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VIEW FROM 
UNITY VILLAGE

“Richard Lynch—A Legendary Leader” is the lead article in 
this month’s “anniversary series” for UNITY Magazine. Lynch’s 
great book, “Know Thyself,” published by Unity Books, con
tinues to be very much in demand by Truth students. He was the 
author of many articles for Unity publications and he became this 
country’s best known Unity minister in the late 1920’s. Ernest C. 
Wilson shares his memories of Lynch in the article starting on 
page four. He also has turned his attention in this issue to two 
other Unity pioneers, Alex J. Alberg, “The God-Bless-You Man,” 
starting on page ten, and E. V. Ingraham, “ Ingie,” starting on 
page twelve.

A brief but very touching article entitled “True Thanksgiving” 
is our seasonal offering. It was written by Paul Robin and is 
published posthumously. I highly recommend the inspiring 
message this essay carries.

Two Unity ministers, L. E. Meyer and Shirley Bring, discuss 
the past, present, and future of the Unity movement in their ar
ticles beginning on page fifteen. Reverend Meyer is minister at 
Unity Church of Christianity, Winter Park, Florida, and 
Reverend Bring serves the Unity ministry in Alhambra, Califor
nia.

This issue is another exciting journey in Truth and I am 
thankful for the talents of our authors and poets, for the valuable 
assistance I am given by members of editorial and other 
departments in preparing this magazine each month, and most of 
all for those of you who read and enjoy UNITY and receive help 
from it.

The magazine goes out each month to do its perfect work and 
we are always thankful it is such a blessing to so many people.

In God’s love,



Richard Lynch
A  Legendary Leader

B Y  ERN EST C. WILSON

RICHARD LYNCH WAS, 
without doubt, the most color
ful figure in the Unity move
ment over the long span of his 
New York m in istry  and 
through the subsequent years 
when he served as its most 
prominent field lecturer. The 
description “a legend in his

own time” fits him better than 
any other metaphysical lec
turer I have known.

He was said to have been 
born to affluence, but also that 
he had been born impover
ished; that he arrived in New 
York City virtually without 
funds, but undaunted, donned



his most presentable garb, 
white tie and tails, and stood in 
the lobby of the Waldorf- 
Astoria. There he struck up an 
acquaintance with a philan
thropic tycoon who helped 
launch him to success.

Many Legends

During the years in which I 
knew him best it seemed to me 
that he did nothing to discour
age such legends, indeed I 
think they amused him, and he 
even added some of his own; 
but they should not blind 
anyone to the fact that he did 
not really need them and that 
he was a success in spite of 
them.

My f irs t con tac t w ith 
Richard was in the early twen
ties when I visited Unity 
School for the first time. Fol
lowing my ordination in a New 
Thought movement I had com
pleted my first ministry to a 
small congregation in Texas 
and stopped off at Kansas City 
on my way back to the parent 
organization in San Diego. I 
had been greatly impressed by 
the high standard of Unity 
publications and by what I 
knew of its teachings. I was 
eager to see their source.

Richard Lynch was the 
worker assigned to take me on 
a tour of the various depart
ments. He was a tall, slender 
young man with reddish hair. I

liked him and was pleased 
when, following the tour, he in
vited me to have lunch with 
him in the Unity cafeteria. It 
was housed at that time in a 
frame building at the corner of 
Tenth and Tracy and was pri
marily for the convenience of 
Unity employees. That was 
some years before Unity Inn, 
designed by Rickert Fillmore 
and destined to become famous 
for its beauty and excellence of 
its vegetarian food, was built 
at Ninth and Tracy.

If, in that early day, Richard 
had aspirations to become a 
Unity speaker, no mention was 
made of it. I was surprised and 
pleased when some time after 
my return to California I found 
an announcement in the San 
Diego Union that he was to ap
pear as guest speaker for the 
local Unity center. I went to 
hear him, enjoyed his message, 
and invited him for lunch and a 
visit to the chapel where I was 
associate minister. He was in
terested to find that we used 
Unity publications as a source 
of Bible interpretation and 
featured WEE WISDOM Mag
azine in our Sunday School. “ I 
think you’ll be in the Unity 
movement some day,” was his 
comment.

By the spring of 1927 his 
prophecy was fulfilled.

I was called to Unity Head
quarters in the dual capacity of 
field lecturer and editor of



Youth magazine. Richard had 
become established as leader of 
the New York Unity Society.

I hadn’t been at Unity Head
quarters very long before I 
began to hear fantastic stories 
about him and his success in 
New York.

He Applied Teachings

In due time the Field depart
ment booked me for a lecture 
tour of some of the Eastern 
states. I took the opportunity 
to look up Richard, even 
though I was not scheduled for 
a New York appearance. He 
lived up to his billing. I 
thought he must have applied 
Unity teachings in a very 
special way to have become the 
suave, impeccably-dressed ur
banite with a flair of the dra
matic who talked so casually of 
princesses and potentates, of 
opera stars who appeared 
gratis to augment his Sunday 
services, of tycoons who ad
vised him regarding financial 
investments, and of ardent fol
lowers who dropped rings in 
his offering receptacles.

—He established offices 
and classrooms in a pres
tigious skyscraper and 
Sunday morning services 
in the popular Engineers 
Building on 39th Street 
just off Fifth Avenue.
— He attracted the largest 
Sunday morning atten

dance of any gathering in 
the Unity field of that 
time—some 800 as I re
member.
—He wrote and published 
a pocket-size magazine of 
daily lessons.
—He was the first Unity 
minister to my knowledge 
to have a book, “Mind 
Makes Men Giants,” pub
lished on a royalty basis 
by a New York publisher 
(Dodd, Mead & Co.).
—And he achieved recog
nition in a New York daily 
by the publication of his 
picture and a news item 
quoting from a lecture in 
which he claimed that 
people should live to be 
150 or more years of age.

Entertaining Speaker

His discourses were well- 
organized, entertaining, and 
interesting. He always made a 
last minute entrance when he 
was a guest speaker. In his 
New York services he had a 
chairman to conduct all the 
preliminaries, appearing only 
in time for his lecture (a term 
he preferred to sermon). After 
the service he withdrew until 
all but a chosen few of his con
gregation had left. In classes 
that he taught at Unity Village 
he requested someone on the 
staff or a class member to 
make announcements, take the



roll call, and receive the offer
ing before he made an entrance.

He often asked me to con
duct weekday noontime ser
vices on my visits to New 
York, and I substituted for him 
a time or two on Sunday morn
ing when he was on vacation, 
as he was to do for me when my 
ministry became centered in 
Los Angeles.

Richard had on his staff a 
lady whom I had always 
wanted to know. She received 
almost no publicity yet at
tracted a large following to a 
midweek afternoon meeting.

I met her when I went east to 
attend the annual Congress of 
th e  In te rn a tio n a l New 
Thought Alliance at the Com
modore Hotel in New York.

A feature of the congress was 
a gala dancing party in the 
grand ballroom of the hotel. It 
was a formal affair, and in 
those days that meant white 
tie or tuxedo for the men and 
floor-length gowns for the la
dies. I was a newcomer in the 
Alliance. This was my first at
tendance at a congress, and 
Doctor Edgerton, its perennial 
president, sought to help me 
feel at home among so many 
celebrities.

“Ernest, here’s someone you 
must know,’’ he said, directing 
my attention toward a diminu
tive lady with bright red hair 
and wearing a red sequin- 
covered gown.

“Florence, I want Ernest 
Wilson to meet you,” he said. 
“Ernest, this is the famous 
au th o r, F lorence Scovil 
Shinn.”

She seemed such a merry lit
tle person that I risked a possi
ble rebuff, “My goodness Mrs. 
Shinn, you look just like a 
merry Christmas candle!”

Her laugh was as merry as 
she looked. “You and I are go
ing to be friends,” she declared. 
Friends we did indeed become. 
And that’s how I met the re
nowned author of “The Secret 
Door to Success,” “Your Word 
Is Your Wand,” and the most 
widely read of all, “The Game 
of Life and How to Play It.”

I then learned at firsthand 
that she was a regular teacher 
on Richard’s staff. She never 
prepared a lecture, for she 
always devoted her meetings 
to answering questions from 
the class members; and she de
pended on freewill offerings at 
the classes and in counseling 
sessions in her Fifth Avenue 
apartment. She lived, you 
might say, by “invisible means 
of support,” as, though less ob
viously in most cases, we all do 
if the truth were realized.

Never Visited Unity

“How come I ’ve never seen 
you at Unity Headquarters?” I 
asked. I found that she had 
never visited Headquarters nor



taken the Correspondence 
Course, yet her books were 
used as a text for class lessons 
in many Unity ministries. 
Many of us, consciously or 
otherwise, have quoted state
ments from her books.

My last visit with Florence 
was at dinner with her in her 
apartment. We had a merry 
time—the word seems to fit 
her—and spent most of the 
evening chatting while she 
assembled little penny match
boxes and covered them with 
decorative paper saved from 
the linings of greeting card 
envelopes. Forming packets of 
them, she tied them with rib
bons as Christmas gifts. “Most 
of my clients are affluent 
women,” she explained. “Often 
they give me presents as well 
as a financial contribution. 
There’s nothing material that I 
can give them that they don’t 
already have, so I make them a 
token gift that is different.” 
Thinking of Florence I think of 
Christmas!

After Richard relinquished 
the New York ministry to 
make his home on Unity Ridge 
close to Unity Village, and I 
left Unity Headquarters to 
establish a ministry in Los 
Angeles, we saw each other 
only when he visited the West 
Coast or I boarded the Chief, or 
later a plane, for a visit to 
Unity Village.

For quite a few years after I

began my California ministry I 
retained membership in the 
Kansas City Club. Richard en
joyed joining me occasionally 
for dinner at the club, reminis
cent of his club membership in 
New York City, and we would 
recall places and people we had 
enjoyed.

Happiest Memory

My happiest memory of him 
was on an occasion when he in
vited me to his home on the 
Ridge. It was set well back in 
the extensive grounds, and he 
took pleasure in pointing out 
some of the rare trees and 
shrubs that dotted the estate. 
He himself prepared our eve
ning meal—very well too. He 
was a gracious and thoughtful 
host.

In the living room, before an 
open fire after dinner, he 
seemed more relaxed than I 
could recall ever having seen 
him before. He spoke of his 
early growing pains, the 
demands of the New York 
ministry, the desire to excel 
and his recognition of a similar 
urge in me, all in a simple, 
straightforward manner that 
reminded me of Richard as I 
had first known him in Kansas 
City and in San Diego. He felt 
that he still had a mission to 
fulfill and a couple of unwritten 
books in his subconscious 
mind. He passed on in 1976.



The Help Is Already at Hand

B Y  M A RY ACHOR

Gene tromped in today with snow all over his boots. "I 
just cleaned off your driveway. Why don’t you get all 
bundled up and we’ll go do Linda’s, too?”

We drove across town, watching people’s breath freeze 
and cars slide into snowbanks, to await the wrecker or 
spring’s freeing sun.

I stood inside Linda’s warm home, gazing out the win
dow at her little Ben making a snow angel of himself, 
while Gene cleared her driveway with Jeep and blade.

I suddenly noticed a man in a wheelchair in the garage 
directly across the street. His driveway was piled high 
with snow and I immediately determined to ask Gene to 
clear it, too. Moments later, I saw the man wave and, 
seconds later, wave again and again. He was obviously 
trying to attract Gene’s attention, to no avail. His anxi
ety that Gene would not see him and drive away became 
more and more apparent, even from my window across 
the street. His apprehension was painful to me, too.

Surely this is how God must feel, watching us fret and 
worry, trying to get help from outside—never realizing 
that help has already been arranged and is on its way, 
even before we ask. I pointed out the picture to Linda and 
we watched for a few moments. When we could no longer 
bear his discomfiture, we grabbed our coats, ran out 
through the snow to the Jeep, and explained the situation 
to Gene. He grinned and nodded, and we went back 
toward the house, waving assurances to the man. It was 
only after he saw us wave that he relaxed and settled 
back in his chair.

How like that are we all—needing that visible sign of 
answer before we relax and let divine order take over. If 
only we would remember that divine order has already 
seen the need and acted upon it, our lives would be 
beautiful, orderly examples of God’s harmony. Q



The God-Bless-You Man
B Y  ERNEST C. WILSON

THROUGHOUT THE Middle 
West among firms with whom 
Unity had dealings, Alex J.
Alberg, former head of Unity’s 
Printing departm ent, was 
known as Unity’s good-will am
bassador, or often more famil
iarly as “the God-bless-you 
man.” For such sobriquets to 
be widely accepted beyond 
one’s own domain, they just 
about have to have begun “at 
home.” They were and they 
did.

Alex, born of Scandinavian- 
A m erican p a re n ts , grew 
through early boyhood in the 
slums of Chicago, in the same 
area as A1 Capone. He came to 
work at Unity as a boy of fifteen as a printer’s apprentice or 
“printer’s devil.” By the time I came into the picture, he had 
become assistant to John Garrison, longtime head of the Printing 
department.

In September 1929 John Garrison resigned and Alex was pro
moted to manager of the Printing department. By this time I had 
been appointed editor in chief of the Editorial department. Alex 
and I had a heart-to-heart conference about what steps we could 
take to minimize errors and turn out even better publications. The 
approaching Christmas season inspired an unprecedented move. 
Most of the printing staff had never set foot in the Editorial 
department. We invited all of them to a Christmas party, to be 
held at 1 p.m. on a Wednesday—the one short working day in the 
weekly schedule. Refreshments were served, editors and printers 
became personally acquainted, and a new sense of fraternity was 
established.

Alex and I became close friends. Along with Barney Ricketts,



head of the Accounting depart
ment, we took trips to other 
publishing firms in the Mid
west, exchanging ideas for 
mutual benefit. Alex was a nat
urally gregarious man. He 
became a member of various 
service clubs and was often 
called upon to tell them about 
the Unity movement in which 
the printed word played so im
portant a part.

Alex was still in his early 
thirties when he assumed direc
tion of Unity’s Printing depart
ment, one of the largest in the 
Middle West. He never lost the 
Swedish accent that was so 
strong in his parentage. His 
genial manner invited familiar
ity, and he was kidded about 
his accent, his unimpressive 
stature, and his baldness. He 
took it all in stride, joining in 
the laughter of those who kid
ded him, and they loved him 
for it.

When he gave a talk before a 
businessmen's luncheon club 
they sometimes chuckled at his 
colloquial speech. He’d grin in 
response, but he would put 
over the point he wanted to 
make —usually  som ething 
about how great Unity School 
was—and they would accept it 
and him wholeheartedly.

