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VIEW FROM 
UNITY VILLAGE

For the past twelve months UNITY Magazine has presented 
special articles and poetry commemorating Unity School’s 90th 
anniversary. The response to articles by Ernest C. Wilson about 
Unity pioneers has been heartwarming. The beautiful covers of 
Unity scenes by Nancy Duell have been framed by countless 
numbers of people who have told us how much they enjoy her 
creativity. Articles by ministers have related the past, present, 
and future of Unity's ministerial outreach. Poems by Albert 
Abdulky and Verle Bell have touched many hearts.

Perhaps it is appropriate that we end the special issues with 
another Christmas story by Unity’s most beloved author, James 
Dillet Freeman. His contribution is entitled “The Christmas 
Star.” All of us in the Editorial department believe it is his best 
Christmas fable yet. Betty Chaisson has illustrated the article in 
her usual sensitive and loving manner. Freeman’s earlier fables, 
also published in UNITY Magazine, have been compiled into a 
book entitled Once Upon A Christmas. When it was issued last 
season it sold out almost immediately and another large print 
order was necessary to meet the demands.

Wilson’s article in this issue is entitled “Great Women of 
Unity.” It starts on page nineteen. Ministers with “Views from 
the Field” this month are C. Thomas Sikking of Portland, 
Oregon; Miki L. Bowen of San Jose, California; and J. Sig 
Paulson of Houston, Texas.

Articles with a Christmas theme include “A Gift-Wrapped 
Memory” by Dorothy DuNard; “ I t’s the Little Things” by Ann 
Marie Martin; “Angel Tears” by Charles Day; “Merry 
Christmas—with Love” by Christine Scott Boaz; “Appointment 
with Life” by Mark Yarnell; and “Christmas—Its Scientific 
Meaning” by Charles Fillmore.

In God’s love,



The
Christmas

Stan*
B Y JAM ES DILLET FREEMAN

HAVEN’T YOU often won
dered about the star that shone 
at the first Christmas? It has 
always been a mystery. No 
record comes down to us from 
the astronomers of the time, 
which is unusual, since astron
omers are famous for keeping 
records!

Astronomers since have 
made many guesses as to what 
it might have been. But astron
omers have limited notions 
about the nature of stars; they 
depend on their telescopes and 
computations, and so they 
usually think of stars in terms 
of celestial mechanics. The an
cients, I believe, though they 
had far fewer facts, were closer 
to the truth; they believed the 
stars were celestial beings.

When the time drew near for 
the wonderful birth in Bethle
hem to occur, there was much 
excitement in the heavens. 
This event had been antici
pated for a long time and it was 
important that everything

about it should be right, so 
many preparations had to be 
made.

Weeks before Joseph and 
Mary set out for Bethlehem, 
the angel Gabriel was traveling 
through space on a special mis
sion. He was seeking a star.

The heavenly committee in 
charge of arrangements for the 
event had made an elaborate 
study of extraordinary occur
rences and had discovered that 
usually they were marked by 
unusual celestial phenomena.

A Special Star

So they had decided that the 
birth should be heralded by— 
among other things—a special 
star. The star was to move 
through the sky and mark the 
place where the baby was born, 
above which it would shine in 
unequaled splendor.

The committee had thought 
to decree which star would take 
part, but God had said, “No, in





view of the nature of the 
event—the birth of Love in 
human form—no one should be 
forced to take part.” So the 
angel Gabriel, who—as you 
know if you have read your 
Bible—had made most of the 
arrangements from the begin
ning, was sent out to find a star 
that could fill such an illus
trious role.

I am sure Gabriel expected 
the first star he approached, 
overwhelmed by the offer, to 
stammer out its starry-eyed ac
ceptance. It would seem that 
any star would have been 
happy to be chosen for such a 
unique honor. But I don’t think 
Gabriel had thought how much 
was being asked of this star.

Almost everything in the 
world lives off the energy of 
something else. For instance, if 
we want light, we burn coal or 
oil, which we have because 
creatures that lived millions of 
years ago died and obligingly 
turned into coal and oil that we 
can use today.

But with stars this is not the 
way it is. A star gets nothing 
from anything; it has only it
self to give—its own energy, its 
own substance. And when it 
has consumed all its energy 
and substance, whether that 
takes a long time as with most 
stars or a short time, as with a 
nova flaring across space, a 
star dies.

Scientists, pulling down

their chins and frowning 
through their spectacles, 
assign them with many “har
rumphs” and “ahems” to such 
uninviting fates as “black 
holes.” And who, whether you 
were a star or not, would like to 
think of becoming a black hole?

So when Gabriel asked a star 
to burn as brightly as it could, 
consuming all its substance 
and energy in a few shining 
nights, it was natural for the 
star to want to give the request 
thought.

Sirius Is Asked

Gabriel went first to Sirius, 
the Dog Star, since Sirius is 
already the brightest star in 
the sky. Ah, what a glorious 
spectacle he will make when he 
extends himself to the utmost! 
he thought, and he explained to 
the star what would be ex
pected of him. “Since you are 
the brightest star in the sky,”



he said, “ I thought you de
served this great honor.”

“You are right about one 
thing,” said Sirius, “ I do 
deserve the honor. I say this in 
all humility, of course. But 
first let me get clear just what 
it is I am supposed to do.”

“Of course, of course,” said 
Gabriel.

“ I am to make my way 
across the sky till I get over 
Bethlehem and there I am to 
burn as brightly as I possibly 
can, for how long did you say?” 

“About thirty days,” said 
Gabriel.

“ I am to pour out every bit of 
radiance I have?”

“Exactly, exactly,” said the 
angel. “You will be an un
equaled effulgence!” 

“Unequaled effulgence. That 
is an angelic way of saying I 
am to become a nova, isn’t it?” 

“Must we think in such 
terms?” said Gabriel.

“You may not, but I have 
to,” said the star. “ I would 
make a spectacular nova, there 
is no doubt, and some day I 
suppose I shall, since such is 
the usual end of stars. But let’s 
see. I am now about three 
billion years old, give or take a 
few million.”

“A marvelous age,” said the 
angel.

“Yes, a very delightful one. 
But in the natural course of 
things, how long would you say 
it would be before I would

reach my nova stage?”
“I ’d have to consult our com

puters to give you an accurate 
estimate.”

“You don’t need to do that,” 
said Sirius. “ I know. My 
natural life expectancy is about 
400 million million years, give 
or take a few million.” 

“Something like that, I 
believe,” agreed the angel.

“And if I play the role you 
propose for me, I will have 
lived out my life in—how long 
is it you said I am supposed to 
shine? Perhaps a month?”

The angel nodded.
“Ah, yes, one month and 400 

million million years. We’re not 
talking about the same thing, 
are we?”

“But you would shine with 
unequaled effulgence. You 
would shine as no star has ever 
shone before!”

Comet Is Suggested

“But also I would shine for 
one month as compared with 
four hundred million million 
years. I say, wouldn’t you 
angel chaps prefer a comet? 
Aren’t they the usual thing to 
mark events like this?”

“We’ve thought about com
ets,” said the angel testily. 
“This event needs something 
more.”

“If a comet isn’t enough, 
how about a conjunction of 
planets? It would be easy for



you angel chaps to juggle them 
about a bit and bring them all 
together. That would make a 
pretty spot of light.”

‘‘We thought about them, 
too. They won’t do.”

“No comets?”
The angel shook his head. 
“No planets?”
Again he shook his head.
“ It has to be a star.”
“A star!”
“We stars are very fixed, you 

know.”
“But think what a spectacu

lar sight you will be in the
sky!”

“Are you trying to say, old 
chap, I ’m not that now?”

“No, no. I know you’re the 
brightest star in the sky. 
That’s why I came to you first. 
You will be a wonder of won
ders!”

“A thirty-day wonder!” 
"Think of the honor. Nothing 

like this has ever happened 
before.”

"Ah, yes, the honor. And I ’d 
like to help. But much as I de
serve the honor, much as I’d 
like to do it, I simply can’t, you 
know. Can’t you put this event 
off for, say, three hundred and 
ninety-nine million million 
years?”

Gabriel snorted. “Of course 
we can’t put it off. Why can’t 
you do it now?”

“Surely you can see that, 
bright as you angel chaps are,” 
said Sirius. “ I t’s impossible for

me to go and shine over Bethle
hem. I am a very important 
star, you know. I say this in all 
humility, you understand. The 
Egyptians mark their seasons 
and celebrate their great 
festivals by my rising and set
ting. The Polynesians find 
their way from tiny island to 
tiny island across the trackless 
ocean by noting my position. 
Surely you would not want me 
to fail all these who depend on 
me to reckon their seasons and 
steer their ships by. I would be 
faithless to the post you angel 
fellows assigned me if I did 
that. Not even the great honor 
you offer me can make me do so 
disloyal a deed as that.” And 
the star looked at the angel as 
if he were ashamed to think 
that an angel could make such 
an offer.

The angel was surprised to 
find that Sirius was not eager



to become the Christmas star. 
“What an unfeeling fellow!” he 
told himself as he made his 
way toward Betelgeuse; but 
when he had explained to 
Betelgeuse that she was to 
burn so brightly that all her 
energy would be used up in 
thirty days and then she would 
go out, he met the same re
sponse that he had from Sirius.

“As you can see,” said 
Betelgeuse, “ I am—I say this 
with all humility—the most 
beautiful part of Orion, the 
most beautiful constellation in 
the heavens. What would Orion 
be like if I withdrew from it? 
What would the heavens be 
like?” The star shrugged her 
shoulders and shook her head.

It was the same thing with 
Capella and Aldebaran. Capella 
told him she had planets of her 
own to take care of. Aldebaran 
said he had never even heard of 
Earth; and when the angel told 
him it was a small planet cir
cling a small far-off star, he 
merely smiled and turned 
away.

The angel turned to the 
Gemini. “There are two of 
you . . . ” he began, but he got 
no further.

“We are one of the signs of 
the zodiac,” said Castor and 
Pollux as one, “and there is 
nothing more important than 
that. Think of the dismay if the 
people born under our sign 
looked up and saw that one of

us had vanished! That would 
be ridiculous!”

Arcturus Is Unfriendly

Arcturus gave him an even 
more unfriendly reception.

“You’re an angel, aren’t 
you?”

“Of course.”
“And immortal aren’t you?”
“What has that to do with 

it?" snapped Gabriel.
“ I'd say it has quite a lot. 

It's  too bad you don’t shine, 
too. Talk about effulgent 
glories and wonders of won
ders. You shining up there over 
Bethlehem  flapping your 
wings! What a sight that 
would be!”

“What a selfish bunch you 
stars are!” harrumped the 
angel as he hurried away.

At last the angel came to the 
Pleiades. “There are so many 
of you, surely one of you would 
wish to be the Christmas star,” 
he said.

But the Sisters told him that 
they had been a familiar object 
in the sky too long to break up 
now, and besides, they were so 
fond of one another that none 
of them could bear to tear 
herself away.

“Then you don’t want to do 
it?” said the angel.

The Seven Sisters shook 
their heads. But as he turned 
away, one of them called after 
him. “We have a little sister



who might be just the star you 
are looking for.”

‘‘Which one of you?” said 
Gabriel.

"Oh, it’s none of us,” said 
the star. "We have yet another 
sister. As you know, we are 
called the Seven Sisters.” 

Gabriel nodded.
“But we are only six.” 
Gabriel had not counted 

them. Now he did. They were 
six. The Sisters tittered.

One Sister Missing

"Everyone thinks we are 
seven, but one of us left long 
ago. She wasn't as bright as 
the rest of us, and nobody ever 
noticed.”

“Why did she leave?” said 
Gabriel.

"She was very shy,” said the 
star. "Maybe because she 
wasn’t as bright as we are. 
Anyway, she didn’t like our 
carefree dance across the sky. 
She was always wandering off, 
stopping to show the right way 
to a comet that had gotten lost, 
or to mother an orphaned plan
et, or to patch up a family quar
rel between double stars. She 
was always nursing some star 
that was too sick to shine. She 
would even try to shine for it. 
She was always giving herself 
to someone, so she might give 
herself to you.”

"Where is she now?” asked 
Gabriel.

"We don’t know that,” said 
the Pleiades. "Just find some 
forlorn spot in space where a 
star is having trouble, and 
she’s likely to be there.”

Gabriel had not gone far 
before he came upon a star 
cluster that had run into a 
cloud of space dust and gas and 
was chokingly trying to find its 
way out. But the star he 
sought was not there. It was a 
sputtery, ill-smelling spot, so 
Gabriel stayed only long 
enough to show the star cluster 
how to get out of the mess. 
With all space to travel in, 
you’d think these stars would 
have enough sense to watch 
where th e y ’re going, he 
thought.

His next stop was a pulsat
ing star that had become a 
hypochondriac. It kept feeling 
its pulse and had developed a 
severe arrhythmia. Gabriel 
tried to reassure the star that 
it had nothing to fear; but 
when he looked back, he could 
see that the star had hold of its 
pulse again, and the flashes 
were coming in a very intermit
tent way.

After that he came upon a 
double star that was having a 
violent tiff. One of the two was 
threatening to turn off its light 
and leave its companion in the 
dark. "We used to love to 
dance,” he said. “ I ’m still full 
of vim and vigor, but she says 
we're too old to dance the



polka. All she wants to do is 
drift lazily around. If she can’t 
keep up with me, I'm going to 
find someone who can.”

‘‘Hah! All he wants,” said 
his mate, “is to chase after any 
little red star that happens 
by-”

Gabriel did not have time to 
listen to their complaints, but 
he got them to agree to an 
appointment with a celestial 
marriage counselor. “Hymen 
Venusia. He’s one of the best 
psychiatrists in heaven,” he 
told them.

God Takes Charge

The angel was beginning to 
feel at a loss as to what he 
should do. “How am I ever go
ing to find this star, God?” he 
cried. “There must be millions 
of stars out here just in this 
one galaxy.”

