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VIEW FROM 
UNITY VILLAGE

For many years UNITY Magazine has featured a Christmas 
fable or story in our December issue. This April, on the occasion of 

* the celebration of Easter, we are delighted to be able to present an 
Easter fable. “The Children’s Carpenter,” written by Katherine L. 
West and illustrated by Lorraine A. Ward, occupies almost one- 

;third of the space in this issue. It is a beautiful account, and one 
readers will surely enjoy. But, as it is with all our printed material, 
the most important thing is the lesson that the article teaches.

The lesson to be learned from this fable is reverence for all life. Of 
course many other truths are revealed, but the overall theme is life. 
^Vnd isn’t this the Truth about Easter?

* Too many people in the Christian world stress the brutal death 
of Jesus on the Cross, and not enough people focus on the overcom
ing, the Resurrection. But that is changing, thankfully, and life,

r not death, is being celebrated by more and more people.
After reading this fable, we are sure you will agree with the 

author’s conclusion: Every Day Is Easter!
* On a deeper metaphysical level, we would recommend to your 
attention “I Am Resurrected Through Christ,” by Charles 
Fillmore. Mr. Fillmore wrote about Easter many times in his fifty- 
nine years of leadership with Unity School, but this article is, in 
our opinion, his finest on the subject.

An excerpt: “All the graveyards and tombs will be deserted and 
turned into parks when men and women decide to follow Jesus in 
the resurrection. This resurrection is not on some great Easter 
Day; it takes place every day that the consciousness perceives the 
mighty truth that we do not have to die, but we can, with Jesus, go 
through a transforming process that results in the redemption of 
the body.”
» May your Easter be one of coming to a full understanding that 
the resurrection takes place in you when you are born anew in 
Christ.

In God’s love,
*
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BY KATHERINE L. WEST 
ILLUSTRATED BY LORRAINE A. WARD



*

AN EASTER FABLE
(EDITOR’S NOTE: “The Children’s Carpenter-An 

Easter Fable,” is copyrighted by the author and used with 
permission. Katherine L. West is an instructor of psychol- 

■ ogy at Portland Community College, Oregon, and teaches 
classes in meditation and dream interpretation. She has a 
private counseling practice and is the author of several 
books. Lorraine Ward, the illustrator, is a Holy Names 
Sister and a graphic designer in the art department of 
Marylhurst College in Portland, Oregon. The Easter fable 

1 and extensive artwork have been combined into a paperback 
book by Amata Graphics, PO Box 12313, Portland, Oregon 
97212. A limited number of books is available for sale at 
$5.50 postpaid by writing to the Portland address. The 
books are not available from Unity School.)

AN OLD MAN stood on the 
' rocky shoreline of the little 

island of Pilotte carefully 
w atch in g  and lis te n in g . 

-Flocked around him were 
several small children who also 
appeared to be quietly receiv
ing the voices of the waves and 
sea spirits. Suddenly a large 
breaker roared in, splashing 
■boots and leggings. Appar

e n t ly  the wave served as an ex
clamation point for their silent 

'■'receptivity, for almost in uni
son the children and the old 
man broke into gales of laugh

ter, joined hands, and raced 
^ together tow ard higher  

ground.
Once safe and secure from 

, the incoming tide, the old man 
gathered the children into a cir- 

Tle bear hug, then stepped into

their midst and executed a 
lively sailor’s hornpipe amidst 
shouts of delight and cries of: 
“Encore! Encore!”

The revelry could have gone 
on for hours. It was obvious 
that the old man and the 
children adored one another. 
But the sun was dropping over 
the horizon. These were winter 
months on Pilotte; and as the 
sun began to fade, a damp chill 
commenced to permeate the 
air.

So it was that the little group 
made its way back to the town 
proper, their afternoon ritual 
complete. Besides, there was 
just enough time before dinner 
to check on the progress of the 
village’s new church. Their old 
weathered church was simply 
too ancient to withstand



another winter; consequently, 
a new one was underway. The 
most exciting part was that it 
would be completed just in 
time for Easter and would be 
dedicated at the morning sun
rise service. The old man was 
doing most of the carpentry, 
and the children liked to check 
on his progress every bit as 
much as he liked to hear about 
their daily accomplishments in 
school.

This afternoon as they 
pushed the church door ajar 
and entered, they were met 
with an odd assortment of 
wood scraps that had accumu
lated in the course of the last 
few days.

Aaron bent down and picked 
up an interestingly-shaped 
piece.

“What could you carve for us 
out of this?” he asked his 
friend.

Before he had time to reply*. 
Sarah, Jonathan, and Esther 
had also selected wood rem-' 
nants that had certain appeal 
to their eyes. Each chorused in 
turn:

“What could you make out of. 
my piece?”

The old man thought for a* 
moment and then responded: 

“Maybe the best answer is to 
turn those questions back to 
yourselves.” «

The children looked puzzled. 
“I mean,” he said, “that it' 

might be a good idea for each of 
you to learn how to carve. The 
easiest way is to begin by mak
ing woodcuts. Once you get the 
knack of it, you can make ex-



actly what you want to for 
yourself.”

The children were wide-eyed.

*

“Really?” “You are serious, 
aren't you!” “Hurrah!” “When 
can we start?”

-  The little ones wholeheart
edly embraced the challenge.

Smiling, the old man re
sponded: “Tomorrow’s none 
too soon. I’ll carry an armload 

* of the wood blocks over to my 
> house. Meet me there when 

school is out.”

f Who Was He?

Who was this old man with 
; two such strong loves—carpen

try and children? Where had he 
come from; what was his lin
eage; how had he learned his 
trade?

Actually, the old man was a *
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mystery to his fellow towns
folk. Many years ago he had 
come to their island with a 
small fishing fleet. After a 
week the fleet left, but the old 
man stayed. Shortly thereafter 
he began to make himself use
ful to the villagers in countless 
ways. He could help in the 
repair of their fishing boats; he 
could build any sort of struc
ture from materials at hand; 
and he was a superb wood- 
carver. Such skills earned for 
him the title “carpenter,” 
which had become his accepted 
mode of address.

Surely the old man had a 
given name, but no one could 
recall what it was. Nor did they 
see fit to inquire, as the old 
man seldom spoke; and when 
he did, he seemed to talk in rid
dles more than direct response. 
For example, he was asked why 
he so seldom spoke.

His reply: “It is silence 
which explains my brother and 
my sister to me.”

How absurd! As if silence 
could talk. But when pressed 
further, he would smile and 
shrug his shoulders.

Quiet as he was, it should not 
be inferred he was sad or 
lonely. Quite the contrary. His 
face was always peaceful, and a 
happy radiance seemed to en
compass his being. Every once 
in a while curious villagers 
would ask what made him so
serene.



The old man’s response was 
always the same: “I have 
learned to live my motto.” 

Naturally, the questioner 
would want to know what that 
motto was; but apparently the 
old man deemed no reply was 
necessary, for he would smile 
his quiet smile and go about his 
work.

They Liked His Talents

Even though the people of 
Pilotte did not claim to under
stand the old man and his odd 
notions, they did appreciate his 
talents. As a matter of fact, in

the cross which would be the 
main focus on the altar. The old 
man had gladly accepted the 
job but would take no pay for 
that portion of his work. The 
church fathers found this 
peculiar and pressed him as to 
his reason.

“It is a very high honor to be 
entrusted with the carving,” 
was his reply. “The act of carv
ing will be the greatest reward 
I could receive.”

As the church fathers looked 
perplexed, the old man added: 

“The soul’s signature is 
creativity; this opportunity 
will provide a mirror for my

addition to being in charge of 
the carpentry for the new 
church, he had also been asked 
to carve the figure of Jesus on

own inner work.”
His would-be commissioners 

were still confused but had 
more important things to do



than pursue the upside-down 
i talk of an old man. That was 

best left to the children. The 
‘adults did not know what 

, transpired during all the hours 
the little ones spent with the 
carpenter, but there did not 

c seem to be any communication 
problem between them.

* If the old man had any in- 
( kling that his behavior was 

sometimes the topic of Pilotte 
conversations, he gave no indi
cation. Undoubtedly he con
sidered it none of his concern, if 

-h e considered it at all. His 
w friendship with the children 

was a most precious part of his 
life. And now a new challenge 

f was ahead—teaching them how 
to carve much as he himself 
had been taught when their 

^age. Eagerly, he looked for
ward to when they could begin.

*
The First Lesson

The day of the first carving 
^lesson dawned. How slowly the 
hours in school seemed to pass 

-  for the children. They could not 
keep their eyes off the clock, so 
impatient were they to start. 
Finally the hands pointed to 
three o’clock, and freedom was 
theirs!

i  Running up the hill, they 
burst in the door to their 
friend’s house.

“Let’s begin, let’s begin!” 
they shouted.

‘ ‘ Settle down little ones, ’ ’ the

carpenter admonished gently. 
“Cutting is but a part of carv
ing. Before you can begin doing 
that, you must learn the most 
important part of the skill.”

The children, no less enthusi
astic, quieted and began to 
listen attentively.

“First you must learn to 
meditate upon your block of

wood before you make any at
tempt to carve in it an image. 
The finest of woodcuts are an 
expression of meditation in ac
tion.”

“What do you mean by ‘med
itation’?” inquired Sarah.

“Meditation is the art of see
ing with the heart,” he replied. 
“The whole idea is to look for 
the essence behind the form. It 
appears that the form of your 
block is geometrical, hard, and 
barren of design except for the 
grain of the wood. But if you 
learn to look at the form closely 
enough using the eyes of the 
heart, sooner or later a face or a 
shape will begin to emerge 
within your block.

“Carving is merely the act of 
cutting away everything that



is not a part of the vision seen 
by the inner eye. In that way, 
you can work in harmony with 
the natural character of the 
materials.”

Patience and Understanding

As the week passed and the 
children contemplated and 
carved, the old man spoke 
gently to them about patience 
and its twin—understanding. 
Slowly and emphatically, as 
though to stress the impor
tance of the words, he told 
them:

“One cannot judge what one 
understands.”

The children heard the grav
ity in his voice and sensed his 
message was important, yet 
their eyes told him they did not 
quite comprehend.

“If someone were to throw 
rocks at your pets and tie tin 
cans on their tails, how would 
you feel about that person?” he 
inquired.

“I would dislike such a per
son,” cried Andrew vehe
mently. “I would want to do 
the very same thing to him so 
he would have to see how it 
felt.”

“But what if you realized 
that the person was in a lot of 
emotional pain because the at
tention and love he needed had 
never really been given to him 
by family or acquaintances? 
What if you understood the

only way the person knew to 
get people to pay attention was 4 
by doing mean things?”

Andrew thought for a mo-' 
ment. t

“Well, if that were the case, I 
guess I wouldn’t try to hurt 
back; maybe I would try to do 
something helpful instead.”