He applied the Unity concept 
of the Golden Rule and made it 
work. But though he did a good 
job and had the wisdom to sur
round himself with technically

able assistants, his greatest 
contribution to Unity was in 
public relations.

At the School most of us in
dulged a kind of special lan
guage in which we talked about 
“the inner’’ and “the outer’’ 
and gave special meanings to 
common words. Most of us 
tended to conform to general 
terminology outside the Unity 
organization.

Not so with Alex.
Businessmen don’t usually 

flaunt their religious leanings. 
Alex didn’t seem to make any 
distinction between the Unity 
way and the worldly way. And 
it was so genuine with him that 
it did not seem to alienate peo
ple in the business world. He 
terminated contacts in the 
commercial field the same way 
he did with associates at Head
quarters, and came to be 
known thereby as “the God- 
bless-you man.”

In 1962 he was honored on 
the occasion of his 50th an
niversary with Unity School, 
and in 1963 as Graphic Arts 
Man-of-the-Y ear.

Affectionate, outgoing Alex 
was not intended to live alone. 
Following the death of his wife 
and the marriages of their 
three children, he found com
panionship in a second mar
riage, which terminated in 
their transition within a few 
months of each other in 1969.



“Ingie”
B Y  ERNEST C. WILSON

ALMOST ALL of us at Unity 
Headquarters called E. V. 
Ingraham “Ingie.” He was one 
of U nity ’s most colorful 
leaders. Of medium height, 
slight build, with black hair, 
emphatic black eyebrows and 
sideburns, coupled with an 
olive complexion, there was, I 
thought, a suggestion of an 
oriental background in his 
countenance.

Although I never knew Ingie 
as well as some of the other 
early leaders, similarities and 
contrasts established links.

“Do you and Mr. Ingraham 
belong to a secret order?” an 
ardent student asked me.

“What makes you think so?” 
I countered.

“You wear identical blue zir
con rings,” she commented.

She was more observant 
than we were. Ingie laughed 
when I shared the speculation 
with him. “That’s not the only 
peculiarity about us. We even 
share the same given name!” 
None of us had known his first 
name was Ernest.

Ingie joined the staff at 
Unity School in 1919 and 
organized the Sales depart
ment, created to supply Unity 
literature at wholesale rates to 
Unity centers for resale. By the 
time I joined the staff in 1927 
he had become head of the 
Field department, and Douglas 
DeVorss (who later established 
the DeVorss Publishing Com
pany in Los Angeles) headed 
the Sales.

The F ield  d ep a rtm en t 
formed a link between the 
School and the many groups in 
this country and abroad who 
liked to meet to study Unity 
teachings and compare their 
experiences in putting them 
into practice. Such groups were 
started primarily by house
wives who wanted their fami
lies to be reared—as they them
selves had not been—in 
Unity’s way of life. The Field



department was an effort to es
tablish some guidelines so that 
what was offered in the centers 
would reflect what the Fill- 
mores taught at Headquarters.

Ingie, though effective as an 
inspirational speaker, was 
essentially a teacher, at his 
best in class instruction and in 
writing, as evidenced by his 
still popular little book, “The 
Silence." Before long, he left 
Headquarters to establish a 
local ministry in Florida, which 
was experiencing a real estate 
boom. He became involved in 
real estate transactions, a 
paper millionaire until the 
crash in 1929, when along with 
thousands of others he lost his 
holdings and returned to re
sume a teaching assignment at 
Headquarters. For a short 
while he and H. B. Jeffrey 
assisted May Rowland in 
Silent Unity before resuming 
individual leadership in the 
field.

In 1931 when the Unity 
Training School was organized, 
Ingie was placed in charge of 
the first training class held at 
Unity Farm. He continued 
with Unity as a staff member 
and field lecturer until 1935.

When Leila Siemon, founder 
of the New Thought Temple in 
Cincinnati, Ohio relinquished 
leadership of that congregation 
he became its leader until ad
vanced years led to semiretire
ment. Grover Thornsberry fol
lowed him as its minister and 
under his leadership it became 
the New Thought Unity Cen
ter. Ingie passed on about a 
year ago.

(EDITORS NOTE: In the April 
issue of UNITY Magazine it was 
reported that some eighty percent of 
the funds to construct Unity on the 
Plaza in Kansas City was raised out
side the city. It should have been re
ported that $300,000 was raised else
where and $950,000 in the city.)

True
T hanksgiv ing

B Y  PAUL ROBIN

Today is Thanksgiving—a day worthy of my offering thanks 
for the various blessings that have been bestowed upon me.

I thank God for granting me a spouse of grand qualities and 
endless devotion toward me in times of good and in times of ill. 

I thank God for the varied and interesting life that has been af-
Vovember 1979



forded to me during the many years that have preoccupied my 
past, and for the good that is still mine at the present time: the 
fine members of my family from whom I gathered many joys at 
various stages of our lives, and all the good gifts and conve
niences that are mine during the less competent periods of my 
life.

This is not a day to dwell on defects, faults, or shortcomings. It 
is a day to remember the good and gratefully rejoice over its 
benevolence. It is a day to be conscious of the affinity between 
man and everything that lives and aspiringly reaches out for 
life—that strange enigmatic mystery that ranges through the 
timeless, endless universe.

It is a day to fill our heart with love for all those near and dear 
to us, to let our soul savor in full the closeness of our relationship 
with Mother Nature, from whom we have steadily departed, and 
whom we have inadvertently and mercilessly abused.

Oh gracious day that reaches me so lovingly in the niche of my 
home where I sit peacefully admiring the effulgence of your 
sunlit, gray-blue sky, a mere mite of the mighty universe which 
my eyes and my being perceive through the confined area of my 
window, but the full gorgeousness of which I perceive in my mind 
and feel surging in my soul.

There is no confinement, nor is there any limitation. I feel as 
one with everything that is. My existence knows no enclosure of 
walls, no limitation by time, circumstance, or age. I always was 
and always will be a parcel and an offspring in one or another 
way, place, or form in this great universe of ours, ours, shared 
equally by every being, everything that lives or occupies the 
endless spaces and makes up the totality of the universe.

How much more at home and at ease could anyone feel in indis
putable knowledge of this Truth?

So come myself, and ye all and one, and let us celebrate this 
bright and glorious day with a love for living, for all that lives, 
and for everything existing in this world and in the spaces out of 
it.

(Editor’s note: This article was submitted by Matilda Robin, 
the author’s wife. Mr. Robin passed on shortly after this entry 
was made in his journal.) ©



VIEWS 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.

The Idea of 
Unity Today

B Y  L.E . MEYER

L. E. Meyer, ordained a 
Unity minister forty-five years 
ago, serves Unity Church of 
Christianity, Winter Park, 
Florida, along with his wife 
Ethel, who is also ordained. 
L. E. has served Unity in many 
capacities, perhaps most nota
bly as senior minister for many 
years of Unity on the Plaza, 
Kansas City, Missouri.

UNITY IS AN IDEA whose 
time has come. Unity is being 
increasingly stressed by both 
church and state, by labor and 
management, in all walks of

life. People are eager for unity, 
for the good life into which it 
leads.

There are three references to 
“unity” in the Holy Bible. The 
first is in Psalms 133:1: “Be
hold, how good and pleasant it 
is when brothers dwell in 
unity!” Here is a truth about 
the practice of unity. In unity 
we find the good and pleasant 
life, where we dwell in harmony 
with our fellow beings.

The second reference to unity 
is found in Ephesians 4:1, 3-6: 
“ I therefore,.. . beg you to 
lead a life worthy of the calling 
to which you have been 
called, . . . eager to maintain 
the unity of the Spirit in the 
bond of peace.” Paul then 
speaks of the seven unities 
which ultimately converge into 
the one universal unity of all: 
“There is one body and one 
Spirit, just as you were called 
to the one hope that belongs to 
your call, one Lord, one faith, 
one baptism, one God and 
Father of us all, who is above 
all and through all and in all.”

The third reference to unity 
is in the same chapter, Ephe-



sians 4:13: “ . . .  until we all 
attain to the unity of the faith 
and of the knowledge of the 
Son of God, to mature man
hood, to the measure of the 
stature of the fullness of 
Christ.”

Here unity is defined: one
ness with God the Father, 
Spirit-mind; oneness with 
Jesus Christ, the Son of God, 
Spirit-mind’s perfect idea of 
Itself; oneness with the Holy 
Spirit, Spirit-mind's perfect 
idea in expression and manifes
tation.

Unity in the ultimate is the 
uniting in the intellect and 
heart of all mankind with the 
one Spirit-mind, with Spirit- 
mind’s archetype idea of 
humanity, and with the perfect 
and full expression and mani
festation of the God idea.

Unity Churches, Centers, 
and Teachers

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

“Then God said, ‘Let us make 
man in our image, after our 
likeness; and let them have do
minion. . . .  ’ So God created 
man in his own image, in the 
image of God he created him; 
male and female he created 
them. And God blessed them, 
and God said to them, ‘Be 
fruitful and multiply, . . .  and 
have dominion. . . .  ’ ”

Unity as a movement in the 
world today will express and 
manifest the God idea accord
ing to the growing, expanding 
concepts of the God idea as it is 
set forth by those who profess 
to be Unity ministers, teach
ers, and students. There are 
certain fundamental principles 
upon which the organization of 
Unity is based. The strength of 
Unity as a movement will be in 
the continued adherence to 
these basic principles of being. 
Jesus set forth the truth in the 
words: “ l a m the vine, you are 
the branches. He who abides in 
me, and I in him, he it is that 
bears much fruit, for apart 
from me you can do noth
ing. . . .  If you abide in me, and 
my words abide in you, ask 
whatever you will, and it shall 
be done for you.”

The ultimate of unity as a 
God idea and Unity as a move
ment is found in Jesus' words: 
“Do you not believe that I am 
in the Father and the Father in 
me? The words that I say to 
you I do not speak on my own



authority; but the Father who 
dwells in me does His works. 
Believe me that I am in the 
Father and the Father in me; or 
else believe me for the sake of 
the works themselves. Truly, 
truly, I say to you, he who 
believes in me will also do the 
works that I do; and greater 
works than these will he do, 
because I go to the Father.. . .  
In that day you will know that 
I am in my Father, and you in 
me, and I in you.”

Unity Today

B Y  SH IRLEY BRING

Shirley Bring is the Unity 
minister in Alhambra, Califor
nia. Until this year she had 
served the Flint, Michigan, 
Unity ministry for more than 
twelve years. She has a mas
ter's degree from Michigan 
State University and before her 
ministry directed nutritional 
research at the University of 
Idaho.

WHAT IS UNITY? I t ’s the 
mind-in-Mind, heart-in-Heart,

hand-in-Hand way to the best 
possible life available to every 
individual. The way to the best 
possible life is revealed to each 
of us out of our unity with our 
own indwelling Father. The 
teachings of Jesus Christ are 
the blueprint that He shared 
out of conscious unity with His 
indwelling Father.

Unity unites. It never di
vides or separates. It brings 
the best in everyone and every
thing together in thought, feel
ing, and purpose. It unites and 
brings together the very best, 
the highest within the individ
ual.

Unity helps people right 
where they are—with no 
religious background or with 
any religious background or 
affiliation. It helps people solve 
their own challenges and 
changes their lives by chang
ing their attitudes and reac
tions. It helps them become 
what they already potentially 
are—a radiant child of God— 
and to have a lot of fun doing 
it.

What can or should Unity be 
in the future? I envision Unity 
always there as a positive 
choice for those already church 
oriented. Yet I envision Unity 
not so much as a denomination 
or a church movement as a net
work of regional and local 
training schools across the 
country and throughout the



world for people from all walks 
of life. The curricula of these 
schools would offer training 
that would help every individ
ual learn and understand the 
techniques of prayer and medi
tation, the spiritual laws and 
their dynamics, plus individual 
guidance in their feeling ap
plication. It would help them in 
all nuances of Self-discovery 
and Self-mastery, leading not 
to academic degrees but to suc
cess in living and to spiritual 
maturity.

I envision Unity, through 
teaching and spiritual counsel
ing in our hospitals, helping pa
tients understand how to coop
erate with the healing pro
cess—mentally, emotionally, 
and spiritually—and how to 
prevent illness. As a matter of 
fact, it would often be helpful 
to work with the whole family, 
so all could be making a posi
tive contribution. A similar ap
proach could change the lives 
of individuals in mental hospi
tals and halfway houses, drug 
abuse and drug recovery cen
ters, jails, and prisons. Every

hospital, operating room, nurs
ing home, emergency room, 
and detainment institution 
would also have its around-the- 
clock prayer panel.

I love Unity; and whatever 
God’s plan for it may be, I 
know that it is sure to be good. 
How much of our dreams for 
Unity comes true depends 
upon what we do with our 
understanding of Unity and to 
what degree we let it work and 
unfold through us.

Unity’s place in the process 
of spiritual growth for all man
kind lies in what it can do and 
in what it is doing to help the 
individual to grow spiritually. 
Help the individual help him
self, help him find his own in
ner guidance system, and hu
manity will take care of it
self—one by one. Let there be 
only one in conscious unity 
with the Father in any group, 
and good will evolve, good will 
grow. It will serve as leaven to 
produce one kind of person, one 
humanity—God-minded peo
ple.
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By Dick Can by

A tear of gladness 
is one that
rolls warmly off a cheek . ..  
not knowing whether 
it has come from 
happiness or sorrow, 
humility or beauty, 
but from the washing of 
the soul.



A Recent Revelation
B Y JIM  ROSEMERG Y  

Part II

A nd the gospel m ust first be 
preached to all nations—Mark 13:10.

(Editor's note: This ten-part series is written from 
the perspective of the Master, Jesus Christ, and 
what He might have believed and written, and from 

the view of the author.)

The Master’s View of the Scripture

FOR M AN Y PEOPLE the 
Scripture is what the church is 
built upon; it is the soil out of 
which their spiritual lives seem 
to grow. In Truth, this is not 
so. In Truth, what many now 
call the Bible originated as a 
direct result of the spiritual ex
periences of the writers, proph
ets, and leaders written of in 
the Scripture and of myself. 
The Bible did not come first; it 
was the product of man's en
counter with the presence of 
God. Your Bible is like a pure 
spring of fresh water that 
emerges from a great under
ground stream. I t is not the 
river but its living offspring 
and the evidence of the foun
tainhead of Truth—Spirit.

Thus, it is important for you 
to follow in the footsteps of 
those who have gone before 
you in spiritual growth. I t is 
not enough to read of the 
beauty of God's presence; it 
should be your quest to ex
perience God as the prophets 
and I  did.