“Millions of millions,” said a 
Voice, which he recognized.

“Well, what am I going to 
do?”

“Why don’t you do what I 
have taught you to do? Be still 
and know that I am God!”

“Oh, You mean pray?” said 
the angel in a tone that implied 
that there must be more to do 
than that. But because he was 
an angel and because he knew 
whose voice it was, he shut his 
eyes and began to pray.

He had hardly shut his eyes 
when he felt a fierce blast of

heat and light. Instinctively he 
dodged. Without warning a 
giant red star came careening 
through the heavens and al
most ran over him. The angel 
pulled in his wings, but even 
so, he felt a little singed. Blaz
ing spasms of light were shak
ing space; the angel could see 
that the star had had a prema
ture nova.

“Oh, I ’m sorry,” said a gen
tle voice, “ I tried to shout at 
you to get out of the way but I 
guess you didn’t hear me.”

Then the angel saw another 
star alongside the giant. She 
was much smaller than the big 
red, but she kept bustling 
about trying to help him. She 
was holding his head and bind
ing up his wounds and telling



him everything was going to be 
all right, though the light kept 
leaking out of him and his glow 
was fading by the minute.

The giant had collapsed, but 
he kept twitching, at every 
twitch flashing forth waves of 
radiant energy that made the 
whole area a very uncomfort
able place to be, even for an 
angel. But the little star paid 
no attention to the discomfort; 
she just kept trying to help.

“Don't you think we can help 
him?” she asked the angel.

The angel shook his head, “ I 
think he’s finished.” At the 
moment he was too soured on 
stars to be concerned about 
their fate.

A Tear of Light

A tear fell from the star’s 
eye. It was a tear of light, and 
as it fell, it formed a stream of 
comets and asteroids of many 
shapes and hues. When stars 
weep, their tears do this; some
times when they weep a lot, 
their tears have even been 
known to form planets, and 
these are always planets with 
an interesting history.

“You’re one of the Pleiades, 
aren’t you?” said the angel.

“How did you know?” said 
the little star and flashed him a 
shy smile that lit up the 
heavens for several light-years 
around. The angel had not real
ized how bright the star was

until she smiled, but the smile 
filled him with a strange sense 
of joy and peace. He gave a 
long sigh of relief. “Angelic in
tuition!” he said and then he 
added under his breath, “Uh, 
thank You, God, but You 
didn't have to singe my 
wings!”

The angel could have sworn 
he heard a titter.

The star was still trying to 
help the giant red, but it was 
clear by now that he was be
yond help. So at last she turned 
away from him.

“I ’ve been looking for you,” 
said the angel.

“ I—I hope I haven’t done 
anything wrong!”

“Oh, no, not at all. I have a 
favor I ’d like to ask.”

“ I love to do favors.” The 
star burst into another ten 
light-year smile. “You—you’re 
an angel, aren’t you?”

Gabriel drew himself up 
proudly. “ Archangel! I've 
come on a mission from the 
Most High.”

“You—you know the Most 
High?” The star looked at him 
in awe.

“ I think I do. Though 
sometimes I think no one 
knows Him too well.”

“An archangel must be very 
important!”

The angel started to say, 
“Not really,” but thought 
about it and decided that yes, 
he was important. “ I do have



an influential job,” he said. “ In 
fact, I’m on the job right now. 
He sent me out to find you.” 

“ He sent you to find me!” 
“Well, He didn’t specify that 

it had to be you, but there is go
ing to be a very great event. A 
baby is going to be born on 
Earth who will be a Savior.” 

“We stars have heard of this 
event.”

“Good. Then perhaps you’ve 
heard, too, that it has been 
decided in heaven that the 
event would not be complete 
without a star.”

“We stars feel very honored 
to be included.”

Gabriel doubted this was the 
case, but he said, “Would you 
like to be the star?”

She Is Reluctant

“Oh, I couldn't be that,” said 
the star. "You would want a 
first-m agnitude star, like 
Sirius or Betelgeuse.”

“I asked them. They de
clined.” He would have liked to 
lie, but being an angel he could 
not do that.

“Perhaps one of my sisters 
should be your star. They are 
all much brighter than I.” 

“They sent me to you,” said



the angel.
“That was kind of them," 

said the star. "But I do not feel 
worthy of such a high honor.’’ 

“ I’m sure you are,” said the 
angel quickly. “ In fact, the 
more I think of it, the more cer
tain I am that you’re the one 
star I ’ve been seeking.”

“I ’m not very big, as you can 
see.”

“You’ll be big enough.”
“I’m not very bright, as you 

can see.”
“In photons that may be so,” 

said the angel. “But I was 
watching you as you were tend
ing that giant—God rest his 
soul!—a star so huge and so 
aflame that it blotted out 
almost every other star in the 
sky.”

“He was such a glorious star, 
poor fellow!” said the star.

“ In his fierce blaze of light 
you should have paled into in
visibility. But the amazing 
thing is that you didn’t. I could 
see you as clearly as I could see 
him.”

“Oh, I’m a very ordinary 
star. Not a red giant like him!” 

“No, you’re not like him. 
You’re not like any other star 
I ’ve seen. You’re not at all like 
a roaring furnace or a consum
ing holocaust or a scorching 
conflagration, the way most 
stars are. You’re not dazzling 
or blinding. You’re just—well, 
you’re beautiful!”

“You—you’re embarrassing

me.” The little star blushed, 
and her blush was somewhat 
like a rainbow and somewhat 
like a summer sunrise when 
there is a soft wind and the 
birds begin to sing.

The Light Is Inside

“Yes, somehow you have a 
different kind of light. That 
has to be the explanation. Most 
stars shine from the outside. 
But you—you shine from the 
inside. More a beacon in the 
mind and a warm glow in the 
heart than a fireworks in the 
sky.” The angel looked at the 
little star so long and so in
tently that the star blushed 
again.

“Yes, tha t’s it! The light 
shines inside you. And it’s not 
so much light as it is love. I t ’s 
not so much flame as it is 
beauty of soul. And if one isn’t 
looking, he may not see. I 
might have passed right by 
you and not seen you at all if I 
hadn’t been looking. But once 
one looks, why, you—you’re 
brighter than a nova!”

“Oh, no, I ’m a very ordinary 
star.”

“Oh, no, you’re not. You’re 
the most extraordinary star 
that has ever been. Of course. I 
should have known. I should 
have expected you to be dif
ferent. That’s what He sent me 
to find—a star that would be 
different from anything else in



the sky!” He looked away from 
the star, and demanded in a 
tone of exasperation, “You 
knew all along that’s the way it 
was going to be, didn’t You?”

There was no answer, only a 
long sigh that sounded as if it 
came from someone who was 
used to his helpers being slow 
to grasp his purposes.

“Were you talking to me?” 
said the star, a little alarmed.

“No, no,” said the angel 
quickly. “ I was talking to 
God.”

“ I don’t see Him,” said the 
star looking around carefully.

“No one ever sees Him,” said 
the angel. “Sometimes I think 
no one understands Him 
either.”

“But you said He sent you 
out.”

“Yes, He did—to find the 
most extraordinary star in the 
heavens. And I ’ve found her!” 
The angel made the star a little 
bow.

“You are very kind,” said the 
star.

“No, I'm not kind at all,” 
said the angel, for suddenly he

was feeling very fond of the 
star and he was thinking what 
it would mean for her to carry 
out her task—he looked at the 
red star which by now had 
faded almost into nothingness. 
“You will have to give all that 
you have to give, holding 
nothing back.”

“I love to give,” said the 
star.

“You will have to burn with 
such a fierce flame that you 
will consume in a few days the 
substance that you might have 
for millions of millions of 
years.”

“ I don’t have a fierce flame, 
but I will shine as brightly as I 
can. I always try to do that.” 

“Yes, I can see you do that,” 
said the angel. “But you will 
have nothing left.”

Now Is the Time

“As for millions of years and 
having nothing left, I ’ve never 
worried about that,” said the 
star. “My only worry is that I 
won't have enough to give 
now.”

“As to that there is no doubt. 
I just want you to realize what 
this means. You will have to 
burn yourself out un til. . . ” 

But the star was not listen
ing. “ It means I ’ll be serving 
the Most High!” she said.

“Yes, it means that, but 
also . . . ”

“And this birth, this is very



important to Him, isn’t it?"
“Yes, it is very important to 

Him."
Again the star smiled her 

soft, beautiful smile, and again 
the angel felt bathed in the 
light that was not so much 
light as it was love.

“Very well,” said the angel. 
“We must start toward the 
Earth and Bethlehem at once, 
for they are far away, and there 
are those who know about this 
event and will be looking for 
you.”

The little star shone as 
brightly as she could as she 
hurried across space to take 
her place above Bethlehem. 
She poured out her light with 
all the strength of love she had, 
and it fell like a warm flood on 
all who raised their eyes.

Her light shone on Joseph 
and Mary as they set out from 
Nazareth. Her light shone on 
the inn where there was no 
room. Her light shone on the 
stable where a manger was the 
baby’s birthing bed. Her light 
shone on the angels. Her light 
shone on the shepherds. Her 
light shone on the Wise Men. 
Her light shone on Herod’s 
court and on the jealous anger 
of the king. Her light shone on 
Mary and Joseph as they stole 
away from Bethlehem with 
their newborn Son, and it 
shone upon them as they made 
their way to Egypt.

Night after night, the star

poured out her light as she had 
said she would, so freely and 
completely that those who 
have described her have all 
said she was the brightest ob
ject in the sky. Guided by her 
light, the players in the 
Christmas story played out 
their roles.

But what of the star? Did she 
burn herself out there above 
Bethlehem two thousand years 
ago as Gabriel had predicted 
she would?

The angel worried as he 
watched her shining.

At last he flew up to God.
“That little star is pouring 

herself out at a prodigious 
rate,” he said.

“Yes, she makes a lovely 
light, doesn’t she?" said God.

"Is that all you have to 
say?” The angel had expected 
God at least to feel sorry for 
her plight.

“That’s what you told her to 
do, isn’t it, to give herself 
without holding back?"

“I suppose so,” said Gabriel.
“W hat’s your complaint, 

then? That’s what she’s do
ing.”

“But you know what hap
pens when a star gives itself 
like this. They—they—"

“Die,” said God.
“But she doesn't have to. 

You—you can pass a miracle. "
“You know I don’t like to 

interfere with the natural 
working of things.”



“ I know. I know. But this 
star, well, she’s beautiful. 
She’s different.”

“Yes, she is,” said God. 
“You described her light as not 
so much light as love, and not 
so much an outward as an in
ward glow, more a private 
beacon in the mind and a warm 
glow in the heart than a fire
works in the sky. I believe 
that's how you put it.”

“So what?”
“Oh, Gabriel, Gabriel! I 

though t you understood. 
That’s not the kind of light 
that goes out. Not so long as 
there are hearts and minds. 
Love doesn’t need a miracle. 
Love is a miracle.”

Gabriel looked puzzled. 
“Look at her, Gabriel!” 
Gabriel looked. Her soft and 

beautiful glow filled all the sky 
for him, and as if the sky were 
not enough, it filled his heart 
and mind, too.

“You see her shining, don’t 
you?"

“Of course. She’s so bright 
she overflows the sky.”

“To you she does. But look 
down there. Except for that 
tiny handful at Bethlehem, the 
rest of the people down there 
are going on as if there were no 
unusual light in the sky and 
nothing unusual happening 
among them.”

“Blind fools!” said Gabriel. 
“They can’t see!”

“Oh, don’t be too hard on 
them, Gabriel. They’re not 
looking. You wouldn’t have 
seen if you hadn’t been looking.



You said that yourself."
‘‘But she’s so bright.”
“Oh, she’s bright. Love is 

always brighter than any other 
light. But only for those who 
look. And considering how few 
these are, she’ll have light 
enough to last for a long, long 
time.”

Well, tha t’s the story of the 
Christmas star. Personally, I 
am glad to learn about her.

It has always puzzled me 
how for those who saw her she 
glowed more brightly than any 
other object in the sky, her 
light guiding them to the cul
minating experience of their 
lives, yet no astronomer re
corded her existence, much as 
astronomers love to keep 
records.

Now I see how that was 
possible.

The Christmas star had the 
kind of light that does not 
shine except for those who 
look, because it has to shine 
not so much in the sky as in the 
mind.

Seeing this has helped to ex
plain a number of things that 
hitherto have puzzled me.

Have there not often been 
reports of extraordinary celes
tial phenomena when great 
events have occurred? And as 
was the  case w ith the 
Christmas Star, is it not a fact

that these strange lights in the 
heavens are hardly ever ob
served by astronomers? But 
they are observed by those who 
are looking, not at the ordinary 
run of daily and nightly hap
penings, but beyond to some
thing truly significant and im
portant in their lives.

A few times in my life, I 
myself have seen such a light. 
It has always been when I have 
had a deep need and have 
sought with all my heart, but 
when I have seen it, I have had 
a sense of a light so bright that 
it dims the starry skies. I have 
a sense that I have caught a 
glimpse of the central luminary 
of my soul, the guiding star by 
which I can direct my every 
step.

Have you never glimpsed 
this light, never felt that you 
were being led as by a star?

If you have, you understand 
what I am trying to say. We 
really are being led by a star, 
only it is a star whose light 
shines from the inside and you 
cannot see it unless you look.

If this light has never shone 
for you, how much you have 
missed! But you don’t have to 
miss it. Dare to go out into the 
night, even the dark night of 
your soul, and look.

I think you will find, as I 
have found, that the Christmas 
Star, the star whose light is not 
so much light as it is love, is 
shining still. ©



GREAT W O M E N
OF

UNITY
B Y  ERNEST C. WILSON

THE UNITY MOVEMENT has been blessed by many 
great women leaders. I have written at some length 
about the early leaders I’ve known best: Myrtle 
Fillmore, Grandma Fillmore, May Rowland, Dr. H. 
Emilie Cady, and Imelda Octavia Shanklin. Here let me 
mention three others.

