within me was helping me to 
grow, to increase in inner 
strength, and in the process, I 
gained peace—a valuable asset. 
He promised me company and 
comfort through the growing 
and learning process. No, I was 
not too old to learn a basic 
lesson, but I had been given 
the advantage of a magnificent 
classroom and the help of the 
Master Teacher! ®



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

Marriage Quarrel Resolved

Dear Silent Unity: Recently my 
wife and 1 had a very violent quar
rel. It was so serious that it ap
peared to be leading to a separa
tion. This quarrel kept on for sev
eral days and then 1 felt led to call 
Silent Unity. My wife was very 
angry that I had called for help. 
Several hours later I was led to say 
just the right thing to her and she 
put her arms around me and we 
both felt the deep sense of love for 
each other that we usually do. We 
then had a very peaceful period in 
which we were able to calmly and 
lovingly discuss the problem and 
settle it. We each asked the other’s 
forgiveness for the harsh words 
which had been spoken. Our rela
tionship has remained harmoni
ous since that time.

It is difficult for us to adequately 
express our deep gratitude for the 
help of Silent Unity as our mar
riage means a great deal to us.

Thank you so much for your 
love, prayers, and support. I am 
enclosing a check as an expres
sion of our gratitude. —L.K., 
Arizona.

Dear Unity: You are always shar
ing good news with me, so I am 
taking this opportunity to share 
my good news with you.

I have enclosed a check as part 
of a love offering to your work in 
thanks to God for His love. You 
see, just the other day I was 
blessed with an unexpected bonus 
at work.

The ironic thing about all this is I 
found out a week ago I had to 
have a new roof put on my home. 
I had no immediate funds to cover 
that type of expense. So I took 
your teachings and put them to 
work by turning the problem over 
to God. Within a few days time I 
had more than enough to pay for 
the roof, plus take care of some 
other expenses.

Thank you again for your

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
When I awoke this morning, 

I got to thinking about God 
and the devil. I have very little 
faith in the latter and suddenly 
I saw why—he is a spiritual im
possibility.

None of us knows exactly 
what God is like because He is 
the Infinite One, and the In
finite is always yet more than 
our last thought of it.

But whatever we make of our 
God, He must—on this all 
thinking persons agree—be 
Love.

Being infinite, I imagine that 
He has expressed Himself 
through an infinity of forms. It 
is not improbable that some of 
these expressions are superior 
to us mentally and spiritually, 
as angels, for instance, are 
thought to be.

The devil is thought by those 
who believe in him to be an

angel, even an archangel of the 
highest degree.

But if there are beings 
superior to us in intelligence 
and power, it is impossible to 
believe that such beings would 
be inferior to us in love.

I can believe in angels, but to 
believe in an angel that would 
be content to remain a cruel 
and selfish fiend when he 
might be an angel, that is im
possible. It is a vicious calum
ny on the angelic species.

When the Jews came back 
from Persia, they brought the 
idea of the devil with them 
along with most of the ideas 
that make up traditional Chris
tia n ity ’s eschatology, its 
beliefs about the afterworld.

The devil is convenient. 
When we do something mean, 
we tell one another that the 
devil made us do it.

prayers and thoughts. May we all 
be continually blessed by God’s 
grace. —B.P., Washington.

Recovered from Fall

Dear Unity Friends: Thank you for 
your prayers. My report is a happy 
one as I have recovered from a 
serious fall. The doctor predicted 
it would be six months before re

covery. Within a week after my re
quest for prayers, I was function
ing as usual.

Accept my gratitude and love. 
Enclosed is a check.— L.W.W., 
California.

The Missing Ring

Dear Friends: I called for prayers 
about a month ago because a dia-



m Silent Unity
It is no accident that the 

» devil is a special favorite of 
those religions that are narrow
est and unkindest, that con
demn everyone except their 
own little band, and even most 
of them, to hellfire.

We have made the devil, as 
we have often made God, in our 
own self-encrusted image, out 
of our own flaws and failings. 
So we make him do what we 
think we might be capable of 
doing.

But even we, in our highest 
moments, choose love and self
lessness over the paltry pomps 
of power. Would a Prince of 
Angels be less intelligent than 
ourselves!

No, the truth is that the devil 
is an impossible creation, a con
tradiction in terms. If there is a 
God, He is love. And if there 
are beings superior to us in in

telligence and power, they are 
superior to us in love, too.

And their only concern with 
us must be to help and 
strengthen us on our immortal 
journey—no doubt, to prod us 
on at times—as we struggle to 
grow in a world designed for 
human beings to grow in, as we 
struggle to become that which 
He who is Love made us to be.

*__
mond ring disappeared from my 
home. I will not repeat the details 
but the ring miraculously reap
peared in my home in a very un
usual place. 

t Prior to finding the ring I had 
had an outpouring of love on the 
person I suspected of taking the 
ring. Everything really turned out 
grand. Thank you for your 
prayers.— A.P., Ohio.

A Youth’s Recovery

Dear Silent Unity: Words cannot 
express our relief and thanks for 
your prayers and your comforting 
cards and letters.

Over a year ago, our beautiful 
seventeen-year-old grandson was 
stricken with a tumor. The colon 
was wrapped around it, the blad
der and kidneys were involved



and it was deemed inoperable. He 
was such a fine, healthy, active 
boy that it was simply unbeliev
able. However, they tried various 
kinds of therapy and radiation but 
the tumor kept growing.

1 called Silent Unity when the 
tumor was first diagnosed and 
have been reporting from time to 
time, but always with the feeling 
that “God’s will be done.” A week 
ago he had surgery. The doctors 
decided to operate to see if 
anything could be done. Knowing 
of the prayers from all our friends 
in Silent Unity and the prayers of 
all our friends and relatives, we 
felt such comfort and love. We are 
so happy to report that they were 
able to remove the tumor. The 
operation took almost eleven 
hours, but God gave the surgeon 
and my grandson the strength to 
endure. They were able to re
move the tumor without any per
manent damage to his future 
health and well-being, and a full 
recovery is expected. — G.L., 
Kentucky.

Confidence and Hope

Dear Silent Unity: I wish to thank 
you for your prayer support and 
the way UNITY Magazine sur
rounds my life with new con
fidence and hope.

When I called on the telephone, 
1 was not sure where I was going 
to be living, what job would be 
possible for myself or my wife, 
and what would be possible for

our two-year-old boy.
In a short time we were able to 

find a home in an environment of 
our liking purchasable on con
tract, my wife found employment 
which she likes very much, and 
our child is enjoying a preschool. I 
have now found employment.

We thought we were so poor 
financially, and yet we have found 
resources we did not know we 
had.

I can’t tell you how much a 
blessing your publication has 
been. The poetry is superb. The 
writing is excellent. 1 want you to 
know how much you have blessed 
my life. —S.M., Iowa.

Perfect Birth

Dear Unity: Many thanks once 
again to Unity. My call for help 
has been answered in a most re
markable way. All the best we had 
asked for has happened.

I called to ask for prayers for my 
sister-in-law and her unborn child. 
The doctors told us there was very 
little hope that either one would 
live. Surgery the next day went 1 
well. A boy was born with perfect 
health. There were a couple of 
problems with the mother but time 
has helped these, too.

It was such a beautiful moment. 
The nurse let us see and touch the 
baby about ten minutes after his 
birth. We could do only one 
thing—give thanks and praise to 
God. Thank you again. —S.M., 
Wisconsin.



The hills and valleys are a*flush 
with the glory of it all . . .