Your Bible is the blueprint 
which reveals the structure of 
your lives. The soil out of 
which you spring forth is 
Spirit, and the Bible is your 
guiding light. Follow it the 
way a flower traces the move
ment of the sun from east to 
west.

I f  you have eyes to see and 
ears to hear, you will discover 
the secrets of the universe. The



Bible is a treasure chest of 
gems of wisdom and precious 
insights into the nature of God 
and humanity. I f  you look, you 
will find how the hopeless were 
healed and the downtrodden 
were lifted up; and you will find 
your destiny.

You will discover none of 
these things if you solely use 
the powers of your intellect. 
Your thinking nature views life 
too literally. Both the believer 
and nonbeliever fall into this 
dark pit.

The nonbeliever forsakes the 
idea that God is a tyrant who 
kills men, women, and children. 
Intuitively, he feels God has 
none of these human qualities. 
However, because the Bible 
seems to reveal this vengeful 
God, he logically but falsely 
concludes that there is no God.

My friends, know this: God 
has none of these human quali
ties. The God that punishes 
lives only in the abyss of some 
minds. In Truth, the Father is 
like the sun shining on the just 
and the unjust. The early men 
and women felt that God would 
kill their enemies on their 
behalf. I t  is hum anity 's  
thought of God, not God, that 
is the murderer.

No matter what your under
standing of the one Presence, 
God is always more. This is 
true because God is endless 
and infinite and cannot be 
totally known. The activity of

Spirit has always been re
stricted by the channel through 
which it flows.

And yet, there is a message 
for you in these stories of the 
vengeful God and the conquest 
of the Promised Land. I f  you 
have eyes to see, you will dis
cern that before you can enter 
the land of peace and fulfill
ment you must utterly destroy 
all negative beliefs and con
cepts that stand between you 
and an awareness of God. The 
struggles of the Old Testament 
are not just history; they are 
life. Enter into the Promised 
Land; but first destroy the 
belief that God is vengeful. 
Such a city is not set on a hill, 
but in a valley.

And then there are the believ
ers who say they believe, but 
who do not follow the way. 
Just as the nonbelievers use 
their intellect to deny the ex
istence of God, so the believers 
use their intellect and fail to 
truly understand the Father. 
The Bible reveals the un
charted avenues of the soul. 
The path cannot be seen or 
traveled unless you shun ex
treme literalism and discern 
Truth, not events.

You have heard me say that 
whoever believes in me shall 
have abundant life. Do you not 
realize that I  am the Way, the 
Truth, and the Life? I t is not 
I  as an individual but the 
Truth that I  teach that saves



and frees you. You must not 
believe in me unless you know 
that I  am Truth. I f  you were to 
believe in me as an individual, I  
would not have physically left 
you. But I  had to leave, for my 
physical appearance blinded 
you and you could not see

Truth. Having left, I  can still 
live in you because Truth can 
dwell in you.

Search for the hidden manna 
in the Scripture and you will be 
fulfilled. Drink of the living 
water of the Scripture and you 
will never again thirst.

A View of the Master’s View

MY PERSONAL SEARCH 
for meaning in the Scripture 
has led to the discovery of the 
hidden manna which has trans
formed my life. In the past, I 
would read of some story or 
character in the Bible and it 
was as if I were looking 
through a window—I saw only 
what the untrained eye could 
see. To look through the win
dow in this manner was to take 
the Bible literally. I found a 
literal interpretation of the 
Bible to be no interpretation at 
all. My naturally inquisitive 
mind became perplexed while 
tracing the early stories in the 
Bible. I was puzzled by the fact 
that Gen. 1:26 proclaimed the 
creation of man, but that in 
Gen. 2:4 it is written that there 
was no man to till the soil. 
Upon reading the story of 
Adam and Eve, their son Seth 
had a wife when Eve was liter
ally the only other woman on 
the face of the Earth. Such un
answered questions made me

doubt the validity of the Scrip
ture.

Since receiving new insight 
into the Scripture I no longer 
look through a window. In
stead, I look through a prism, 
for I see so many beautiful col
ors of Truth. Before looking 
through the prism I trod upon 
an Earth which was parched 
and barren; now it is a land 
flowing with milk and honey. 
The Bible has come alive now 
because I see it as more than a 
history of the Hebrew nation 
and the evolution of Christian
ity. I see it as the history and 
evolution of my soul and all the 
souls that inhabit the universe. 
The Bible is a living entity, be
cause it is my story. I can look 
at a Biblical character and see 
myself. In the miracles I see 
patterns and spiritual princi
ples which produce miracles in 
my own life.

For instance, in the feeding 
of the 5,000 there is a spiritual 
pattern that reveals the answer



to the prosperity problems we 
must overcome. First, there is 
a need for nourishment. The 
disciples remark that it is late 
and that the people should be 
sent to the villages to buy 
themselves something to eat. 
Jesus says to His disciples, 
“You give them something to 
eat.’’ The disciples balk at such 
an idea and the process begins 
as Jesus asks, “How many 
loaves have you?”

It is apparent that the disci
ples see lack; but Jesus is 
focusing upon the food that is 
available. So often we are like 
the disciples, focusing upon 
what we do not have instead of 
what we do have. In this case it 
is discovered that they have 
five loaves and two fish. Jesus 
takes the food and tells the peo
ple to sit down. This is the 
beginning of any spiritual dem
onstration. We must first sit 
down and become still. In the 
stillness we focus upon our 
blessings rather than upon 
what we lack. Jesus takes the 
loaves and the fish and gives 
thanks for them. If we are to 
prosper, we must do likewise.

If we direct our attention to 
what we lack, our thoughts of 
lack produce lack and we will 
lose even what we have. If we 
give thanks as Jesus did, our 
minds will be filled with 
thoughts of abundance and we 
will be given more. In the story 
there is an abundance left over. 
It is a beautiful way to portray 
the abundance of God’s king
dom. Can you see that the feed
ing of the 5,000 is more than a 
miracle that Jesus performed? 
It is a pattern which becomes a 
guide for practical living.

This is just one of the many 
gems of wisdom in the Bible. 
The true worth of this gem can 
be used to bless our lives; but 
first, we must have the courage 
to look through the prism and 
see the many facets of Truth 
that are a part of the Biblical 
narrative. When I first discov
ered these things I asked, why 
must it be hidden? Why are 
these principles not available 
to all? Quickly but gently the 
answer came. They are not hid
den, but you must have eyes to 
see.

(To be continued)

God Is Good!
We can now begin to know our God as never before by medi

tating upon Him as the principle of goodness back of our mind, 
our body, our business, our home, our life. God’s presence of 
goodness is backing you and supporting you. Goodness is uphold
ing and encouraging you. Think on the goodness of God, and your 
whole life will take new shape and form.— Mary L. Kupferle, The 
Light Will Dawn.
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B Y  SUE SIKKING

AS WE CELEBRATE the 
ninetieth anniversary of Unity, 
I give thanks and praise to God 
for Charles and Myrtle Fill
more and the great revelation 
that came to them. I was privi
leged to be part of them and 
was drawn into an awareness 
of the great divine plan for all 
life.

Perhaps the greatest truth 
that became clear to me at that 
time was: God is life—taken 
from the words of Jesus in 
John 4:24, “God is spirit.” 
Spirit comes from the Latin

word spirare or spiritus which 
means “the breath of life.” 
Charles Fillmore said, “This is 
the truth in three words, the 
truth that will set us all free. 
God is life—my life, your life 
and every life.” He had a great 
awakening to the regeneration 
of the physical body and estab
lished a truly great healing con
sciousness. Very few people 
understood him at that time, 
because human consciousness 
had been schooled and im
mersed in the belief of the noth
ingness of the physical body,



that flesh was of “short dura
tion, born of woman.’’

He was truly a prophet. Now 
almost a hundred years later 
the world is awakening to the 
truth of the physical body. We 
live in a most exciting time, as 
all that will no longer be a part 
of mankind’s unfolding pattern 
totters and falls away. Human
ity is passing through a great 
crisis. The Chinese character 
for crisis means both danger 
and opportunity. We are alive 
in a time of great danger but 
even greater opportunity. The 
danger lies in our not under
standing what is happening. 
The opportunity is to become 
aware of our completion and 
oneness as a physical, mental, 
and spiritual being. We are told 
the world lies in wickedness. 
Wickedness comes from an old 
word that means off balance; 
we are unaware of our complete 
true self.

Physical Strain

The greatest pressure on the 
human being today is the phys
ical strain, for we must be
come aware of the power and 
strength of the body. We must 
reclaim the body. We must 
look at our body with new eyes. 
We must accept in our thought 
and action a completely new 
relationship with the physical 
being we all are! We speak of 
perfect bodies from weight,

height, and measurements. In 
an effort to find a perfect body 
a few years ago thousands were 
examined, measured, and 
weighed. There were no two 
alike. God does not make iden
tical bodies. We have discov
ered God does not even make 
two snowflakes alike. Your 
body, your mind, and your 
spirit are yours, unique, your 
greatest gift. Your body is the 
unfolding of the image that 
came with you at birth. All 
that you are or ever can be was 
in you when you were handed 
to your mother. It is God being 
you, working in and through 
you as life. The body is the 
outer expression of the soul 
that dwells within.

Every cell in your body is 
filled with life! Remember God 
is life. Life is our most precious 
possession. Yet we do not pos
sess life; we are life! We have 
no power to restrict life. We 
simply fail to recognize its 
allness but only for a time, 
never permanently. When you 
know the truth that your body 
is the Spirit or Life expressing 
“in view” or in manifestation, 
your body is set free from the 
pressures and beliefs of the 
human mind. Manifestation 
comes from the word manual 
and means you can touch it 
with your hands. When you 
know this, you know all is 
spirit and your body is set free. 
All authority is in knowing.



“You shall know the truth.” 
The Bible testifies to blind eyes 
that could see, deaf ears that 
could hear, limbs freed from 
paralysis and flesh from 
leprous corruption.

We may not be aware that to
day there are those who believe 
in this mighty power within 
and by holding fast to knowing 
are healed and set free from 
thousands of diseases we have 
accepted and named hopeless 
and terminal. All humanity is 
becoming aware that we are 
mental, physical, and spiritual 
beings. We are whole, holistic, 
and holy. Holy means whole 
and complete. We do not need 
to conform to world beliefs but 
can be transformed by the re
newing of our minds. Renewing 
the mind is not just thinking 
about health, but it is knowing 
our body is of the one power 
and there is none other. Charles 
Fillmore taught us, “there is 
not a body to heal or a problem 
to solve, but something to 
know and the knowing sets us 
free.”

What must we know? The 
life in the body is always a for
ward movement. The body is 
made up of cells that slough off 
and are replaced by new living 
cells and we are renewed and 
recreated. The more you are 
aware of this recreating power 
the greater the life force in your 
body. If you would be healed 
and set free, go back and know

the secret of the physical body. 
The secret is that the body 
renews and recreates itself. 
From your first skinned knee 
or cut finger, your mother may 
have kissed it and put on some 
healing balm, but she knew the 
healing power was within. 
Health of body comes from 
knowing health is within.

Change Our Thoughts

We need to change what we 
have thought and accepted as 
true. We all try to change the 
outer, but now is the time to 
change the cause. Let us have a 
new understanding of our 
body. The old, earthy one of the 
sod has gone forever. This 
body of clay has been going for 
a long time. If you think of 
yourself as just an earthy be
ing, or a sick, poor, unhappy 
being, you belong to a world 
that is collapsing before our 
eyes. It is time we came to 
terms with our new body in a 
new world. We have not fully 
grasped the magnitude of the 
great change at hand. We have 
been so busy dealing with 
outer conditions that we have 
not related ourself to this great 
new discovery. As human be
ings we are the finite manifes
tation of the Infinite. It will be 
revealed to all human beings 
that their security is not out in 
the world of material things 
but in their own heart, mind,



and body. The human race at 
this time is in travail. Travail 
means to “bring forth.” So let 
us have no thought of failure.

We can no longer discount or 
dismiss the physical body. All 
thoughts and actions are turn
ing toward new life in the 
body—natural foods, exercise, 
the search for herbs, roots, and 
those things God created to 
sustain the body. There must 
be a renewing of the mind to 
the truth of the destructive 
power of fear and worry on the 
physical body, that distur
bances cause disease. Disease 
is a mind and soul not at ease. 
To worry is to strangle and cut

What Myrtle Fillmore 
Said About. . .

Life: Life is our gift from the 
Father, a gift that is never 
withdrawn, never lessened, 
never limited by the Giver.— 
Thomas E. W itherspoon, 
Myrtle Fillmore: Mother of 
Unity.

off all natural power. If you are 
having a physical challenge, it 
is your opportunity to prove 
the radiant life in the body. Not 
only did Charles Fillmore teach 
this but he proved it in his 
body and life as did Myrtle 
Fillmore. They proved that 
what had been named impossi
ble by the human mind was 
possible.

The Answer

The magazine Messenger put 
out by the Santa Monica 
Hospital published an article 
entitled, “Man Shall Find the 
Answer to Immortality.” All 
around us we are being awak
ened to the great power of life 
in the body and it shall be 
proved to us that life shall be 
recognized as the greatest 
power on Earth, greater than 
races, religions, nationalities, 
wealth, or fame. Even now new 
doors are opening and new 
ways are being made clear. Let 
us believe in the body, praise 
the body, and claim its power 
and wonder.

There is even more that will 
be revealed to us, although at 
this moment it seems to be 
only a misty thought and feel
ing. Nevertheless, it is spoken 
of in every religion. Yes, they 
all say in different words, “Life 
is eternal!” We are all on our 
way! Thank you Charles and 
Myrtle Fillmore!! 0
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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: A well-known 
minister of a Presbyterian 
church was asked this ques
tion on radio recently: “What 
do you think of Unity ?” His 
reply was to the effect that 
Unity has very good teach
ings but (quote), “Unity is not 
Christianity. ” What is your

opinion as to his reason for 
this statement?

Adelaide H.

Answer: Snap judgment would 
tempt one to say the minister 
was either ignorant of meta
physical tenets or prejudiced 
against them. If, however, he 
admitted that Unity has “very 
good teachings" he may have 
meant that Unity is not 
“Christianity" in the sense 
th a t P resb y te rian ism  is 
“Christianity.” In that, he 
would be quite correct. Unity 
does not believe, as does Pres
byterianism, that it must ad
here to theological creeds es
tablished by catechumenical 
and confessional councils. Nor 
is Unity Calvinistic; nor does it 
believe that some persons are 
predestined to be “saved" and 
others to be “lost"; nor does 
Unity demand special doctrinal 
allegiances, historic continuity, 
or synodical loyalties, all of 
which are part and parcel of 
Presbyterianism. If this is 
what the minister had in mind, 
then he was quite right. Unity 
does not represent his kind of 
Christianity.