Ida M. Palmer

One of the anomalies of the 
early days of Unity (circa 1927) 
was a ritual that took place the 
fourth Sunday of each month 
when applicants for member
ship were ceremonially wel
comed in the closing moments 
of the devotional service. They 
were preassigned to seats in 
the second row center of the 
chapel. The first row was occu
pied by perhaps a dozen ladies 
dressed in white who had filed 
into the chapel en masse dur
ing the organ prelude.

At the appointed time, 
Charles and Myrtle Fillmore 
would read the scriptural 
passage (John 20:19-22) that 
describes Jesus’ baptism of the

disciples. Appropriate remarks 
expounded its significance. 
Then Mr. Fillmore would ask 
the ladies in the front row to 
step forward and stand facing 
the congregation, referring to 
them as “healers.” He would 
ask his son Lowell to read the 
names of those joining the 
Society and have them stand 
facing the chancel, or platform, 
while he and the twelve, arms 
stretched forth in blessing, 
would have them recite the 
words, “ In the name and 
through the power of Jesus 
Christ, receive ye the Holy 
Spirit!”

Ida M. Palmer was the out
standing member of the group



of twelve. It was she who first 
added the flower to her hair, 
the long, white silken scarf to 
the ensemble. Soon they all 
were doing the same.

These lent a soft femininity 
to an otherwise strongly 
disciplinary character. Where
as the atmosphere of Unity in 
those days was somewhat per
missive, she emanated an air of 
a dominating presence.

Her influence on the local 
work was second only to that 
of the Fillmores, so Lowell 
Fillmore suggested that she 
start a center of her own. She 
agreed.

She called her work the 
South Side Unity Center, and 
estab lished  it in ren ted  
quarters of a building at the 
corner of Armour and Troost. 
She chose her favorite of the 
local “healers,” Harriet Pfouts, 
as her assistant.

The Center offered special 
help and inspiration to the type 
of students who wanted to be 
strongly disciplined to work 
with Truth. No conversation 
was permitted, not even words 
of greeting, within the chapel. 
Membership was restricted to 
students who had successfully 
completed prescribed courses 
of study. Mr. Fillmore’s books 
were taught to the exclusion of 
others, except Dr. Cady’s 
L essons in Truth. M rs. 
Palmer’s collection of Charles 
Fillmore’s writings in maga

zines, pamphlets, and tracts, as 
well as books, was said to be 
the most extensive of anyone’s 
in the field.

Ida Palmer and Charles Fill
more, more than any other 
Unity leaders of the time, left 
no doubt in anyone’s mind 
where they stood on any sub
ject, a quality more satisfying 
in the long run than trying to 
work with people who had no 
viewpoint, or people who vacil
lated between views in practi
cal matters.

Jennie Croft

In the late twenties Jennie 
Croft was the intellectual ar
biter at Unity Headquarters. 
Not only was her booklet 
Methods of Meditation con
sidered to be the standard 
authority on the subject of 
meditation, quoted and taught 
by herself and other teachers, 
but her influence extended 
beyond the Unity field into the 
cultural demesne of the com
munity. She was prominent 
among Kansas City club 
women who were concerned 
with the aesthetic image of the 
city, seeking to erase or at least 
to supplement the concept of 
Kansas City as a cow town 
where it was easy to raise a 
million dollars for a sports 
center but hard to raise a tenth 
that much for a symphony or
chestra or a season of grand



opera. She had a large part in 
bringing outstanding lecturers 
on literature, science, and the 
arts to appear before women’s 
clubs and church groups.

Intellectually she vied with 
Imelda Octavia Shanklin, 
though their opinions as to 
what was appropriate to the 
Unity presentation were dispa
rate.

Jennie suffered a stroke late 
in life and a close friend stood 
at the foot of her bed and force
fully decreed, “You must not 
die!” She lived out her life 
depending totally upon the 
friend who declared that she 
must not die.

Georgiana Tree West

Georgiana Tree West is the 
only Unity minister to have her 
picture and an article about her 
appear in Time magazine. The 
article referred to her Unity 
ministry in the Waldorf-Asto
ria Hotel—another first—and 
described Unity as a modern 
cult dominated by women.

She was one of the great 
ladies of the Unity movement. 
I first met her in 1925. She was 
for many years the leader of 
the Louisville Unity Center. 
After I became a Unity field 
lecturer I had the pleasure of 
serving with her as a guest 
speaker.

When Richard Lynch relin
quished his New York City

ministry to devote his energies 
to writing, traveling, and lec
turing in the Unity field, Mrs. 
West was considered to be the 
best qualified minister avail
able to succeed him. But for a 
relatively unknown minister 
from Louisville to attempt to 
replace Unity’s most outstand
ing minister, in the country’s 
greatest metropolis, was quite 
a challenge.

What could be done to estab
lish a fresh and impressive 
image for the new emprise?

A different setting was in
dicated. To continue meetings 
in the auditorium  which 
Richard’s following had filled 
every Sunday morning was to 
invite comparisons. She ar
ranged for space at the Wal
dorf-Astoria Hotel.

It was a daring and expen
sive move, but offered a hand
some setting to a cultured lady 
with a touch of Southern ac
cent in her speech.

It must have been two or 
three years before I had the 
privilege of speaking at the 
Waldorf, in the midst of the 
Depression. Mrs. West’s work, 
like that of all Unity ministries 
in those days, adhered strictly 
to the no-charge, freewill offer
ing plan of sustaining the 
work. Though attendance had 
steadily increased, income had 
not increased proportionately. 
Georgianna confided to me 
that she and Bill, her husband,



were considering a move to less 
expensive quarters. She asked 
my advice. For once I broke my 
rule of not giving specific ad
vice in such matters.

“Don’t leave the Waldorf!” I 
exclaimed. “That address is 
worth a great deal in advertis
ing value. This is no time to 
retrench. Press forward. Fea
ture the address in your an
nouncements. Think success. 
You will win out!" Bill was 
supportive. The congregation 
was reassured. Attendance and 
offerings increased.

Georgianna had a creative 
mind. She became the author of 
a successful Unity book, Pros
perity's Ten Commandments. 
She taught a course of lessons 
on the Old Testament with the 
striking title, “The Bible Jesus 
Knew,” and contemplated a 
book amplifying the lessons. “ I

wish I'd thought of that title,” 
I told her. “ I ’d like to use it, 
but you thought of it; it’s 
yours. Make the most of it!” 

She was a popular teacher at 
Unity Headquarters, and even 
in retirement continued to visit 
Headquarters and teach. Al
ways the gracious lady, con
siderate of others, emanating 
an atmosphere of poise and 
serenity, there was one thing 
about her that always mildly 
baffled me. She would never 
take a morning class, despite 
efforts to persuade her. I 
wondered, too, why May Row
land spoke of her as a great 
overcomer. She didn't seem to 
have anything to overcome. I 
later learned, however, that for 
many years she had suffered 
with a physical handicap—and 
that she was, indeed, a great 
overcomer. ©

----------------------------------------- jk.:

By John D. Engle, Jr.

Like spiders spinning beauty
on early-morning fences,
our minds spin
their lovely lines
of thought
on which our souls
swing out
to bridge the distances 
that lie between us.



B Y  DOROTHY DuNARD

A Gift-Wrapped Memory

EVERY HOLIDAY SEASON 
since I was a teenager Dad 
asked, “Do you remember that 
Christmas Eve? Remember 
those two little children who 
asked us for carfare?”

Yes, I remembered. Even if 
my father had not reminded me 
of that strange event every 
season for more than thirty- 
five years, I would have re
membered.

It was 1935, a typical Christ
mas Eve in St. Louis, Missouri. 
Streetcars clang-clanged their 
warnings. Shoppers rushed in 
and out of stores for last- 
m inute gifts. Even then
mothers forgot a few ingre
dients absolutely necessary to 
complete the family Christmas 
dinner. Mother had sent Dad 
and me on such a mission.

Our frosty breaths made a 
parallel trail behind us as we 
hurried from the car to her 
favorite grocery store on 
Delmar Avenue. She liked
Moll’s because its shelves were 
stocked with exotic condi
ments and “fancy” foods.

Up and down the aisles we 
hurried selecting anise and
cardamom for Christm as 
breakfast bread, double whip

ping cream and jumbo pecans 
for pumpkin pies, and day old 
bread for a fat gobbler’s stuff
ing. We checked the last item 
off Mother’s list and paid the 
cashier.

Once again we braced our 
backs for the frigid cold. As we 
stepped out of the store, a 
small voice asked, “Please, 
would you give us a dime for 
carfare so we can go home?”

Taken aback Dad stopped. 
Our eyes met those of a little 
girl around nine years old. She 
was holding the gloveless hand 
of her six-year-old brother.

“Where do you live?” Dad 
asked.

“On Easton Avenue,” was 
the reply.

We were amazed. Here it was



night—Christmas Eve night— 
and these two children were 
more than three miles from 
home.

“What are you doing so far 
from home?" Dad questioned.

“We had only enough money 
to ride the streetcar here,” she 
said. “We came to ask for 
money to buy food for Christ
mas. But no one gave us any 
and we are afraid to walk 
home.”

Then she told us their father 
was blind, their mother was 
sick, and there were five other 
children at home.

My Dad was a strong-willed, 
urban businessman. But his 
heart was soft and warm like 
the little girl's brown eyes.

“Well, the first thing I think 
we should do is shop for grocer
ies,” he announced, taking her 
hand. Her brother grabbed my 
hand.

Once again we hurried up 
and down Moll’s aisles. This 
time Dad selected two plump 
chickens, potatoes, carrots, 
milk, bread, oranges, apples, 
bananas, candy, and nuts. He 
did not forget a thing. When 
we left the store, we had two 
huge sacks of groceries to carry 
to the car. The two small chil
dren trustingly tagged along.

They gave directions to their 
home. We saw that “home” 
was upstairs in a large, old, 
brick building. The first floor 
housed commercial establish

ments while rental units were 
on the second. We climbed a 
long flight of worn wooden 
steps. A bare light bulb on a 
long cord hung from the ceiling 
at the landing.

The little girl and her brother

C^liridtmaA

W ak in  a n

+ 3 n n er  S iieen c e

By Elizabeth Searle Lamb

Beyond celebration 
of gift and carol, 
candlelighting and 
“Merry Christmas!” 
there is another 
ritual of season 
when I turn within 
to the still center 
of my own being, 
celebrating 
within the shape 
of silence 
the star radiance 
the birth love 
the peace angel 
and let vibrations 
flow out from 
that center’s energy 
to bless, to heal, 
to give the gift 
of radiant love.



burst through the door an
nouncing the arrival of two 
sacks of groceries. The family 
was just as described: the 
father was blind and the 
mother was ill in bed. Five 
other children, most of them 
with colds, were on the floor.

Dad introduced himself. 
First on one foot and then the 
other, concerned that he would 
embarrass the father, he con
tinued, “Uh . . . er . . . Merry 
Christmas.” He set the grocer
ies on a table.

The father said, “Thank you. 
My name is Earl Withers.” 

“ W ithers?” Dad asked. 
“You wouldn’t know Hal 
Withers, would you?”

“Sure do. He’s my uncle.” 
Both Dad and I were 

stunned. My aunt was married 
to Hal Withers. Although we 
were not blood relatives, we 
felt related to Uncle Hal. What 
a coincidence! How could the 
sad plight of this family be? 
Why were they in such need 
when they had so many rela
tives living in the same city? A 
strange coincidence, indeed. Or 
was it?

Through the years the inci
dent haunted us. Each succeed
ing year seemed to reveal a dif
ferent answer to the question, 
“What was the meaning of 
that Christmas Eve?”

At first, the phrase repeated
ly quoted by elderly aunts, 
“God works in strange and

mysterious ways” surfaced. 
Perhaps Dad acted out the 
Good Samaritan role. That was 
it! God had a job for us to do 
and fortunately we did it.

Another year passed. It was 
not a satisfactory answer. 
What was? If I am my 
brother’s keeper, am I also my 
w ife’s s is te r ’s husband’s 
brother’s blind son’s keeper? 
That was it! This tied the inci
dent into a neat package.

Yet it didn’t. The years 
rolled by revealing more and 
more as we continued to study 
this profound lesson. Each 
year Dad and I would again 
toss it around. Then Dad, who 
was born in the Christmas 
season of 1881, died in the 
Christmas season of 1972. 
Every December since, though, 
I still hear him ask me, “Do 
you remember that Christmas 
Eve?”

Yes, Dad, I remember. Per
haps the little girl and her 
brother do not remember that 
night. But we will never forget. 
I believe I finally have the 
answer. We were the ones 
blessed when two children’in
nocently gave a middle-aged 
father and his teenaged daugh
ter the true meaning of Christ
mas: It is more blessed to give 
than to receive. This gift- 
wrapped memory became the 
most beautiful Christmas I 
ever celebrated. I think it was 
your best one too, Dad. ©



A Recent Revelation
B Y JIM  ROSEMERG Y 

Part III

Therefore I tell you, whatever you 
ask in prayer, believe that you have 
received it, and it will be yours—
Mark 11:24.

The Master’s
THERE IS  ONLY one path to 
spiritual awareness. There is 
only one tool to build your life. 
I  have walked this path of still
ness and labored with this tool 
of transformation. The path 
and the tool have one name; 
they are called prayer. With 
this tool, I  have built my life. 
In Truth, my life is a prayer 
because I  am always aware of 
the Father. He speaks to me, 
and always I  listen. My Father 
is your Father. He speaks to 
you in a high place within you, 
but you do not always pause to 
listen. I f  you do pause, at first 
you will never want to come 
down from the mountain; but 
eventually, the voice will 
become so loud that you can 
hear it as you walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death.

I  have not built my life with 
words, for prayer is not talking 
to God; it is experiencing the 
essence of Spirit. Your words

View of Prayer
are but a pathway that guides 
you to the secret place of the 
most high where you meet the 
Lord of your being. After you 
have known the Father, it will 
seem that you always want to 
return to the experience, but 
this is not your true desire. In
stead you seek a life of prayer.