&  yellow, purple, pale green, 
pink, and white.

Life, blossoming, fragrant 
with a thousand smells 

to dizzy the senses.

Downy fuzz on ducks and lambs, 
Hungry squawks and bleats, 

Wobbly legs and feet 
confident of success.

Steady now . . .
We’ve made a glorious start.

Let us rejoice and give thanks 
to the Infinite Mother 

of Life.
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HOW SATISFYING it would be if 
all our evolutionary steps in 
growth were straightforward and 
certain. How wonderful if all we 
had to do was to put on more years 
and more experiences in life and 
say, “Thank you for the lessons. 
Here we go, right up the scale, on 
our way, higher toward our goal, 
the shining, resplendent heaven of 
perfection.”

Of course, no two goals are iden
tical. We each have that desire 
which is particular to our own 

essence, and even if we could define this essence in mortal terms, 
we would scarcely understand anyone else’s needs. Superficially, 
we might use the same words. For example, some people would 
say, “ I want to be a successful artist,” or “a happy family man 
with many children and grandchildren’ ; another person would say 
that she wishes to become a member of an effective government, 
yet another person would say that all he wants is a life of peace and 
quiet and to die at a ripe old age with his family beside his bed. 
These forms of growth and achievement are, of course, superficial.

Our true, indefinable growth is of a deeper nature and has a 
target way up in the sky of our greater Self beyond our highest 
imagination. We do not, of course, achieve this in one fell swoop. 
Indeed it is very unlikely that with the first experiment we succeed



in leaping from baby to 
spiritual giant, but there is no 
harm in trying.

The chart of earthly experi
ence could conceivably follow 
the paths in the accompanying 
diagram, which depicts physi
cal life starting at birth at 
stage 1, in the bottom right- 
hand corner. We arrive on this 
planet for life experience in the 
quite normal form of a baby. 
Almost from the start the big 
question for “baby” is the 
question “where?” “Where is 
the source of my sustenance?” 
“Where is the love that I so 
much need?” The tiny baby 
reaches out its hand to touch 
that love so deliciously unself
ish. Mother gives her love to 
her baby for no other reason 
than that she loves! The baby 
has other instincts of course. 
He has an instinct of fear 
which is really self-preserva
tion. He has been endowed 
with instincts for his own pro
tection. Before he dons his 
adult role he needs to feel the 

I guidance of instinctive reflex 
lest he fall before the hazards 
of the physical environs. Re
gretfully these useful reflexes 
too frequently develop into 
later patterns of activity to 
produce for him in life negative 
effects he would dearly like to 
shun, if only he knew how!

From stage 1 our baby grows 
into a child (see stage 2). By 
this time it is not so much a

question of “Where?” but 
“How?” So often the how is 
demonstrated by a physical 
dismemberment of the objects 
of his interest, but of course 
this is all part of growing up. 
How is this done? How is that 
done? How do I find my way 
around in this strange world in 
which I am growing? Child 
upon his quest grows into ado
lescence, and then beyond the 
stage of destructive question
ing to the reasoning of “why?” 
The world is full of exciting 
possibilities opening up before 
him in the most fascinating 
patterns. All is new, all is 
beautiful, all is interest. How 
much the adolescent wants to 
know the whys and wherefores 
of life (stage 3). From adoles
cence he emerges into manhood 
(stage 4). Oh, young man, you 
have come into this world to 
grow and to grow and to grow. 
How often you are impatient! 
How much you would love to 
have all the faculties of your 
seniors. Despite all the won
ders of your youth and the vig
or of daily life, your vision al
ways is ahead of you. Your 
eyes and emotions are into the 
future as you ask the question 
“When?” “When can I hold in 
the palm of my hand all that I 
see before me? When can I 
achieve the ambitions of my 
life?”

Crossroads



At this moment in his jour
ney through life he is beset 
with the crossroads of decision, 
though rarely is he aware of the 
significance of the path he is 
about to tread. To many the 
preoccupations of the material 
are paramount, and the man of 
matter veers off to the left of 
our diagram into a series of ex
periences involved in exclusive 
affairs of the world, in acquir
ing the necessary material 
comforts and the wherewithal 
to produce the apparent means 
to the goals ahead.

Alas, true growth has almost 
stopped. The questions have 
ceased. There is no time to seek 
and to ask but only to be and to 
do. The young man is involved 
in the passions, the materiali
ties, the unreal of life. You may 
question the word “unreal.” 
We will explain later how un
real this so-called reality can 
be. Before long our young man 
is so involved in the efforts of 
coping with his life that the 
very questions he was asking 
are all but forgotten. Immersed 
in the wonders and fascina
tions of superficiality, as well 
as the successes and advance
ments on the material plane, he 
thinks only in term s of 
“ w ou ld ,” ra th e r  th an  
“whence,” of “should,” rather 
than “shall.” His choice has 
been made and he is happily 
protected by his Divine Cre
ator in whom there is no con

demnation, only infinite pa
tience and wisdom. Our man is 
involved and bemused by race 
living. It is exciting, it is filled 
with immediate interests, and 
it is clogging him down into a 
future whose ultimate is the 
vicious circle in which he per
force will discard those very 
worldly acquisitions. So much 
for the “reality” on which his 
hopes were pinned! He has 
been cast out of the Garden of 
Eden, and cherubims have 
been placed at the gate to en
sure that he does not return. 
He now lives in a world of fur
ther choice, but it is a choice 
through the morass of material 
existence and a maze of routes 
through which, with all his 
brilliance, he cannot see. In 
desperation he ponders and 
chooses again. If he follows the 
lower left-hand path he has ad
mitted failure in those mo
ments of imagination and con
fesses, “ I can’t! I can’t rise 
above the material life in which 
I live. I can’t emerge into some
thing greater.” Before long he 
has forgotten that there is such 
a possibility, and then beyond 
his forgetfulness is the death 
which is the ending of all the ef
forts of a life without true 
meaning.

We live in a wonderful world 
of justice and balance. We live 
in a world in which our Father 
gives us all the opportunities 
and all the chances we shall
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ever need and our friend, whose 
path we have followed, will be 
reborn (stage 1). Again is the 
opportunity to grow, starting 
right at the bottom and feeling 
his way through a life filled 
with choice. Perhaps he now 
possesses inwardly a little 
more understanding and expe
rience with which to make the 
decisions that are for his 
greatest opportunity.

Let us now go back to our 
left-hand side and see what 
happens in the process of race 
living to one who has just that 
extra little inkling of what life 
really is. His choice is not one 
of absolute negativity. Some
where in his long-forgotten 
depths he feels that there 
“ought” to be a way through! 
For him there is a doubt, but 
there is a suspicion that some
where in the background of his 
life there is a sense of dissatis
faction with the state of affairs 
in his material world, and even 
as he declines in years there is 
one more question that he asks. 
“Might I rise? Might I grow? 
Might I be something more 
than what I seem to be? Might 
there be more of a meaning to 
life than that which I have 
found?” Within him there is 
the most exciting possibility of 
“perhaps.” Too true, he also is 
to go through physical death 
and perforce will start again, 
but his rebirth will, figura
tively speaking, be at stage 2 .

Yes, he will be born a baby, but 
his quickening mental capacity 
will give him just that extra 
opportunity and awareness. 
The memory he carries over 
with him subtly encourages a 
noticeable ability to handle the 
questions of life with an un
usual insight and skill. As he 
enters manhood there is a 
greater opportunity of turning 
right rather than left at stage 
four.