MB

Question: As I  listen and 
watch a Baptist sermon on 
TV (because I  like their 
music), I  am reading my new 
UNITY Magazine. I  like your 
replies. I  have a question



about people who claim to be 
“saved. "

Let me begin by saying that 
I  know what happens to the 
Bibles in motels—some of 
them anyway. My friend and 
neighbor, who travels quite a 
bit, brings Bibles home and 
gives them away for Christ
mas and birthday presents.

She does not enjoy shop
ping. She is a Baptist and she 
has been “saved. " I  take it 
that anyone who has been 
“saved" looks at life dif
ferently from the rest of us.

Will you tell me what it 
means to be “saved"? I  would 
not like to lose my balance or 
my sense of values. I  like to 
be a nice person. I f  being 
“saved" means falling apart, I 
would not like it. I  was born 
into an honest Methodist 
family. We lived very happily 
together. We laughed a lot 
and talked things over. I  
don't know whether any of us 
were “saved" or not. Is it 
important?

We liked to read the 
Psalms. We had morning 
Psalms reading and prayer by 
my grandfather who talked to 
God as if  He were one of the 
family. Sometimes my grand
father became furious with 
ministers who would say, 
“God, listen to this or that." 
Grandfather would say that 
they were wasting God's time 
and patience. The only time

he ever used the word “save" 
was to ask God to save us all 
from foolishness. “Let us be 
lighthearted and never light
headed, " he would say. Is 
that what being “saved" 
means?

I  don't care whether I  go to 
heaven or not. I  think I  would 
be perfectly happy just sitting 
on a pink cloud outside the 
pearly gates. Please explain 
what the Baptists mean by 
being “saved."

Marian

Answer: Thank you for your 
lighthearted and by no means 
light-headed letter. No matter 
where your grandfather may 
be, inside the pearly gates, on 
his own “pink cloud,” or living 
again wheresoever, he must be 
proud of you for remembering 
him so well and loving him so 
tenderly.

The literal definition of 
“saved” as used in most ortho
dox Christian circles means to 
be rescued from the clutches of 
the evil one (Satan), redeemed 
from sin by God's amazing 
grace, and assured of salvation 
in this life and the life to come 
because of faith in the sacrifi
cial death of Jesus Christ. The 
process of being saved has 
many variations depending 
upon the church’s particular 
theological convictions. The 
above statement, however, is a 
fairly good generalization of



what “being saved” is all 
about.

The proof as to whether a 
person is saved or not, by both 
objective and subjective tests, 
is very difficult. By objective, I 
mean that it is very difficult to 
tell by looking at people or 
dealing with people whether 
they are saved or unsaved. 
They may tell you they are 
saved and testify they are 
saved, but someone once said 
that the only way to truly tell 
is “by their fruits.” By subjec
tively, I mean that the person 
himself or herself may have 
this deep conviction of being 
saved, may even have a conver
sion experience or the “bap
tism of the Holy Spirit,” but 
when it comes down to the 
hard facts, it is safe to say that 
only God knows whether the 
person is “saved” or not.

Your friend is a case in point. 
She may think she is saved and 
the people to whom she gives 
neatly wrapped gift copies of 
the Good Book may think she 
is saved, but how she rates on 
the heavenly record is another 
matter. It is against the civil 
law to steal Bibles out of motel 
rooms, but the question is, do 
people who are “saved” con
sider it against the law of God? 
They may even argue that this 
is what God wants them to do.

It is also against the law to 
get money under false pre
tenses, but as I write this there

Marcus Bach

are several cases in the news 
where church leaders have 
done just that on a big scale. 
Were they above the law be
cause they were “saved”? On 
the other hand, again and 
again we hear of Christians 
who conform to the civil law 
but who flaunt moral and ethi
cal laws and who lack a deep
ened sense of spiritual disci
pline. They may be within the 
law as far as civil law or 
“man’s law” is concerned, but 
they may be outside the law of 
God, that is, outside of what 
the spirit of God and good 
would expect of a person. It is a 
big subject, but generally 
speaking those who are really 
saved or born again or twice 
born or reborn or whatever 
they wish to call it shouldn’t 
steal Bibles or even towels out 
of motel rooms, do you think? I



would imagine that a truly 
“saved” person would try to 
shape his or her life after the 
life of Jesus Christ.

My suggestion would be that 
we all take a good look at 
ourselves and see where we 
stand not only in what He ac
complished for us, but what He 
demanded of us in His living. 
To save my soul, I can’t think 
of any better summation of the 
matter than this.

MB

Question: A t what point 
would you say a divorce is 
justified?

Ms. X.

Answer: At the point beyond 
the point where there is no 
possible reconciliation. In 
other cases, at the point within

the point where there is a 
mutual spiritual agreement in 
consciousness which justifies 
separation.

MB

Question: How would you 
advise a person to deal with 
negative predictions given the 
person by an astrologer?

P.L.M.

Answer: Take negative predic
tions with “a grain of salt,” 
with an awakened sense of 
your own inner awareness that 
you are a child of God no mat
ter what your sign, your horo
scope, or your biorhythm chart 
may be!

In other words, erase nega
tive predictions by positive 
affirmations of heart and mind.

MB

(Centered.

By R. H. Grenville

Before me and around me, nothing.
Below me and above me, nothing.
I am as new as the dawn’s breaking. 
Awareness becomes infinity, without horizons. 
I am the Self I do not know, 
that has known me forever.
Seated in the sky of emptiness 
we merge our stillness.



- B Y  RITA MAINSW INKLE

TIIE 
. CllflLLEnCE 

OF
LOflEUilESS

LONELINESS . . .  A Chal
lenge? It makes one wonder 
just how far one can extend 
this attitude of perennial op
timism. Is this perception of an 
experience we all go to great 
lengths to avoid a rationaliza
tion effort to shield us from the 
unpleasant truth?

Perhaps, but I think the con
cept merits further explora
tion. Since loneliness is a part
ner to all of us at some point in 

, our journey, why not stretch 
( our imagination a bit to include 

an alternate perception of the 
value of this experience. To 
more intimately know and un
derstand loneliness we must 
first disengage ourself from 

4 old, stereotypical images and 
impressions that characterize 
loneliness in a purely negative 
fashion. We must shed the old 
before trying on a new perspec- 

, tive of sorts.
Certainly, one would not seek 

out loneliness; yet the acceler
ated pace of modern life has 
reduced social isolation to a

mere fact of contemporary life. 
Though this alienation may be 
an inescapable, ever-growing 
societal problem, we as individ
uals can exercise choice as to 
how we are to deal with it.

The fear of loneliness is the 
greatest detriment to under
standing the purposefulness of 
the experience. Let us for a mo
ment divorce ourself from fear 
long enough to perceive loneli
ness from a spiritual vantage 
point as a learning process. We 
may even be able to elevate our 
consciousness to the level 
where we can appreciate a 
glimpse of what is meant by 
view ing loneliness as a 
challenge.

Aloneness Differs

Many times I have heard per
sons discriminate between the 
experiences of aloneness and 
loneliness. The consensus 
seems to be that aloneness is a 
choice, a conscious effort to 
remove ourself from situa
tional demands and the expec
tations of others to replenish 
our energies. Being alone can 
be a creative time when we 
evaluate what is truly mean
ingful in our lives and reset our 
priorities. Loneliness, on the 
other hand, is usually regarded 
as a condition forced upon us 
when we are victimized by 
some loss or deprivation. De
spair and helplessness are com-



monly associated with lone
liness.

It would seem then that lone
liness and aloneness are not 
that much different, but rather 
a matter of attitude toward an 
experience of separateness 
from others. If this is true, 
then could we not in an artful 
way transform the negative ex
perience of loneliness into a 
c re a tiv e  en co u n te r w ith 
aloneness?

Being separate for a while 
allows us the opportunity to 
readjust our connection with 
our Source. It can be a time of 
spiritual vacationing when 
detachment from social in
volvements frees us to bask in 
the revitalizing flow of divine 
energy. By being separate we 
can realize that our existence is 
not dependent upon others but 
upon our Creator. Our energy 
is sustained and nurtured 
directly from our Source, in
dependent of human expres
sion. This period of disconnec
tion from human relationships 
affords us the space to refocus 
our perspective of who we are 
spiritually.

“Growing Pains”

We are all familiar with the 
phrase “growing pains.” Lone
liness is an exercise in familiar
izing oneself with “growing 
pains” in a spiritual sense; and 
the growth indeed can be pain

ful. Though the path may be 
difficult, this spiritual process 
often leaves us with a deeper 
awareness of the splendor and 
richness of the wealth within 
us to master obstacles that 
seem to threaten our develop
ment and happiness.

Even the despair associated 
with loneliness can have a 
positive spiritual influence in 
our experience. It sometimes 
takes this kind of hopelessness '  
to motivate us to call upon God 
to lead our way. When we can
not handle our lives anymore 
and we have no one to turn to, 
it becomes easier to place our 
faith in the Divine. When we 
despair, we no longer have the 
strength to plot, plan, and 
chart our course. We “give up” 
and release our fears, anxieties, 
and limitations to the Father.

A bout with loneliness can be 
instrumental in helping us to 
place our trust in the Divine to 
show us the light. Once the 
release cycle or renunciation 
process has been completed, 
the loneliness may fall away 
since the purpose for it has 
become realized. The blocks to 
our happiness are then re
moved and our good flows in as 
new relationships emerge to fill 
the vacuum.

Perhaps, unknown to our , 
conscious mind, our higher Self 
elects this experience to teach 
us our spiritual identity. We 

(Continued on page 43)



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

Completely Healed

Dear Silent Unity: How do you 
say thank you when a miracle is 
performed?

I wrote you last fall regarding 
my sister. She had a number of 
lumps in her breast. Nine years 
ago she had the other breast 
removed.

In November she was better but 
not completely healed, so I wrote 
you again.

And now I am happy to write to 
let you know that she is com
pletely healed. I just can’t find the 
right words to say thank you from 
the bottom of my heart.

Your letters were such a tre
mendous source of strength to me 
that 1 carry them with me daily. I 
give thanks daily for our bless
ings.—C.M., Washington.

Speedy Recovery

Dear Friends: Thank you for the 
warmth, support, and comfort 1 
received when 1 called Silent Unity 
recently before having oral sur
gery. The morning of my surgery I 
called Silent Unity and 1 was re

assured that all would be well.
The surgery was more difficult 

than my doctor had originally 
anticipated, compounded by my 
violent allergic reaction to the 
anesthesia. I was expected to be in 
unbearable pain for the first seven 
days with complete recovery tak
ing a minimum of three weeks.

I am happy to report that 
through prayer and concentration 
on my healing I was able to make 
a complete recovery in less than 
five days.

My deepest love and thanks to 
Silent Unity for your continual 
prayers and support.—M.L.D., 
Ohio.

Miraculous Recovery

Dear Friends: A few weeks ago I 
asked for your prayers for my 
sister. Surgery was indicated, 
however I didn’t want her to have

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.)



People who attend retreats 
at Unity Village often tell me 
how much they have enjoyed 
being here. They mention the 
beauty of the place and the in
spiration of the programs, but 
just as often they tell me what 
a joy it was to meet some of the 
people who work here—not just 
the people who put on the pro
grams provided for them, but 
ju s t Unity workers they 
chanced to meet. Like the 
gardener who takes care of the 
Rose Garden—how many times 
people have told me of their joy 
in getting to know him.

One of the things we have to 
be most grateful for in this life 
is the people we chance to 
meet. I don’t mean famous peo
ple. We probably don't meet 
many of these anyway. And 
when we do, we probably meet 
them only as personages, 
hardly ever as persons.

No, I mean the people we 
happen to meet in the course of 
our daily activities.

One time I bought a foreign 
car and had to go to another 
city to pick it up. As my wife 
and I got into it to drive away, 
the mechanic who had serviced 
it crouched down beside us 
before we could close the door 
and began to talk—about the 
car and about himself. I don’t 
remember what he said. But I 
do remember a human being 
who will always be a vivid mo
ment in my life.

One time I was buying a 
chunk of ice to take on a picnic 
and I have never forgotten the 
man who put it into my car.

Many years ago a friend 
brought me a beret from Paris; 
I had always wanted one. But 
my friend had grossly under
estimated the size of my 
head—I hope only in its physi-

surgery and as it turns out, she 
didn’t need it. Every preparation 
for her operation was canceled the 
day after 1 mailed my letter for 
prayers to you! She is coming 
home now after almost three 
weeks and a “miraculous” 
recovery.

We always turn to Unity and we 
have always been helped. What a 
blessing you are! My sincere

thanks and blessings for you.— 
C.R.P., California.

Prayers Answered

Dear Silent Unity: Recently I 
called Silent Unity for prayers for 
my thirty-two-year-old son’s eyes. 
The doctors had said his sight was 
threatened by abrasions on the 
cornea. Within hours after calling



n Silent Unity
cal dimensions. So I set out to 
find someone who could en
large the beret enough that I 
could wear it. But beret-en
largers proved to be hard to 
find; I went to a number of hat 
companies and the like, to no 
avail, until one day in a 
uniform company, the man at 
the counter said, “Let me talk 
to my superintendent.” A 
large, dignified man wearing 
an apron walked into the room, 
took the beret, measured my 
head, and told me he would be 
glad to do it; it would be no job 
at all. The beret wore out long 
ago, but the memory of a 
charming man still sparkles in 
my mind.

These are only three of the 
hundreds and hundreds of per
sons who have enlivened my 
life, some like these for only a 
few minutes, others accompa
nying me for many years. How

many of us uncommon com
mon people this world has!

O life, I am thankful for the 
extraordinary, interesting, 
unique individuals I have met 
on my journey, companioning, 
enlivening, intriguing, chal
lenging.

It has been like walking 
down a country road and hap
pening upon a clump of daisies 
growing by the ditch, or a wild 
rose. You walk on, but with a 
warm glow in your heart that 
many miles of dusty road will 
not extinguish.

you his eyes showed improve
ment and in three days he was 
home. Two days later the doctor 
pronounced his eyes perfect. 
Praise God for Silent Unity, your 
caring, and your prayers.

Sometime later a friend of mine 
called to tell me her sister’s new
born baby girl was in critical condi
tion with a breathing problem. 
Again I called Silent Unity for

help. Early the next morning my 
young friend called to say that 
there was a remarkable improve
ment in the baby. This morning 
she called to say she was off the 
oxygen and her mother would be 
allowed to go to the hospital to 
hold her. Praise God for modern 
miracles through Silent Unity. 
Enclosed is my love offering. Bless 
you.—A.H.E., Arizona.