I  have never sought to 
change my Father, for He is 
changeless. I t  is I  who must 
change, and prayer is the 
sacred tool which plants the 
seeds of Truth that bring the 
change. As surely as the sun 
shines each day, so I  experi
ence my Father daily; thus, the 
seeds sprout and grow.

I  have taught you how to 
pray and experience our 
Father. Promise that you will 
heed my words by always af
firming your oneness with 
Him. You live and move and 
have your being in God. In 
Truth, you will never be closer



to God than you are this very 
moment. Your quest in prayer 
is to know this Truth that sets 
you free.

A s you seek to change your
self, let this be your guide: 
Ask, believing that you have 

received, and it will be yours. ”
Before you ask, remember it 

is written that the Father 
knows your needs before you 
speak. What then is asking? 
Watch a small child and you 
will learn the answer. As the 
child asks, he holds forth his 
hand. I t  is the hand, not the 
words, that speaks Truth. The 
hand reaches out to receive. It 
says, “J  am ready. ” The asking 
is for you, not God. The asking 
defines the goal for you and 
makes a dwelling place in your 
mind. I t  prepares you to re
ceive and to experience our 
Father.

And now you must believe. 
Only believe. You may cry out 
as one did years ago, “J  believe; 
help my unbelief. ” As you ask 
to change yourself and to be
lieve, you must affirm that 
what you desire now is.

I f  you seek peace, plant this 
seed: Peace; be still.

I f  you are blind, plant this 
seed: Now, I  see.

I f  you are weak, plant this 
seed: The Lord is my strength. 
Plant such seeds and you will 
reap a harvest that has been or
dained for you from the begin
ning.

I  have watched you attempt 
to plant seeds with a broken 
tool. I t  was a tool I  gave you,; 
but you have broken it. I  have 
heard you use this tool improp
erly many times. I  grieve when 
I  hear you say, “In the name of 
Jesus Christ, " and I  weep as I  
did at the grave of Lazarus. To 
pray in my name means to use 
my method of prayer. 'Ask, 
believing that you have receiv
ed, and it will be yours." The 
power of prayer is not in my 
name, but in my way of pray
ing.

On another day when many 
were gathered together on a 
mountain I  told you to pray in 
a certain manner. The words 
you have labeled The Lord's 
Prayer. Always you think that 
prayer is words, and always 
you are wrong. What you call 
my prayer is not to be spoken, 
but to be a guide for all prayer. 
When you seek to experience 
the Father, do so with the 
spiritual understanding em
bodied in those words rather 
than with the words them
selves. I f  you understand the 
Truth that abides in these 
words, you will see the New Je
rusalem. I f  you look for a city, 
you will never find it. I  thought 
you would know it was not a 
place from its dimensions and 
because I  said it would have its 
own source of light.

The city is what all persons 
seek. They seek to dwell in the



house of the Lord forever. The 
dimensions o f this house make 
it a cube. In the temple o f the 
Jewish people there is such a 
place. I t is called the Holy of 
Holies; it is the dwelling place 
of God. Always men have felt 
that the presence of God could 
not be continuously experi
enced. I  tell you the Presence is 
described as a city because you 
can dwell in it. The unit of con
struction is twelve because it is 
the number o f spiritual com
pleteness. The city or presence 
of God that you will experience 
is adorned with jewels and 
gems because it is the most

A View of the
AS A SMALL CHILD I heard 
people speak of this mysterious 
thing called prayer. I sat 
motionless in church and 
listened as I heard the minister 
pray. What else was I to 
assume but that prayer was 
words? We even spoke words 
called The Lord’s Prayer— 
words given to us by the 
Master of prayer, Jesus. This 
only seemed to reinforce the 
idea that prayer was words. 
From such misconceptions 
came the idea that God must 
be listening; therefore, my 
words must be loud (possibly 
God is hard of hearing), and at 
the very least the words had to 
be eloquent.

When problems began to 
arise prayer was declared to be

precious thing of your life. All 
your words, your asking, and 
your seeking are for the New 
Jerusalem. You will know it 
and dwell in it when you are 
continuously aware o f the 
presence of the One. That is 
why I  told you that I  go to 
prepare a place for you and that 
in my Father's house are many 
rooms. Prayer is the path you 
will walk upon, and it is the 
light that guides your way. 
True prayer is what you seek. I  
wait for you in the Holy of 
Holies. The gates of the New 
Jerusalem are never closed. 
Come. I  wait for you.

Master’s View
the answer. Pray about them, I 
was told. Then the real problem 
occurred. I prayed but nothing 
happened. The learned ones de
clared, “God has answered and 
His answer is no.” I retorted, 
“But I prayed for healing. 
Doesn’t God want all people to 
be healed?” “ It was God’s 
will,” I was told. From such ex
periences I began to dislike 
God and the sacred tool called 
prayer. Soon I considered 
prayer a tool to be used only by 
the clergy and other religious 
people. For a time I turned my 
back upon God and prayer, but 
soon I was responding to the 
movement of Spirit within me; 
I was once again searching for 
guidance concerning prayer. 
Undoubtedly, the answer came



in a moment of prayer, and I 
did not even realize it.

The realization came that 
prayer is not words. The words 
were simply vehicles that 
brought me to prayer. This 
understanding did not come all 
at once. First came the idea 
that prayer was listening to 
God. How often I sat in silence 
wishing for a loud, booming 
voice that would call out to me! 
Next I thought that prayer 
was communion between God 
and myself. This idea was com
fortable until I realized that 
God is omnipresent and there
fore dwells within me. To speak 
of God and me would be to 
declare a separation between 
us.

One evening I opened the 
Bible and read the words, “ In 
the beginning God . . . ,  ’’ and I 
stopped. There was the answer. 
There is only God. True prayer 
is knowing that there is only 
God and experiencing His pres
ence and power. Once I had 
this experience I vowed to seek 
it continuously. I sought to 
dwell within it. It is what Jesus 
called the New Jerusalem. It is 
not a physical city, but a state 
in which I am to become aware 
of the presence of God every 
moment of my life. It is the 
goal of everyone who inhabits 
the Earth. We call it by many 
names, but it is the only goal. 
The paradox is that we contin
uously dwell in this precious

city every day of our lives. We 
are as close to God this very 
moment as we will ever be. The 
quest is to become aware of 
this Truth; and prayer is the 
answer.

Begin by trying to relax. 
Declare that you are relaxed, 
and relaxation will be yours. 
Say to yourself: I  am relaxed 
and at peace. Speak these 
words slowly and often until 
you feel yourself relaxing; then 
let go and become at peace. In 
this relaxed state declare that 
you are one with the only pres
ence and the only power, and it 
will be yours. Say to yourself: I  
and the Father are one. Speak 
the words slowly and often un
til they fill your mind. Then 
begin to contemplate the state
ment. Ask what it means and 
listen for new insight. Open 
yourself totally to the coming 
experience. Open your mind 
and your feeling nature and 
allow Spirit to pick the chan
nel. If your mind begins to 
drift, declare: I  and the Father 
are one. In time you will ex
perience the oneness of true 
prayer as you discover that 
there is only God. This is only 
the beginning, for you will ex
perience the presence and 
power in many ways. You will 
live not in a city of gold, but in 
the preciousness that only 
comes by feeling the presence 
of God.

©



c jC ify lit o p  (1 lir id tm a d

By Mildred N. Hoyer

The Radiance of all 
That is,

The Radiance of all 
That was,

The Radiance of all 
That shall be 

Sustained by Love.



LAST YEAR, as every year, I got caught up in the razzle-dazzle of 
Christmas. I was distracted from reality by tinseled trees, 
newfangled computer games, colossal Christmas slogans 
displayed in electric lights, the latest in toys, and superficial 
Santas.

My subconscious tried to warn me as I flitted from department 
store to department store hum
ming part of a tune from an old 
Sonny and Cher album, “ I t ’s 
the little things that mean a 
lot, it’s what you are, not what 
you’ve got.”

After Christmas passed I 
was left with a hollow void con
cealed in my soul and charge 
accounts tha t took many 
months to pay off.

If I had paused momentarily 
from my hypnotic buying, I 
would have realized that the 
greatest gift I could have given 
last Christmas would have 
been a little of myself.

It was easy for me to pur
chase gifts for relatives and 
friends out of a sense of duty.
But, tucked away somewhere 
inside, I knew it would have 
been much more satisfying and 
fulfilling to show unselfish love 
and concern through my ac
tions.

What a radiant presence I 
would have felt within my 
heart if I had made a sacrifice 
similar to that of some of the 
children in the community. They participated in a program in 
which each child saved his or her allowance to buy an inexpensive 
Christmas present. On Christmas Day they presented their gifts to 
lonely persons living in a nursing home nearby.

Instead, I bought a lavish gift for a relative who opened it only 
to say, “Gee, this really looks expensive. You must have spent a



lot of money on me.” As 
though love were measured by 
a price tag.

Or why didn’t I think to pack 
up my children’s many dis
carded toys and take them to 
an orphanage? Not me! I had 
to read in the newspaper how 
more thoughtful people made 
Christmas a little merrier for 
children without families of 
their own.

Nor was I among the charita
ble women who gave up their 
own family Christmas dinners 
to prepare turkey and all the 
trimmings for the poor at the 
mission.

I hope to soon fill the empti
ness I carry within. I have 
learned much from last year’s 
commercialized Christmas.

I have committed myself to 
carry the ‘‘spirit of Christmas” 
within me through my every 
action toward my fellow man. I 
have learned that the greatest 
g ift anyone can give at 
Christmas or anytime through
out the year is the gift of 
unselfish love and concern. Q

Good 
V ersus God

B Y  LOUISE C. GOFF

SOME PHILOSOPHERS and 
writers on religion bemoan the

fact that when things are going 
well with us we forget God.

How can this be?
If God is Good and the evi

dence of God in our lives is 
Goodness in our lives, that 
very fact contradicts their 
thesis.

The happy people living har
moniously in their surround
ings have arrived at perpetual 
awareness of God which ex
presses itself automatically. If 
things are going well, we are 
holding God’s hand; we do not 
have to stop to remind our
selves that God is always pres
ent. We have accepted and in
gested this so completely that 
our lives are interwoven with 
God’s will.

The child who has learned no 
philosophy does not even un
derstand the God-Spirit which 
he reflects in his happiness. He 
has no need of meditation to 
“reach” God. He feels God and 
shows God in his shining face. 
He has not “remembered” 
God, for he has not forgotten 
Him.

When we are happy we are 
expressing God. That is all 
there is to it. No need to feel 
guilty because we do not stop 
to say, “God, I know you are 
here. God, thank you for my 
health, wealth, and happi
ness.” We are saying it with 
our hearts and showing it in 
our ways of life. The act is the 
expression. Good is God.

LNTRd



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

►

A Hometown Project

Dearest Prayer Group: 1 called 
you asking for prayers to God for 
money so that our shelter home 
for deprived children could re
main open. The home is funded 
by government grants. Each year 
we must match the grant by three 
percent, which amounted to 
$1,800. At the time 1 called we 
didn’t have a cent.

Two days after the call, a 
miracle occurred. A man came to 
see our assistant director about 
something. He was told of our 
financial condition. 1 guess he was 
sent from heaven because sud- 

f denly, through the efforts of this 
person, our plight was spread 
across the pages of the local news
paper. A week long radiothon was 
held in which we asked for 
pledges from the town’s people. 

» By the end of the week we had 
$10,000 for the home. We re
ceived the grant plus we paid 
some back bills.

God bless you all. 1 praise God 
for his help. All who work here at 

* the home thank you. God loves 
you and so do I Pennsyl- 
uania.

A Miracle

Dear Silent Unity: Recently we 
called you asking for prayer for 
our nephew who was dying of 
leukemia. He was bleeding to 
death and the doctors were 
unable to stop the bleeding. The 
hospital was running out of his 
type of blood.

After you prayed with me 1 was 
confident that he would improve, 
and the very next morning the 
bleeding stopped. His doctor 
called it a miracle. Specialists that 
came in from out of town to check 
him over just couldn’t believe his 
healing.

Yesterday we received a report 
of his latest bone marrow test. The 
doctors thought they surely had 
made a mistake, for it showed 
complete remission. They are do
ing another test as they just can’t 
believe it. We do; we expected 
just such results.

May God bless you in your 
wonderful work. Enclosed is a 
check. Please keep our nephew 
on your prayer list, for he is still in 
the hospital and he is still receiving 
som e medi ca t i on . —D. S . B . , 
Kansas.

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.)
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^ t^ e c e m be c e m o e r

By Verle Bell

Diamonds shimmer on the trees, 
Ermine wraps the ground.
Beauty covers the landscape 
Far as the eye can see.

Whether the sky is garbed 
in silver chiffon 
or decked in royal blue, 
i t ’s beautiful.

For a while, all is well.
Comes a time when we wish 
Winter would go away.

Prints in the snow 
spoil its purity.
The harshness of cold grows old. 
Bleak skies dull the joy.
And then . . . comes Christmas!

This is just the time 
when our hearts are ready 
for the birth—anew— 
of our inner Christ.





V i e w s  FROM THE FIELD

Editor's note: Some thirty Unity ministers have been invited to participate in Unity's 90th 
anniversary year plans. Each month this year two or three o f the ministers will be presenting 
their ideas about what Unity has meant to the world in the past, what it is doing for mankind 
today, and Unity's potential for the future.

Unity Is Unique

B Y  C. T H O M A S  S I K K I N G

C. T h o m a s S ik k in g  w as or
d a in ed  in  1969 a n d  serves  
U n ity  C en ter  Church, Portland, 
O regon. H e  w as p re v io u s ly  
m in is te r  a t  V ancouver, B r it ish  
C o lu m b ia , a n d  B r e m e r to n ,  
W a sh in g to n . F or severa l yea rs  
he h a s  been cha irm a n  o f  the  
licen s in g  a n d  ord in a tio n  com -

m itte e  fo r  th e  A sso c ia tio n  o f  
U n ity  C hurches. H e  has a back
g ro u n d  in  law  en fo rcem en t an d  
in d u s tr ia l rela tions, a n d  w as  
b ro u g h t up in  a  U n ity  fam ily .