To every man there is given 
the opportunity of choosing a 
spiritual direction. The balance 
is always there. The choice is 
always there. God gives to us 
all, and the greatest is the gift 
of free choice. We have the op
portunity, each one of us, in 
each life, to turn at that mo
ment in a spiritual direction.

Onward and Upward

The spiritual direction (stage 
5) of the emerging man is up
ward and onward into new ex
citing realms of possibility. His 
life continues to be questions. 
One of the most absorbing 
questions at this stage of life is 
that of self-analysis (stage 6 ). 
The question “Whence came 
I?” is one that intrigues the ad
vancing soul. However much 
he searches through the past of 
his memory he will only obtain 
some little clues. For reasons 
best known to our Maker we 
are protected from too much



knowledge of our past; never
theless there is great value and 
potential development from 
this form of self-analysis.

The young questioning soul 
is now deeply involved in a 
search for knowledge of self, 
and of the world around him, 
and it is quite natural to follow 
w ith the next question, 
“Whither shall I go?” (stage 7). 
The soul is on its eternal 
journey and wishes to know 
something of the exhilarating 
path ahead as it onward flows 
through endless ravines and 
beside luscious meadows on its 
way to the sea of its great 
awakening. Immense and infi
nite is the unfoldment ahead. 
Here is the true “reality” of 
our infinite path.

When we ask a question suf
ficiently often we must be 
given the answers. If we ask 
the question in the right form 
the answer is forthcoming in 
stages, and we begin to 
“know.” This knowing is in
tuitive, positive, and instruc
tive (stage 8).

Slowly, with infinite pa
tience, the deeper truths begin 
to unfold in imperceptible 
growth (stage 9). We may well 
have imagined that at this 
stage growth would be rapid 
and breathtaking. However, 
when the answers to questions 
begin to come there is a need 
for mature and steady growth. 
God has forever. No longer do

we feel panicked by limitations 
of time in the madness and 
rush of mortality, for every 
new point of knowledge must 
be absorbed, worked over, 
pressed down, and built into a 
perfect consciousness; there 
needs to be a time of taking 
stock (stage 10). There is all 
time in eternity, there is no 
hurry. There is only growth, 
and in our new-found position 
within the circle of infinite 
love, we know in humility that 
we grow (stage 11). Then and 
only then are we really open 
and receptive to the love of the 
Father (stage 12). His ever- 
open arms are forever out
stretched, but we need time in 
which to grow to this joyful 
position of receptivity. How 
many lives will it take? Who 
knows! The only truth we do 
know is that this is the path 
ultimately for us all. We read in 
the Talmud “The greatest 
wisdom is to know thyself.” 
This knowledge is not of learn
ing, but learning itself is 
necessary and conducive 
toward the truth, no longer 
based on intelligence but on 
the much deeper and more per
fect centers of love and feeling.

Of course, our description of 
the twelve steps of growth is 
not only diagrammatic but fig
urative. There will be many al
ternatives in the path, and at 
any one stage it is possible 
either to turn upward or to slip



backward. Every moment of 
every life is a crossroad. Every 
moment of every life we have 
the choice, onward and upward 
or backward and downward. 
God is good, God is love, God 
is giving. First it is for us to 
recognize that we have this 
choice, and second to take it 
with open arms. At least we 
know that it is never too late, 
but why do we wait until to
morrow for that which we 
might very well do today?

The Eternal Balance

Beyond the bounds of earth
ly experience, each soul has 
also an eternal path to tread, a 
path beyond our furthest imag
ination, through the many 
mansions prepared for us by 
our loving Father. We may in
deed speculate upon these 
paths, searching for knowledge 
which is not ours to know. We 
are by nature explorers and 
will always want to discover 
the secrets of the peak beyond 
our present mountain.

We are trying to discover the 
undiscoverable, we are trying 
to define the indefinable, we 
are trying to interpret the pur
poses of our Creator, when we 
have but an inkling of His in
finite idea. The greatest man 
on earth at this time or any 
other time can but know a 
small part of infinity. Indeed, 
infinity cannot be divided.

Whatever we do, whatever we 
know, however far we advance 
in our understanding of our 
eternal path our vision must be 
limited. Nevertheless let us do 
the best we can with our finite 
understanding.

Whenever we mortals at
tempt any task we begin with 
the premise of a purpose in 
that task. Equally we attribute 
to our Creator a purpose, seen 
or unseen. It may very well be 
in His infinity that there is 
something much greater even 
than “purpose,” some motive 
which with our finite minds we 
cannot even imagine. In trying 
to understand, in trying to in
terpret the purpose of creation 
and of mankind as the center of 
creation, we look to our own 
belief in the motives of our 
Creator. The central motive 
that we sense is that of love 
and the desire to reflect His 
glory in an infinity of ways. In
deed man seems to be the re
flection of some of the aspira
tion of God.

Let us look again at stage 
six , in which we ask 
“Whence?” and at stage seven, 
in which we ask, “Whither 
goest our soul?” Surely we 
have not always inhabited this 
dense state, however much we 
enjoy its pleasures. As we 
allow the gentle flow of the tide 
to carry us down the stream of 
life experience, we wonder at 
the dams which sometimes



clog our progress. We see upon 
its banks paradoxes beyond 
our understanding. We look 
forward to the possibilities of 
exciting horizons, yet however 
far we go the horizon remains 
ahead!

Like the Lotus

Our soul, in truth, is on a 
path of eternal learning. We 
become involved in denser 
forms of experience that we 
may learn these most impor
tant cosmic lessons. Our earth
ly life, beset with apparent 
paradox, is a school of educa
tion in polarities. It is in 
achieving a mastery in the art 
of balance that we equip our 
soul with the credits and diplo
mas necessary for the next 
stage of progress. From the 
humblest to the greatest there 
is much to learn on planet 
Earth. Through incarnation 
upon incarnation, oppor
tunities are unfolding to ex
periment with all the facets of 
life. We learn how to lead and 
to be led; how to laugh and to 
cry; to teach and to learn; to 
receive and to give. We experi
ence inconsequential frivolity 
and painstaking carefulness. 
We learn to take chances, but 
temper these with wisdom. We 
learn to persevere with tenac
ity unhindered by unreasoning 
rigidity. Most of all we learn to 
recognize the hidden beauties

in all Creation and to balance 
our love for these with our love 
for our Creator.

We learn to balance our 
sense faculties with our feeling 
nature, and to face all that 
comes our way with an inner 
understanding and perception 
which sees past outer appear
ances with something of the in
ner vision of our loving 
Creator. We need to enjoy the 
many experiences of “life” 
without becoming preoccupied 
with the pleasures of which 
they partake. Our soul gently 
acquires that love-filled direc
tion in which lies true strength 
balanced by intelligent judg
ment.

To arrive where we are now, 
our soul has traveled an in
finite path of involvement.

Just as we are poised be
tween the microcosm and mac
rocosm of size and space, the 
soul is poised between an in
finity of involution and evolu
tion of some factor which we 
can only describe as “time.” 
This word is completely inade
quate to describe the indescrib
able!

We feel at home in the 
universe when we are one with 
the beauties of life, the arts and 
the illumined activities, when 
we have arrived at a state of 
discretion and charm, when we 
are loving because there is no 
other path, and when we feel at 
one with all the pulsations of



the facets of life, and can freely 
enjoy the reflection of the glory 
of God. There may be a moun
tain ahead, but the achieve
ment in climbing to its peak is 
one of unspeakable reward.