No Operation Needed

D e a r  F r i e n d s  in  S i l e n t  U n i f y :  I 
wrote you a month ago asking 
prayers for a friend of mine who 
was entering the hospital for very 
serious surgery.

It is with great joy that I report to 
you that after very extensive tests 
and a scheduled team of surgeons 
planning to operate, they found 
nothing verifying the original tests 
and my friend was released from 
the hospital whole and well. 
Needless to say, his family and 
friends are overjoyed and thankful 
to God.

I am enclosing a love offering so 
you may continue doing so much 
good for people all over the 
world.—K.O., C a l i f o r n i a .

Inoperable Cancer —Cured

D e a r  S i l e n t  U n i f y :  When I called 
you having just been told that my 
husband had inoperable lung 
cancer, the wonderful lady who 
spoke to me reminded me that to 
God there are n o  incurable 
diseases.

In my desperation, I had been 
trying to w ill away this terrible 
thing. Only after speaking to her 
was I able to release my own ten
sions and with faith that only good 
is expressed by Being, turn the sit
uation over to God.

Since then my husband has had 
three shots of chemotherapy. 
After only one, X rays showed

that the cancerous area was dis
tinctly smaller. It has continued to 
shrink week by week and he is 
almost completely unaffected by 
the treatments.

I cannot possibly tell you how 
grateful I am to you for your 
prayers and for the loving people 
who are always there when we 
need them. Your lighted window 
beckons so many of us on our 
darkest nights . . . and we realize 
that we are never alone. God 
bless you. —S.B., F lo r id a .

Tumor Disappeared

D e a r  S i l e n t  U n i f y :  I called you to 
ask for prayers for my sister who 
was to undergo surgery for re
moval of a small tumor in front of 
her left ear. My sister talked to you 
and you prayed for her, saying 
you would keep her name on 
your prayer list for thirty days.

She was admitted to the hospi
tal on one afternoon, and that 
evening the surgeon visited only 
to find that the tumor had disap
peared. He said, ‘I can’t under
stand this. The tumor is gone. It 
could on/y be a miracle.” The next 
day the surgeon dismissed her 
from the hospital, but said he 
would like to see her every week 
for five weeks.

Needless to say we are thrilled, 
and are so very grateful to Silent 
Unity and to our many friends 
who prayed for her. May God 
bless you in your wonderful 
work! — Z . K . R . ,  C a l i f o r n i a .



Here and there a bright face shines 
in the community of leaves.

Now and then a bright day recalls 
summer’s warmth, with peaceful content

Winter’s chill creeps into the night, and 
wild geese wing through the skies 

in unerring flight to other summers.

Earth’s bounty gathered, 
its good caretakers clear the dross 

and make it ready for rest.
In gratitude for nature’s abundance, 

they work in loving partnership 
to meet Earth’s needs.

With reverence and awe, 
we give thanks for God’s great plan:

Cooperation with the seasons;
Cooperation with each other.

Allowing for different natures, 
different likes, different talents,

But working together for good,
We celebrate our oneness with Him.

By Verle Bell



WITH WHAT 
DO YOU IDENTIFY?

B Y  KATHR YN SANDERS RIEDER

IDENTITY IS PRECIOUS to most people. We dread losing our 
identity. We are certain people, brought up in certain families in 
certain communities, going to certain schools, choosing our work, 
friends, and goals. Many find security in all this, though some wish 
to break away and seek a new place, new experiences, and a new 
identity.

But why is this identity so important? We know that as we think 
in our heart, so are we. We act on the basis of the way we think.

The word identity is based on a form of the Latin word idem 
(iden) meaning the same. We are the same as that with which we 
identify. This identity determines to what groups we belong. We 
associate in feeling, action, and interest with the things we see as 
like ourself.



It may seem strange to be told that many of our present prob
lems are the result of our identifying with the wrong things in our 
life. “Well, this is the way it is, isn’t it?’’ we say as we state our 
facts.

Not always. Ask several people to tell you what they see in a cer
tain landscape and they will tell you according to the way they 
identify with it. The farmer will see the prospect for good crops. 
The hunter will see the possibility of game. The artist will see a 
subject for a beautiful painting. The child will see a wonderful 
place to play. Each observes to the exclusion of the things the 
others saw. Yet it was the same scene.

In the same way we select certain of our traits to put in the 
spotlight. We have many other possibilities and abilities. Those we 
are passing over may prove to be more significant to our happier 
living than those we saw.

He Knew His Kingship
The story is told of a little prince, orphaned as a very young 

child, who was in the hands of older counselors and pretenders to 
the throne. They hoped to manipulate him and seize his power. 
They tried to introduce him to weakening habits and vices to make 
him incompetent, but the child refused.

“No!” he said. “ I will not do these things, for I was born to be a 
king.” He had learned very early to identify with his kingship.

What is your personal image of yourself? How have you gained 
it? Possibly the identification has been chosen for you by another. 
Sometimes parents form a picture of us which we accept quite 
naturally. If it is good this can be an asset. At other times it is just 
the opposite. The world is full of people trying to fulfill the role 
someone else idealized for them.

Som etim es we can go 
through life never expressing 
our own true identity. One suc
cessful businessman lived with 
a boyhood fishing rod in his 
office desk drawer. He said 
that occasionally he would get 
the rod out and look forward to 
the time when he could get 
back to the simpler life he pre

ferred and go fishing again. 
But he never did. He was too 
busy.

One fast-growing youth was 
always tall for his age, uncom
monly awkward, and ill at ease 
around others. For years his 
mother constantly called atten
tion to it by remarking fondly, 
“Poor George, he’s so tall.”



But one day a pretty girl—al
most as tall as he—changed all 
that. “ I like tall men,” she told 
him. ‘‘Just wait ’til the basket
ball coach sees you!” George 
was a changed person as he 
accepted her identification of 
him.

We can, do, and should 
change our identifications 
many times. We do this quite 
naturally as childhood, youth, 
young family years, and full 
maturity come to us. Within 
each period we identify in the 
way we live. We may come to 
the end of one role reluctantly; 
but we know we must choose 
another better fitted to new cir
cumstances, one which will 
help us to go on living reward
ing, fruitful lives.

We must find and seek to 
identify with our good in all 
situations. When Jesus was 
only twelve, He said to His 
mother who found Him in the 
Temple, ‘‘Did you not know 
that I must be in my Father’s 
house?” He identified with the 
highest and most important to 
Him from childhood.

Our Gift of Living

In the same way, a dear older 
woman who has lived more 
than ninety years includes in 
her daily prayers: “Let me 
please our Father this day. 
May I have something He 
would be pleased with.” What

a beautiful sense of trust and 
identity this is. And what of 
us? Would our gift of living 
this day please Him? We recall 
the old saying: “What you are 
is God’s gift to you. What you 
make of yourself is your gift to 
God.”

We do have the gifts within 
us. We need only doubt our 
doubts and begin to use what 
we have. It can begin so sirrF~- 
ply. We are involved with id':*, 
tification each day. Are we go
ing to identify with a dark, 
gloomy mood or shall we say, 
“Now this can be a challenge. 
I ’m going to see what I can do 
to master or lighten this condi
tion. If I can do nothing at the 
moment I ’ll remain calm and 
busy myself with something I 
can do. But I am not going to 
identify with a low mood in any 
way. I ’ll try to make this day a 
good one”?

We all recognize a certain 
amount of stress that we must 
handle as a part of daily living. 
People vary in this. Some need 
a calm existence; others thrive 
on excitement, challenge, and 
even on antagonism from 
others. The attitude we take 
toward stress can change it.

One woman who seemed so 
well-adjusted to her demand
ing job said: “ I simply shrug 
off a certain amount of peevish
ness in others, for I know 
where they are coming from. 
They’ve got problems too. I t ’s



not personal.” She kept her 
head. Her attitude was plea
sant, constructive, and for
ward-moving. She side-stepped 
much stress and the customers 
seemed to go away feeling bet
ter too.

Select a mental image of 
yourself as you would like to 
be. It should be an ambitious 
one, one that will require real 
effort and even some risk—yet 
one you feel is just possible for 
you if you give it your best 
effort.

We know we must be willing 
to qualify to gain whatever 
identity we choose. Good 
typists must reach a certain 
speed with accuracy. Pupils 
and workers must pass tests 
that show them capable of the 
jobs or attainment levels they 
would fill. We may need special 
coaching, firm guidance, and 
keen holding to the course to 
make us fit for the identity to 
which we aspire.

Challenges Are Good

Where have we ‘‘learned” 
that we must succeed at every 
step of the journey, that there 
need be no risks, that the 
easiest way is the best? Tem
porary setbacks often chal
lenge us to the better effort 
that calls forth our best.

As you shape your new self- 
image remember that we are 
made in the image of God.

Many years ago in an old Euro
pean town some gypsies were 
seen gazing down a well. They 
said they were looking at the 
image of God. If we were made 
in God’s image, they were truly 
seeing Him when they saw 
their own image and those of 
others in the water. Not only 
do we contain something of the 
image of God, we are to mag
nify it.

See the way you identify 
others as part of your own iden
tification. Often we misjudge 
others by identifying them in 
negative ways because we do 
not understand. At other 
times, because we expect a 
great deal, they surpass even 
our expectations.

A young teacher, sent to 
substitute, learned that she 
had a very bright class and 
worked very hard to keep up 
with them. The principal was 
amazed at their record.

“ Well,” said the young 
teacher, “they all had IQs over 
120.” Then she learned that the 
numbers after their names in 
her roll book were not their IQs 
but their locker numbers— 
which happened to be 120  and 
over.

Once your path is chosen, 
resist pressures to sway you 
from it. Each day we are sub
ject to so many pressures by 
those wishing us to go their 
way. It takes real dedication to 
follow our own path, but it is



the only way to a better self- 
realization. Where shall we find 
the time, we cry. Often by plac
ing this first, as what we want 
most, we let something less im
portant drop away. And how 
do we build that image? It is a 
little like the story of the man 
carving an elephant for an ad
miring customer.

“My, it must be hard to 
carve an elephant. How do you 
do it?”

“No,” said the woodcarver 
calmly, “it is not hard. I simply 
cut away everything that does 
not look like an elephant.”

In our own lives we can begin 
to trim away everything that 
does not belong in the picture 
of ourself that we would bring 
into being.

Identify with Good

Identifying with our good 
will involve the way we look at 
the world at large. The legend 
is told of the four angels who 
stood amazed at seeing God’s 
new world after the Creation:

“Why did He do it?” asked 
the first, taking the philosophi
cal view.

“How did He do it?” asked 
the second with the scientific 
view.

“I want it! Give it to me,” 
cried the third angel taking the 
selfish view.

But the fourth angel said: 
“ I t ’s marvelous. I want to take

care of it,” taking the religious 
view.

Examine these outlooks, for 
one of them is yours.

Choose examples of those 
around you who have identified 
with positive values to produce 
useful, happier living. All 
about us we see and hear of 
people living marvelous, over
coming lives. We know we can
not be all things to all people. 
We must choose.

For example, would we really 
wish to make our lives nothing 
but a struggle for the fine 
homes, expensive clothing, 
lavish entertaining, and world 
travel that some seem to think 
are all that matters? Surely we 
know that life is more than 
this. Because we want and 
need a measure of material 
comfort does not mean we wish 
to identify as one who is driven 
by this goal.

We see many—often with 
very modest resources—prov
ing to be a blessing to their 
families and communities be
cause they have identified with 
helping to create a better life 
for all. Not only do we need to 
identify with our good and to 
do it well, we need to realize 
that others are identifying 
with us and our goals in ways 
that are helpful and encourag
ing.

Above all we know that God 
always identifies with us, that 
He helps us in every good



endeavor we make to improve 
ourself. We are assured that 
He loves us and stands with us. 
One of the greatest gifts He 
has given us is hope.

Because we are given hope 
we find it possible to look at 
our identifications in a new 
way. As we identify in a new 
way with our good we can say 
“this or something better,” for 
we know that God may have 
something different in store for 
us. If we have taken our part as 
a loving child would, it can be 
something more wonderful 
than we could have dreamed.

As we walk in the light that

comes from our new under
standing, we can recall the 
matchless words of Jesus when 
he said: “ I came that they 
might have life, and have it 
abundantly.”

Identifying with our good 
gives us a great cause for 
which to live, a way to identify 
well with our personal word, 
and a chance to help in the 
universe at large. It is so, for 
we know we do not labor alone. 
We will be learning that our 
greatest and ultimate identifi
cation will be when we identify 
in faith as a trusting child of 
God. ©

The Challenge of Loneliness
(Continued from page 32) 

often learn the most from cir
cumstances by which we are 
most challenged. What experi
ence could challenge our very 
importance and value more 
than loneliness when we feel 
unrecognized and unappreci
ated.

Loneliness can be a creative 
escape into a time of solitude 
when we crystallize the mean
ingfulness of human encounter. 
By being separate we hunger 
for the joy of achieving a union 
with others. When we once 
again immerse ourself in rela
tionships, the cherished quali
ty of intimacy is appreciated to 
a greater extent.

Taking for Granted

All of us at one time or 
another have taken for granted 
the love of someone else. In 
this “taking for granted” ac
tion we claim another’s love as 
our right and we forget that 
the expression of love is a gift 
given out of the beauty and 
goodness of another. In this 
“taking” experience we forget 
to give appreciation and 
thanksgiving, and often the 
flow becomes restricted.

Sometimes the opportunity 
to grow from loneliness is ig
nored when we do not fully 
understand the law of reciproc
ity in relationships. As we feel



lonely we often feel deprived 
and resentful. We grasp others 
making demands of their time 
and energy that they cannot 
freely meet. We forget that 
love is not rationed out and 
that the supply is endless, inex
haustible, and ever-bountiful, 
since human love is an expres
sion of the sustenance and 
essence of our God.

As with prosperity, the key 
to supply is to open ourself to 
unrestricted circulation. What 
we give will be returned, 
though maybe not from the 
recipient of our giving but 
through a channel selected by 
our divine guidance.

When we do not understand 
the reasons for a period of 
loneliness our lower self, out of 
fear and anxiety, hoards the 
good given us and restricts the 
flow. Hence, the fear of remain
ing alone reinforces the condi
tion we do not want.