UNITY HAS BEEN an impor
tant part of my life for as far 
back as I can remember, and 
the most important part of my 
life for the last twenty years. 
During those years I have 
heard Unity dissected, in
spected, discussed, defined, 
praised, and damned in every 
conceivable manner by a wide y 
cross section of people.

Some people will tell you 
that Unity is the ultimate step 
in spiritual growth, and yet 
others claim it to be a direct 
step into the pits of eternal \ 
hell. Some say its spectrum of 
teaching is broad and deep, 
while another says it is too nar
row and shallow. But most will 
agree that Unity is unique, and 
perhaps it is within that ” 
uniqueness that we find the 
key to what Unity really is.



Unity is a step. Certainly not 
a final step nor the first step, 
but it is a step. Unity repre
sents that vital step that has 
been taken precious few times 
over the past 2 ,0 0 0  years, and 
yet it was the core of Jesus’ 
teachings—the Christhood of 
man . . .  the Christhood of you 
and me . . . our individual 
divinity. Through the Unity 
teachings we come to learn 
that we are responsible for our 
life, our world, and our spiri
tual growth. And when we say, 
“we,” we are not identifying 
some kind of a base creature 
cast into the world to make his 
way on his own by beseeching a 
capricious, far-off god who 
sends wrath or blessings ac
cording to His judgments. This 
“we” is you and me; but it is 
God too! We are beings who 
are God and who are always ex
pressing the results of His law 
and intelligence in action.

Through the activity of our 
mind and through His law, we 
co-create with God our world. 
And our world includes all the 
situations and relationships we 
are involved in. Unity shows us 
that we are responsible for 
ourself and teaches us how to 
positively implement the laws 
of God in our life. In the past, 
we have said it was a blessing 
of God when som ething 
“good” happened. When some
thing we labeled “bad” hap
pened, we called it the wrath of

God. This kind of thinking is a 
cop-out. It is not accepting the 
responsibility for ourself or ex
ercising the dominion we were 
given in the very beginning. 
The blessings of God and the 
wrath of God are really the 
same! The blessings of God are 
the result of God’s law in ac
tion when it feels good; and the 
wrath of God is simply God’s 
law in action when it hurts.

Unity, through the teachings 
of Jesus, takes us through the 
step of accepting our dominion. 
We set the laws of God into ac
tion in our life, and if we put a 
negative cause into motion, the 
effect can only be negative 
also. It is a major step in our 
spiritual unfoldment when we 
(and remember “we” includes 
an indivisible unity with God) 
accept total responsibility for 
ourself and stop trying to find 
someone to blame.

The other side of the coin is 
just as important. All of those 
blessings in our life—all of the 
successes and triumphs—came 
into our life through our con
sciousness, through the activ
ity of our mind working with 
the law of God in us!

The message of Unity is the 
key to that important step of 
awareness. When we become 
aware of the Christ potential 
that indwells us, we can heal 
our body, enrich our life, 
change our world, and inherit 
the Kingdom of God!



A Spiritual Catalyst

B Y  M IK IL . BOWEN

Miki L. Bowen is associate 
minister o f Christ Church 
Unity, San Jose, California. 
She has previously served min
istries in Castro Valley and 
San Luis Obispo, California. 
Ordained in 1960, she has 
served as regional adviser to 
youth in North California and 
presently is a member of the 
AUC board of trustees and a 
member of the reorganization 
committee.

UNITY IS MORE than a 
philosophy, more than a “way 
of life,’’ as we often reply when 
asked, “What is Unity?” Unity 
is a spiritual catalyst that has 
the power to transform lives 
when individuals incorporate

the Unity teachings into their 
way of thinking, feeling, and 
doing.

In chemistry, a catalyst is a 
substance that increases the 
rate of chemical reaction with
out being permanently altered 
by the reaction. Certainly 
Unity has been a catalyst in 
the field of religion, subjected 
to many types of reactions 
from a variety of faiths, but 
without basically being altered 
in any way whatsoever!

I see Unity, its teachings and 
its teachers, especially Charles 
and Myrtle Fillmore, cofound
ers of the Unity movement, as 
the substance or essence of 
Truth that has implemented an 
increase in the spiritual reac
tion of people the world over. 
While there has been tremen
dous growth in the Unity 
movement since its beginning 
late in the nineteenth century, 
the essence of Truth in its 
teachings remains essentially 
the same, despite the long pro
cession of leaders, teachers, 
workers, and students. Most of 
them have remained faithful to 
the basic principles of Truth in
volved in the teachings of 
Unity without either deifying 
the cofounders or adulterating 
the Unity philosophy as origi
nally established. Unity re
mains an open-ended philoso
phy, a channel of spiritual 
growth as the Holy Spirit 
reveals greater and greater



depths of Truth to its follow
ers.

My first introduction to the 
Unity teachings was twenty- 
eight years ago when I had a 
“need” and a friend thought 
Unity might be the answer. Of 
course it was, as it has been for 
so many others. Today I am 
not the same person I was in 
1951—praise God!—for I have 
gone through a metamorphosis 
that has transformed my char
acter, my purpose in life, and 
my circumstances.

What Unity has done for me 
it has done and can do for 
thousands upon thousands of 
others who search for a new 
meaning to life. Unity is an 
idea whose time to be born 
came in 1889 through the con
sciousness of the Fillmores, 
who also had a “need.” They 
found their answers by going 
directly “to headquarters,” as 
Mr. Fillmore so aptly put it, 
referring to the Christ indwell
ing every person. The spirit of 
Jesus Christ is the cornerstone 
upon which Unity was found
ed.

The idea of Unity is to help, 
through prayer, those who are 
in need, and to help humankind 
discover our intrinsic values as 
children of God, heirs to all 
that the Father has and is. 
Every practicing student of 
Unity (and we all are students!) 
becomes a beacon of light to 
others who still walk in the

darkness of ignorance—igno
rance of their divine origin, 
nature, and potential. Truly, 
the world needs Unity, a phi
losophy which teaches that 
every person is basically 
spiritual, not born in sin but 
born to become the perfect ex
pression of the Christ which in
dwells every living soul. In
deed, Mr. Fillmore’s favorite 
Bible quotation was this: 
“Christ in you, the hope of 
glory.”

Unity is a leader in the field 
of metaphysics, for it elevates 
and unites the feeling nature 
with the Mind of God, to pro
vide a spiritual balance in the 
evolutionary process of the 
human soul. Without love, 
Truth can be cold and imper
sonal, not always helpful. With 
love, it becomes a guiding force 
in our lives that moves us to 
our ultimate goal: the Christ 
consciousness. Unity stresses 
the commandments of Jesus: 
to love God, to love our fellow 
man, and to love ourself. It 
teaches that with love there is 
real spiritual growth which 
enables a person to make every 
overcoming, for “love is the 
fulfilling of the law.”

I see Unity continuing to be 
the catalyst in a world that is 
gradually awakening to the 
light of Truth. As the process 
gathers momentum it will 
move with a spiritual power 
whose force cannot help but



engulf all expressions of dark
ness and evil until every indi
vidual is transfigured “from 
glory to glory,” thus becoming 
the light of the world that 
Jesus said we are.

I say: “Thank God for Unity, 
for its cofounders, for all the 
ministers, teachers, workers, 
and students who have gone 
before, who are active now, and 
who are yet to come.”

A Creative Way 
of Life

B Y  J. SIG PAULSON

J. Sig Paulson is minister of 
Unity Church of Christianity, 
Houston, Texas. He formerly 
was minister of Unity Village 
Chapel, Unity Village, Missou
ri. Sig, ordained in 1957, has

served the Unity movement in 
many capacities. His wife, 
Jane, ordained in 1966, is co
minister at Houston, a position 
she also held at Unity Village. 
Sig is the author of several 
books and many articles in 
Unity publications.

UNITY IS UNIQUE to and in 
each person who responds to 
its ideas and teachings. And 
each one is free to define it or 
not as he or she chooses.

I am happy to share what 
Unity means to me. This reali
zation came during a lecture 
tour in Europe after a number 
of enthusiastic friends pressed 
me for a brief statement of 
what Unity is: Unity is a 
creative way of life based on 
four great principles:

Love is my God.
Life is my religion.
Humanity is my church.
Loving my neighbor as my

self is my daily worship.
That is an open-ended de

scription of Unity that appeals 
to me. Perhaps you will like it, 
too.

The future of Unity? I t’s in 
the consciousness of all who 
are awakening to the unity of 
creation—the oneness of God 
and man, the truth of being. 
The future of Unity is bright— 
and inevitable! It is guar
anteed by God, the creative 
Spirit whose nature is Unity!

Unity transcends individuals



and organizations even while it 
operates through them! It is 
the activity of the Holy Spirit 
(the Spirit of unity, wholeness) 
individualizing and expressing 
itself in and through open and 
receptive minds and hearts. 
The ideal Unity center is an in
dividual who is awakening to 
the truth that Creator and 
creation are one, always have 
been one, and always will be 
one. The Universe is a 
“Unity”—“oneness in diver
sity”—“the harmony of differ
ences.” This truth is becoming 
clearer every day.

Individuals in whom the 
Spirit of unity is awakening 
come together in organizations 
to implement and share love, 
ideas, and courses of inspired 
action. We who represent the 
ideals and activities of the 
organization that bears the 
name Unity have a glorious 
and inspiring opportunity to 
serve humanity as it moves 
from religious, racial, and 
social fragmentation into the 
state of Unity. As we continue

to remain free from that “un- 
cute” inflammation of the fear
ful ego known as “exclusivi- 
tis,” we become more effective 
instruments of the Love that 
created all humanity. Our op
portunity (and please note the 
“unity” in it) is to hold high 
the vision of Unity that came 
through Charles and Myrtle 
Fillmore ninety years ago—to 
rejoice and give thanks to God, 
the author of Unity, as that vi
sion becomes a creative way of 
life, the practical reality of this 
age of light. Through prayer, 
individual and united, we offer 
an open area in consciousness 
where the underlying unity of 
all human search for the truth 
that frees is recognized and en
couraged.

Are we not all the Spirit of 
unity as we realize more clear
ly, joyously, and gratefully 
than ever before that:

Love is our God.
Life is our religion.
Humanity is our Church.
Loving our neighbor as our

self is our daily worship. 0
Xi Arrf X4

Stand for What You Believe

Do you believe in life, in God’s power to heal? Stand for what 
you believe! Do not give power to disease by believing in it; do not 
give power to sickness, weakness, or ill health by dwelling on 
them. Stand in your faith and know that there is only one life, one 
power, one healing presence: God—God in the midst of you, God in 
the midst of anyone in need of healing.—Martha Smock, Turning 
Points.



Angel

Tears
B Y  CHARLES D A Y

LIFE IS FILLED with chal
lenges. For most of us the big
gest is the very opposite of life 
itself—death. Not our own 
death of course, for we seldom 
admit to the seeming finality of 
it all as it applies to ourselves.

The challenge that causes 
the most pain is the passing of 
a loved one. Most people in 
their middle years have experi
enced the loss of a parent or 
close relative. But perhaps the 
greatest suffering comes from 
the death of a child, a child still 
in the formative years.

Some parents never recover 
from such a loss. In many cases 
it is the mother who refuses to 
accept the death of a child. 
However, a father will some
times silently endure a pain so 
great that subconsciously he 
seals his heart to any future 
possibility of love, a hurt so 
deep that fear rules his every 
feeling.

Such a man is the central 
character in the following

story. The miracle of the Christ 
love broke the chains of his 
bondage and he is free once 
again. There are many in this 
same self-imposed prison. If 
only they could find a similar 
key to freedom. Such a key 
does exist.

There is an Angel close at 
hand who can dry the tears and 
end the suffering. By reaching 
out to that loving Presence we 
can let love in once again.

Another Christmas

A nother C h ris tm as, I 
thought to myself, as the car 
radio rang with the sound of 
“Jingle Bells” for what must 
have been the tenth time that 
day. Just one gigantic commer
cial. Spending money we don’t 
have; giving unnecessary pres
ents to people who already 
have everything. What kind of 
sense does that make?

These same thoughts came 
to me every year; and while I





tried to avoid direct involve
ment with the holidays, there 
didn’t seem to be any escape 
from the overwhelming power 
of public opinion. The real 
meaning of Christmas had 
nearly vanished under the 
pressure of Madison Avenue 
and the complicated rituals of 
the church.

It is strange as I think about 
it now. As a child I used to en
joy the holiday season. Then as 
I grew older it seemed childish 
to be taken in by what surely 
was a fairy tale. But suddenly 
one day all the childlike wonder 
was born anew in the eyes of 
my daughter. For twelve excit
ing years I experienced once 
again the newness of life as I 
saw it through my child’s eyes.

Then somehow, for some un
known reason, the joy of my 
life was taken from me. Life 
ended; purpose dissolved; 
meaning evaporated. Love in
side withered like a rose in the 
hot desert sun. There no longer 
seemed to be a reason for liv
ing. In a sense, I too died, if not 
physically, then most as
suredly my emotional faculties 
ceased to exist. Where once 
was life now only was death.

For months I was a walking 
ghost. I tried drinking, but just 
made myself sick. I tried long 
walks, but got sore feet. I even 
tried therapy, but it cost too 
much. Finally even my mar
riage couldn’t bear the strain

and we decided to try to find 
our ways separately.

By some good fortune I met 
Carolyn about three years 
later. She had lost her husband 
a few years earlier and was try
ing to raise a six-year-old 
daughter by herself. We met at 
a group session while trying to 
deal with the same problems.