In our onward growth we will 
learn to balance the lessons 
and experiences we have ac
quired. We will need to know as 
much of intelligence as of intui
tive feeling. We will need to 
have experienced the strength 
of physical masculinity and 
feminine beauty, to have ac
quired the ability to under
stand not only our own entities 
but also something of fellow 
souls, in love without posses
siveness. We need to learn 
something of the joy of forward 
movement without the impa
tience and impetuosity of 
youthful beingness. We need to 
be experienced in orderly be
havior without becoming rigid 
in application, to have all the 
confident vision without be
coming overbearing in our up

ward journey in faith.
What better circumstances 

could our Creator have devised 
for our soul to find its way on
ward and upward through the 
experiences of infinity?

Many have been the teachers 
who can take us into flights of 
understanding and experience 
beyond our physical world. 
Their purpose is to help us in 
our efforts to grow from wan
dering souls aimlessly involved 
in a world of perplexing 
paradox to just an inkling of 
our greater Self. Our tools of 
understanding are inferior to 
the task, but we are here to 
sharpen the blades that carve 
our destiny that we may be
come worthy of the next step.

Our greatest lesson will be 
learned in striving toward a 
sense of balance in all our 
faculties not in the future, not 
in the past, but in that very 
precious moment which is the 
only one we truly have, this 
moment of our existence, now.

From time to time, friends ask us to assist them in 
remembering this work in their wills. In response, we 
have now prepared a simple instruction booklet which 
contains much of the needed information and many 
suggestions. I f  you wish to have one of these booklets, 
direct your request for it to

LEGACIES
Unity School of Christianity 
Unity Village, Missouri 64065



IN APRIL 1890 a fund for pro
viding free Unity literature to 
those in need of it was started 
at Unity headquarters. This 
marked the beginning of an im
portant Unity service, for 
twenty years later in 1910, 
Silent-70, officially named by 
Charles Fillmore, was organ
ized to handle this work. Its 
founding was inspired by the 
tenth chapter of Luke:

After this the Lord ap
pointed seventy others, 
and sent them on ahead of 
him, two by two, into 
every town and place 
where he himself was 
about to come. And he 
said to them, “The har
vest is plentiful, but the 
laborers are few.”

Mr. Fillmore appointed Miss 
Kate F. Robertson, a devout 
Unity student from St. Louis, 
Missouri, in charge of the 
department of Silent-70. Miss 
Robertson immediately set out 
to establish a filing system 
which included the names of in
dividuals who wished to spread 
Unity literature to hospitals, 
homes for the aged, orphan
ages, leper colonies, military 
arganizations, jails, and peni
tentiaries. Unity publications 
were mailed to all parts of the 
world.

When Silent-70 was just be
ginning its work, Charles
Vlay 1979

Fillmore approached Miss 
Robertson and said: “An idea 
was revealed to me last night 
with such clarity that I feel I 
must tell it to you. I want you 
to put it into action at once. I 
was told to place a copy of 
Lessons in Truth in the hands 
of every prisoner in a penal in
stitution anywhere.”

At that time the offerings re
ceived by Silent-70 were suffi
cient to cover only the cost of 
the magazines and pamphlets
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distributed. The plan to send 
out a large number of copies of 
Lessons in Truth, a full-sized 
book, seemed highly imprac
tica l. N evertheless, Mr. 
Fillmore felt that his leading 
had come from God, and that 
He would make the way clear 
for supplying the books as 
needed.

Thus the offer was made 
publicly to any man or woman 
in prison who desired a copy of 
this book. Soon 10,000 copies 
had been sent out, and there
after Silent-70 stopped keeping 
records of the  num ber. 
Through the years God has 
abundantly supplied the needs 
of Silent-70, enabling them to 
send out many thousands of 
copies of the book. The offer is 
still in force, and requests are 
constantly being received.

The effects of this practice 
have been profound and far- 
reaching, as revealed in cor
respondence from inmates and 
their families, chaplains, war
dens, and thousands of other 
sources. The inmates’ letters 
say in essence, “Lessons in 
Truth has opened a new world 
to me.” A typical letter reads:

I have finished reading 
Lessons in Truth and feel 
that I have at last come to 
the end of my search for a 
belief. Words alone can
not express my deep-felt 
gratitude to you for your

service, and I shall be 
eternally grateful for the 
light you have brought 
me here in prison.

In October 1920 Charles 
Fillmore received a telephone 
call from William Glover who 
had been teaching a class in 
theosophy to inmates in the 
federal prison at Leavenworth, 
Kansas. Mr. Glover stated that 
he was retiring from the ser
vice, but the inmates wished to 
continue the class. Would Mr. 
Fillmore send a teacher to con
tinue the work? Kate Robert
son volunteered to accept the 
challenge of replacing Mr. 
Glover. This was the beginning 
of a new Silent-70 service.

For several months Miss 
Robertson went alone to the 
prison to teach Truth accord
ing to Unity principles. The 
following year she asked Nina 
Wright, her assistant in Silent- 
70, to join her. The two women, 
their arms laden with Unity 
literature, left home early in 
the morning every other Sun
day, to arrive at Leavenworth 
by 9 a.m.

Miss Robertson conductec 
the class, and Nina Wright 
played the piano for grouj 
singing. Attendance soon grev 
to where the class had to b< 
moved into the large audito 
rium. Guest speakers were in 
vited to attend and man; 
Unity center leaders from al
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over the country gave talks. 
Among them were Francis 
Gable, then Unity’s Field De
partment lecturer, Gardner 
Hunting, Georgiana Tree 
West, and Ernest C. Wilson. 
One of the inmates’ favorite 
speakers was Vera Dawson 
Tait, who continued to visit 
and teach them for thirty 
years. Her devotion to them 
was recognized by the inmates 
of the state prison at Lansing, 
Kansas, who presented her 
with a “ valentine” th a t 
sincerely and poetically ex
pressed their feelings for her.

In 1940 Kate Robertson 
retired and Nina Wright con
tinued the work. Shortly after 
World War II the government 
made a new ruling which pro
hibited women from conduct- 
ng meetings in federal prisons, 
50 the services at the Discipli- 
lary Barracks and at Leaven- 
vorth prison were discontin- 
led. However, Nina continued 
o lead classes at Lansing until 
ler retirement in 1964.

In 1923 an inmate asked 
•Jina if she would purchase a 
"hristmas card for him to send 
o his mother. She complied 
nd soon there were so many 
equests for cards that the cost 
f the purchases stretched 
eyond Nina’s budget. Seeing 
ow vital this service was to 
he inmates, Nina approached 
n official of the Hallmark 
Greeting Card Company with

her problem. He offered to give 
her as many cards as she could 
use, and for many years the 
Hallmark Company supplied 
millions of cards to Silent-70 
for distribution in prisons.

The time and effort required 
of Nina for sorting, packing, 
and mailing extended far be
yond her regular duties and 
working hours. Often there 
were volunteers to help, which 
made it possible for the cards 
to be shipped each Christmas 
season to every major prison in 
the country.

In tribute to Nina and this 
service, one person wrote:

Nina started a great fam
ily many years ago when 
her heart went out to that 
first prisoner who asked 
her for a Christmas card. 
There are men who might



not believe in your God, 
but there are many who 
have begun to doubt their 
concept of God as a result 
of her years of dedication 
to their needs.

It was felt by many officials 
that the exchange between in
mates and their families and 
friends through this service 
helped to make major strides in 
the effort to rehabilitate large 
numbers of persons.