The old man nodded his head * 
in agreement. ,

“Judgments consider only 
the surface action,” he noted. 
“It is like looking at your piece 
of wood and saying it is dull 
and unlively because it is s o -  
plain. How different when you 4 
begin to contemplate its  
essence; that is where true 
understanding begins.”

He told the children that 
most of the intolerance in the 
world—the daily injustices w et 
fashion of one another—come 
about because people make * 
value judgments based on mis
understandings.

He motioned for the children 
to put down their carvings and  ̂
follow him outside. They 
walked a little way out of the ~ 
town, and then paused when 
they reached a slightly wooded 
area overlooking the ocean.

The old man pointed to thet 
barren soil and stark trees 
silhouetted against the sky. *- 

“It appears,” he said, “if you 
look at the surface of things, 
that there is no sign of life 
anywhere during these cold, 
dark winter months.”



*
Then he bent down with his 

hands and pushed back some of 
the soil—just enough to reveal 

.a  slender green shoot begin
ning to emerge from under the 

‘ ground.
“Winter is not at all a time of 

death and absence of life. Quite 
the contrary! These months are 

^the time when life most fully 
enters the earth. But it does

* this silently and beyond our 
human vision.”

A Paradox

He paused and smiled at the
* children.

“Do you know the word 
‘paradox’?” he inquired.

Some of the children nodded; 
others shook their heads “no.”

“A paradox is a seeming con
tradiction. Winter is the most 
paradoxical season of the year. 
On the one hand there is the 
outer robe of nature that is 
still, dark, and death-like. But 
underneath, life, light, and 
spirit are very active. Nature is 
much like a mother with a child 
in her womb, turning her ener
gies inward so the embryo may 
grow into the pattern and 
design with which it has been 
blessed.”

“Oh yes,” chimed in Rachael, 
“ there were about three 
months when I couldn’t even 
tell my mother was pregnant, 
but she told me each week 
what was happening with the 
baby inside—how the spine 
was forming to later support 
the body and how the heart 
was taking shape to later pump 
blood to each new part.”

The old man nodded, put his 
arm around her, and continued:

“In the same way, the buds 
and leaves and flowers we will 
soon see are not new forms 
which appear after our winter 
months of seeming death and 
darkness. They are really just 
the outward manifestations of 
that which was already created 
and made perfect inwardly dur
ing the creative silence of 
winter.

“Life never ceases to be life. 
Everything in nature follows 
cycles and rhythms. There are 
times when life must return to



its center—to its essence. Only 
as life turns within and unites 
with its essence does it know 
how to bring forth the forms 
such as flowers, leaves, and 
fruits that make our external 
world so beautiful in the 
spring, summer, and autumn.” 

The little group turned 
around and walked slowly and 
musingly back to the church. 
As they settled down to their 
carvings, the old man told 
them there was not a lot of dif
ference between what they saw 
in nature and what they would 
see in humans.

Beyond Appearances

“Sometimes,” he told them, 
“you will experience people 
who seem harsh, dark, perhaps 
even lifeless in the sense of joy 
and delight. Their coldness 
may be in appearance, words, 
or deeds. But how important to 
look beyond all that, to be able 
to understand that there is al
ways light deep inside them un
dimmed by outward act.”

“I guess I have really always 
judged the winter months,” 
said Mark. “They seem so 
miserable and cold. Now I see 
that is only the outward ap
pearance, and it has to be like 
that so we can have the spring 
beauty.”

He paused and thought for a 
moment, then continued:

“It seems to me if we can

look at winter with a kind of 
double vision, then we can ap
preciate it. But I think it is go
ing to be harder to have double „ 
vision with people I don’t like 
and with me at those times I ‘ 
don’t like myself very well.”

The old man did not respond 
with words; rather, he looked 
at the child with great compas- „ 
sion in his eyes.

Mark added: “I think it is go- 4 
ing to be difficult to try always 
to understand, but I am begin
ning to see why you said what 
you did. Probably each tim e, 
now that I judge something or 
someone, it will teach me that I * 
haven't tried hard enough to 
look with double vision. That is 
kind of backward learning, but 
it will be a good start.”

As the days passed and the 
youngsters continued to work * 
on their woodcuts, it was in- „ 
creasingly apparent they were 
becoming meditators of first 
rank. The woodcuts them
selves were a testament to 
that. Indeed, they were a sight ~ 
to behold. There were angels * 
and chickens; there were



madonnas and rabbits; there
* were saints and turnips; there 

^ were hedgehogs and clowns.
Each carving was different, 
with unique character and 
style. Each was a testament to 
the vision that clear inner eyes

* bring.
i  And yet, one feature re

mained the same for all the 
carvings. Although the faces 

» carved were all of different 
size, shape, style, and composi-

' tion, common to each one was 
i  the expression around the 

mouth. Every mouth was smil
ing!

k The rabbits and hedgehogs 
seemed as though they were

* laughing in great delight; the

madonnas and saints radiated 
a countenance of peace and joy; 
clowns and chickens cavorted 
with glee; and the angels’ 
smiles spoke of gentle love and 
compassion.

Amazing Transformation

As the carvings were fin
ished, they were placed on a 
stand so everyone could admire 
and contemplate. Who would 
have guessed the cast-off 
blocks could ever have become 
so transformed? The old man 
told the children that such a 
transformation reminded him 
of the story of Mary Magda
lene.

All the town had rejected 
Mary Magdalene as unworthy 
of respect. Yet she was the 
woman to whom Jesus first 
revealed himself on Easter 
morn. He alone had not judged; 
rather, His understanding had 
enabled Mary to call forth the 
love that had always been a 
part of her essence.

“What shall we do with our 
carvings?” the children asked. 
They felt pride in their handi
work and the desire to share its 
expression.

Little Anna suddenly ex
claimed: “I know! We should 
make a gift of our carvings to 
our new church on Easter 
morning. Our very special 
celebration present!”

Her suggestion was greeted



with cheers.
Peter, whose father was the 

town printer, suggested that 
they ink the blocks and print 
from them in some way. This 
led to Johanna’s inspiration 
that they should use herbal 
dyes rather than ink and print 
the blocks on linen. This could 
become a special altar cloth for 
the church.

Such a cry of joy that went 
up! All the children agreed the 
hand-printed cloth would be a 
wonderful Easter gift for 
Pilotte. Peter and Johanna 
would smuggle it in with them 
Easter morning and, after com
munion, would present it to the 
congregation. Everyone was 
enthralled with the plan—espe
cially the old man who had 
listened to the children’s plot
ting with twinkles of delight in 
his eyes.

The last week of Lent was a 
busy one for all the villagers. 
There was a flurry of house
cleaning so all would be spot
less and glowing on the glori
ous morning. Baking prepara
tions were under way so that 
the traditional Easter breads 
and delectables would be in 
readiness. Sewing machines 
were kept busier than ever as 
final touches were put on new 
Easter finery.

Finishing details were being 
made at the church. The pews 
were installed, the stained 
glass window set in place, and

the little organ transferred. 
Still to come was the crucifix 
for the altar; but the old man 
had given his word of honor 
that it would be in place, ready 
for its unveiling when the 
Lenten shroud was lifted at the 
Easter sunrise.

The children were the busiest 
of all that last week. Each day 
after school they disappeared 
up the hill to the carpenter’s 
house. There they remained 
cloistered until dinner time, 
barely making it home for the 
evening meal. Parents tried 
their best to find out what was 
going on in such great secrecy. 
But when questioned, the 
young ones only smiled and 
shook their heads.

It was a hushed group on 
Easter morning that made its 
way into the new church whose 
doors opened wide to receive 
them. The interior glowed with 
tiny points of light; the wood 
was polished and gleaming; 
bouquets of flowers bowed 
gracefully throughout; and on 
the altar rested the sacra
ments—a freshly baked round 
loaf of bread covered with 
snowy linen and the wine 
which glistened in the candle
light. The old man had indeed 
finished the cross; it stood 
ready to be unveiled as the sun 
passed over the horizon.

Silent and reverent, the 
townsfolk stood as the church 
bells sang out their salutation,



heralding the rise of the Easter 
sun.

w Paralyzing Silence

As the bells ceased to chime, 
all eyes turned to the altar. 
Slowly the lenten shroud was 
removed from the new cross.

But as the cloth folds parted, 
the radiant faces became dis
torted. For a moment there 
was a paralyzing kind of 
silence. Then, as the people 
began to collect themselves, a 
murmur of disbelief grew into a 
cry of outrage.

There in full view was the

Today, in the morning of my life, 
my trials have come to past, 
social bridges crumble . . . 
and nowhere 
do I seek a hiding place.
My soul is flowerfresh, 
for this morning 
I am born.

Today, in the morning of my life,
I know the joy
to fill my boots,
walk my miles,
and breathe my breath.
I am alive
and my home is where I am.

Today, in the morning of my life, 
I share my life
with anyone who cares to amble 
through my garden.
I weed out unwanted 
thoughts and feelings 
and prepare myself 
for the new day.



crucifix. It was carved out of T 
an exquisite piece of luminous 
walnut. On it was the figure of 
Jesus which had been carved ; 
with such intricacy of form and 
design that he seemed to * 
breathe life. The sheer mastery s  
of the carving, however, was 
lost on the people of Pilotte. 
Their eyes were affixed on the 
face of Jesus. They looked in 
horror at a most wondrous * 
smile that radiated from His x 
lips and shone from His eyes. 
This was not Jesus of the Pas
sion who, writhing in suffering * 
from the Cross, came to remind 
them of the burden of sin, suf- *



fering, and death. This was a 
ridicule of a sacred event.

“Sacrilege!"
The word hissed through the 

crowd just as the sun began to 
* pour through the windows. 

Outraged, the villagers’ eyes 
stared at the old man.

“Betrayer,” they seemed to 
say. “Old man, you have 
mocked us—you and your 

' strange ways. Such a travesty 
is more than disgraceful; it 
borders on heresy.”

It took a few minutes for the 
- full effect of the villagers’ ire to 

register upon the old man. For 
I a moment he seemed to lose his 

A composure; then he steadied 
himself. He chose not to return 
the glares; rather, with eyes 
partly closed, he seemed to be 
listening inwardly.

Then he rose from his seat. 
He walked with firm steps to 
the altar and knelt in front of 
his carving. He was oblivious 

, to the surrounding congrega
tion. He gazed at the cross. The 
children in the front row could

see his face, and they were 
struck by the resemblance in 
the two gentle smiles. Slowly 
the old man rose and made his 
way back up the aisle toward 
the door.

“Stop!” came a voice of 
authority. “Take your crucifix 
with you, and do not return to 
this place of worship. You are 
not welcome here.”

The old man walked back, 
tenderly lifted the cross from 
the altar, and made his way 
back to the door, closing it 
carefully behind him.

No Joy in Pilotte

The service recommenced, 
but how different the atmo
sphere. Now there was no aura 
of joyous resurrection. Instead, 
the atm osphere seem ed  
charged with anger. Rather 
than the morning being one of 
peace, thankfulness, and cele
bration, it bespoke of disgust 
and animosity. Strangest of all 
were the reactions of the chil
dren. They showed great pain 
and agitation.