For six years I had suffered 
the emptiness before remarry
ing and facing my painful 
memories with help. I watched 
as Carolyn’s little girl went 
through the same joys and sor
rows my daughter had. Even
tually I knew I had to face the 
challenge and stare it down.

For three years I went to 
church on Christmas Eve with 
the express purpose of forgiv
ing God for taking my daugh
ter. But I always came away 
feeling unforgiven myself. I 
tried to pray, asking for 
forgiveness and trying to 
reason with God. Nothing hap
pened. I just came out the 
same as I went in.

Afraid to Love

As the last few notes of “Joy 
to the World’’ faded away, a 
handsome young boy stepped 
into the minister’s pulpit and 
began to read from the Scrip
tures.

“ In those days a decree went 
out from Caesar Augustus that 
all the world should be en-



rolled.”
The familiar story slowly un

folded in the sanctuary of the 
church with several Sunday 
school children taking part.

For seven years I had kept 
my heart tightly closed against 
any reference to this Christian 
observance. While I still con
sidered myself a “believer,” I 
had no desire to participate in 
all this Santa Claus business. 
The truth of the matter was 
that I had decided to deny a 
place in my heart to all the 
symbols of Christmas.

As the young moderator con
tinued his tale, a light shone to 
the right illuminated three 

„ small boys dressed in burlap 
bags, resembling poor sheep- 
herders.

“And in that region there 
were shepherds out in the field, 
keeping watch over their flock 
by night.”

In the next instant another 
light came on revealing an 
angel with outspread arms 
standing on a raised platform 
at the rear of the scene. Truly 
this was an angelic-looking 
child. Long golden hair cas
caded off her shoulders; bright 
blue eyes gleamed with joy and 
anticipation—an enthusiastic 
twelve-year-old in every way.

Such a beautiful child. How 
could anyone withhold love 

*- from her? But I was guilty of 
just that. She was my wife’s 
child yet I wasn’t able to give

my love no matter how much I 
might want to. If the truth be 
known, I was afraid to love 
again, afraid I would lose that 
to which I had given my love a 
second time.

Once more the young boy in 
the pulpit continued his story.

“And the angel said to them, 
‘Be not afraid; for behold, I 
bring you good news of a great 
joy which will come to all 
people.

As the angel looked down on 
the waiting boys in their bur
lap clothes, a lump began to 
form in my throat and an odd 
feeling came over me. I knew I 
wasn’t going to sit there mak
ing a fool of myself by weeping 
over a play. As quietly as pos
sible I slipped out of the sanc
tuary and walked toward the 
prayer chapel.

Reaching Out

I could still hear the last 
sentence of the scene as my 
eyes began to mist over.

“And suddenly there was 
with the angel a multitude of 
the heavenly host praising God 
and saying, “Glory to God in 
the highest, and on earth peace 
among men with whom he is 
pleased.”

I sank down in a pew and 
covered my face with my 
hands. How often in these last 
seven years had I come in here 
to try to find reason—reason



for going on, reason for forgive
ness, reason for living—only to 
leave with the same unan
swered questions as before.

Hopefully, the angel—this 
child I wanted to love, this 
reminder of the past—had not 
seen me leave. I had come only 
because of her.

I couldn’t shake the pain of 
the past. I couldn’t release the 
death of my own daughter. 
Would I ever be able to live 
with this emptiness inside?

Now this burden I carried 
was affecting an innocent 
child, a child who needed my 
love, a child so willing to give 
her love. I knew I was hurting 
her by my inability to respond, 
but I just couldn’t break the 
chains of fear that seemed to 
bind me.

I recalled a conversation I 
overheard by accident several 
months previously. Carolyn 
and her daughter were talking.

“Mama, does Clay like me?” 
“Of course he does, darling.” 
“Do you think he loves me?” 
“What makes you think he 

doesn’t?”
“He’s never said so. He’s 

never shown he loves me.” 
“Some people can’t always 

express their feelings.”
“If he would just put his 

arms around me and hug me 
tight, I would know he loved 
me.”

“ Darling, sometime why 
don’t you surprise Clay and 
hug him real tight. He’ll prob
ably hug you right back.”

“ I might just do that, Mama. 
I just might.”

I felt guilty for overhearing a 
private conversation. But more 
than that I felt guilty for being 
afraid to give of myself, afraid 
to open my heart, afraid to 
return love so willingly given. 
Bitter tears stung my cheeks 
as I stood quietly waiting to

me d d e n ^ e r

By Jane H. Priest

I sat one morning silently 
to listen for my Lord, 
hands in my lap cupped quietly 
as if to catch His Word.

And as His holy hush came down 
to lift my heart above, 
on velvet paws a kitten came 
and filled my hands with love.



free myself from this acciden
tally incurred eavesdropping.

Then last week I was stand
ing on the terrace watching the 
sunset when I felt two arms en
circling my waist from behind. 
A chill went through me as I 
recalled the overheard conver
sation.

“ I love you Clay,” she said 
softly. “ I love you . . . ” she 
paused in midsentence, ” . . .  
Daddy.” She released her hold 
immediately and rushed back 
into the house. I stood for a 
long time unable to move, won
dering if she were waiting 
somewhere in the house—wait
ing for me to return her spon
taneous expression of affec

tion.
I knew if I didn’t return her 

love soon I would lose her. She 
was saying, please love me. If I 
could only tell her how much I 
wanted to return her love, tell 
her of the pain I had gone 
through in losing my own 
daughter, of the fear I felt in 
giving my heart again. I had 
lost one daughter and the suf
fering was too painful to take a 
second chance.

As I sat alone now thinking 
about all those things and ask
ing God to free me from the 
past, I noticed a small Nativity 
scene at the front of the chapel. 
The angel in that Nativity 
seemed to have an unusual 
glow. Then from very far away

I thought I heard a voice call 
out to me.

“Daddy . . . ”
I did hear someone. I turned 

around, but there was no one 
but me. Was I hearing things? 
I waited quietly for a moment 
to see if the voice would call 
again.

“Daddy, it’s me, Bonnie. I ’m 
here with Jesus. Daddy, please 
don’t shut me out. I have been 
trying to talk to you for so 
long.”

It sounded like my daugh
ter’s voice. But how? I saw no 
one and there were no ghostly 
figures. But I knew I could 
hear a voice.

“You don’t need to speak, 
Daddy. I know what is in your 
heart. I am here. I am with you. 
I have missed you more than 
you could ever know. I know 
how you have suffered, Daddy. 
I know of the pain and hurt you 
carry, the resentment and 
anger you keep inside. How 
often I have cried for you, 
Daddy.

“ I don’t know why I had to 
leave you. There must be a rea
son, but I can’t find it until you 
let me go, Daddy. As long as 
you continue to grieve for me I 
will remain tied to your world.

“Please let me go, Daddy.”
At that moment I had the 

sensation of arms tight around 
my neck and a soft head on my 
shoulder. I wanted to put my 
arms around her and hold my



daughter as I had done so long 
ago. But before I could, I 
sensed her pulling away.

“Good-bye, Daddy. I love 
you.”

Then I knew she was gone. It 
happened so quickly and was 
over before I could think. There 
was so much I wanted to say.

As I sat there in a kind of 
trance the thought came to 
mind that perhaps this was 
only my imagination. Maybe I 
had just been dreaming about 
my daughter as I had done 
several times over the years. I 
felt my shoulder where her 
head had rested. A spot of 
dampness. A tear from my 
daughter’s eye? I looked at the 
sleeve of my coat. A single 
strand of red-blond hair. Bon
nie had hair just that shade.

“Merry Christmas, Daddy. I 
love you.”

“Merry Christmas, my dar
ling, and I love you too.”

In speaking those words the 
sound of my own voice brought 
me back to reality. Then the 
tears started to come. I cried as 
I had never been able to cry 
since she died. I had held it all 
back. I felt a cleansing flow 
releasing me from a bondage I 
had held myself in for much too 
long.

A Merry Christmas

Stepping out of the chapel I 
saw Carolyn and her daughter

walking down the hall in my 
direction. As they got closer, 
the play’s angel pulled up her 
flowing robe and ran toward 
me in wild excitement. She 
stopped when she reached me 
and threw her arms about me.

“How was I, Clay?” she 
asked breathlessly. “Wasn’t it 
a good play? Everything came 
out just perfect, didn’t it?”

I knelt down on one knee and 
took her face in my hands. 
Looking deep into those blue 
eyes I saw the wonder and joy 
of Christmas again, the inno
cence of true faith, the unself
ishness of Christlike love. I 
realized I had never really 
looked into those eyes before.

“You were a beautiful angel ' 
and you are so right, every
thing did come out just per
fect.”

I kissed her on the cheek 
then took her into my arms. 
“Merry Christmas, Mary. I 
love you.” That was all I was 
able to say before a lump in my 
throat cut off my voice.

Her arms encircled my neck. 
“Oh Daddy, Merry Christmas 
and I love you too.”

With tears streaming down 
my face I looked up at Carolyn. 
She stood there with tears of 
joy running down each cheek. 
She bent over and put her arms 
around Mary and me. Emotion 
filling her voice, she finally 
spoke, “This truly is a Merry 
Christmas.” ©



B Y  CHRISTINE SCOTT BOAZ%
"LOVE IS A MANY-splendored thing, especially at Christmas

time. You undoubtedly have been touched by the miracle of its 
special love. Young couples have a habit of becoming engaged at 
Christmas. For others, love often begins under a sprig of holiday 
mistletoe. Children fashion strange tokens of love out of old tinfoil, 

k art paper, and bits of cotton. Somewhere, mixed with the messy 
'  glue and the garbled writing of a little one, is the message: ‘‘Merry 

Christmas—with Love!” It is probably the most beautiful card 
you will ever receive.

Love does not always come with hugs and kisses. Often it is 
wrapped in a gay package and tied with a bow. For some, it is in 

'  the loving effort put forth in preparing a holiday dinner. For 
others, it is the reward of a loving glance or a grateful smile.

Love is made of the strangest spells: it can perk you up or calm



you down. Love sometimes 
makes you grab a child and 
hug him. They say that love 
makes the world go around, 
and I know for a fact that it 
sometimes makes you dizzy!

Love has an extraordinary 
potential. The more love you 
give, the more love you get, 
and the more love you get, the 
more love you give! When you 
figure out that statement, you 
will know the answer to the 
miracle of love.

If you take love for granted, 
it will soon pass you by. If it is 
twisted, it will shrivel and die.

Cherish love, and it will cherish 
you. (

Love is linked to faith, and 4 

faith is linked to a star that led 
the Wise Men long ago. Centu
ries later we are still touched 
by the circle of love that sur
rounded the birth of a child in a t 
lowly stable. What a wide and . 
wonderful circle it has become! 
May its peace and warmth 
touch your heart this Christ
mas and last throughout the 
New Year. It can happen, you 
know, because Christmas love , 
is, indeed, a many-splendored 
thing. ©

.If*.

The A geless Question

But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, 
goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, self-control; against such there * 
is no law.—Gal. 5:22.

THIS MORNING on the way to the office I had ample time, which 
in itself is unusual, so I felt unhurried. I was not even displeased 
when the traffic light swinging in the middle of the intersection 
turned red. As I waited for the green light I looked at the traffic - 
signal box framed by an early morning bluish sky and once again ■ 
asked that ageless question, “What is my purpose in life?’’ How 
quickly thoughts rushed through my mind. I had never been able 
to answer this question satisfactorily; but this time I took a 
different tack. So what? All I can do is resolve to be thankful for 
life itself and try to express the fruit of the Spirit. . .  as a spouse, a 
parent and grandparent, a homemaker, a member of the working “ 
force, and as a child of God.—Zelma Cook.
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Q u a #

. . . with answers by 
MARCUS BACH

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

Question: Some time ago an 
article you wrote for UNITY 
Magazine contained references 
to holistic health centers. I  am 
a member of the Summit 
County Holistic Health Group 
of Akron which is compiling a 
list of existing local, national, 
and international centers. Do 
you know if any such list has

already been compiled?
Perhaps you know of some 
sources to suggest to us.

B.H.

Answer: Requests for the ad
dresses of holistic healing 
centers and practicing holistic 
physicians are very much a 
part of my mail. My best sug
gestion at the moment is that 
you write to C. Norman Shealy, 
M.D., American Holistic Medi
cal Association, Route 2, 
Welsh Coulee, La Crosse, Wis
consin, 54601. Ask him for a 
copy of his ongoing list, espe
cially of centers in your par
ticular area. The holistic field is 
big and burgeoning and as I 
get additional information I 
will pass it on to you.

MB

Question: Who wrote The 
Letter of James in the New 
Testament and when? Also 
Revelation?

N.N.

Answer: This charming piece 
of preachment, The Letter of 
James, is believed to have been 
written in the second century 
A.D. Its authorship has never 
been absolutely established, 
but the consensus is that it was 
written by the James men
tioned by Paul in Galatians 
2:12, who took exception to 
Paul’s interpretation of the



value of “faith and works” and 
other theological concepts in 
the Pauline tradition.

The Book of Revelation is 
also caught up in debate as to 
who actually  wrote th is 
apocalyptic masterpiece. Some 
scholars insist it is the work of 
John, the Apostle, while others 
are convinced it was written by 
another John in view of the 
fact that the writing style in 
Revelation is radically dif
ferent from that used in The 
Gospel according to John. Un
doubtedly it was the work of a 
seer and prophet who explains 
how the inspiration came to 
him by saying, “ I was in the 
Spirit on the Lord’s day and I 
heard behind me a loud voice 
like a trumpet. . . . ”

Whoever the John of Revela
tion, he was a channel for some 
highly creative writing, as was 
whoever was the James of the 
epistle. And they may have 
been contem poraries and 
touched lives somewhere along 
the way.

MB

Question: Are the exile and 
the exodus of the Israelites 
mentioned in Egyptian 
literature?

G.S.