A letter dated October 19, 
1962, from the Attorney 
General of the United States, 
then Robert F. Kennedy, reads:

I am indeed pleased to 
offer my congratulations 
and best wishes to you as 
you complete forty years 
of voluntary service to 
thousands of men and 
women confined in penal 
and correctional institu
tions.

As Director of Silent- 
70, your assistance to

Silent-70

If you would like to help 
others throughout the year, 
you can do so by sending a love 
offering to Silent-70. Offerings 
to this fund are used to provide 
Unity literature for hospitals, 
orphanages, prisons, and other 
institutions.

these less fortunate in
dividuals has been, and 
will continue to be, ap
preciated by all of us who 
have responsibility for 
their care and treatment. 
The fact that these men 
and women have, through 
your efforts, been able to 
send greetings to their 
loved ones on important 
religious and family occa
sions has played an im
portant part in their ef
forts to rehabilitate them
selves.

You have provided a 
splendid example to our 
nation by showing how 
one person can bring 
happiness into the lives of 
so many others. I know 
your efforts to help these 
men and women will in
spire others in the com
munity to offer their ser
vices to people in need.

Mrs. Kennedy joins me 
in sending our best 
wishes, congratulations, 
and my appreciation.

Sincerely,

Robert F. Kennedy

The work lives on. Througl 
dedication, hard work, love 
and faith, the Truth continue: 
to reach and bless thousands o 
grateful hearts through thi: 
work. ^



Quetfmitf
Quest

. . . with answers by 
MARCUS BACH

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

Question: What do you think 
of this: “Smoke at the Villa 
Vegetariana Health Spa in 
Cuernavaca, Mexico, and $10 
per day is added to your bill’7 
Wouldn't this be a good idea 
in all restaurants, hotels, air
ports, and public places?

T.M.

Answer: When you circulate 
your petition, let me be one of 
the first to sign. I have never 
visited Villa Vegetariana but I 
do know that their PR person, 
David Stry, is a reader of 
UNITY Magazine. He dropped 
a note to this column some 
time ago commenting on his 
interest in holistic healing and 
holistic living. There’s more 
than one meaning to the 
phrase, “Let’s light up!”

MB

Question: In the July 1978 
issue of UNITY Magazine, 
someone wrote you asking for 
God's telephone number.
Could it be Jer. 333? This, 
interpreted, is: “Call to me 
and I  will answer you, and 
will tell you great and hidden 
things which you have not 
known" (Jer. 33:3).

A.T.G.

Answer: You may be right and 
even if your initials were A.T. 
&T. instead of A.T.G., it 
couldn’t be more credible. 
Several other readers, among 
them Mrs. G.M.W., Lillian Z.,
L.R.S., and Ms. B.K., gave us 
the same information: Jer. 
33:3. However, a certain A. 
Roy Kahn, who refers to him
self as a “Minister of Serendip
ity,” wrote to me from White 
Stone, N.Y., and offered 
another toll-free number,



Isaiah 65:24. This one says: 
“Before they call I will answer, 
while they are yet speaking I 
will hear.’’

In his letter, Mr. Kahn told 
me, “When I read your piece 
about God’s telephone number 
in ‘Questions on the Quest’ it 
rang a bell with me. Later in 
the evening after going to bed, 
a message began buzzing 
around in my head. Something 
was saying, ‘Give God a call 
today.' At near midnight I put 
my thoughts down on paper. I 
knew I had rung a bell and it 
had a nice ring to it. If you 
want to use the message, do so 
with my blessings. I don’t call 
it a poem, but here it is:

Give God a call today
He has great things in 

store,
The phone number is 

Isaiah 65:24.

Give God a ring today,
He’ll speak to one and 

all,
And He is waiting 

patiently
For you to make that 

call.

Give God a call today,
You soon will get the 

drift
That when you speak to 

God
You get a mighty lift.
You do not need a phone

booth 
Or an ITT connection.
You have a direct line to 

God 
Any time in any 

direction.

So give God a call today 
And He will answer you, 
And you will get the 

greatest lift,
I t ’s true, it’s true, it’s 

true!

My thanks to Mr. Kahn and 
all of you for your interest, and 
if you will check the white 
pages of your Bible concor
dance, especially under “call” 
and “calling,” you will find 
other numbers equally as inter
esting and filled with other 
meaningful messages. If you 
should get a busy signal, hang 
in there until you get through!

MB

Question: What is the Unity 
teaching on hypnotism, 
especially in assisting a cure 
for alcohol addiction? What is 
Unity teaching on vege
tarianism?

E.L.

Answer: Unity is not a dogmat
ic religion. By this is meant 
that it gives its various minis
ters and leaders freedom to 
pursue their own quest for 
truth and meaning. It does not



dictate. There are, however, 
what we might call doctrinal 
assumptions which are as
cribed to because of the belief 
and statements formulated by 
Unity’s founders, Charles and 
Myrtle Fillmore.

In reply to your first ques
tion, the founders did not be
lieve in or advocate hypnotism 
where this meant having one’s 
mind taken over and controlled 
by another person or entity. It 
was on this general basis that 
belief in spiritualism was also 
discouraged. Let’s remember 
th a t “ hypnosis” actually 
means a “sleep-like” condition 
in which one responds to post
hypnotic suggestions. Such 
dominance did not appeal to 
the Fillmores. If, however, 
through the power of spiritual 
principles, the use of affirma
tions or prayers, the transfor
mation of thought from nega
tivism to a positive approach, 
from morbidity to constructive 
conduct—if these methods 
could effect a “cure” or a 
change in consciousness, they 
were considered basic in 
Unity’s approach to effecting a 
higher awareness or providing 
a way and a technique for uti
lizing spiritual power wherever 
needed.

Vegetarianism was inher
ently a part of Unity’s early 
teaching and was practiced by 
the Fillmore founders and by 
Lowell Fillmore, a son of the

founders. Vegetarianism is also 
observed by certain Unity min
isters, and at Unity Village Inn 
meatless entrees are still in
cluded. You might be inter
ested to know that life-exten- 
sionist Paul Bragg suggested 
some of the first vegetarian- 
balanced meals for his friend, 
Charles Fillmore.

MB

Question: What is “A Gorry 
Christian"?

A.L.

Answer: Your letter intrigues 
me on a number of counts. For 
one thing, it is a “one-liner” 
and I don’t get many of these. 
Secondly, your pen may have 
slipped on the word that looks 
like Gorry and you may have 
meant Sorry. Or is there a 
chance you misspelled gory? If 
you did mean “gory Christian” 
it is a term applied to those 
who make Christianity hard as 
nails and who are willing to 
fight for it with sticks and 
stones or even with bombs and 
bombing. If you intended 
“sorry Christian,” it means 
one who never seems able to 
make his faith produce good 
results. Or, of course, you may 
have meant a “Gorry Chris
tian” in the Irish dialect sense 
of “A Begorra Christian” 
which means, “ I ’m a Christian 
Be’God!” Hopefully other



readers will send me more one- 
liners!

MB

Question: Charles Fillmore, 
who is one of my favorite peo
ple, once said, “All of God's 
creations are perfect; your 
body as it appears to Him 
must also be perfect, and if 
you will stand aside and let 
His Spirit shine through it, 
you will see that it is perfect 
in every part. ”

My question is: how do we 
“stand aside"? Is there a 
special technique to standing 
aside? I  know that God heals 
but I  seem to be having a 
problem with this particular 
healing need that is trying to 
appear in my life or has been 
appearing for some time now.
I  also know that it is not God 
that is stopping it but it is me 
that is stopping the demon
stration of wholeness. I  would 
like to know anything that 
could help me to “stand 
aside. ” Could you please ex
plain?