The service finally came to a 
close. As the last chorus of a 
strained “Alleluia” died away, 
Peter and Johanna walked to 
the altar with the carefully- 
folded cloth that had been ly
ing unnoticed under their pew. 
They were deeply disturbed. 
Johanna seemed to be fighting 
away tears; nonetheless, she



held her head high as she and 
Peter carefully unfolded the 
cloth and displayed it for all to
see.

Goodness! Here was yet 
another unexpected occurrence 
for Pilotte to take in its stride. 
Only now what they were 
asked to behold was a carousel 
of color and design—a golden 
linen cloth glowing with child 
prints radiating in smiles.

Blue madonnas held hands 
with rabbits; a lavender St. 
Francis cavorted with yellow 
hedgehogs; and red-breasted 
robins perched on the shoul
ders of dancing clowns. Angels 
with joyful smiles applauded 
the merry scene from the 
borders.

So this was what the pre- 
Easter secrecy had been about! 
The adults were amazed. The 
linen cloth was glorious with 
such simple beauty of design; 
yet, what irreverence!

However, the jubilation of 
the altar cloth was certainly 
not matched by the faces of 
those who created it. The 
children showed only pain and 
despair.

Still holding the gift proudly, 
but with chin and hands trem
bling, Peter blurted out:

“If you punish the old man 
for what he saw in the wood, so 
then must you punish us for 
what we have done, because we 
see as he does.”

Johanna picked up where

Peter’s voice had trailed off:
“The old man carves what he 

sees. If he sees Jesus smiling in ‘ 
the wood, that is the way Jesus 
is inside his heart. And why 
shouldn ’t Jesus be happy? This * 
is the most wonderful day of 
the whole year. Look at how 
the earth itself is smiling in J 
flowers. Our whole planet is 
joyful and has been even in 
winter! It is just that we could < 
not see that joy until a few 
days ago because all the smiles 
were still inside the ground or f 
running in the sap of the 
trees.”

Johanna stopped at this -* 
point, choked by sobs.

Peter once again began to 
speak:

“The old man taught us to 
begin seeing with the eyes of 
our hearts. He showed us that « 
when you learn how to find the 
essence behind the form, you 
find it to be like the light. 
Where there is light, there is 
also rejoicing. You must not be 
able to understand the old man * 
or the kind of lessons he A
teaches.”

Peter stopped at this point, 
tears flowing down his cheeks.

Little Anna broke away from 
where she had been sitting ' 
with her parents. She spoke to 
the other children in the con
gregation.

“Let’s take our altar cloth to 
the old man,” she said. “He 
should have a gift of love now.” *



With one accord, the children 
rose from their seats and 
walked toward the rear of the 

„church. Once outside in the 
clear air and dawning light of

* the morning, they broke into a 
run, heading directly for the 
house of their friend.

Anger Departs

* Still stunned, the adults also 
began to move out of their 
pews. Anger and uncertainty 
were leaving them.
 ̂ “Let’s follow the children.’’ 

There was not a single hesita-
* tion. All the people of Pilotte 

gathered up scarves and coats 
and left the church. Even the 
elderly walked with a faster 
gait than usual.

The procession they fash- 
T ioned was a quiet one in the 

p cool light of Easter morning- 
children and adults hurrying 
down the street and over the 
fields to a small bungalow 
perched at the end of the vil

lage.
M The children arrived first, 

only to find the front door of 
the old man’s house closed. 
Softly they knocked.

“It is us, old man. We have 
kcome to spend Easter with you 

I and give you our altar cloth for 
your table.”

There was no answer. The 
knock and words were repeated 
more loudly but to no avail. By 

fcthis time most of the adults

had gathered and stood wait
ing with the children for the 
door to be opened.

Puzzled, the youngsters 
pushed open the door and 
walked in. There in front of the 
crucifix was the old man.

Little Anna began to cry just 
as the grownups began to push 
through to see what was the 
matter. The old man was dead. 
On his face was a radiant smile, 
like that which shone from his 
carving.

As the townsfolk crowded in 
and stood quietly, their eyes 
moving from the expression on 
the carpenter’s face to the one 
on the crucifix, Johanna mo
tioned to the assembly, point
ing their attention to a carving 
the old man had made in the 
mantle over his hearth. In 
most beautiful letters, he had 
set forth the motto by which he 
had lived: EVERY DAY IS 
EASTER.

He Lived His Motto

The carpenter was given a 
gentle, simple burial. Carved 
upon his headstone were the 
words by which he had lived



his days. Villagers would often 
stop by and muse upon the 
motto, wondering how the old 
man had trained his conscious
ness so as to put the words into 
practice day after day.

Everyone agreed that the 
thought was inspirational. But 
they were also a practical coun
tryfolk and knew only too well 
that one cannot live by inspira
tional words alone. The secret 
lies in a deep internalization of 
the thought so that one’s be
havior actually changes to re
flect the quality of the inspira
tion. Otherwise, inspirational 
words and thoughts merely 
provide an emotional glow to 
the one reading or speaking 
them; their content is not nec
essarily reflected in the daily 
life of the person.

“What had the old man done 
that we are not doing?” was 
the question that continued to 
arise in their conversations. 
“He said he lived his motto— 
but how did he manage to do 
that?”

It was one of the children 
who finally supplied the 
answer to their question. Sarah 
was holding her mother’s knit
ting ball one afternoon when 
the subject came up during an 
afternoon of tea and visiting.

“The old man told me one 
day, when I asked him why he 
was always so happy, that he 
simply lived every day as 
though it were to be his last.

He said that in some ways it 
actually was, since he could 
never live again or undo what J 
would happen this day. He said . 
the only moment we ever have 
is the one right now, and some * 
years ago he had decided to live 
in that awareness.”

“Oh, m y,” said Sarah’s 
mother, “that sounds easier 
than I suspect it really is.”

“Oh, yes,” replied Sarah. * 
“The old man said that at first 
it took a lot of practice to live 
that way. He said he would 
wake up in the morning and, ^  
while lying in bed, he would 
think about how he would work * 
with that kind of awareness 
throughout the day. But as the 
day wore on, he said he would 
often forget and remember his 
good intentions only when pre
paring for bed.

“The more he reminded him
self, however, and worked with 
his consciousness, the easier it 
became. He said that even 
more important, as he began to 
live an increasing period of' 
each day with the awareness it A 
was his last, he found himself 
developing a more intense 
reverence for the life all about 
him.”

Sarah paused, aware that the * 
room had become very quiet. It j 
was as though all present were 
reflecting on how the quality of 
their lives might change if 
they, too, practiced the car
penter's approach to living. ©



B Y  GEORGE RIEGER
A
*

Challenges
Are

- Opportunities

IT IS TIME that we Truth 
students stopped feeling guilty 
about falling ill or manifesting 
sickness. I know many Truth 

t, students who feel that their 
health challenges are a sign to 
others that they are not prac
ticing Truth properly. We are 
still in the process of unfolding 
our innate divinity, and we 

> have no right to judge anoth
er’s unfoldment.

Every health challenge 
E should be seen as an opportu

nity to clear up old blockages

and negative conditions that 
have been hidden in the sub
conscious mind. The very fact 
that they are now manifesting 
tells us they are ready to be 
healed. They have come forth 
to be blessed and released, 
rather than cursed or condemn
ed. That they have come at this 
particular time tells us we are 
strong enough spiritually to 
meet them, understand them, 
and bless them. We should give 
thanks for these opportunities 
to bless and be healed of these 
old states of consciousness.

Every illness, whether it be a 
simple cold or a serious sick
ness, is a cleansing trying to 
take place. If we are willing, it 
has come to pass. We no longer 
have any need of it. The old er
ror way of thinking and feeling 
is no longer valid.

Affirm: I no longer need this 
condition. I  bless it and I  re
lease it, and let it and the 
thoughts that caused it pass 
out of my life easily and com
pletely now. The cleansing and 
harmonizing power of Jesus 
Christ heals me. I  am renewed 
and restored perfectly. I  am 
filled with God's ideas of life, 
love, strength, and health. 
Praise God! ®

*
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B Y  REBECCA CLARK

Dearest Mom:
MY HEART OVERFLOWS 
with joy as I seek to com
municate to you a beautiful 
reality unfolding in my life. I 
have met the most wonderful 
man! His name is Jesus, from 
Galilee; and He is the son of a 
carpenter.

I sometimes feel He is so 
special that none other can 
ever compare with Him. Yet, 
when 1 share my thoughts and 
feelings with Him, a gentle 
smile touches the corners of 
His mouth and He replies, “All 
things I do, you can do also!”

He is idolized by many of His 
followers, which is an error. In
stead of being the idol, He is 
the ideal. People have sur
rounded Him with miracles 
and with mystery. They have

set up veils, walls, partitions, 
and mediators until He seems  ̂
so far removed from these dear 
ones that they do not know 
how to approach Him. When, 
truly, if they would know Jesus 
as He is, they would and could 
shake His hand and walk and 
talk with Him.

And how enlightening it is to " 
walk and talk with Jesus. He is 
unsurpassed as a teacher, for 
He shows us how to live a suc
cessful way of life. And His in-* 
structions are accurate, for 
they work effectively when 
followed according to His 
words! This man Jesus gives 
us a visible example of the ' 
mystical teachings of what He4r 
calls, “the Way.” Yes, He is a 
Way-Shower. He helps me 
understand that everyone



* must eventually make the 
journey of human evolvement

^  and meet with one’s innermost 
- self—the true light and God 

spark which guides all of us. 
I’m learning how to harmonize

* outer activities with the deep 
inner feelings of my heart and 
sincere thoughts in my mind.

* And Jesus is so patient with 
me! Sometimes I don’t under
stand the things He says, and

11 then He takes my hand and 
gives me a parable—a story— 
to make the meaning clearer.

*- Mom, Jesus is so open that 
anyone can come into His pres
ence at any time they desire.

' Whenever I seek Him, I always 
find Him. Some call Him 
“king.” He is not a king who 

f  intrudes His presence upon 
people; rather, He is a mighty 
Brother who stands ever ready 
to help me, and yes, to help all 
who will seek and listen. His 
heart is so vast and overflows

* with such boundless love that 
 ̂ He reaches all who will look to

Him.
When I am with Him, it 

seems I can hear an invisible 
heavenly choir singing, “Hail, 

k hail, and praise to the Son of 
God. His true kingdom endures 
forever!”

Jesus is tremendously sensi-
[

tive and perceptive. He is so 
humble. There is such an air of 
gentleness about Him that 
even little birds perch on His 
hand and sing their songs of 
love to Him. He is a quiet man; 
and yet, the strength and 
power of the universe are con
tained in His soul as well as in 
His outer form. Jesus holds 
His thoughts at the central 
part of His being, which He 
says is the Christ. And this 
Christ (or central spark), which 
is God in us all, is drawn forth 
in this wonderful man to show 
itself perfectly ruling the 
material—flesh—body. This is 
how He does wondrous and 
mighty works. This is how He 
heals those who are sick and 
come to Him for help. Not 
because He is different from 
you or me, not because He has 
greater power than you or me; 
but because this same divine 
spark that the Father has im
planted in every child born was 
fanned into a brighter flame by 
Jesus' own efforts in holding 
Himself in conscious commu
nion with God, the Source of all 
life, love, and power!