Answer: Your question is inter
esting on a number of counts.
1. Practically all of our historic

evidence on the exile and exo
dus is based on the five books 
of Moses, primarily the second 
book Exodus, which constitute 
the Pentateuch in the Old Tes
tament. 2. In view of the 
historic developments in the 
Israeli-Egyptian peace accord 
it is a provocative question. 
What, if anything, does Egyp
tian history say about Moses? 
3. In my inquiries among 
Egyptian scholars they have 
not come up with anything con
clusive. Your best approach 
would be to consult volumes of 
“The Biblical Archeologist” if 
you have access to a metropoli
tan library. I have not been 
able to find any documented in
formation.

During a recent assignment 
at Unity of Houston I met a re
searcher in this field, W. L. 
Eddleman. I put the question 
to him and while he had no au
thenticated answer on the sub
ject, he did say, “The deeper 
one searches into these mat
ters, the more obscure and un
reliable become the origins. 
Nonetheless, my studies satis
fy me that Moses is historical 
in records other than the 
Torah.” Then he added this sig
nificant insight, “Bearing in 
mind that we are dealing with 
translations of translations 
and with the human propensity 
to gloss, delete, and interpret, 
the best we can do is keep on 
questing!”



Should you or any of our 
readers find evidence that 
Moses is mentioned in early 
Egyptian literature, let us 
know!

MB

Question: I  don't understand 
all the fuss about the feminist 
movement. Man is man and 
woman is woman. That's the 
way God made us. Why 
should we be standardized? 
Isn't it true that if  a woman 
wants to retain her family 
name after her marriage, she 
can? I f  she doesn 't want to be 
called "Mrs. " she doesn't 
have to. And doesn't "Mr. &

L Mrs." sound better than 
"Mrs. & Mr. "? And what dif
ference does it make?

Miss Ann

Answer: Occasionally, when in 
Hawaii, I am asked to perform 

» marriage ceremonies. In filling 
r out the official report on the 

wedding, the participating par
ties must sign an agreement as 
to the surname each person 
wishes to use following matri- 

i mony. Up until 1972 Hawaii 
• was the only state with a 

statute compelling wives to use 
their husband’s name.

If you are interested in a 
deeper follow-up on this, it 

t might be a good idea to check 
J with your local authorities as 

to the rules and regulations in

your particular state. As to fur
ther information about names 
after marriage, write to ERA, 
P.O. Box 2945, Grand Central 
Station, New York, New York, 
10017 or/and to the New York 
Women’s Right Project in care 
of the American Civil Liberties 
Union, 22 East 40th Street, 
New York City, New York, 
10016. They have a fact sheet 
on the right of married women 
to retain or regain their birth 
names.

Yes, I think “Mr. & Mrs.’’ 
sounds better than “Mrs. & 
Mr.”; but both designations 
are archaic. I ’d settle for ad
dressing people by their Chris
tian or given names. A great 
many things connected with 
the semantics of marriage are 
outmoded. When I used the 
term matrimony a moment ago 
I realized how the word could 
get into a chauvinist’s hair 
because it actually implies a 
matriarchy. He might want to 
change it to “patrimony.” 
Both sexes, however, will prob
ably agree that anything is bet
ter than the word “wedlock,” 
which sounds like a ceremony 
performed by a security guard. 
And even “betrothal” which is, 
or was, a rather lovely word at 
one time, now for some perni
cious reason scents a bit of 
“brothel” and is being more 
and more rejected. One of my 
weddings featured a “brides
man” instead of a bridesmaid



and a “best woman” instead of 
a best man. Soon the most 
perfect language may be 
silence and the best com
munication simply thoughts of 
love and light.

MB

Question: Do you think it is 
right for parents to name their 
children before the children 
are old enough to know why 
they are so named? Shouldn ’t 
a name be provisional so that 
the child can change the name 
if it is not to his or her liking?

Serious

Answer: What’s in a name? 
Undoubtedly a great deal. It is 
character forming. It helps 
shape the personality. It is 
usually a lifelong possession. It 
carries occult, numerological, 
and spiritual significance. And 
so on. But what shall we call a 
child or how shall we identify a 
child until that inexplicable 
age when accountability takes 
form? We can’t just say, “Hey, 
you!” or put them on an alpha
betical or numerical designa
tion, do you think?

Letting them name them
selves at the age of five or six 
puts everybody into deep trou
ble and will probably give rise 
to a frightening cadre of psy
chologists in the field of “nam
ing the child.” I shudder to 
think where this could lead!

Your question ties in, to a

degree at least, with Miss 
Ann’s question about names 
and marriages and titles after 
the wedding. How about tak
ing a tip from some early in
novators who suggest a signed 
agreement at the time of the 
wedding arrangements which 
reads like this:

Mary Herself and Harry 
Himself appearing before 
an accredited person of 
the law con tract as 
follows:
1. Upon her marriage to 
Harry Himself, Mary 
Herself will not assume 
the surname of Himself, 
but will retain the name 
of Mary Herself.
2. Following her mar
riage to Harry Himself, 
Mary Herself will not use 
the name or title of Mrs. 
Himself, Mrs. H arry 
Himself or Mrs. Mary 
Himself in any trans
actions. j
3. Should children be 
born of the marriage of 
Mary Herself and Harry 
Himself they will be given 
the name of Themselves.

Signed and sealed by 
Mary Herself and 

Harry Himself.
No, I don’t think it would 

work.
MB



From the Writings of Charles Fillmore

MODERN SCIENTIFIC re
search has revealed that the 

>. primal vehicles of life—atoms,
' cells, and so forth—are com

posed of principles that bring 
them under a spiritual rather 
than a material classification, 
and that they are linked with a 
field of causation in which all

• things are possible. Instead of 
the atom being the material 
ultimate of creation, its pro
cesses have blossomed into a 
realm where it assumes the role

» of deity and its creative possi-
* bilities are described by scien

tists with a splendor and assur

ance of accomplishment that 
makes all the unbelievable 
tales of magic and the heavenly 
dreams of saints seem tawdry 
and cheap.

A very large number of per
sons who believe that religion 
is more than emotion and soul 
ecstasy welcome joyfully these 
announcements of the scien
tists that they have discovered 
a kingdom quite superior to the 
physical, yet related to it by 
laws that can be applied by 
those who understand them.

That the potential assets of 
these invisible elements are far



beyond anything man has ever 
conceived in his wildest dreams 
is asserted by these modern 
scientific seers and prophets. If 
what they have described as 
existing in this newly discov
ered fourth dimension were 
printed in the Bible, it would 
not be believed. The story of 
Joshua’s stopping the sun for a 
whole day and of Jonah's living 
three days in the whale’s belly 
are not to be compared in credi
bility with the claim of Sir 
Oliver Lodge that there is 
power enough in a cubic inch of 
the ether to run a forty-horse- 
power engine forty million 
years! This claim of Sir Oliver 
Lodge is tame compared with 
numerous others voiced in the 
books of these scientists.

Jesus described this king
dom of the heavens, or fourth 
dimension, in many parables 
and comparisons. That it was 
of more value than all earthly 
things He illustrated in the 
parable of the man who discov
ered a treasure hidden in a field 
and sold all he had and bought 
that field. Science is bringing 
certain  greatly  treasured 
elem ents of th a t fourth- 
dimension kingdom into the 
Earth, and we are enjoying 
their coming in light, heat, 
power, radio, and ultraviolet 
rays quickening growth in veg
etables and fruits, and above 
all vitalizing the bodies of men, 
women, and children.

This is but the beginning of 
the prophecy written in Revela
tion 21:10: “And in the Spirit 
he carried me away to a great, 
high mountain, and showed me 
the holy city Jerusalem coming 
down out of heaven from God, 
having the glory of God. . . . 
By its light shall the nations 
walk; and the kings of the earth 
shall bring their glory into 
it___”

This does not say that Jeru
salem, a type of heaven, is far 
away in the heavens and that 
we are going to it through 
death; but it states that heaven 
is to be set up in the Earth and 
the “kings of the earth’’ (the 
spiritually developed) are to 
enter into it and bring their 
“ glory” into it. Physical 
science is making visible in 
mechanical appliances only a 
few of these marvelous forces 
from the heavens; but even 
now the great need is spiritu
ally developed persons who can 
lay hold of the supermind ele
ments and restore the physical 
organism of the race to its 
original vitality, even eternal 
life. Scientists tell us that they 
are developing powers beyond 
man’s ability to control them. 
Scientists do not claim that the 
fourth dimension, with its 
amazing energies, is identical 
with the kingdom of the heav
ens that Jesus described in 
parables, but some of them 
have stated that they are satis-



fied that Jesus was familiar 
with the ether and used its 

. superpower in His miracles. 
However, as they become more 
familiar with the evidences of a 
directive mind in the design 
and activity of these invisible 

, forces, they will be compelled 
to admit that there is some
thing more than blind matter 
behind the universe.

Sir James Jeans, the eminent 
British scientist, in his book 

. “The Mysterious Universe’’ 

. says, “Although we are still far 
from any positive knowledge,

it seems possible that there 
may be some factor, for which 
we have so far found no better 
name than fate, operating in 
nature to neutralize the cast- 
iron inevitability of the old law 
of causation. The future may 
not be as unalterably deter
mined by the past as we used 
to think; in part at least it may 
rest on the knees of whatever 
gods there may be.’’

In a public address Professor 
Jeans stated flatly that science 
no longer holds that we live in a 
world of solid matter, but that



on the contrary “we are begin
ning to suspect that we live in a 
universe of waves, and nothing 
but waves.’’ He refers, of 
course, to the etheric waves 
that penetrate all space and all 
matter.

The theory of Dalton that 
the atom is the foundation and 
ultimate of all matter has been 
definitely exploded, as stated 
by our American scientist, Pro
fessor Millikan: “Matter is no 
longer a mere game of marbles 
played by blind men. An atom 
is now an amazingly compli
cated organism, possessing 
many interrelated bodies and 
exhibiting many functions and 
properties—energy, radiation, 
waves, and so forth, quite as 
mysterious as any that used to 
masquerade under the name of 
‘mind.’ Hence the phrases ‘All 
is matter’ and ‘All is mind’ 
have now become mere shib
boleths devoid of meaning.”

Metaphysicians protest that

Unity Churches, Centers, 
and Teachers

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

the phrase “All is mind” has 
not lost its meaning, but has 
risen to first place as a concise 
statement of the underlying 
cause of all existence.

Right here is where scien
tists need to realize that they 
are still blind men playing a 
game of marbles, as compared 
with what they will be when 
they awaken their latent 
spiritual faculties and behold 
the majesty, harmony, and 
power of the unseen fourth 
dimension, which they now 
postulate as existing but which 
they have never seen.

This awakening or develop
ment of the spiritual man is 
symbolized by the birth, life, 
crucifixion, and continued ex
istence in the heavens or ether 
of the man of Nazareth, Jesus.

Divine Mind ideated man, 
but the idea had to be 
developed in a manner similar 
to the development of the un
seen image imprinted by light 
on the photographic film. In 
his beginning man is I AM 
identity, charged by creative 
Mind with infinite potentiality 
but unconscious of it. The at
tainment of consciousness is 
the supreme objective.

The first movement of the I 
AM is in a world of forms and 
shapes: he is a child of nature, 
Adam in a garden, a mind with 
everything to learn.

Through aeons of time this 
child of nature develops an in-



tellectual capacity that lifts 
him above the animals and cre
ates in him a desire to know 
and understand God and the 
mysteries of the universe. But 
spiritual things are “spiritu
ally discerned,’’ and man must 
go deep within his soul and stir 
up the Spirit awaiting his rec
ognition; then he will take on 
an entirely new and wonderful 
soul-and-body unfoldment. 
Jesus referred to it as the “re
generation.” He said, “Ye who 
have followed me, in the regen
eration when the Son of man 
shall sit on the throne of his 
glory, ye also shall sit upon 
twelve thrones, judging the 
twelve tribes of Israel.”

* “Twelve thrones” refers to 
the twelve fundamental facul
ties latent in every soul, which 
are raised to power—“ sit 
upon . . . thrones”—when the 
pent-up electronic energies in 
the atoms and cells are re
leased. This is all told in sym- 

' bols in the Gospels, but can be 
understood only by those who 
experience the passing of man 
from the natural to the spiri
tual plane of consciousness.

Jesus was the incarnation of 
a great soul who had attained 
creative power in a former 
cosmic evolution. This world 
and everything on it was 
brought forth by Him in many 
earthly incarnations. He was 

1 the spiritual and personal 
genius of a long line of seers

and prophets who have ap
peared in history and out of 
history, Moses being the one 
best known to us. Referring to 
His Mosaic identity, He said, 
“ If you believed Moses, you 
would believe me, for he wrote 
of me.” We behold in Jesus 
Christ and our relation to Him 
how men who have developed 
the divine image in themselves 
become creators of other men. 
Jesus, originally a man as we 
are men, unfolded the God- 
Mind in Himself until God 
became so fully expressed in 
Him that He was God’s image 
identified, or God’s only- 
begotten Son, or idea made 
manifest.

In His personality as Jesus, 
He was a man among men; but 
the God-Mind in Him, called 
Christ, had been advanced far 
beyond the consciousness of 
anyone in our race. But as He 
stated, we can through Him 
come into the same sphere of 
glory—that is, of spiritual 
power—th a t He occupied. 
“But to all who received him, 
who believed in his name, to 
them he gave power to become 
children of God.”

Jesus being the incarnation 
of one who had attained the 
Son-of-God consciousness, 
everything He did, and every 
occurrence connected with His 
life, has a spiritual quality and 
is of vastly greater importance 
than that of any other individ-



ual ever born upon this planet.
Mary, a virgin, conceived the 

seed as an idea in Spirit. 
Medical authorities claim that 
European records testify to 
cases where virgins have be
come so exalted spiritually 
that they have conceived and 
given birth to infants, as the 
Bible states Mary did. So the 
virgin birth of Jesus is not a 
miracle but the attestation of a 
law not fully understood or 
observed. Many devout and 
spiritually-minded mothers 
have felt that their children 
were conceived “not of blood, 
nor of the will of the flesh, nor 
of the will of man, but of God.”