One of the best ways to cope 
with loneliness as an oppor
tunity and then to move away 
from it is to give it up to the 
Christ within. In prayer and 
meditation we open ourself to 
imagining good flowing in and 
renewing our love connections 
with others. By dwelling upon 
our loneliness we attract it to 
us. We must visualize ourself 
as an open channel of giving 
and receiving, for the principle 
of reciprocity demands that the 
two cannot be separated and

remain in motion in our lives. 
It is well at times of loneliness 
to meditate upon the heart 
center to strengthen the vibra
tional current flowing out from 
this area. If this is done regu
larly we will find others at
tracted to the buildup of 
spiritual warmth and energy, 
and new relationships will be 
drawn to us.

When loneliness is manifest 
in our external reality it is 
important to recognize that 
this is often a temporary inter
val between stages of growth. 
Sometimes we must disconnect 
from the past and create a 
vacuum that will be filled in 
with new experiences. If we 
harbor the idea that this is a 
preliminary measure to free us 
from the past and direct us to 
our greater good, that is what 
will come to be realized. Our ex
perience will reflect what we 
nurture in consciousness.

Expectations

During times of loneliness we 
are released from the expecta
tions of others. We can use this 
time as an opportunity to rees
tablish and reengage our rela
tionship with our Source. 
There are no distractions to 
divert us from knowing His 
essence more deeply.

When we are lonely our ap
prehensions, insecurities, and 
fears leave us vulnerable, and



we must depend upon the 
strength within for support. 
When we are vulnerable we can 
identify with how a child deals 
in a world controlled by 
adults—He needs adult guid
ance to show him his way and 
to help him to survive and 
grow in a world he does not yet 
understand. “Ye must become 
as little children” could refer to 
our need to spiritually depend 
upon one stronger than we to 
protect and guide us during 
times of vulnerability when we 
feel too spiritually inexperi
enced and immature to cope 
with overwhelming circum
stances.

Sometimes we succumb to 
feelings of despair and hope
lessness when we are lonely for 
a prolonged period of time. We 
feel as though we cannot go on 
and we turn to God for help, 
maybe for the first time. This 
renunciation allows Spirit to be 
invited into our lives and is 
often the beginning of our 
spiritual rebirth. Once this 
renunciation is completed our 
Christ self is free to lead our 
way. The reason for our despair 
and loneliness is realized and 
we no longer need this experi
ence. We will find that as trust 
in the Divine increases, loneli
ness will fall away as one is 
used as an instrument of His 
service. Hence, new relation
ships emerge with others of 
similar consciousness whom

we are meant to be with.

Creative Challenge

A bout with loneliness then 
can be a creative challenge 
once we allow ourself to see the 
wisdom th a t can unfold 
through this experience. As 
death breeds new life and 
change promotes growth, so 
loneliness can be transformed 
into a challenge to learn more 
of our God, of ourself, and of 
loving others.

The challenge of separate
ness for me has contributed to 
my awareness of the need to 
write this article. The space 
created in my life has allowed 
me to recognize how I have 
been privileged to be taken 
aside as a solitary student to 
learn from the Master Teacher 
what I need to know and to 
share with others.

It is my hope that if you find 
yourself lonely at this time, 
this article will help comfort 
you and show you the meaning 
of your experience. Perhaps by 
fully realizing your loneliness 
you may find purpose in it and 
begin to regard it as a chal
lenge and opportunity for your 
development. Once you en
counter it in this way you will 
experience it in a different light 
and then find creative ways to 
move away from it to know 
again the joys of loving and 
being loved. 0



O k u  W a n  J  J ( ,new

By Katherine Peavy

This man I knew
heard only crashing thunder 

on a mountaintop 
And the shriek of winds 

through naked willows.

Deaf to hail clattering on bald ground 
and wind-whispered secrets 

in tops of somber pines 
His ear did not catch 

the tender breeze 
laying grass in trembling waves 

across a sea-green meadow 
Or mustard seed bursting 

from protective prisons.

Had he but listened
he might have heard the gentle fog 

creep softly from a restless sea 
or the silence of starred snowflakes 

Clothe a sleeping Earth.

Oh, had he but listened
He might have heard the voice of God!



B Y  AN N IE LA URIE VON TUNGELN

Imagination Contributes 
to Mental Health

MANY OF US FEEL embar
rassed if someone catches us or 
more often if we catch our
selves daydreaming even for a 
short time. Children have no 
such inhibitions. They spend 
much time in a make-believe 
world where they find enjoy
ment and a release for pent-up 
emotions. They play pretend 
games and have imaginary 
companions who become al
most as real as their flesh and 
blood friends. But surely this 
outreach into another world 
should not be the private do
main of children, for imagina
tion is an integral factor in the 
growth and self-development 
of people of all ages. Properly 
used, it contributes inesti
mably to mental health.

Selwyn James tells us that 
when he was seven and “al
ready a veteran non-believer in 
Santa Claus,” Sir Arthur

Conan Doyle, the creator of 
Sherlock Holmes, ushered him 
into “a magical world where 
fantasy is real, where every
thing is possible.” He clearly 
saw fairies and pixies as he and 
Sir Arthur sat on a bench sur
rounded by rhododendron 
bushes in the great man’s 
garden. He avers that part of 
him never came back from that 
world, for there he discovered 
“the limitless quality of the 
imagination.”

Imagination is limitless. Ac
cording to J . Bronowski, 
author of “Science and Human 
Values”: “The power that man 
has over nature and himself 
lies in his command of imagi
nary experience.” Back in 
1966, Dr. Bronowski main
tained that landing on the 
moon “would not be a technical 
but an imaginative triumph.” 
Although we could hardly deny



that that glorious event of July 
20, 1969 was a technical vic
tory of magnitude, it was cer
tainly a triumph of the imagi
nation also, for man had been 
dreaming for centuries—long 
before science fiction—of a trip 
to the moon.

Imagination has many uses. 
Let us consider some of the 
specific ways in which it con
tributes to life.

1. I t starts us on the road to 
creativity. Practically every
thing we do that is worth doing 
is done first in mind. Every 
masterpiece of literature, art, 
and music; every social or eco
nomic reform; and even more 
mundane things such as a sa
vory meal or a well-tailored 
suit originate in someone’s 
imagination.

The late scientist Wernher 
von Braun, known as Ameri
ca’s top missile expert, told an 
interviewer that he thought he 
had always daydreamed about 
space flight. When he was in

his early teens growing up in 
his native Germany, he used to 
slip off to an old World War I 
munitions dump to pick up odd 
parts which he used in his 
homemade rockets. He would 
try out the rockets in a field 
near his home. Imagining that 
he was sending “another von 
Braun Super Space Ship out to 
a far-away galaxy,’’ he would 
kneel at a safe distance and 
push the ignition button.

The rockets rose a short way 
into the air and fell back, little 
more than a burst of smoke and 
noise. But out of this imagin
ing came the creativity that 
enabled him to become the 
father of modern rocketry.

2. Imagination can result in 
an experience as well as a prod
uct. It is our imagining ability 
that enables us to set goals and 
plan constructively for the 
future. Through it we get a 
view of life’s options open to us 
and envision ourselves achiev
ing worthwhile things. It chal-
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lenges us to try out new situa
tions, explore new ideas, and 
improve our ways of relating to 
other people. No one can de
prive us of the inner world cre
ated by the mind.

3. Imagination helps us cope 
with living when the going 
gets rough. Through it we can 
escape from reality for a time, 
which is good provided it does 
not result in evading responsi
bility. It can change a dull or 
frightening situation into a 
tolerable or even a hopeful one.

It has sometimes meant san
ity and survival. Kay Boyle, 
writing in the NEA Journal, 
tells of a friend of hers, a 
French painter and Resistance 
fighter who, during World War 
II, escaped with a few other 
prisoners to a world of fantasy 
into which their jailers could 
not enter. In their imagination 
they would dress for dinner 
and enjoy a sumptuous meal in 
a favorite restaurant. Some
times they were distinguished 
diplomats; sometimes they 
were scientists, among whom 
was at least one Nobel prize 
winner; again, they were men 
of letters, quoting as many 
lines as they could remember 
from Homer, Dante, Milton, 
and Shakespeare. Their imagi
nary lives gave them the cour
age to go on living in a difficult 
world of reality.

4. Imagination can be a 
source of great joy. Just as

children call on their lively 
imaginations for companion
ship and self-entertainment, so 
adults can turn to the inner 
spirit to make life more abun
dant. Weary of war, a colonel in 
the Air Force remarked that he 
hoped someday to study the 
color of butterfly wings and 
perhaps take a flight on one.

A dear lady of my acquaint
ance says she is first cousin to 
the proverbial armchair trav
eler, for she is a wheelchair 
traveler. Although she cannot 
walk a step, she is a Marco 
Polo of first rank. She finds 
great pleasure not only in 
revisiting places she once en
joyed, which take on an added 
luster in her imagination; but, 
with the help of maps, books, 
and TV, she evolves travels to 
exotic places she has never 
seen and has spirited adven
tures she sometimes shares 
with friends.

5. Imagination enables us to 
carry on that most blessed of 
tasks, sharing our lives with 
others. The oft-quoted saying 
of the old Indian chief, “Never 
judge another person until you 
have walked in his moccasins 
for two weeks,” is good advice. 
We are able to perform to the 
maximum what Dr. Albert 
Schweitzer called, “ Your 
Second Job—Do Unto Oth
ers,” only when we can imagine 
ourself in their lives, sensing 
their weariness, problems, anx-



ious fears, uncertainties, and 
temptations as if they were our 
own. In the words of Glen 
Clark, “ Imagination, of all 
man’s faculties, is the most 
Godlike.”

Sharing the pleasures of the 
imagination can begin at an 
early age. A teacher friend of 
mine had a little girl in her 
second grade class whose imag
ination provided the child her
self as well as those about her 
great joy in her piano improvi
sations. One day when a super
visor visited the class, the 
teacher asked Mary if she 
would play the little tune she 
had composed the day before. 
Mary was crestfallen. “ I don't 
remember what I played,” she 
said. Then she brightened. 
“But I’ll make up something 
else.” She thought for a mo
ment and soon improvised a 
lovely melody.

“How do you do it?” the 
supervisor asked in admira
tion.

“ I don’t know what I do,” 
Mary answered shyly. “ It just 
comes out.”

Creative imagination, as in 
Mary’s case, may seem spon
taneous, something over which 
the possessor has no control. 
But, in reality, it can be cher
ished and developed.

Parents and teachers should 
encourage imagination in chil
dren because it brings them 
such keen delight and because

it is a prime source of creativ
ity that may benefit mankind 
in years to come.

We need also to cherish any 
spark of it we detect in ourself. 
We are all endowed, though in 
different degrees, with a 
capacity for imagination, but 
as we grow older, we are in
clined to become so matter-of- 
fact, so involved in the 
minutiae of living that we 
don’t give it half a chance. Let 
us welcome as a precious gift 
those rare moments we have 
free to devote to daydreaming 
and cultivating our inner 
resources.

A friend of mine manages to 
take a little vacation from time 
to time behind the closed door 
of her bedroom, away from her 
family and all the duties in
volved in caring for them. She 
doesn’t go through any par
ticular mental exercises; she 
just turns her mind loose and 
lets the silence penetrate her 
being. She says she always 
comes out refreshed and some
times develops a new concept 
of thinking or a new idea for 
creating—perhaps a design for 
her weaving, an artistic floral 
arrangement, or a recipe for a 
tasty dish.

An African proverb says, 
“The bird walks, but he has 
wings.” How often we trudge 
along on Earth when we might 
rise in spirit to magic heights 
of adventure and creativity! ©



From the Writings of Charles Fillmore

The Thankful Heart

GRATITUDE IS THE heart’s 
appreciation and response for 
some favor or good received or 
expected. When we quicken the 
heart we put into action all the 
emotions that tend to generos
ity, loyalty, and love. When 
love sits on the throne and 
moves her wand, all the other 
faculties give obeisance and 
acquiesce. “Ask of me whatso
ever thou wilt, and I will give it 
thee.”

Our motivating forces are a 
great mystery to the outward 
onlooker, but their interpreta
tion is simple to those who 
study the mind. “Stir up the 
gift of God, which is in thee.” 
That gift is the ability to be 
like God, to be the very Spirit 
of God manifest. “God is 
love.” Cultivate love and her 
attributes and you will open 
manifold doors to health, hap
piness, and prosperity.

Love accomplishes her ends 
easily. But persons who have 
always labored for what they 
get ignore love and strive hard 
and long for what love would 
quickly bring to them in re

sponse to thanksgiving and 
gratitude.

Normal persons naturally ex
press gratitude and thanks to 
those who do them a favor or 
give them the things they like, 
and we seldom meet one who is 
lacking in this respect. But 
how few there are who thus 
remember the Author of every
thing they desire and could not 
exist without.

“Oh that men would praise 
the Lord for his goodness, and 
for his wonderful works to the 
children of men!”

The “unspeakable gift” that 
God has given is life. The joy of 
living is beyond all words, and 
when we think deeply about 
life and how desolate we should 
be without it, we see it as 
beyond all description in 
thought or word. It is true 
there are periods when we 
would escape the pressure of 
events and soliloquize with 
Hamlet:

“O, that this too solid 
flesh would melt 

Thaw and resolve itself 
into a dew!



Or that the Everlasting 
had not fixed 

His canon ’gainst self
slaughter!”

However we never go so far 
as to wish for annihilation. We 
always look forward to appear
ing again wearing a different 
mask. Eternal life is the un
speakable gift to which we all 
aspire. So life being so pre
cious, we should seek in all 
ways to make a more intimate 
acquaintance with it and 
strengthen our hold on it and 
its hold on us.

It is quite the thing for peo
ple to thank God for saving 
them from some dangerous sit
uation, but after the danger 
has passed they lapse into the 
former state of mind in which 
the protective Spirit is ignored 
until another crisis arises. As 
the waves washed over the ship 
in a terrible storm an old lady 
went to the captain and asked 
if he thought they would 
w eather it. He replied , 
“Madam, we are now in the 
hands of God. Pray.” “Oh!” 
she exclaimed, “has it come to 
that!”

The question is often asked if 
we shall ever attain mastery of 
the storms and other convul
sions of nature. Jesus said, 
“Peace, be still,” and the wind 
and the waves were quieted. 
His promise was, “He that 
believeth on me, the works that 
I do shall he do also; and

greater works than these shall 
he do.” When we can quell our 
own brain storms, we will be 
well on the way to the harmo
nizing of the sky storms. By 
means of control of body 
through mind, we are poten
tially in control of the negative 
forces about us. The tornado is 
a vortex of cyclonic forces that 
is calm at its center. When we 
find and make spiritual union 
with the calm center within 
ourself, we can unify it with the 
energies of nature and they will 
obey. According to Genesis, 
this power, dominion, and au
thority is one of the gifts of 
God, but as in the case of all 
divine attributes, we must 
develop them and put them 
into action through the I AM. 
The Scripture says:

“ In all thy ways acknowl
edge him,

And he will direct thy 
paths.”