Jesus is a man the same as 
all men are today. He has suf
fered tremendously, was cru
elly tempted and falsely tried



before Pilate, just as we suffer 
because of temptations and 
trials. Yet, He was obliged to 
hold fast, through moments of 
stress, to His own inner Christ 
Spirit, as we are obliged to hold 
fast, saying, “I will succeed! I 
will overcome all obstacles, for 
I do know the Christ lives 
within me!”

Mom, I saw Jesus crucified 
by those who did not know or 
understand Him or His pur
pose; and even the heavens 
cried the day this magnificent 
soul was on the Cross. But 
glory to God! I saw Jesus come 
forth from the Tomb victorious 
over all seeming limitations. 
Even death! Now, there is an 
ethereal luminosity about His 
being. I sense a great change in 
Him that I don’t understand, 
but I am peaceful and quiet. 
Jesus says He must return to 
His Father, and that He is go
ing to prepare a place for all of 
us.

Oh, how I desire the whole 
world to know Jesus the 
Christ. What an awakening! 
What a reunion! What a glori
ous spiritual feast! Mom, He 
has told me I can work with 
Him; and what joy I feel to 
have this special opportunity. I 
know you want my happiness 
always; and I simply had to 
share this happiness I’ve found 
through Jesus, the Christ, with 
you and with all who are in
terested.

I love Him, Mom, with a love 
unspeakable, for there are no 
words which can adequately 
convey the beauty, the seren
ity, and the truth of this man 
Jesus. My efforts henceforth 
are dedicated to sharing with 
others what I ’ve found and, 
please, God, growing with 
them in love and light.

I love you, Mom.
Your affectionate daughter, 

Rebecca

(f

By Joyce A. Ogilvie

Could it be 
that
the sunlit shadow 
cast
by the tree 
is the likeness of 
the sunlit Spirit 
cast
within me?
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B Y  WILLIAM EARLE CAMERON

The Mission of Moses

* THE BIBLE IS the most in
structive history we possess 

* about the “human predica
ment” and how to deal with 
and successfully overcome the 
problems of being human. One 

k of the greatest liberators in the 
Bible and of all historical time 

i was Moses. Through Moses 
came the first five books of the 
Bible (called the Pentateuch), 
from which all of the teachings 

% of Judaism and Christianity 
stem. Even the teachings of

Jesus can be traced, verse by 
verse, to these five books of 
Moses.

The story of Moses and the 
Exodus is a wonderful, human 
story that leaves a lasting im
pression of how God’s divine 
influence can work miracles 
through one man, and thereby 
lift multitudes out of the worst 
kind of bondage. The story is 
written in the eastern tradition 
of sometimes glorifying truth 
rather than fact; but it has



more historical fact and less 
folklore than Genesis, for it 
isn’t likely that a people would 
invent such a lowly origin for 
themselves as that of being un
wanted slaves.

The story is solely about the 
children of Israel who had 
strayed away from the cove
nant of Father Abraham, 
drifted—as we all do, with bad 
habits—into a separation from 
God. Eventually they found 
themselves in intolerable bond
age with little hope that it 
would ever improve. It is at 
this crucial time that a great 
leader, Moses, rose among 
them. The story is like a three- 
act play, each act lasting 
“forty years” (the biblical sym
bol of whatever time it takes to 
properly fulfill something).

The setting of the first act is 
in Egypt, where the Jews have 
been enslaved for 400 years. 
Moses was born a slave. At the 
time of his birth, the Egyptian 
pharaoh had given orders that 
all male children of Jews be 
cast in the river in order to 
reduce the population of the 
Israelites.

Moses’ mother hid him for a 
brief time and placed him in a 
little basket by the riverbank, 
where he was found by the 
pharaoh’s daughter. Moses’ 
sister Miriam, who had been 
hiding and had watched this 
discovery, came forward and 
volunteered his real mother as

a nurse. Throughout Moses’ 
youth, she was able to plant w 
and keep alive in him the 
knowledge and tradition of the * 
Hebrew faith. v

Moses, whose name means 
“to draw out of water,” was 
raised in the splendor of the f 
royal palace and educated in 
the most advanced civilization «  
of that time. He was given 
every possible advantage of 
training and knowledge in 
science, mathematics, govern-  ̂
ment, military, psychology, the 
occult wisdoms, and the magic -  
of the priesthood. He was  ̂
educated to become an Egyp
tian leader. Act I represents 
this first period of Moses’ life 
during which his intellect and 
reasoning were well-trained.

He removed himself from the 
first act by slaying an Egyp
tian, which broke the power '» 
over him of all that Egypt 
stood for, but which also forced 
him to flee, alone and afraid. ^ 
He had learned the science of 
governing others, but hadn’t 
yet learned to govern himself. * 
He forced justice at a drastic 
expense to himself.

Moses Retreats  ̂^

Moses retreated to the desert * 
of Midian, which is Arab coun
try. At a water well, he rescued 
seven sisters from the un- r  
wanted advances of some 
desert marauders; and he was



» invited to live with their fami
ly. He married one of the 
sisters and became a shepherd.

*  It was an enormous change 
from living in royal splendor to 
becoming a wandering tribes
man mingling with the com
mon people. But this was an 
important part of his educa-

» tion, for he learned to under
stand them, to know what is in

* the heart of the average person 
and what causes their unhappi
ness and suffering; and he 
gained an understanding of the

» human predicament he could 
have never learned in the 
palace. It balanced his acade
mic with his practical training 
and also made him want to 
help. But more importantly, in 
the solitude of desert life, he 
learned to rule himself. His

* mind had been trained for 
7 leadership, but not his heart.

Before Moses could become a 
great leader, it was necessary 

. that he gain spiritual under
standing. Tending sheep in 
Midian gave him ample time 

* for the meditation, prayer, and 
quiet reflection that developed 
in him a meekness—not toward 
men, but toward God—a spiri
tual “teachableness” that gave 
priority to inspiration and in- 

j tuition over the often over
whelming evidence of the outer 
senses. Then came the divine 
revelation of the “burning 
bush” (a symbol of something 
that occurred within him), an

awesome vision of the eternal, 
unseen presence and power of 
the “living God” as the great 
reality in life. He dared answer, 
“Here am I,” ready to commit 
himself; still, there was much 
doubt. Doubt seems to be a 
strong, lingering influence in 
us. It seems to take so much 
evidence of the power of God to 
overcome it. Like all of us, 
Moses doubted his own capa
bilities; and he wanted to know 
more about the power and the 
nature of the Spirit that called 
him. God’s answer to all his 
doubt was: “I AM THAT I 
AM.” I  am God, the only 
presence and power in the uni
verse, the infinite possibilities 
of the all-embracing good, the 
only authority you need to ac
complish anything good. I am 
the eternal God of all creation 
that indwells you as your help 
in every need.

“I AM THAT I AM” ap
peared on the walls of Egyp
tian temples. Moses had seen it 
many times, and he knew its 
significance. With this spiritu
al illumination, he realized then 
that the only possibility for 
liberation of mankind was 
through a recognition and a 
working faith in the great cen
tral truth of the one eternal, in
dwelling God. He then under
stood his own mission, which 
was to educate others to the 
divine way out of bondage and 
to demonstrate this liberation



by leading the Israelites on 
a great symbolic Exodus 
through the “wilderness.” It 
was his mission to lead his own 
people and thereby show all of 
us the way into a new life and 
introduce us to our everlasting 
choice: “Bondage or liberty, 
which?”

Closer to God

From then on, Moses’ amaz
ing resources came from his 
faith in the indwelling, living 
God. Nothing thwarted him or 
made him give up. When 
others saw trouble, lack, 
danger, he saw possibility and 
opportunity. Even when others 
saw “pillars of clouds” or 
“pillars of fire,” he saw God. 
From that time on, Moses iden
tified very closely with God. 
He was constantly alert to rec
ognizing, accepting, and being 
grateful for “things not seen.” 
He saw with the “eyes of 
faith,” and acted from the 
power of Spirit. From then on, 
he certainly needed all this, for 
was there ever anyone who had 
more to contend with than 
Moses?

There was the long cat-and- 
mouse game with the pharaoh 
to “let my people go,” repre
senting a contest of might be
tween God and the pharaoh. 
First, there were displays of 
magic, then a series of plagues 
in which the pharaoh would al

ternately consent and then 
withdraw his consent, until the 
last plague, the death of the 
firstborn, at which time (now 
known as the Passover) the 
Hebrews were able to escape.

Then there were the incredi
ble events of the Red Sea, in 
which the pharaoh thought the 
Hebrews would be stopped.

A youngster once came home 
from his first Sunday-school 
class at church and his father 
asked him to tell what he had 
learned. The boy said: “We 
learned about Moses crossing 
the Red Sea.” The father said: 
“Tell me about it.” The boy 
then said: “Moses was helping 
his people escape from Egypt 
and the pharaoh began to chase 
them in chariots. When the 
Hebrews got to the Red Sea, 
they built a pontoon bridge and 
crossed over. When the Egyp
tians began to cross the bridge, 
Moses got on his walkie-talkie, 
called in the artillery, and blew 
them up.” His father said: 
“Did they tell you that?” The 
boy said: “Well, Dad, if you 
don’t believe that, you would 
never believe what they did tell 
me.”

The spiritual importance of 
the Red Sea story is that it was 
the site of one of our most en
couraging biblical truths: 
“Fear not, stand firm, and see 
the salvation of the Lord, 
which he will work for you 
today.”



Then there was the wilder
ness itself. It was the desert 
south of Canaan, lonely and 

> dreary—a place in which it was 
very difficult to find food and 

' water. Yet God constantly met 
their needs through Moses. 
There were fresh manna each 
day, instructions to strike a 

A rock with a rod and water 
would flow , shoes th at

* wouldn’t wear out, and clouds 
and pillars of fire to guide 
them; but they complained. 
They murmured that there 
wasn’t enough food or water; 
the days were too hot, the

* nights too cold. They had 
become so accustomed to 
slavery that it had robbed 
them of their self-reliance and 
courage. After each need had 
been met, they quickly forgot.

* They whimpered and com
plained about their hard lot 
and their leader, and they re
membered only the food and se
curity of Egypt.

“* Lost Perspective
f

Because they complained, 
their future seemed dim, they 
lost their perspective about 
their past, and they saw 
everything in the present in a 
distorted way. Nothing was in 
focus; everything was wrong. 
Moses more than once had to 
put down a revolt, and he 
became a strict and sometimes 
a harsh leader. They had

entered the desert free, but as 
an unorganized mob of slaves. 
It was only Moses who had 
been lastingly inspired—and it 
took him “forty years’’ of 
wandering in the desert to 
shape them into enough of a 
nation so that they could enter 
the Promised Land.