Yours in Christ

Answer:
1. We stand aside when we 

rid ourself of negative 
thoughts. We do this by 
believing in health instead 
of sickness, in constructive 
rather than destructive 
thoughts, and when we are

convinced of God’s love in
stead of God’s condemna
tion.

2. We stand aside when we 
choose faith instead of fear. 
We do this by a firm act of 
will, by courage and quiet 
inner determination.

3. We stand aside by becom
ing more aware of our indi
viduality than constantly 
showing up our personal
ity. Our deepest life is 
God’s life manifested.

4. We stand aside by being 
able to say, “Thank You, 
Father,” and by develop
ing the feeling that prayer 
is answered and the deed is 
done.

5. We stand aside by getting 
ourself “off our hands.” 
We accomplish this by a 
healthy perspective on 
total living and by enlarg
ing the horizons of our life.

6. We stand aside when we 
think in terms of spiritual 
freedom, freedom from pre
conceptions, freedom from 
unnecessary presumptions, 
freedom from the specter of 
concern.

7. We stand aside when we 
truly realize that we are 
true channels for the light 
of God’s expression to 
shine through.

8. We stand aside when we 
learn that we cannot do 
everything but we can do 
something, and that that



something is to do our best 
and leave the rest to God.

9. We stand aside when we do 
things without too much 
thought of self. The world 
is tempting us to build up 
self in terms of the values 
of the world rather than in 
terms of the values of 
Spirit. I t  is Spirit that com

municates with Spirit and 
it is Spirit that works the 
change.

10. Therefore, as Christians, 
we are at our best when we 
stand straight, but stand 
aside, and when the Christ 
in me salutes the Christ in 
others, whether others are 
Christians or not. MB

W U  J, X o v J

By Emily Jonathan

Love is the sun and the rain 
kissing the bud into bloom. 

Love is the flower
giving its fragrant beauty 

to the air.
Love is the dropping 

of the petals 
into the good soil 

to feed it 
with their joy.

Love is the openhearted receiving 
of the earth, 

and its giving again 
to the new seeds 

which fall therein.
Love is being what

God created us to be.
Love is being at peace 

with all humanity, 
with all creation.

Love is being one with God.
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Spiritual Hearing
I  give ear to Thee and 
now realize Thy life in all 
my members, for Thou art 
my health unfailing.

My mind is full of Thy 
substance, and my pros
perity is always manifest 
in abundance.

THE SCRIPTURES are rich in 
references to the listening ear. 
“He who planted the ear, does 
he not hear?"

Jesus said, “What I tell you 
in the dark, utter in the light; 
and what you hear in the ear 
whispered, proclaim upon the 
housetops." “He that hath 
ears to hear let him hear."

In many places the Bible in
dicates the ear referred to is 
not the physical organ but the 
listening mind or spirit. “Hav
ing ears, hear ye not?"

Then the question arises, Do 
we have ears that can hear 
“overtones” from which the 
mind can obtain meanings su
perior to those of the senses? 
In every walk of life are those 
who stoutly claim that they 
hear voices and sounds, musi
cal and otherwise, inwardly or 
apparently with another set of

ears. Sometimes these persons 
are geniuses and sometimes 
they are classed as odd.

Physiology describes a com
plicated physical ear, but the 
“ear” that conceives and really 
hears is the auditory center in 
the brain. It is here the mind 
grasps and analyzes the sound 
vibrations. Thus musical peo
ple may have the same physical 
ears as the unmusical, but their 
minds have listened for the fine 
variations of sound and have 
given the auditory area in the 
brain a composer's ego. The 
great Beethoven was a brilliant 
example. He was stone-deaf 
when he composed some of the 
most beautiful music of the 
world. But his “inner ear" 
must have been open to music 
that is not heard by everyone.

What is true in music is also 
true in every religion, art, and 
science. Little Samuel heard 
the voice of the Lord. Joan of 
Arc heard militant voices. 
Modern psychics and many 
who are deeply religious hear 
voices, or sounds that they 
translate into voices, in their 
cerebral cortex. It is the bent ol 
the mind that determines the 
character of the voice. Job said 
in substance that there is a 
spirit or mind in man that 
gives the breath or vibrations 
of the Almighty understand 
ing.

Practice giving ear or listen 
ing with your mind to the Lord



You will acquire the ability to 
i make contact with the mind 

radiations of Christ and con
centrate them in your mind 
and actually hear His voice. On 
the contrary, by a like concen
tration of thought you can at- 

- tract the mind of persons both 
in and out of the body and 
thereby become a psychic. Ex
cessive meditation on things 
spiritual also often dulls the 
receptivity of the outer ear and 
it loses its alertness.

Shakespeare says, “ Give 
every man thy ear, but few thy 
voice"; that is, learn to listen 
rather than talk. Jesus called 
His first disciple Simon Peter. 
Simon means “hearing" and 
Peter “a rock." Spiritual recep
tivity is the basis of a solid 
character. We all need a fuller 
realization of life in order to be 
healthy. This can be attained 
by concentrating our attention 
on the universal life radiations 
and incorporating them into 
our mind and body.

This world of matter has its 
origin in a radiant substance 
that our mind conceives and 
automatically translates into 
flesh and physical things. The 
process is so gradual that we 
do not realize it, but modern 
science is daily approaching an 
explanation that will eventu
ally be universally accepted; 
then what we are teaching from 
the spiritual side will be con
firmed by the physical. ©
May 1979
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ILLUMINATION—An upliftment 
of mind through prayer is the first 
requisite of the new life in Christ. 
The kingdom of heaven is right 
here in our midst, and through 
our steadfast recognition, it be
comes a tangible reality to us.

The Christ light frees my 
life from darkness and 
reveals the right way.

HEALING—Jesus Christ pro
claimed that He came as the rep
resentative of a new life current for 
the whole human family. We re
joice in this knowledge and be
come quickened and vitalized 
through faith in our indwelling 
Lord.

Through Christ my body 
is free and perfect. I am 

filled with health, 
strength, and vitality.

PRO SPERITY—The  spiritual 
man says: “I shall live under a law 
in which God, the universal sup
port of man and nature, will sup
ply me through the power of the 
Word.” This was Jesus’ teaching 
and is our true path to abundant 
good.

Christ frees my life of 
limitation. There is a 

plentiful supply for my 
every need.



B Y  LEE NEVILLE

HERE IN NEW ENGLAND, some ski enthusi
asts display bumper stickers all year-round read
ing, “Think Snow.” One day last summer, I was 
driving behind one of these meteorological opti
mists when a strange thing happened. The word <
“Snow” on the bumper ahead of me blurred mo
mentarily and became “God” so that what I read 
was not “Think Snow” but rather “Think God.”

Usually when I begin an automobile trip, even 
if for only a few miles to the supermarket, I affirm 
divine order and protection. Today, I had forgot- *
ten to do so.

“Could God be telling me something?" I won
dered.

After I said Unity’s Prayer for Protection, I 
started thinking about the bumper sticker and 
my strange mental transposition of the word 
“Snow” into “God."

I recalled something May Rowland had once 
written:

“Serenity is attained through putting God first 
in everything, every day of our life. By turning 
our attention to God regularly and under all cir
cumstances and conditions we become assured 
that all is right with our world, that God is in 
charge.”