The “ new b ir th "  and 
“regeneration” experienced by 
those who follow Jesus in soul 
unfoldment is a process of 
Spirit and Mind raising the 
atoms and cells of the physical 
to a higher energy level. Ac
cording to modern science, the 
atoms composing the cells 
have imprisoned within them

amazing electronic forces wait
ing man’s ability to unlock 
them. For example, it is stated 
that if the atoms in a single 
teardrop were suddenly freed, 
the explosion would wreck a 
six-story building. Every 
thought and, in fact, every pro
cess that goes on in mind and 
body is constantly setting free 
some of these imprisoned elec
trons, and if we do not know 
how to harmonize and control 
their dynamics they react upon 
and finally destroy the flesh 
body. Thus a man of unusual 
mental energy accumulates a 
charge of lightning that will 
sooner or later strike his ner
vous system and “ground” in 
what is called a “stroke.” This 
is the climax of living without 
a knowledge of Truth. “The 
truth shall make you free.” 

When man asks for spiritual 
guidance, he is shown that he 
has power through mental con
centration and control of his 
feelings not only to free his

W hat M yrtle Fillmore Said A b o u t . . .

Gifts: Many of the most important and necessary things in life 
are free gifts from God, and we may have them constantly 
without any thought of doing any definite thing in return for 
them. The air we breathe, the sunlight, the beauty of nature, the 
out-of-doors for recreation and inspiration. For these we should 
be thankful to God. —Thomas E. Witherspoon, Myrtle Fillmore: 
Mother of Unity.



electrons but with them to 
build a higher-type body, 
thereby following Jesus in the 
regeneration.

The birth of Jesus in Bethle
hem of Judea points to the 
place in the physical organism 
where the spiritual body begins 
to form. Bethlehem means 
“place of food,” which we 
readily see is the stomach. 
Digestion splits up the food 
into its primal elements, and it 
is here the mind lays hold of 
the life-giving particles called 
electrons and protons. These 
energies are transferred to the 
new body through the power of 
-.raise (Judea means “praise 
/ehovah”), exultation, and joy 
that:

“ . . . From you shall come a 
ruler,

who will govern my people 
Israel.”

The Wise Men from the East 
bringing costly presents to the 

 ̂ young child represent the out- 
' pouring of the stored-up riches 

of the subconscious (East) 
rushing to add their reserve of 
wisdom and experience to the 
upbuilding of the new body, 
through the Father, Son, and 

’ Holy Spirit. King Herod seek
ing to destroy the young child 
is the ruling will in sense that 
resents the establishment of 
another power in its kingdom. 

1 The sensations and physical 
* reactions one sometimes feels 

in regeneration should be

wisely handled and the Herod 
mind ignored, as is implied in 
what the Scripture says of the 
Wise Men: “They departed to 
their own country by another 
way.”

Some metaphysicians imag
ine they are ill when their sen
sations are merely the spiritual 
mind tearing down the physi
cal organism and with marvel
ous skill building a new body 
that will endure forever. This is 
the “house not made with 
hands, e te rn a l, in the  
heavens.”

The celebration of Christmas 
by making presents to children 
in the name of Santa Claus is 
an outward symbol of the 
bringing of gifts to the young 
child by the three “Wise 
Men”—Father, Son, and Holy 
Spirit. These three principles 
cooperate in man to construct 
his heavenly organism, which 
is the “temple of the living 
God.”

This understanding of the 
scientific and orderly construc
tion of the eternal body should 
appeal to all logical minds and 
give them a firm foundation for 
the hope of eternal life. God 
does not at death give us a 
heavenly body, but makes it 
possible for us to earn that 
body by honest work, and thus 
escape death. Jesus “advanced 
in wisdom and stature.” So we 
may also grow, if we seek to 
know and conform to the di-



vine law. Thousands of persons 
are in the new birth and do not 
realize it. When the angel told 
Mary that she had conceived 
by the Holy Spirit she ques
tioned it.

Those who have been faithful 
in following Jesus throughout 
the centuries will finally form a 
world federation in His name, 
which will be the nucleus of a 
new race, through whom the 
kingdom of the heavens will be 
developed in this Earth, and it 
will be ruled by the “kings of 
the earth.’’

With the understanding that 
the birth of Jesus represents 
the beginning of a process by 
which all of us may transform 
our mortal body into a spiritual 
body, we see the scientific 
meaning of Paul’s statement 
that “this corruptible must put 
on incorruption, and this mor
tal must put on immortality.” 
Paul thought that this trans
formation was to be accom
plished “in the twinkling of an 
eye,” by a miracle; but now 
that we have science showing 
us that all things are under law 
and that the cells of our bodies 
are inherently immortal, we 
now see that what we looked 
forward to as a miracle to take 
place after death can be 
brought to pass right here and 
now. The new Christ body is 
not formed in the dead but in 
the living. “He is not God of 
the dead, but of the living.” Q

I L L U M I N A T I O N - One  w ho  
wants the inner light and life to 
spring forth must believe in the 
reality of the omnipresent Christ 
Spirit within. Through prayer we 
must invoke the consciousness of 
the glory of Spirit.

In Jesus Christ I find the 
true light that brings 

understanding and divine 
direction.

H E A L I N G — Within our body is 
the center where pure Christ life is  ̂
generated. When quickened by 
faith in the indwelling Lord, the 
source of life, every cell in our 
body thrills with new health.

In Jesus Christ I find the 
staunch faith that brings 
forth healing in mind and 

body.

P R O S P E R I T Y —  Jesus was “ rich 
toward God’’ in that He knew how 
to release the creative substance 
implanted in Him, as in each one 
of us, from the beginning. When 
contact with universal substance is 
made, invisible currents of supply 
begin to carry their riches to us.

In Jesus Christ I find the 
multiplying power that 

increases the substance I 
receive and give.



APPOINTMENT
WITH
LIFE

B Y  M ARK YARNELL

HE WAS NOT unlike you or 
me. For the most part he was a 
solid part of the community. It 
has been said that every day 
people came to his restaurant 
to enjoy his wife’s home cook
ing. Travelers sometimes 
asked to stay over at his home 
because, though it was made 
up of simple rooms, it was very 

1 clean. His family made its liv
ing by housing and feeding

others. Business was always 
good.

I am sure his wife was a 
beautiful person. No doubt she 
was very intelligent and took 
great pains to contribute to the 
overall welfare of her family. 
Her husband probably recog
nized her tremendous assets 
early in their married years, 
and thus their relationship was 
one of harmony and equality.

The community in which 
they lived considered him and 
his family to be pillars of



strength. He and his family 
had responded compassion
ately on more than one occa
sion; at least there are many 
stories told to that effect. For 
example, there was the time 
when, while the mayor was out 
of town, his pregnant wife had 
wandered deliriously into the 
restaurant and collapsed on the 
floor in labor. For two hours he 
and his wife struggled to de
liver the baby. There was the 
time when the doctor’s daugh
ter had run away from home 
and sought refuge from her 
parents in the back room of the 
family quarters. Assuming the 
position of counselor, he had 
spent eight hours convincing 
the girl that her father had 
punished her out of his deep 
love for her, resulting in her 
return home to frantic parents. 
There was the time when a mer
chant’s wife was left without 
an income because of her hus
band’s premature death. With 
no place to turn she was taken 
in by the family and lived with 
them for many months.

By all appearances you could 
say nothing of a derogatory 
nature about him or his family. 
However, we all have our little 
faults, and this man, I am told, 
was no exception. It was 
always the prominent persons 
in the community who received 
the help. In fact the only flaw 
in this man’s character was his 
lack of desire to reach out to

the less influential people of 
the community.

If a person with little means 
sought his help, he became cold 
and impersonal. In short, he 
really had not learned to look 
beyond outward appearances. 
If the person in need occupied a 
high financial position or had 
power in the community, he 
considered it his responsibility 
to do everything possible to 
assist the person in need. Yet, 
should the person appear to be 
below a certain standard of liv
ing, he was ignored and con
sidered a vagabond or low-life 
individual.

This quality supposedly did 
not set well with his wife. She 
continually attempted to make 
him understand that uncondi
tional love is better than 
qualified love. It has often been 
said that she even warned him 
on several occasions that one 
day he might regret his actions 
toward others. Of course he 
would scoff at her reprimands 
because he had always con
sidered her to be a romantic at 
heart and somewhat impracti
cal in some situations.

Then one cool winter mid
night when the wind was howl
ing loudly and rain pounded at 
the window he had his appoint
ment with life. For he was 
awakened from the comfort of 
a deep sleep by a knock at the 
door.

Many years later he and his



wife, both quite elderly now, 
sat by a crackling fire and 
reflected upon that night. 
Their lives had been fulfilling, 
and yet in light of the many 
changes in their community 
and way of life the conversa
tion had returned to that one 
night many years before in 
which his inability to love 
seeming vagabonds had pre
vented him from giving the

greatest of gifts.
“Husband,” she asked, “if 

you had it to do all over again, 
knowing what you know now, 
what would you have done?”

There was a long pause, 
much reflection, and as his 
water-filled eyes met hers he 
responded, “ I would never 
have sent them to the stable. I 
would have lovingly said, 
‘There is room in our inn.' ” 0

RESOLVE TO MAKE THIS
NEW YEAR BETTER WITH

UNITY MAGAZINE
UNITY Magazine is the magazine for

•  deepening sensitivities to others
•  heightening awareness of Truth
•  sharing experiences with other Truth 

students
•  broadening spiritual horizons 
Each month UNITY Magazine offers

several good articles by well-known Unity 
authors, a message by James Dillet 
Freeman, Director of Silent Unity, excerpts 
from the writings of Charles Fillmore, 
lovely poetry, delightful illustrations, and 
letters and comments from readers.

It is a magazine as practical as it is 
beautiful, as lovely as it is informative. Share 
it with someone you love this New Year. A 

subscription is just $3 for a year; each 
additional year or subscription on the same 

order, $2. Use the flap on the cover or write
UNITY Magazine, Unity Village, Missouri 64065



I’d like to say that I thoroughly 
enjoy the articles by Ernest Wilson 
about the Fillmores in UNITY 
M a g a z in e .  The se  a r t i c l es  
prompted me to buy The Story of 
Unity which is also wonderful. 
The front covers of UNITY Maga
zine this year are beautiful. I give 
thanks for Nancy Duell and her 
talent. —  C.B., Indiana.

©
U N IT Y  Magazine is more 

beautiful each month. No wonder 
people get excited about them; 
that includes me too! Thank you 
for your help. I do depend upon 
you so much. — M.B., Iowa.

©
Not to mention my pleasure in 

your UNITY Magazine would be 
an injustice to the time, thought, 
and talents your articles represent. 
When my workday comes to a 
close, I prop up in bed with my 
pillows and my UNITY Magazine 
and read, absorb, learn, and 
soothe my soul with the contents 
therein. My faith in God becomes 
firm , and my faith in humanity is 
reinstated when I think of all the 
dear people at Unity concerning 
themselves with the comforting of 
all humans in every corner of the 
world. It is truly work of the most

glorious kind. Your dedication to 
God and His children on Earth is 
uplifting to the human mind in 
these turbulent times. —G.R.K., 
Ohio.

0

Your magazine is most inspiring 
and offers many guidelines in our 
efforts to live a Christian life. 
When I receive my copy I want to 
read it from cover to cover. May 
God bless you for the many 
“ seeds” you are sowing to help 
build a better world! — L.R., Illi
nois.

0

Just one UNITY Magazine was 
tucked inside a lot of other books 
given to me by a friend of my 
brother. That one magazine from 
Unity has changed my whole life. 
Now I am a Truth student. May 
some other hungry soul find new 
hope too . —  J.W., Massachusetts.

0
We love UNITY Magazine. 

What a thoughtful, loving 90th 
anniversary gift to your friends. I 
have read and reread each and 
every article, and we are looking 
forward to receiving it every 
month. Thank you so much for1 
caring. —M .K., California.



:HE STORY OF UNITY (Revised)
by James Dillet Freeman

Vho e lse  bu t Ja m e s  Dillet F reem an , b e c a u se  of his close assoc ia tion  with 
1 deep  in te re s t in th e  Unity m ovem ent, could w rite su ch  a w arm , loving 
;ount of th e  developm ent of Unity School of C hristianity, 
lead  his sto ry  of th e  early y ea rs  of C harles Fillmore and  M yrtle Page 
m ore— how they  m et and  em b ark ed  upon a com m on goal. Learn how the ir 

ideas ab o u t God, hea ling , and  th e  p ractical appli
cation of T ru th  led to th e  healing m inistry  know n 
a s  S ilent Unity. T race th e  developm ent of Silent 
Unity and  Unity Farm  a s  it developed  into Unity 
School an d  a spiritual w ay of life w ith m any faith
ful su p p o rte rs  w orldw ide.

THE STORY OF UNITY (R ev ised), a n  updated  
c la ss ic , handsom ely  hardbound  in a gold- 
em b o ssed  cover, con ta in s se lec ted  w ritings of 
M yrtle and  C harles an d  is illu stra ted  w ith original 
d raw ings of Unity Village sc e n e s .

F riends of Unity will su re ly  w an t th is  book for 
the ir personal re fe ren ce  and  THE STORY OF 
UNITY (R evised) will be  a w onderfu l gift at 
C hris tm as for friends w ho w an t to  know  m ore 
abou t th e  Unity w ay of life. P rice, $ 3 .9 5 .

P lease u se  th e  o rder form on th e  flap.
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By Albert Abdulky

Landmark of faith, 
Hallmark of a search.

A royal scepter proud.

Tan fullered walls 
set with rhinestone 
rising above the Earth 
beneath the red-tiled 

pyramid roof, 
touching the fog, 
the sun, 
the owl’s feet.

A tower of living water 
for the weary traveler 
and the seeker of Truth.
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