As they wandered, many 
problems arose, so Moses es
tablished laws and trained 
other leaders to help him. The 
Ten Commandments were in
spired through Moses to teach 
the people a way out of primi
tive bondage into a higher way 
of life. At the suggestion of his 
father-in-law, Jethro, Moses 
organized people into groups 
and divisions with a chain of 
command and the delegation of 
responsibility and authority 
that are still used today in our 
courts, business, and military 
as principles of management 
and organization.

There was one early attempt 
to enter the Promised Land. 
Twelve scouts were sent into 
the land of the Philistines, 
where they found that the 
grapes were huge, but so were 
the Philistines. It made them 
feel like “grasshoppers,” so all 
but two voted against it. Fear 
and forgetting what God had 
already done shut them out; 
and they had to complete the 
full cycle of forty years of 
wandering in order to let the 
old generation of former slaves



die off before they could enter 
the Promised Land.

Finally the Hebrew nation, 
having become a new genera
tion of desert-trained people, 
approached Canaan from the 
East. It was a touching and in
spiring scene as old Moses 
finally saw Canaan. His eyes 
had “never dimmed,” but he 
knew he could not enter. He 
had made one mistake. He had 
spoken the word “we,” thereby 
taking credit when he had 
brought forth water with a rod. 
It hardly seems fair that after 
all he had done so well and 
faithfully he should have to 
pay so high a price for one 
mistake. (It doesn’t, however, 
when we understand the inner 
meaning of it, which we will 
come to later.)

The mission of Moses, histor
ically, was to lead the Israelites 
out of the bondage of Egypt 
into the Promised Land. Spiri
tually, it was to demonstrate 
the exodus possible for all peo
ple from a self-imprisoned 
bondage toward a life as lived 
by a son of God. How did 
Moses do it? Leadership. 
Moses was a deliverer, a con
queror, a lawgiver, a shepherd, 
a soldier, a diplomat, a writer, a 
teacher, a prophet; but overall, 
he was an executive—a leader!

The Spiritual Exodus

Everything in the story of

Moses has a remarkable paral
lel for us in our experience of 
growing in Truth. When we 
take our stand in the choice,  ̂
“Bondage or liberty, which?” 
we have begun our spiritual ex- * 
odus. Moses, the pharaoh, 
Egypt, the wilderness, and the 
Promised Land all represent 
components of this three-act t 
drama that begins in us. Much 
of the inner significance is < 
plain and obvious. Everyone 
understands how easy it is to 
drift into binding habits, how 
difficult to quit a bad habit,  ̂
how much more difficult to es
cape prejudices, fears, and reli- ”♦ 
ance for security on the things 
of the world—money, position, 
and prestige. Sooner or later 
we all come to the conclusion 
that when we live our life with 
all our attention directed to * 
outer effects, we are in bond
age; then, by grace, a spiritual 
insight is born in us (as in 
Moses), capable of being raised 
up to lead all our thoughts and 
feelings out of their negative " 
patterns. We first nurture and 
protect this newly-awakened 
awareness; then we begin to 
educate and train our intellect 
by studying the principles of 
Truth, especially the mental 
law of cause and effect.

It is a great step forward 
when we learn that our think
ing produces our experience 
and th at changing our 
thoughts begins to change ef- *



fects so that we are no longer 
completely at the mercy of 
chance and circumstance. Then

* one day we “slay an Egyp
tian,” a belief in bondage, and

k we are no longer secure in the 
land of bondage. This forces 
the issue; we have taken our 
stand; and we must move out

ei toward freedom. In act two, we 
learn to retreat into medita-

* tion, prayer, and quiet reflec
tion. We become receptive 
(“teachable”) to our inner 
spirit; and we grow in spiritual

% understanding (or as we say, 
“build consciousness”). Then,

* the “burning bush”—becomes 
the first real experience of true 
spiritual consciousness—which 
leaves us with great awe, but 
still with doubts. Yet, we move 
on into the third act, actually

% beginning to rely on spiritual
, Truth as a source of inspira

tion, guidance, protection, and 
overcoming power.

And how graphic the sym
bols of the plagues are for the

w struggles we have in “break
ing” the power of our ego—the 
ruling pharaoh of our sense 
consciousness. The Red Sea is 
race consciousness, the largest 
barrier, which we cross by

* learning to “stand fast” and 
really trust the power of Spirit. 
There is the continuing com
plaining and murmuring of our 
unspiritual m ultitudes of 
“thought people.” How they

* nag us and keep us working!

And sometimes we send out 
scouts—beautiful thoughts— 
to explore, but the giant obsta
cles make our “thought peo
ple” feel like grasshoppers. As 
we wander and train, the old 
enslaved concepts begin to die 
off, our spiritual thoughts in
crease, and one day we’re ready 
to enter a new level of spiritu
alized consciousness—a new di
mension of being.

There is a promised land—a 
fulfillment—for each stage of 
spiritual unfoldment. When we 
let the higher law of our being 
(the I AM) take over, we are led 
through many experiences for 
our training and growth. Our 
individual stages of growth 
and mastery are relative, yet 
ever unique. Therefore, the 
education and development of

Prayer

Prayer is an action of mind 
and emotion by which we can 
and do change our own con
sciousness. By doing so, we 
bring ourself into harmony 
with our ever-increasing under
standing of God as the one 
Presence and one Power that is 
now, always has been, and 
always will be the Source of all 
that we can desire.—Robert P. 
Sikking, Light for Our Age.



our personal inner leadership 
qualities and our need to follow 
the guidance of great spiritual 
truths is continuous and pro
gressive, yet always based on 
the same principles. How did 
Moses do it? The ultimate suc
cess of soul leadership is found 
in the first of the Ten Com
mandments, “I am the Lord 
thy God,” (whose nature is) “I 
AM THAT I AM.” He wor
shiped the one God and trusted 
the one presence and power as 
his help in every need.

The Inner Meaning

This brings us to the last 
thing. What was the inner 
meaning of Moses’ one mis
take? It involved his intellec
tual state of development and 
the “second bondage” it can 
cause. As we learn to work 
with the basically good and 
helpful laws of mental science 
(through the intelligent use of 
which our subconscious powers 
become capable of great accom
plishment), we can begin to

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.

believe in our own mind action, 
with at least subtle pride, as a 
“personal” power. We begin to 
think that everything in our 
life depends on our human 
consciousness; and this can 
become an awesome responsi
bility, for we get not only the 
credit but the blame. This 
belief, by the enactment of our 
own law, limits us consider
ably. We forget it is, “Not I, 
but the Father within that 
doeth the works.” In an intri
guing and memorable way this 
was incorporated into the story 
to show us that true freedom, 
growth, and mastery are al
ways found in God’s infinite in
telligence, His divine power, 
and His omnipresent love. 
“Moses” in us needs to learn to 
go to God for every need. Our 
understanding use of law, 
which is our great guide and 
support, can lead us to the 
border of the promised land of 
spiritual consciousness; but it 
is spiritual power that carries 
us in.

The mission of Moses (in us) 
is ended—in each stage—when 
we have faithfully complied 
with all the spiritual law we 
understand and then let go and 
let God, resting in the realiza
tion that God adds the in
crease. God always has higher 
good in store for each of us, if 
we are faithful to the law and 
stay open and receptive to “I 
AM THAT I AM.”



PRAYER 
. POWER

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

'i.
“1 Am Never Alone”

13/

Dear Silent Unity: 1 called you for 
help and got it immediately. I 
called back this morning to tell the 

«. dear friend who took my call that 
fear was gone and the irregular 
beating of my heart had quieted 
down and the breathing was nor
mal again.

How wonderful you are! While 1 
live alone, I am never alone, nor 
afraid to be. 1 know someone is

* always as close as my phone at 
, Silent Unity and always there are

peace and healing for me. Oh, 
thank you all!

1 am enclosing a small check. 
Use it any way you like. God bless

* you a\\. — M.G.P., California.

Answered Prayers

Dear Silent Unity: 1 called you to 
pray for our daughter who was se-

* riously afflicted with blood clots in 
j  her lung.

We believe in the goodness of 
God and that His will is health and 
well-being for His children and all 
creation.

The prayers have been an

swered. Later tests showed her 
condition improved, and she is 
back home.

Thanks be to God, Silent Unity, 
her doctors, and all who reflected 
God’s goodness through their 
faith and prayers. Please accept 
our offering toward the work of 
Silent Unity, truly the “light that 
shines” when called upon. 
— M.J.S., Illinois.

Back Healed

Dear Silent Unity: 1 telephoned 
your Prayer Room requesting 
prayers for the healing of a back 
injury. Within a few days the pain 
dissolved and with its dis
appearance came great peace of 
mind. I know that I am healed.

I am so thankful to God and to 
you through whom this blessing 
has come. May God bless each of

THE LIGHTED WINDOW AT SILENT UNITY

To call for prayer help, phone 
(816) 251-2100. (If you have an 
urgent need and have no means 
of paying for a call, dial our toll- 
free number: 800-821-2935.)



A Message ft
A woman asked Silent Unity, 

“I would like to know what 
Unity thinks of men such as 
Mozart, Schubert, van Gogh, 
and so on, who gave the world 
their all, yet died paupers.”

It is probably an exaggera
tion to say that these three 
died paupers, though it is true 
that none of them made much 
money. That has been true of 
many creative people. There 
seems to be little correlation 
between the ability to create 
beauty and the ability to make 
money.

For one thing, many artists 
gain no fame in their lifetime, 
so their works sell for small 
sums. It is almost as hard to 
recognize a work of art as it is 
to produce one. However, I 
believe with all my heart that if 
you dare to be what you are 
meant to be and give what you 
have to give, as these three did, 
the universe provides the 
means for you to be and to give 
what is yours.

The universe does not coerce * 
us to be or to give; though the 
urge to become what we are 
made to be gnaws at us, we can 
turn away. We are free; and of A 
all people, the creative artist is 
freest, because the creative act, e 
while it is an act of mind, is an 
act of the mind when it is set 
free.

The ability to make money, *  
like the ability to make music, 
is a matter of consciousness. k 
Some have skills and impulses 
that make them millionaires, 
as others have the skills and 
impulses that make them musi
cians. The two are not neces
sarily exclusive, but neither do * 
they necessarily appear to- ; 
gether, as many musicians and 
millionaires are aware. In fact, 
the more of ourself we pour 
into one avenue of expression, 
the less likely we are to give 
much energy to another. How- , 
ever, as I said, I am convinced 
that the outer means to become 
what we are meant to be are

you in the Unity movement. 
— C.G.H., Florida.

Successful Surgery

Dear Friends of Unity: I called 

34

Unity to pray for my husband * 
when he was taken to the hospital 
for emergency surgery. Once 
again Unity prayers were an
swered. He had twenty-five gall
stones removed; and he had

USB Tid



>m Silent Unity
always provided.