On this particular day, I had needed a reminder 
to put God first in my life. There would be other 
occasions when I would forget to bring God into 
my thoughts and there wouldn’t always be a 
bumper sticker handy to remind me. Until put
ting God first became instinctive, a function as 
much a part of me as breathing, why not devise



my own reminder system?
“Think God’’ was a perfect 

memory tickler. One could not 
possibly obey this command 
without bringing to mind all 
the blessings, all the good God 
wants for us. If I were to print 
these two words on a dozen or 
so 3 x 5 file cards and tape one 
of these cards at strategic loca
tions, no matter where I was 
during the day, there would be 
a nudge toward God close at 
hand.

First, I would put a card on 
the dashboard of my automo
bile. Every time I stepped in
side the vehicle and turned the 
ignition key I would be re
minded that God's loving and 
protecting influence was only 
an affirmation away.

Next, I would tape a card to 
the doors of my refrigerator 
and food cupboards. For some 
time I had been trying to lose 
weight without much success 
because I loved to snack be
tween meals. What better way 
to put a brake on this harmful 
habit than to ask myself each 
time I was tempted to indulge 
myself with forbidden tidbits 
whether this was God’s plan 
for me.

I am not the world’s best 
housekeeper nor do I usually 
find washing dishes and mop
ping floors a joyous occupa
tion. Yet I know that any task 
performed cheerfully becomes 
less arduous, less distasteful.

Surely cards reading “Think 
God” taped above my kitchen 
sink and near my mop and 
broom closet would help me at
tain a happier frame of mind 
when working in these areas. 
Psychologically, it would be 
impossible for me to think 
about God without a conse
quential lift to my spirits.

Writing, at times, is both my 
vocation and avocation. Many 
a day I have sat at the type
writer with my mind a perfect 
blank or at best a jumble of 
words which wouldn’t sort 
themselves properly. A re
minder taped above my type
writer to think about God, 
from whom all inspiration 
flows, might easily mean the 
difference between frustration 
and deep satisfaction with a 
resulting increase in supply.

As I continued on my jour
ney, I mentally ticked off one 
by one the places where I 
would put my own bumper 
sticker, the card which would 
“bump” me toward God.

Last, and perhaps most im
portant, was the bedroom. 
Here, a card taped to my bed
side table would insure my 
waking up and going to sleep 
with thoughts of the Father.

Does this system work? For 
me, it does. So much so that 
when cards become torn or lost 
through natural attrition, I 
find I do not need to replace 
them for I can see them in my



changing of a single letter, 
“Think God” easily and hap
pily becomes “Thank God. ©

mind’s eye even better.
Best of all was the day I 

discovered that with a mere

radd

By Dorothy R. Fulton

Blade of grass,
bent, torn, brown-edged,
you’re not much use alone in my garden.
Yet others just like you, together, form an
interwoven mat with strength to
hold a thousand tons of soil in place
and bear the racing, jumping feet
of happy children playing ball.

Blade of grass,
dull, tough, coarse,
you’re not much to look at,
but as my hand unfolds your outer leaf,
I see that just beneath lies yet another 
leaf of spring-green silk enfolding 
wheat-like grains that know not where or when 
they’ll fall and sprout and grow.

I ’m a lot like you, blade of grass,
I too am meant to be a part 
of greater strength and larger plan.
My outer leaf, imperfect, scarred,
conceals the precious seeds of
talent, beauty, new life,
waiting, preparing, for their
perfect time and place to sprout and grow.



B Y  ELEANOR M. WEIGAND

ONE WOMAN’S SEARCH FOR
GOD

MANY OF MY MEMORIES of childhood are very clear and 
sharp. One of the most clear is a sense of myself as having been full 
of wonder. The visible world seemed so full of magical, mystical, 
beautiful things, and I felt so keenly attuned to those things that I 
was totally happy and at peace with my world. Those words may 
sound strange as applied to the feelings of a small child, but this is 
truly what I remember. My family lived in the country, and all my 
waking moments were spent outdoors. My mother used to say, “ I 
turned my children out into the fields every morning and seldom 
saw them again until they were hungry.” She believed this was the 
way to raise children, and I am forever grateful that she did.

It was out in those fields and orchards that my sense of wonder 
grew. I loved nothing more than to he in the tall hay and look up at 
the sky and wonder what it 
was—how high it was, what 
made it blue—and if I could 
ever sometime, somehow fly up 
there. I wondered about clouds, 
and about the birds that flew 
so effortlessly below all this. If 
I tired of the sky, I had only to 
turn on my side and wonder at 
the teeming insect life all about 
me, at the smell of sweet grass 
and clover, at the way a honey
bee dipped his long tongue 
deep into a flower. I wondered 
at the patience of a grass
hopper who would try to climb 
a stalk, fall off, and try again.
Why did he do that, when he 
could so easily hop to wherever 
on the stalk he wished to be?

My wonder climaxed one 
night when my father took me
May 1979



on one of his customary eve
ning walks. We walked out to 
the edge of the overhanging 
trees, and he told me to lean 
back against his knees and look 
at the stars. I looked and 
looked and was overwhelmed 
with what I saw. The questions 
poured out of me: what were 
those lights, who put them

there, how were they turned on, 
what were they hanging on, 
why couldn’t we go up and 
touch them and see them close? 
For the first time, my father 
talked to me of God, and he put 
into my mind a wonder that 
has stayed with me to this day, 
a wonder that grows with 
every answer it has found; for

Mine the
Nuggets of Gold

in Your Life!

Listen to how we learn from each other and from the situa
tions in our lives. Ralph Rhea discusses in the cassette 
NUGGETS OF GOLD.

Trusting others 
Self-worth  
Loneliness 
Judgm ent

and many other day-by-day challenges.

NUGGETS OF GOLD reveals to you how to use the direc
tions given by the voice that speaks to you from within be
cause it is more reliable than the many voices outside yourself.

Against a background of pleasing guitar and flute music, 
Ralph Rhea shares in his friendly voice his helpful thoughts on 
how you can mine the nuggets of gold in your life.

NUGGETS OF GOLD is a single cassette attractively pack
aged in its own storage album. Priced at $5. Send for yours to 
day.

Unity Cassettes 
Unity Village, Missouri 64065 j p



each answer in some wonderful 
way opens a door for a further 
question, and so the wonder 
that is God in my life expands 
even to this day with every 
question asked.

When I was no longer such a 
little child, I was taken to 
church. For years I was taken 
to church—twice on Sundays 
and again on Wednesday 
nights. When I was old enough 
I went to church on my own, 
twice on Sundays and to Sun
day school as well. I liked it. I 
liked the music, and I liked to 
sing. I liked the people all 
dressed up, and I liked wearing 
my own best dresses. I loved 
the stained-glass windows, and 
while the minister talked, I 
studied the pictures in those 
windows and watched the sun 
change their colors as the 
moments went by. I heard God 
mentioned a great deal, and I 
sometimes listened, but it did 
not seem to be the same God as 
the God I knew in the fields 
and under the stars, so I 
stopped listening. I went back 
to wondering.