Life is filled with a multitude 
of little things in which we 
think God is not interested, so 
we get in the habit of doing 
most things without reference 
to the animating principle of all 
life. In order to set up constant 
contact with the source of our 
existence we should practice 
the presence of God by giving 
thanks for all the good that 
comes to us every day, instead 
of once a year.

In the year 1666 there was 
born in France a peasant,



Nicholas Herman, who, unedu
cated, crippled, and very crude 
mentally, was taken into a 
Carmelite monastery. He was 
put to the most menial tasks, 
but God became to him a com
panion, counselor, and guide. 
The results were noted by a 
churchman, and today we have 
the experiences of Nicholas 
Herman in a little book. “The 
Practice of the Presence of 
G od.” Nicholas Herman, 
known as "Brother Lawrence,’’ 
says, “The time of business 
does not with me differ from

the time of prayer; and in the 
noise and clatter of my kitchen, 
while several persons at the 
same time are calling for dif
ferent things, I possess God in 
as great tranquillity, as if I 
were upon my knees at the 
blessed sacrament.’’

He became a trusted member 
of the monastic order and was 
sent to distant cities for sup
plies. He greatly disliked the 
work because, being lame, he 
could not walk on a tossing 
ship. But he thanked God and 
found he could go about by roll-
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ing over the casks. He demon
strated that by thanking God 
for a way out of every situation 
some door would open. Thus he 
was successful in everything he 
undertook.

Apparently this humble 
monk had nothing to make him 
famous, yet through his exam
ple thousands have been led to 
prayer and quiet devotion. 
Jesus admonished, “Let your 
light shine before men; that 
they may see your good works, 
and glorify your father who is 
in heaven.”

The little drops of water and 
the little grains of sand are 
subject to laws identical with 
those that govern the sun, 
moon, and stars. So the little 
person has access to the cre
ative principles of life and can 
freely tap the same reservoir 
that has made all the big 
people. “God is no respecter of 
persons.”

Be thankful for every bless
ing that you gain and as deeply 
grateful for every demonstra
tion as for an unexpected trea
sure dropped into your lap. 
This will keep your heart fresh; 
for true thanksgiving may be 
likened to rain falling upon 
ready soil, refreshing it and in
creasing its productiveness. 
When Jesus had only a small 
supply He gave thanks for the 
little He had. This increased 
that little into such an abun
dance that a multitude was

satisfied with food and much 
was left over. Blessing has not 
lost its power since the time 
Jesus used it. Try it and you 
will prove its efficacy. The 
same power of multiplication is 
in it today. Praise and thanks
giving impart the quickening 
spiritual power that produces 
growth and increase in all 
things.

“ In nothing be anxious; but 
in everything by prayer and 
supplication with thanksgiving 
let your requests be made 
known unto God.”

In war times we hear much 
about “booby traps” which 
contain explosives and are 
dangerous. The “booby traps” 
of mind are anxious thoughts, 
which render impotent the 
prayer before it reaches its 
goal. Both Jesus and Paul 
warned against anxiety. “Be 
not anxious,” said Jesus, 
“what ye shall eat, or what ye 
shall drink,” “or what ye shall 
put on.”

Anxiety about future needs 
undermines the prayers of 
many sincere Christians, and 
they do not know of the hidden 
cause when their prayers are 
fruitless. The race thought is 
so saturated with preparations 
for what may come to pass in 
the future that anxiety has 
crystallized into commercial 
security institutions, which 
guarantee to take care of the 
many want bugaboos.



The new race that is now be
ing born on this planet will 
develop these unused resources 
of the mind by prayer and 
thanksgiving and bring to the 
surface the riches of both the 
subconscious and the super
conscious realms. As William 
James once said: “Compared 
with what we ought to be, we 
are only half awake. We are 
making use of only a small part 
of our mental and physical 
resources. Stating the thing 
broadly, the human individual 
thus far lives far within his 
limits. He possesses powers of 
various sorts which he habitu
ally fails to use.”

Those who have followed 
Jesus even a little way in the 
regeneration of mind and body 
will testify to the truth of what 
the eminent professor said: 
“We are making use of only a 
small part of our mental and 
physical resources.” We have 
found that we not only have 
unknown and unused mental 
and physical resources but, as 
Jesus taught, that we have the 
very kingdom of God within 
us. We all need more of the 
discipline of prayer, even 
prayer without ceasing, as 
Paul advised. Then we need 
more zeal and enthusiasm in 
laying hold of divine Principle, 
from which we may continually 
draw intelligence and power to 
meet every demand made upon 
us. ®

ILLUMINATION- Prayer should 
be a jubilant thanksgiving instead 
of a supplication. This method of 
prayer quickens the mind miracu
lously. It draws out the spiritual 
qualities of wisdom, love, and 
good judgment.

I rejoice, certain that God 
is my divine guidance.

HEALING — God is life. When we 
worship God in the life conscious
ness, that is, in Spirit, we are at 
once vitalized. We must touch the 
inner current and joyfully declare 
that we live in a sea of abundant, 
omnipresent, eternal life. We give 
praise to God for this knowledge.

I rejoice, confident that 
God is my health and 

vitality.

P R O S P E R I T Y - Spi r i tual i ty 
(prayer and praise) is one of the 
foundation faculties of the mind, 
and one of its offices is to aggre
gate divine ideas. Thus, prayer ac
cumulates spiritual substance 
which, when manifested, brings 
an affluence of everything neces
sary to our highest expression.

I rejoice, knowing that 
God provides abundant 
supply for all my needs.



O N E

B L O W

A T  A  T im E
B Y

NAOMI H ARRIS HESCHONG

THE STORMS HAD been 
fierce and violent. For ten days 
Southern California had been 
beaten by devastating rains. 
During this time, if the down
pour seemed to let up a little, 
we sighed. We knew it was just 
a “breather” before the next 
storm would arrive to pelt us.

The saturated earth of the 
hillsides gave way, and mas
sive mud slides covered high
ways. Homes slid and trees 
grown weary of the weight of 
unrelenting rain toppled onto 
rooftops and cars. Traveling 
was difficult and dangerous

and those of us who could 
accepted the sanctuary of our 
homes with thanksgiving.

So it was on the first clear 
morning after the storms, 
streets and sidewalks still wet 
from the rains, with pools of 
water reflecting patches of blue 
sky polka-dotted with gray 
rain clouds moving on, that I 
went for my first morning walk 
in more than two weeks.

A walk at six o’clock in the 
morning is a habit I formed 
long ago. It sets the tone for 
the day. I had sorely missed 
this time of quiet that is mine;



therefore, I was more grateful 
than usual for my walk to 
witness the changes in the 
neighborhood, to hear the call 
of the morning doves and view 
a flock of sea gulls flown too far 
inland but sailing high and free 
against the clearing skies. The 
storm had passed.

I took an old familiar route. 
No sidewalks here. I walked to 
the far right on the paved 
asphalt streets, dodging mud 
puddles. At that early hour I 
rarely see a moving car. I do 
see construction men in their 
trucks, on their way to a job 
site. I had begun to love to 
watch the progress of a new 
house being built.

When I had started my 
walks along these streets a few 
months before, a vacant, weed- 
covered lot looked out of place 
between two handsome, com
manding houses. It seemed for
lorn. Now an expensive, two- 
and-a-half story English Tudor 
house occupied the space where 
the weeds had grown. I stood 
and looked at the house. The 
"yard” was a sea of mud; the 
leaded windows were dirty and 
rain-splashed. No one lived in 
the house yet. Final detailing 
and decoration had not been 
completed. However, in the few 
moments I stood there, I 
visualized the yard planted, 
groomed, and landscaped. I 
saw draperies at the windows, 
the dining room table set for

dinner, and a fire in the living 
room fireplace. I saw a bicycle 
and a skateboard on the 
driveway, and heard music 
coming from an upstairs win
dow. No other person was on 
the street. As I stood in front 
of the vacant house, I believe 
my lips smiled at what my 
inner eyes were seeing. I 
turned to continue my walk, 
and realized my heart was 
smiling too.

Silence, Nature

Somewhere along life’s walks 
I had learned to seek God in 
silence and in nature. My medi
tation and prayer times were 
different. My walking time 
became my listening time. I did 
not use this time to think 
things out. I just let thoughts 
run through my mind and find 
their own home. In the vernac
ular of the youth of the sixties, 
I walk and "put my head to
gether.” This morning my head 
"came together” with remark
able speed.

The weeded lot had been 
measured, graded, and leveled. 
A rough framework for the 
base of the house had been out
lined. Footings had been laid, 
and supporting beams estab
lished. The architect and the 
builder knew what they were 
doing. As the building was 
being framed, carpenters 
worked, delivering one blow at



a time. No single piece of wood, 
no single nail told the story of 
the ultimate outcome of the 
design of the house. Yet I knew 
that somewhere blueprints and 
an artist’s rendering would 
have allowed me to view the 
proposed finished product. I 
was not privileged to these; I 
had only watched the day by 
day progress of the house as I 
took my early morning walks, 
guessing what the ultimate 
design would be.

How, I wondered, had I 
missed this analogy as I was 
raising my children? Moments 
of concern never left me as I 
watched my two lively, bright 
boys, full of fun and pranks, 
and my beautiful, delicate, 
sensitive daughter grow to 
adulthood. I should have 
known that someone held the 
master plan and I was elected 
to measure and grade the land, 
place the footings in the proper 
places, erect the supporting 
beams and frame up the build
ings. I should have known the 
whole design does not appear 
miraculously, but is built with 
one blow at a time. If I could 
have remembered, I might 
have been a calmer, less anx
ious mother.

Now as I walked, aware of 
the glistening drops of water 
on bushes and trees, I realized 
that in the process of raising 
children, one blow at a time 
had often been delivered to me

by an ever-loving Father.
I had faith in a loving God, 

even from my very young 
years; but somehow in the trau
matic years of raising children, 
followed by the upsetting years 
of the sixties, there were times 
when I panicked and almost 
forgot.

We were a breed apart, we 
parents who had children in 
high school and college in the 
sixties, just as the young peo
ple themselves were. How 
often I called Silent Unity 
during those years, knowing I 
would find confirmation and 
strengthening in a belief I 
wanted to hold, but found 
faltering and shaky. Young 
people were leaving home, leav
ing school, hitchhiking the 
h ighw ays w ith unknown 
companions, feeling compelled 
to break rules and regulations 
that most of their parents 
relied on.

Call to Silent Unity

My second lad left home, 
came back for a bit, entered 
school, and left again. Each 
time I saw him go, my heart 
would break a little and 
another call would be placed to 
Silent Unity for his protection. 
I attempted to hold to my 
faith, but often asked God, 
“Why?” Now I know, God was 
delivering one blow at a time. 
He was building my house of



faith and helping me to 
strengthen my children, but I 
did not know it then.

The years were painful, and I 
often walked alone on the 
beach alternately praying and 
despairing. I wanted to see the 
whole design, but the time had 
not yet come. I had a favorite 
spot to which I would some
times drive; it was high on a 
hill. I parked the car, got out, 
and addressed the valley below 
and the mountains in the dis
tance. Here, I was alone. I 
could pray aloud asking God to 
carry my prayers as far as I 
could see and beyond. Many 
times I did not know how far 
my prayers had to reach. So it 
was when I went there one 
week after my lad had left 
home again. He had taken his 
backpack, meager supplies, 
little money, and left with the 
statement that he was going to 
visit his sister who was a stu
dent at the University in 
Berkeley, California.

It was late evening, the sun 
was sinking behind the moun
tains, and with a lighter heart I 
would have stood in awe at the 
spectacular beauty. But a week 
had passed and Eric had not 
arrived at his sister’s apart
ment, a journey which should 
require no more than a couple 
of days even when hitchhiking. 
The rains had come, the earth 
was soggy and damp and sleep
ing outdoors was uncomfort

able. In the sixties, “out there” I 
somewhere were the people 
peddling dangerous drugs, 
preying on the young and un
sophisticated. My concern was 
heightened because I had just 
served as a juror on a trial that 
involved a nineteen-year-old 
minister’s son who had killed a 
man while under the influence 
of drugs.

I stood looking at the moun
tains and prayed as I had not 
prayed in a long while. “Eric, 
come home. Eric, come home. 
God, help him hear my plea. He 
needs more nurturing and a 
little more growing before he is 
ready to face the world alone.
We love him, help us help him 
grow in strength and under
standing. Eric, come home.” 
The sun was gone. The 
shadows came. Tears dimmed 
my eyes. “Hear my prayer, 
God,” I said as I turned to get 
into the car. I felt so helpless. 
Eric was a strong youth, but 
there was still some learning to 
be accomplished. I could not 
hold him back from his esca
pades, but I wanted something 
better for him. I felt I had 
failed as a mother.

I drove home. It was dinner 
time; the house was empty. I 
could not think of food prepa
ration. I called Silent Unity 
and a calm voice assured me 
that, “Wherever Eric is, God 
is.” My husband came home. 
Together we decided to drive to



the police station to fill out a 
missing person’s report. The 
evening had given way to 
night; stars had gone into 
hiding and clouds were threat
ening.

We had to wait a long while 
at the police station. We were 
not the only parents with a 
child on the highways. We 
filled out the required forms, 
and with little sympathy and 
no encouragement from the 
officers, we left. My husband 
suggested we stop for a snack. 
We ate in silence. Gloom 
coupled with anxiety rode with 
us in our journey home.

Terrible Trick?

I had gone up to my hill to 
pray at about five-thirty in the 
evening; it was now ten o’clock. 
We entered the house with 
heavy hearts, walked through 
the kitchen, the dining room, 
and into the living room. How 
bleak a house seems when one 
you love is not there. Then sud
denly (I did not believe my 
ears; surely it was some kind 
of terrible trick), I heard—or 
thought I heard—the soft 
strains of a guitar. I must be 
hallucinating—I wanted Eric 
home and safe so badly that I 
could hear him playing his 
guitar. I went to his room, and 
there he sat, on his bed, 
smiling, happy, playing his 
guitar. He looked up and said,

“Hi, Mom.”
Rides North had not come. 

He had gotten only about a 
hundred miles from home and 
Berkeley is almost five hun
dred. He had camped out, but 
the rain had made the ground 
and his backpack soggy. His 
rations were gone, and at the 
very moment I was on the hill 
praying for him to come home, 
he saw a bus on the highway 
headed for home. He counted 
his coins, decided he had just 
enough money, walked to the 
nearest bus station and board
ed the next bus for home.