The important thing about 
musicians and artists is not 
whether or not they have much 
money. I write. The fact that 
my writing has never brought 
me much money has never hin
dered me from writing. Don’t 
misunderstand me, I appre
ciate what money will buy. But 
I would have written if my 
writing had never produced a 
single penny. I did for years, 
and so do most writers. Selling 
what I write, making money 
from it, is the frosting on the 
cake, pleasant, gratifying-but 
not of the same order as doing 
the writing. I write out of the 
sheer joy of expressing what is 
in me to express. Is there any
thing else that life is for? A 
seed is to flower; I write so that 
I may flower. The creative per
son lives life at its full flower
ing.

How many millionaires do 
you remember who were alive 
when Mozart, Schubert, or van

gangrene. The surgeon said it 
couid have been fatal. He recov
ered so well he came home from 
the hospital just five days after 
surgery.

Knowing that you beautiful 
April 1980

Gogh were alive? None, unless 
he used his money to promote 
human creativity. I wish all 
artists, all people who try to 
live creatively, who try to ex
press what is in them to ex
press at the very best—I wish 
all these were rich. But aren’t 
they?

A young couple were enter
tain ing some m illionaire 
friends. As the couple stood 
with their arms around each 
other, watching their friends 
drive off in their chauffered 
limousine, the young man said 
to his wife, “Someday we’ll be 
rich.” She replied, “We are 
rich, dear; someday we’ll have 
money.”

I have a feeling that every 
creative person in the world, 
wealthy or penniless, famous 
or unknown, skillful or not so 
skillful, understands what she 
meant.

people were praying and that he 
was in God’s hands gave peace to 
my soul. Thank you and God 
bless you for your prayers. Please 
continue to pray for both of 
u s - —  E.S., Florida.



Marvelous Recovery

Dear Friends: 1 want to express 
my gratitude for your prayers in a 
time of need, and to share with 
you the happy results.

1 called the Silent Unity prayer 
room and asked for prayers for 
my friend who had been hospital
ized with menfitas, which is a con
dition that precedes spinal men
ingitis.

She had been hospitalized for 
three days at the time, and up to 
that point her condition had con
tinued to grow worse. When 1 left 
her bedside that night, 1 felt that 
she was very near death.

Shortly after leaving the hospi
tal, 1 was talking to a close friend 
about the seriousness of my 
friend’s condition. He reminded 
me that there was something we 
could do to help. That is when the 
thought occurred to me to call 
Silent Unity. Thank God 1 did! 
Thank God you were there!

The following morning 1 called 
my friend at the hospital. When 
she answered the phone she 
sounded as if she had never been 
sick. Just a few hours earlier she 
was only able to utter a few words 
under her breath, and didn’t have 
the strength to open her eyes. 
Miraculously overnight she was 
transformed by God s healing 
grace back to the happy, healthy 
being that she was meant to be.

She recovered so suddenly that 
they kept her two extra days just 
for observation. She had an op

portunity to thank the doctor for 
all he had done. He gave all credit 
to God and reminded her that he 
was only acting as his Father s in
strument.

It is so good to have her well 
and to have friends like you who 
care enough to help in a time of 
need. God bless y o u .-J .C .S ., 
California.

Heart Attack I

Dear Silent Unity: 1 called you for 
help. My husband was suffering 
greatly from a heart attack. He is 
eighty-two and 1 am eighty, and I 
was praying fervently and trying to
use Truth.

The voice 1 heard was calm and 
reassuring with a promise that 
prayers would start for him imme
diately. 1 suddenly knew what to 
do and called the emergency 
room in our hospital. They gave 
me the number of an ambulance 
service with a paramedic team.
They were here in about fifteen 
minutes, checked my husband 
and took him in the ambulance to ^  
the hospital, where he was put in 
intensive care. During this time he 
was able to talk to me and he told 
me that after my call to Silent 
Unity, and its prayers, the intense
pain left him. 4

My husband is home after two 
weeks, and cooperating with his < 
doctor. We need prayers for 
strength and dedication. 1 want to 
thank you for your help and con
stant prayers . — W.D.F., Florida. ^

UMira



DISSATISFACTION
B Y  PAMELA YEARSLEY

^  RATHER common 
“joke” among human beings 
that we are never satisfied. It 
seems we are constantly set
ting up some kind of goal or en
visioning the perfect some- 
thing-or-other only to find after 
reaching it that we want more.

A friend recently confided to 
me that she had been through 
some pretty rough waters over 
the last few years. Her life had 
seemed to be in terrible turmoil 
and at times appeared to be 
beyond the point of ‘‘no 
return.” She thought quite 
often during this time that if 
only she could find some peace,

if only she could get herself and 
her life back together and calm 
things down, she would be hap
py. She has managed, with a 
great deal of prayer and hard 
work, to do just that. Now she 
says, I m still not satisfied! 
What does it take anyway?” 

What does it take? It takes 
dissatisfaction. It takes not 
settling for the status quo. It 
takes cu r io sity , search, 
growth, change.

Not long ago I heard a re
nowned speaker give a rather 
lengthy dissertation on the “if 
only” syndrome. The crux of 
his talk was that we waste



precious energy and time 
worrying about all the 1 
onlys” we can come up with.

I wonder, though, what 
would happen if we actually 
did stop, if not even one person 
on Earth uttered the words or 
had the thought, “I wonder 
w hat. . .  if only”? Stagnation, 
that’s what. It is true that we 
accomplish nothing worrying 
over past “if only” situations 
But thank God we have all 
those present ones. They are 
our motivators, our prods to in
vention, to creation. Just as 
the creative impulse moved 
Spirit to continue creating un
til the ultimate creation was
manifest—humanity, the im
age of God Himself—so does 
the creative impulse live 
perpetually in that image. God 
did not say, “I have done my 
best. I leave you now to your 
own devices.” No, God s cre

ation is even more perfect, for 
you see, God’s creation re 
mains forever a part of God 
while at the same time express
ing, individually, greater and 
greater creativity. Is that not 
the ultimate in creativity, to 
create a being that has its very 
being in you, while possessing 
and expressing its own unique 
creations? It is even able to 
reproduce itself! That’s some 
Creator in whose image we are
made, is it not?

And that process of continu
ation (not simply continuation, 
but evolving continuation!) is 
the very nature of life. As long 
as we live, which will be eter
nally, we will continue to create 
through, in, and with Him who 
created us. So you see, a 
healthy state of dissatisfaction 
is simply Spirit leading us on 
toward higher and greater exis
tence.

^J^iscontent

By Doris Hanks Enabnit

If all would heed the axiom 
Of contentment with things as they are, 
No river would seek to flow to the sea 
And no spring would heal winter s scars, 
We all have a challenging urge to grow, 
To live, and to learn with each day. 
Without desire the seed would fail 
And the Word would die unknown.



But it is uncomfortable,” I 
have heard myself arguing, “to 
be in a state of dissatisfaction. 
I want to be content and at 
peace. I have always been 
concerned over my apparent in
ability to be satisfied. It seems 
I consistently feel a need to 
search. A certain concept or 
idealogy may appeal to me for 
a while, only to eventually lose 
its attraction; and once again I 
embark upon a search. It is this 
feeling that has led me to 
Unity and Truth. And I am 
now thankful for it. I may 
become dissatisfied again; but 
now there is room for it. I am 
not bound by dogma or creed; I 
am free to continue my search.
In fact, I am encouraged to do 
so. There is no one telling me 
what to think, what to believe, 
how to act. I am me. I am. And 
I am blessed by others (as I 
bless them) on my way to new 
horizons.

I have perceived that the 
answer to my plaintive cry is to 
find contentment, to make 
peace with that element in my 

! being that I have for so long 
maligned. Growth, change. 
These are words we probably 
get a little tired of hearing. 
And yet I can remember a time 
not so long ago when I would 

* have given almost anything for 
the feeling of freedom to grow 
and change.

In many cases we attribute 
this restlessness to a dissatis-

faction with our life or our life
style, so we set out to make 
changes in whatever aspect we 
have deemed the villain. I have 
a propensity for moving furni
ture around often. Others find 
different ways to try to meet 
the challenge of dissatisfac
tion. In any case, they are 
nothing more than manifesta
tions of our inherent will to 
change. Ultimately, we all 
know that these stirrings of 
discontent are not a conse
quence of our life situation, nor 
will our search culminate in the 
things of the Earth. They are, 
instead, stirrings of that which 
makes us what we are, of that 
which gives us life, of that 
which is life—stirrings of God 
in us.

There have been persons who 
spent an entire lifetime search
ing for the meaning and pur
pose of life. I believe that by 
peeling away the layers upon 
layers of complex intellectuali- 
zation that have been born of 
this search and by relating to 
the most basic aspect of life we 
find the answer. The meaning 
and purpose of life is to con
tinue the creative process out 
of which flows life itself.

Scripture says we are given 
life that we might have it abun
dantly; and we may rest as
sured that this is so. We are liv
ing it to the fullest; and the 
fullest will continue to be more 
and more. As a new discovery



is made, more questions will 
arise and new answers will be 
sought; and the cycle of life will 
continue. There will seem to be 
more and more discontentment 
as greater numbers of people 
become aware of their ability to 
continue making things better,

as they become aware of the 
creative power of God working 
forever through them.

We are blessed with dissatis
faction. Rejoice and be grate
ful. Then go out and create a 
way out of your dissatisfac
tion . . .  and go with God. ©

-------—— ^

From the Writings of Charles Fillmore

I  Am Resurrected 
Through Christ

EASTER IS THE celebration 
of the resurrection of Jesus 
Christ. Its inner meaning, or 
spiritual significance, is the 
awakening and raising to spiri
tual consciousness of the 
AM, that which has been dead 
in trespasses and sins and bur
ied in the tomb of materiality.

Jesus took on Himself the 
“likeness of sinful flesh” and 
went through all the steps of 
the overcomer in putting off 
the old and putting on the new. 
Everyone must walk in His 
steps to find the way to life.

Easter cannot be understood 
without a clear discernment of 
the truth that righteousness 
and life are inseparably related

as cause and effect. The Bible 
record states that in the begin
ning death entered the world as 
a result of sin, and this idea is 
carried all the way through the 
Book. Everything that is writ
ten must conform to this idea.
To read it otherwise is to  ̂
“wrest . . • the other scrip 
tures.” >

Wrong Conception

Death came into our world 
through the ignorant use of 
life, and death can be put out , 
only by a wise use of life. Death 
is the result of a wrong concep
tion of life and its use. In the 
beginning of our experiments ^

LNIta



with the powers of Being, we 
had no conception of death. 
Our consciousness was intact, 
and our unfoldment in wisdom 
was gradual and orderly. But 
the desire to experiment pre
dominated. Sensation was 
sweet and enticing; it absorbed 
so much of our attention that 
we forgot wisdom—we “hid” 
from our Lord; and the result 
was separation from Eden, the 
divine harmony of the law of 
spiritual unfoldment.