When I was a little older, I 
studied about this God who 
was in my church. He seemed 
to be an angry and demanding 
God; He spoke in terms of 
punishment and wrongdoing, 
and He still seemed to bear no 
likeness to the warmth and the 
beauty of the God I knew out
side the church. I reluctantly

decided that this was too great 
a question for me, and I put it 
aside. For many years I did not 
go to church. However, I found 
myself not without God. I had 
begun to find Him in the won
der of books, in the wonder of 
poetry, in the goodness of peo
ple I loved and who loved me, 
and as I grew, I found a very 
exciting God in philosophy, in 
the thoughts of great teachers 
and great thinkers. I went back 
to church, but to a very dif
ferent kind of church from that 
early one. In this church, there 
was much questioning and 
much discussion of who God 
might be and much searching 
for the places where He might 
be found. There was a great 
deal of studying about God. By 
this time, my mind had also 
been opened to the wonders of 
modern science, and in this 
church there was much explo
ration of God among the rap
idly expanding discoveries of 
our world and of the universe 
of which we are a part.

It was at this time that I 
became very interested in God; 
this was a God I could under
stand, a God who was so much 
bigger and more profound than 
anyone could possibly encom
pass. This God was so great 
that He could be patient with 
our mistakes and with our 
slowness. This God was not a 
punishing God, for He knew 
that our ignorance was already



ture, as well as in the earth, the 
sky, and the universe. What
ever wisdom I may possess as 
of right now has come from my 
searching and wondering about 
this God, and the wondering 
seems never to cease. I have 
learned that I am a part of 
Him, and He is a part of me. I 
have also learned that when I 
leave my mind and heart wide 
open to Him, my days are 
joyful and my life is good. ©

Children know joy.
Joy is something 
that tickles into laughter 
the way a spring 
bubbles into brightness.
Joy is the lightness By R. H. Grenville
of hop-and-skip
on a fine spring morning.
It is the whirling, 
cartwheel turning 
rhythm of youth in love with 
living.

Minds know joy 
as the divine excitement 
of patterns unfolding 
toward perfection.
Hearts know joy 
as an inner landscape 
where the ageless immortal self is free 
to express its delight 
in pure well-being:
the timeless space, the infinite place 
where it is always 
a fine spring morning.

UMITid

punishing us even more than 
was necessary. This was a lov
ing, helpful, understanding 
God who was ever at our side 
urging us to learn, to grow, to 
open more doors with more 
questions, urging us to tran
scend ourself and become more 
like the very God we sought. 
This God, who is still my God 
today, has led me to look inside 
myself and find Him there, to 
find Him in every living crea-



‘Lettetg to tlfv 'liditoi
UNITY Magazine is a master

piece! There is no other magazine 
like it. —E.P., California.

0
I just wanted to take this oppor

tunity to thank you for your inter
est in people. I have moved sev
eral times recently, but you have 
kept up with me and I have not 
missed a single issue of UNITY 
Magazine. I don’t know what I 
would have done without it. So 
again, many thanks for taking the 
trouble to continually change my 
address. —K.H., California.

0

The UNITY Magazine which I 
ordered on a reduced “special” 
charge is terrific! I never ordered it 
before as I thought I had too much 
to read already, but now I will 
order it on a regular basis. I can’t 
afford not to have it. What a vari
ety of ideas. —IF., New York.

0
UNITY Magazine, Daily Word, 

and Silent Unity express the 
awareness of the Omnipresence 
more vibrantly all the time. Thrill
ing is the word for your inspired 
influence.-C./?., California.

I am writing to renew my 
UNITY Magazine subscription for 
another year. It is wonderful every 
month. The articles are more and 
more inspiring, especially Charles 
Roth, James Dillet Freeman, R. 
H. Grenville, Marcus Bach, and 
others too numerous to mention. 
— R.H., Guyana.

0
Enclosed is a check to renew 

my subscription to UNITY 
Magazine for two years—two 
whole years for only five dollars. 
The hours of joy and inspiration I 
have received in the past two 
years couldn’t be bought for five 
hundred dollars. I read and reread 
each issue. — B. B., France.

0
I have read and studied UNITY 

Magazine for a number of years. It 
has been a candle along the 
darkened hallways of my life. God 
bless you. — G.V., Missouri.

0
Thank you for Daily Word and 

UNITY Magazine. Whenever I 
need inspiration, guidance, and a 
pick-me-up, I turn to one of your 
beautiful publications. I am so 
thankful to have them at my fin
gertips.-E .S., Illinois.



A New Way of Thinking, 
by Charles Roth, Unity 
Books, Unity Village, 
Missouri 64065; $3.95.

A New Way of Thinking is 
not only the title of a new book 
by Charles Roth, minister of 
Unity Truth Center, Indianap
olis, Indiana, but it is also the 
essence of the advice and in
struction taught in the book in 
answer to questions, such as: 
How is prayer answered? How 
can life be made better? How 
can I get to heaven? Where is 
heaven? What is the meaning 
of life? To all these questions 
and many others, Charles Roth 
answers with a resounding, “A 
new way of thinking!"

“This is a universe of spiri
tual law,’’ says Mr. Roth. If we 
suffer, it is not because we were 
bad and God is punishing us; it 
is because we have ignored, ar
rogantly rejected, or are igno
rant of spiritual law. We are 
not punished for our wrongs, 
but by them. “ If you try to 
step to the ground right off the 
roof of your house, instead of 
using a ladder, the law of grav
ity will operate in such a way 
that you will probably be in
jured. Does the law of gravity

N
punish you? Or is your painful 
and negative experience caused 
by either your own ignorance 
of the law of gravity or your 
carelessness in obeying its re
quirements?"

The author has devoted en
tire chapters to instruction and 
spiritual counsel in many areas 
of modern-day human experi
ence. In the chapter titled 
“Respond to Stress,” we learn 
that tension is not the result of 
negative forces around us, but 
it is our response to them.

Physical healing, prosperity, 
and development of patience 
and understanding are other 
elements of life for which a new 
way of thinking is the ultimate 
answer. Most of us will identify 
with one or more of Mr. Roth’s 
examples, and when we have 
made that identification, fur
ther reading will shed light 
upon our dilemmas, but the 
ultimate answer lies within 
each of us. “I can’t go into the 
Father-Mind for your answer, 
nor can you go within to find 
answers for me. Even as each 
problem is personal to you . . .  
so is each answer personal to 
you. Your answer can come 
forth only through you.”— 
Pamela Yearsley.
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Activate Your Spiritual Potential

A
NEW WAY 

OF 
THINKING

by Charles Roth

Learn about building “mental prototypes," master the “law 
of spiritual floating,” and become aware of the power of “faith 
thinking” by studying A NEW WAY OF THINKING by Charles 
Roth.

Unity minister Charles Roth is the author of Mind: The Master 
Power and many articles in Unity publications, including the 
recent UNITY Magazine series “Prosperity Is Our Birthright.” This 
book shares wisdom culled from years of experience in facing 
and overcoming problems in a spiritually-oriented way. Some 
of the practical concepts discussed are the development of 
faith, the power of imagination, the constructive use of memo
ry, and the creation of the most favorable mental conditions to 
facilitate healing.

Enlivened by anecdotes, wit, and scientific analogies, A 
NEW WAY OF THINKING makes a gratifying addition to any
one’s library. Use the order form on the flap to purchase copies 
of A NEW WAY OF THINKING for yourself and for gifts. Price,

(This book was offered to the Unity Book Club members in 
the March/April newsletter.)
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By Albert Abdulky

The sun draws the musk; 
spreads it gently 
through green twig and th o rn - 
haven for sparrow and butterfly, 
for the sad soul and 
the quiet face.
Where the fountain sings 
and friends sit to touch 
the petals velvet and sharp. 
Where ashes in love 
beckon the sky 
and touch the roots.
Where I stop and swallow 
the musk, touch the color 
with my heart and listen 
to my soul.
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