God had delivered another 
single blow to a nail in my 
house of faith. He really hit 
that one hard, because the 
timing was almost unbeliev
able.

This morning as I walked so 
many other “blows” began to 
race through my mind. I won
dered how I could ever have 
doubted the grace, the ever- 
loving kindness of a divine, om
nipotent Being.

I turned on to the street 
where orange trees were laden 
and spilling their ripened fruit 
on the ground and suddenly I 
remembered the Sunday morn
ing Lisa was lost.

Lisa had gone “over a hill” to 
ride with a friend. She was only 
eight years old and the horse 
was certainly too large for her. 
We had not wanted to get her a 
horse yet, but Lisa had pleaded



and pleaded and at length we 
purchased Cheyenne, a large 
but gentle horse, and we felt 
she would be safe with him. We 
lived in an area where many 
people had horses and Lisa had 
many friends with whom she 
liked to ride.

This particular morning Lisa 
had gone off to ride with her 
good friend Dale, whose family 
owned six horses. We gave 
Lisa our blessings and asked 
her to be home in an hour. The 
hour came and went, two hours 
went by. I called Dale and her 
message upset me.

“Oh, isn’t Lisa home yet? 
She left here an hour ago!”

I tried to be reasonable and 
rational. Lisa loved horses, and 
even at eight she was an 
accomplished rider. Perhaps 
she had decided to take her new 
horse on a fast gallop through 
an open field. Surely she would 
be home soon.

Three hours past and panic 
set in. She had not eaten break
fast, so I knew she was hungry. 
We lived in a part of California 
where the terrain was rough, in 
the valleys the only vegetation 
was sagebrush, and the land 
was infested with ra ttle  
snakes.

Search Begins

My husband and I got into 
the car and circled the roads on 
top of the hills, straining our

eyes, searching for anything 
that looked like a child and a 
horse. Nothing.

We had an overnight guest, 
so we went home to get another 
car. My husband left in one car, 
our guest in another, each in 
different directions, to circle 
the area again.

I stood alone in the kitchen, 
and then I called Silent Unity 
and asked for their prayers for 
protection of our daughter and 
help in locating her; then I 
walked to her friend’s house. 
On the way I stopped any per
son I saw to ask if a little girl 
on a horse had been seen. No 
one had seen her. I met some 
men on horseback, and asked 
them to look for her on the 
trails.

Lisa had left about eight 
o’clock in the morning for an 
hour’s ride. It was now after 
two in the afternoon, and no 
one had seen her. She was so 
tiny, such a little girl for her 
eight years. Our neighbors 
were alerted and a neighbor
hood search was conducted. No 
Lisa.

Then a man on horseback, a 
stranger, informed me that the 
sheriff had a posse of men he 
could call for just such pur
poses.

I called the sheriff and within 
half an hour sixteen men on 
horseback were gathered in our 
driveway. We gave them a 
description of Cheyenne and



then, trembling, I showed them 
a picture of Lisa. It was a 
somber sight, the controlled 
but grave men on horseback, 
the black and white sheriff’s 
car in the driveway, and for me, 
the helpless feeling. Yes, I 
believed God was taking care 
of her, sort of. I had called 
Silent Unity and believed their 
prayers were protecting her, 
and yet I was terrified.

I handed the leader of the 
posse Lisa’s picture and turned 
to go into the house, when I 
saw the tiny, pony-tailed, 
d irty , blue-jeaned figure 
coming over the embankment 
to our front yard. I stood, tears 
streaming down my face, and 
then rushed to gather Lisa into 
my arms.

She was pale, tired, but un
whimpering until I lifted her 
off her feet and hugged her; 
then she burst into tears and 
clung to my neck so fiercely her 
fingernails bit into my skin. All 
she could say was, “Mommy, 
Mommy, Mommy.’’

Thank You, God

I suppose my husband 
thanked and dismissed the 
sheriff’s posse. I could only 
say, “Thank You, God."

I ran a tub of warm water, 
undressed Lisa, and put her 
into it. She had not stopped 
sobbing, but now as I rubbed 
her back she began to calm

down and repeat over and over, 
“ I was so tired. I knew God 
was helping me, but I was so 
tired!’’

After a supper of warm soup 
and some crackers, she told us 
what had happened. Cheyenne 
was new to her. We had pur
chased him from a family a few 
miles away on the other side of 
the hill. When Lisa left the 
corral at her friend’s house, the 
horse had obeyed her first com
mands; but then at a given fork 
in the trail, he had raced 
toward his former home. With 
great effort Lisa was able to 
control and turn him around, 
but she had lost the direct path 
home.

The trail led to the base of a 
hill where a small stream ran. 
The stream was covered with a 
couple of planks. Cheyenne 
would not cross the planks. 
Lisa knew the danger she was 
in. She was alone in rattlesnake 
territory. If she got off her 
horse there was no way she 
could rem ount him, but 
Cheyenne would not move. At 
length she slid over his side to 
the ground, and with the reins 
in her hand this tiny little girl 
had force-led the big horse over 
the planks. Now there was no 
way to get home except to 
cautiously lead him, wending 
her way through the sagebrush 
always looking and listening 
for the ever-present danger of 
the rattler. At last she found a



clearing that led to a road 
several miles from home. Tired 
and hungry, and with arms 
that were aching, she led her 
horse home. She had taken him 
to the stable; and while the 
sheriff’s posse was gathering 
on our driveway Lisa had been 
brushing down her horse, 
feeding and watering him. 
Cheyenne had been stubborn 
but Lisa’s love and concern for 
him did not falter.

By evening, as I grew calm, I 
knew that only God could have 
protected her and given this 
mite of a child the strength to 
do what she had to do. Another 
firm blow had been delivered to 
a nail in my house of faith.

In the years it takes to raise 
three children, all was not 
drama and every day did not 
bring a crisis. Many days were 
full of laughter and fun and 
song. We had the normal 
amount of cuts and bruises, 
high fevers, and minor opera
tions. Often I had turned to 
Silent Unity.

However, there is one more 
“blow” I would like to share.

Our eldest son was about 
aighteen and had spent the 
summer in Ohio working with 
friends. He was on his way 
aack to California to home and 
school. He was driving his 
father’s old station wagon, 
•egistered in his dad’s name, 
md he had a companion to ride 
nost of the way with him. He

got into the western states and 
decided to visit a friend at the 
University of Oregon before he 
came home. His riding compan
ion did not go with him. In 
Oregon, he discovered his 
friend had gone home for the 
week and our son knew no one 
else in town. He found a space 
in the campus parking lot and 
slept in the car. The next eve
ning he decided to go to an 
open-air youth concert on the 
campus grounds.

The morning after the con
cert our son telephoned us. His 
wallet had been lost or stolen 
at the concert. Could we send 
him money? I felt this was a bit 
of a problem. We could wire 
money to him, but how could 
he identify himself? He had 
nothing to prove who he was. 
Finally it was decided we 
would send money to the 
postmaster at a specified post 
office; we would enclose a pic
ture and description of our son 
and hope the funds would be 
available to him.

It was Sunday. I wrote the 
letter, enclosed the picture, 
sealed the envelope, and waited 
until Monday morning to get 
to our post office. I knew I 
would have to go to the bank 
first and get cash so the post 
office would honor the funds 
immediately.

In the meantime I told God 
my story. Our son needed 
funds. I prayed for “a little



miracle here.” I knew he not 
only needed funds; but he 
needed identification if he was 
to drive the car, registered in 
his dad’s name, the thousand 
or so miles it would take for 
him to reach home.

Monday morning I dressed 
and was ready to leave for the 
bank when the telephone rang.

Strange Coincidence

‘‘Mom, you won’t believe this, 
but you know what happened 
this morning? I hitchhiked 
across town to the police sta
tion to tell them what hap
pened to my wallet and to try 
to get some kind of temporary 
driving permit. They said it 
would take a couple of days for 
the permit so I hitchhiked back 
across town. I was standing on 
this corner hitching when I saw 
a white van in the left-hand 
lane. They saw me, and I don’t 
know how or why they did it, 
because it wasn’t easy, but 
they managed to get into the 
right-hand lane and pull over to 
the corner and pick me up. 
There were about eight people 
in the van so I climbed into the 
back and sat on the floor. They 
all seemed like nice people and 
they asked me where I was go
ing. Then they asked me where 
I was from. I said, ‘California.’ 
Next the driver asked me my 
name. I said, ‘Kurt Heschong,’ 
and they all screamed, ‘Kurt

Heschong! We have your wal
let.’ Somebody had found it on 
the grass at the concert. They 
decided not to send it to 
California because the owner 
would need his driver’s license, 
and they had not yet turned it 
over to the police. Can you 
believe that?”

What could I say? Of course 
I believed it. Hadn’t I prayed 
for ‘‘a little miracle here?” A 
little miracle had taken place. 
Should I doubt the grace that 
protected us? What were the 
odds that, at that particular 
moment, Kurt would be stand
ing on that particular corner, 
when that particular vehicle, 
carrying those particular 
young people would veer from 
a left-hand lane into a right- 
hand lane so they could stop 
and give someone they had 
never seen before ‘‘a lift” to an 
unknown destination?

I turned the corner onto my 
street and realized this particu
lar incident had been like a lit
tle decoration added to my 
house of faith.

My steps were nearing home 
but my mind raced with othei 
times and other places, more 
evidence than I now had time 
to recount. How many timee 
God had delivered His one 
blow at a time.

A curious thought crossec 
my mind as I walked down the 
path to my house. While I waf 
attempting to help my childrer



understand and grow in faith, 
God was helping me to build 
my own house of faith, and He 
always did it with one blow at a 
time.

Postscript

The children? They are 
grown now. Our sons are en
gaged in professions of their 
choosing, and as I completed 
this article, our daughter called 
from Cambridge, Massachu
setts. She was ecstatic. She 
had just completed the last bit 
of work for her Masters Degree

in architecture.
My heart smiled. I had a lot 

to learn while raising my chil
dren, but now I know the 
master plan was in good hands. 
As for me, I know I am still 
“under construction.” The 
building is not complete, and 
when it is done there will still 
be some detailing and interior 
decoration that will need atten
tion. I am grateful for each 
time a blow was delivered to 
my house of faith and all the 
times I received one blow at a 
time.
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Share
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OF
CHRISTMAS

with your friends!
Christmas is a time of joyous sounds. Music, laughter, and 

cheerful shouts of “Merry Christmas” ring throughout the 
world. Unity’s 1979 Christmas Greeting Booklet, JOYFUL 
SOUNDS OF CHRISTMAS, captures the essence of glad 
Christmas tidings in twenty-four pages of prose, poetry, and 
color photographs.

Experience the joy of Christmas giving and delight your 
friends by sending them Unity Christmas Greeting Booklets. 
You get fifteen booklets with envelopes, in one package, for just 
34. Any additional packages of fifteen on the same order cost 
anly g3 each. An assortment package containing five copies of 
TOYFUL SOUNDS OF CHRISTMAS and five copies each of two 
previously published favorites,The Song of Christmas and 
fidings of Great Jov is available for the same prices.

To receive your Greeting Booklets in time for Christmas, 
>rder them today from:

LNTCd' U nity  V illage, M issou ri 6 4 0 6 5



"Li’ffei.s to tl\e 'Etlitot
Thank you for the wonderful 

June 1979 issue of UNITY Maga
zine. I would like to comment on 
James Dillet Freeman’s “A Mes
sage from Silent Unity.” The Holy 
Spirit led me to read this brief arti
cle three times. It was definitely 
written in a positive vein stressing 
what Unity believes in: the abiding 
love of God and a better way of 
life for mankind. Next, I wish to 
share my delight in knowing who 
Dr. H. Emilie Cady was. This arti
cle was an answer to many 
months of prayer. Rev. Mary 
Hinkle’s “Unity Is So Comfort
able" expressed a very new and 
beautiful idea on the holy Com
forter. What an unusual aspect of 
our Lord has been shown in this 
article! One final comment on 
“Tara.” To date, I haven’t seen 
such an understanding of the tran
sition from this world to the next. 
May that young mother receive a 
rich blessing for the gift of sharing 
her little daughter with Unity’s 
readers. My thanks again, UNITY 
Magazine, for sharing God’s love 
and divine goodness. —P.C.P., 
Louisiana.

©

The article by Wayne Manning 
in the April 1979 issue of UNITY

Magazine is inspirational. I am 
saving it for further study. Hope 
we hear more from him. — 
A.L.G., New York.

0
UNITY Magazine has been a 

joy this year with the color covers 
of Unity Village. Your covers have 
always been beautiful, but I really 
like the present ones . —Mrs. 
G.W., Ohio.

0

I would like to sincerely compli
ment you on your fine June 1979 
issue of UNITY Magazine. It is dif
ficult, however, to praise any par
ticular issue as 1 think all issues are 
winners! 1 especially liked “The 
End Days” by Doris Grosh, which 
I regard as a spiritual masterpiece. 
After a careful reading of the au
thor’s views and reflecting upon 
them, I cannot help but feel I 
would like to share with her that 
feeling of future glory as she looks 
ahead and thus envisions that final 
destiny of all mankind. I feel great
ly indebted to Unity for bringing 
me this comforting message which 
I treasure, and also for this rare 
hope and glimpse into the future, 
however distant that time may 
be .—J.A.E., Michigan.



It would be impossible to 
find anyone who loves 
Christmas more than James 
Dillet Freeman, or anyone 
who has written more about 
it.

For Christmas—

James D illet Freem an’s book

ONCE 
UPON A 

CHRISTMAS
• Now you can read his delightful, imaginative Christmas stories 
in ONCE UPON A CHRISTMAS. This is a beautiful book, with 
lovely four-color illustrations by Evan Lattimer. But more than 
that, it is the essence o f Christmas! To read these stories is to fall 
under the spell o f Christmas, to become a part o f the Freeman 
Christmas magic that makes Christmas not a season but a miracle 
of love and wonder.

Order your book (or books! now 
in time for Christmas reading and 
Christmas giving. It is a book that 
all ages will enjoy; it is a book you 
will treasure and make a part of 
your Christmas tradition. Use the 
handy order form on the flap. 
Price $5.95.
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By Albert Abdulky

Snow drifting in 
the still night.
Soft light spilling 
on shrouded tile. 
Breaking snow whispers 
from the roof, 
a silver spray of 
falling stars 
lights my path.
The reaching world 
through shimmering cold 
comes into the room of 
twelve long lights 

that touch 
the Earth, 

into the love 
that warms the 
heart and 
circumvolves with 
golden threads 
the weary soul.
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