In raising the dead, there are 
then two factors to consider. 
The idea of the reality of death 
and the fear of death have both 
played destructive roles in the 
race consciousness, and they 
must be taken up and dis
solved. The total unreality of 
death must be portrayed to the 
deluded consciousness. The 
omnipresence and the omnipo
tence of life are beyond dis
pute, and there can be no ques
tion that death is a condition 
set up in human consciousness. 

i, *s n°t dead; He does not
recognize nor countenance 
death. Neither do we when 
freed from its delusion.

Our body will be resurrected 
from the dead when we trans- 

> form our thinking from the 
premise of death to the premise 
of life. When we cast out of our 
mind all thoughts of fear and 
evil and fill our mind with 
thoughts of goodness, unself- 

 ̂ ish love, and everlasting life.

Jesus taught that death is to 
be overcome, and He could not 
have had in mind a resurrec
tion of bodies from graves 
when He made His declara
tions. “Follow me, and leave 
the dead to bury their own 
dead.”

Personal Ego

There has been built up in 
the race consciousness an ego 
that does not recognize God as 
the one source of knowledge 
and power. This ego works 
from its own personal knowl
edge and is trying to form a 
world of its own within God’s 
world. It is in Scripture 
designated as the “adversary,” 
sometimes translated “devil.” 
Its only existence is in those 
who give it sway in con
sciousness. Everyone has it in 
degree; and we are all sinners 
until the true mind as it is in 
Christ is formed in us.

Jesus Christ came to estab
lish this mind; and He took on 
for the time all the limitations 
of the average man, including 
the false ego. He had a percep
tion of this mission and of the 
necessity of a certain Crucifix
ion. This Crucifixion He proph
esied for Himself, insisted 
upon carrying it out, and 
rebuked Peter when he sug
gested that it need not be. The 
“adversary” does not like to 
admit that this ego is a bundle



of errors that must be wiped 
out; but this is just what must 
occur in everyone who demon
strates the Christ conscious
ness. The false ego must be cru
cified.

Jesus Christ went through 
this experience for the benefit 
of all who desire to put on 
Christ. Not that we shall be 
wholly relieved of trial or suf
fering, but that we shall be car
ried along and finally succeed 
in getting out of sin, sickness, 
and death and into the king
dom of eternal life. We may 
seem to suffer during the 
crucifixion, as did Jesus when 
the adverse mind was being 
destroyed. When we know 
what is going on, we are not 
afraid nor concerned about the 
outcome. When the followers of 
Jesus suffer pain, they do not 
attribute it to a physical origin, 
but search in the consciousness 
of the “adversary” for the 
cause; and having found it, 
they immediately allow it to be 
crucified; that is, “crossed 
out.”

The False Ego

It is this false ego known as 
the adversary that causes all 
the trouble in the world. Its 
selfishness and greed make 
people grovel in the mire of 
materiality when they might 
soar in the heavens of spiritual
ity. It is this false ego that

causes the body to be sick and 
die. The body is “the Lamb [of 
God] slain from the foundation 
of the world” by this adverse 
mind, which Paul calls the 
“carnal mind.” Jesus said it 
was a liar from the beginning 
and the father of lies. It fastens 
its hypnotism upon the nobler 
aspirations and makes them 
commonplace. It betrays into 
the hands of materialism the 
Christ consciousness and fi
nally meets its own crucifixion. 
Jesus took on Himself the 
likeness of sinful flesh,” and it 
was this “likeness” that was 
crucified, not Christ, the spiri
tual mind, nor Jesus, the per
fected body, but Judas, the car
nal mind, the adversary; satan,
the error ego.

This crucifixion goes on day 
by day in those who are striv- ( 
ing to know God. Every time 
we deny some selfish thought 
or habit we crucify the carnal 
ego. Man’s consciousness is a 
unity and all its experiences 
are coordinated. When one part  ̂
suffers, the other parts sym
pathize. Thus the good suffers 
with the evil in the crucifixion, 
and error or sin must be wholly 
eradicated before the body can 
ascend and remain in the high ^
mind of God.

The first step in demonstrat
ing over death is to get the 
belief entirely out of the mind 
that it is God-ordained or is of 
force or effect anywhere in the ,

usury



realm of pure being.
The next step is to live so 

harmoniously that the whole 
consciousness will not only be 
resurrected from its belief in 
death but so vivified and 
energized with the idea of un
dying life that it cannot be 
dissolved or separated from its 
vehicle, the body.

If our thoughts are good, 
they work for good in our life, 
and if they are bad, they are ob
jects of redemption.

The Resurrection

The resurrection is the com
ing to consciousness of the one 
undying life, love, substance, 
and in te llig e n c e  —D iv in e  
M in d -fin d in g  its  perfect 
manifestation in human con
sciousness. This Truth, having 
been formed in the conscious 
thought, works itself into man
ifestation in three steps or 
“days.” The first step is “I am 
Spirit,” the second step is “I 

a am mind,” and the third is ‘‘I 
am body.” The indwelling I 
AM at the center of the con- 
sciousness and the great over- 
soul that inspired Jesus is 
Christ. The body is lifted up by 

a 3 concentrated realization of 
spiritual thought in conscious 
mind based upon an under
standing of the great law of un
dying spiritual potentiality. 
Jesus said, “Into thy hands I 

* commend my spirit.” So we, in

stepping out of the tomb of 
mortality, should always form 
a unity with the Father and 
through this establish a sure 
foundation for the ascension 
that is to follow.

In the Book of Proverbs, 
Wisdom is represented as say
ing, All they that hate me 
love death.” It is loving death 
to fail to recognize it as a result 
of sin, and it is carrying this 
love to the extreme to glorify 
death as a beautiful friend that 
supposedly leads one into 
heaven and life eternal or to a 
higher phase of existence. Be
fore one will waken to a need of 
overcoming death, one must 
thoroughly understand that it 
is something that needs to be 
overcome. We must know, too, 
that the overcoming must be
gin with the cause; that is, sin. 
By patient daily effort to learn 
and to conform to the righ
teousness of divine law, eternal 
life may be attained.

All the graveyards and 
tombs will be deserted and 
turned into parks when men 
and women decide to follow 
Jesus in the resurrection. This 
resurrection is not on some 
great Easter Day; it takes 
place every day that the con
sciousness perceives the 
mighty truth that we do not 
have to die, but we can, with 
Jesus, go through a transform
ing process that results in the 
redemption of the body. This



transformation is the resurrec
tion, and it is a daily casting off 
of the old and putting on of the 
new. This change goes on until 
the whole person is renewed 
and becomes indeed a new crea
ture in Christ Jesus. It is in 
this way we “put on immortal
ity.’’

We literally “die daily’’ and 
are resurrected daily. The three 
“days” or steps in mind that 
bring the consciousness of the 
indwelling life in the body can 
be realized in a moment and all 
the degrees taken in a flash of 
spiritual light when we are
seeking God.

“For since by man came 
death, by man came also the 
resurrection of the dead. For as 
in Adam all die, so also in 
Christ shall all be made alive.” 

In the regeneration (symbol
ically described in the experi
ences of Jesus), the carnal or 
false consciousness that has 
been generated through igno
rant thinking is eliminated, 
and the I comes into clear 
understanding of its right rela
tion to God. But the body, the 
instrument of the soul, has 
been so long dominated by the

Moving? Tell Us!

Before you move, please write 
us thirty days in advance, if 
possible, giving both your old 
and new address. This will pre
vent any delay in the delivery of 
your magazine. Thank you.

false consciousness that when 
it is taken away it lies for a 
time in a comatose condition, 
the “sleep” which is commonly 
called death, and which results 
in physical disintegration un
less the I AM has mastered the 
foolishness and ignorance of 
carnality and cast it out of its 
temple before this sleep comes 
over it. (After letting go of 
some false belief, if it cost a 
struggle, you will have that 
sense of bodily lassitude and 
desire to sleep. It is good, and 
the resurrection will follow.)

The teaching of J esus Christ 
is that all people shall, through 
Him, be made free from sin and 
be saved to the uttermost 
spirit, soul, and body. But until 
this salvation is attained, there 
is death. To give people oppor
tunity to get the full benefit of 
salvation, life is necessary, and 
a body through which to ex
press life is also necessary. So 
when we lose our body by 
death, the law of expression 
works within us toward reem- A 
bodiment, and we take advan
tage of the Adam method of 
generation to regain a body.

“Wherefore we faint not; but 
though our outward man is 
decaying, yet our inward man i  
is renewed day by day.

“For we know that if the 
earthly house of our tabernacle 
be dissolved, we have a build
ing from God, a house not 
made with hands.” © *
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ILLUMINATION- \ n  the begin
ning, Spirit continually breathed 
inspiration and knowledge into 
Adam. Jesus demonstrated that 
we must return to this original 
state, and by the process of 
thought of “God (good) only,” we 
can be transformed into new be
ings. Spiritual energy will awaken 
us to the reality of infinite life.

In the name of Jesus 
Christ I affirm that divine 

guidance and perfect 
direction are mine.

HEALING—The body of Jesus 
Christ was living substance. We, 
therefore, affirm the pure sub
stance of the body of Christ as the 
real life and substance of our 
body. As we continually send this 
thought to every cell and part of 
our being, any apparent diseases 
are purified or eliminated.

In the name of Jesus 
Christ I claim life and I 
am strong and well in 

mind and body.

PROSPERITY- " He that hath a 
bountiful eye shall be blessed.” 
We see with the bountiful eye and 
fulfill the law of increase. God is 
the source of all according to 
Jesus word and provides for us 
when we ask and believe. We ask, 
and affirm our good.

In the name of Jesus 
Christ I speak words of 
plenty and I am abun

dantly prospered.

(S-reutivit
y

By Joan H. Ward

When I desire 
To bring forth a work,

Faith opens the windows 
Of my mind,

Ideas rush in 
For gleaning and shaping, 

And through me 
From the inner 

Chamber- 
God creates.



B Y NAN WHITE

FAITH

FOG
k  • A

FOG—DEEP, DARK, low, 
menacing, impenetrable fog.
The scene is etched vividly in 
my mind. Just closing my eyes 
brings back the sense of fear 
with racing heart, quivering 
knees, sweating palms, and 
tears. I was afraid, afraid,
afraid___ I hadn’t realized
when I stepped out of class 
some twenty winding miles 
from home that there were traf
fic alerts being flashed on the 
radio, so entering into the fog a 
few miles out of town was com
pletely unexpected, and the 
density of it was terrifying. 
With the fog came the thought 
that we do indeed manifest in 
the outer world what we hold in 
our mind, for this was certainly 
the foggiest period of my entire 
life.

Although I would awaken to 
sunny skies, I could barely 
discern them through the fog 
that hovered continuously in 
my mind. The fog of grief was + 
over the loss through suicide of 
my oldest daughter at age 
twenty-five, plus myriad ques
tions clamoring for answers, 
blocking out the light as I 
moved through each day. As 4 
soon as my eyes opened in the 
morning, these thoughts would 
intrude upon me, almost suffo
cating me with their presence. 
“This marriage isn’t working, 
what are you going to do about K
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it? If you dissolve it, what will 
happen to your husband—to 
you? Why do you have an ap
plication in for the ministerial 
program when you don’t want 
to be a minister? What do you 
want to do specifically with 
your counseling? Are you an 
alcoholic? You know you are. 
Look at all the evenings lately 
that you’ve ‘relaxed’ with a 
bottle of wine until you’ve 
blacked out. How are you ever 
going to get through all this?” 
And then most frightening of 
;^,WaS the nagging suggestion, 

Maybe you should just take 
the course of action your 
daughter did.” It was ghastly.

Thick fog was on the road 
and fog was on my road of life.
It seemed the end of the world 
and I really didn’t care any
more. I thought of simply stop
ping the car and turning off the 
lights in hopes that someone 
would hit me and it would all 
be over. But from somewhere 
deep within me came an 
alarmed, ‘‘Why, you can’t do 
that. The other driver would 
most probably be hurt also. 
And do you really want to im
pose on your loved ones the 
same kind of grief you’re suf-

k fering?” Of course I did not, 
but how was I going to get

1 through it all?

“God Is . . .  ”

* Suddenly the Unity Prayer 
April 1980

of Protection with its soothing 
words, “Wherever I am, God 
is, came to me as if on a tape 
repeating over and over. How
ever, trying to drown it out 
were thoughts, such as, 
“There’s no turning back; I ’ve 
gone too far. I can only see the 
white line by driving with one 
wheel on it and then for only 
two feet ahead. What if I hit 
someone? What if I go off the 
road? What if someone comes 
up behind me, fast? Oh God, 
help!” After weeks of merely 
plodding along seemingly get
ting nowhere and not caring, 
the life force had reawakened in 
me. It now seemed of utmost 
importance that I get through 
this fog on the highway safe 
and sound. There was a sense 
of urgency to overcome my fear 
and work through this present 
challenge. It was as if this were 
a major turning point in my 
life.

So the next time the words 
“Wherever I am, God is,” came 
round on my tape, I grabbed 
them and hung on for dear life, 
repeating them aloud. The 
weak human self was still try
ing to sabotage my efforts 
with, ‘‘Where are we? This 
road is so dangerous. We’re so 
alone. How much further do we 
have to go?” But at each such 
disturbance I would straighten 
my back, square my shoulders 
and reply, ‘‘I don’t know but 
God does,” and, “Wherever I



am, God is.” I feel my jaws 
tighten even now, clenching 
my teeth against that which 
would cause me to lose faith. In 
spite of my prayers, the fear 
continued to mount until with 
tears pouring down my face I 
cried out, ‘‘Father, I know You 
never give us more than we can 
handle, but really I think I 
can’t go on”; and then, Oh, 
no, now a car is barreling up be
hind me, fast!” I thought of 
Job and his plaintive cry,
“ . . . the thing I fear comes
upon me.”

Quickly moving off the white
line out of harm’s way, I let the 
car pass and with sinking heart 
watched its taillights disap
pear from view. “If only I had 
been thinking and had the 
courage to drive faster, I could 
have followed that car; but it’s 
too late now.” Once again from 
deep within the recesses of my 
being came words, this time of 
encouragement: “It’s never too 
late with God. So, you missed 
that car. More help is on its 
way; and this time you’ll be 
prepared. Be of good cheer.

“Be of Good Cheer”

Crawling down the white line 
for what seemed an eternity, I 
savored those words, be of 
good cheer. When headlights 
next appeared in the rearview 
mirror, I steeled myself trying 
to steady my shaking knees,

determined to follow this car 
out into the light. Breathlessly 
I waited for the car to pass, 
praying, “Father, give me the 
courage to do that which I have 
to do.” Perhaps my eyes closed 
in that moment of prayer, for 
they opened with a start when 
I realized that this driver had 
stationed himself in front of 
me, was driving at a moderate 
speed, and had turned on his 
emergency blinking lights to 
lead me down the road.

I was of “good cheer.” Those 
lights were like two little hap
py faces” beckoning me to fol
low them to freedom. “Oh, 
thank You, Father. Thank you 
driver, a radiant channel ol 
God’s light.” Now, tears of joy 
were washing my face. The in
terior of my car was most as
suredly alight with the bril
liance of my grateful heart. The 
driver was so considerate. He 
even turned off the blinking 
lights before he set his exit 
signal so I would know exactly 
what he was doing. I felt so 
close to that other human be
ing. The awareness of oneness 
came to mind. Although I 
hadn’t even seen a face to 
determine whether the driver 
was male or female, I felt the 
close love and unity that I feel 
for those I’ve known all my 
life. We are truly one in spirit. 
This person had sensed my fear 
and helped me this far. I won
dered if he or she knew of this
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spiritual mission. I said an ex
tra prayer of thanksgiving and 
blessing on my friend’s behalf.

I knew then that God would 
provide whatever else I needed 
to get through this night as 
well as through this period of 
my life. As fear threatened to 
seep in again with the ever- 
thickening fog, I voiced, “The 
light of God surrounds me.” 
Yes, God, your light does sur
round me, guide me, and pro
tect me.” This time, rather 
than being alarmed, I rejoiced 
when another set of headlights 
appeared behind me and I 
moved over with optimism and 
expectancy. I was rewarded 
with this driver also turning on 
those little “happy faces” and 
leading me all the way to my 
freeway exit. Almost home, 
then, a momentary lapse in 
faith caused me concern over 
the driveway leading to the 
apartment complex. It would 
be in total darkness and to 
overshoot it could result in 
landing in a creek.

Once again from deep within 
my being came reassurance, 

God is always with you. He 
would not lead you this far and 
then desert you.” I apologized 

> out loud for my lack of faith 
and looked forward to reaching 

' fke driveway, eagerly wonder
ing what means of lighting 
would be provided. There it 
was. Just as I approached to 

t turn in- another car came from

the other direction, headlights 
illuminated the whole area in
viting me to line up for a direct 
entrance. I was home free!

A Turning Point

That night was indeed a 
turning point in my life, a time 
of renewed faith. Since then 
God has sent many beautiful 

happy faces” to lead me out 
of the fog of my personal life. A 
minister friend helped me un
derstand why I didn’t want to 
be a minister even though 
others were encouraging me in 
this direction. I was able fi
nally, with a clear conscience, 
to withdraw my application 
from the ministerial school.

Shortly thereafter, I confided 
to a friend who is a recovered 
alcoholic that I felt I was an 
alcoholic. Following his loving 
guidance, I entered a three- 
week rehabilitation program 
for alcoholics in the sanitarium 
where he works as a counselor. 
My first visit in the sanitarium 
was with the psychiatrist. He 
very gently broke my grief 
bank so I could express all that 
had been bottled up and there
by recover from it. Prompted 
by the words of Richard Bach 
in his book, “Illusions,” “What 
the caterpillar calls the end of 
the world, the master calls a 
butterfly.” I now always see 
my daughter as a butterfly flit
ting over bright flower-strewn



meadows. It is beautiful. My 
heart is light. She is carefree
and so am I.

During the course of my 
physical treatment at the 
sanitarium, a chemical im
balance was found in my 
system which had been the 
source of my own suicidal 
thoughts. That has been cor
rected. My participation in 
group therapy as well as all 
other facets of the rehabilita
tion program brought me to 
terms with who I am and where 
I am going. One of the most ex
citing results of that new 
knowledge is that I am relo
cated and planning to earn my 
certificate as an alcohol and 
drug abuse counselor. At last 
I’ve found my specialty in the 
field of counseling.

New Income Found

It is miraculous to me that I 
am able to continue my school
ing, for I thought that if I 
dissolved my marriage this 
would be impossible. But God 
had other channels of income 
just waiting for me to claim 
them. I had to take the first 
step in the right direction. I 
had to be prepared to receive. I 
have often been reminded of 
that night on the road when I 
let the first car get away from 
me and thought it was too late 
and the encouraging words, 
“It’s never too late with God.

The key is to be expectant. So 
when the door closed on one 
source of income, I worked 
diligently in faith knowing 
another would open, knowing 
God never deserts us, and my 
every need has been met abun
dantly, often in most surpris
ing ways.

It was on my return from the 
sanitarium that I discussed 
dissolving the marriage with 
my husband. He was in agree
ment, and we have done so in a 
most amicable, loving manner. 
He, too, has found his perfect 
place in a new locale and is
leading a rich, fulfilling life. We
are the best of friends. We talk 
on the telephone almost daily 
about our mutual growth and 
ioy when we can reach out to 
others in need. Through his 
marvelous adjustment to his 
recent loss of sight and his 
many accomplishments, he is
leading others into the study of 
Truth. Also, he is my greatest 
critic, for he loves to have me 
read to him. He just says, 
“Write, write, write,” and 
thinks it’s absolutely delight
ful to listen to even six or seven 
rewrites of the same article.

I am so pleased to have the 
opportunity to present this ar
ticle in hopes that it will help 
others through any fog they 
may encounter. It was uplift
ing to have a new acquaintance 
confide to me that she had 
entered a rehabilitation pro-



gram after having heard only a 
portion of my story.

Although it is true that there 
9 was dense fog on the roads for 

quite a while and I could only 
see two feet in front of me that 

 ̂ night on the highway, with 
even less visibility on the road

of life, I am grateful for every 
bit of it. The sun shines so 
much more brightly now. I see 
it even when others say it’s 
behind the clouds, for I know 
w ithout a doubt th at, 
“Wherever I am, God is.”

*

. Friendship
B Y  GERTRUDE PAFENBACH

THE NOON HOUR arrived, 
and my work was put aside.

► Going to lunch had become a 
routine activity; but, unknown

" to me, that routine was to be 
pleasantly altered that day, for 
on my leaving the building 
there greeted me a dear,

4  familiar figure—a girlhood 
friend, now married, who 
makes it a point to steal away

* from her busy household occa
sionally to spend a lunch hour 
with me. The hour is never long

> enough, and we never quite 
catch up with the exchange of

1 happenings since we last met.
* We linger and watch the clock 

as the time comes to go to our 
separate duties.

i

I went back to my desk after
ward with a distinct feeling of 
gratitude for the gift of real 
friendship and realized how in
complete and barren our lives 
would be without it—this beau
tiful island whose shores are 
constantly washed with the 
waves of perfect understand
ing, sympathy, and good will, 
that perfect haven where the 
alien creatures of suspicion, 
selfishness, and unkindness 
find no welcome. As with all 
things of Spirit, it cannot be 
purchased. This attraction of 
one soul to another is beyond 
human comprehension and is 
what makes friendship so 
priceless. ®



Apart Me Not
BY R UTH C. I KERMAN

IT HAD BEEN a long time 
since I sat down at my desk to 
write a letter to my friend, but 
I had not wanted to send her 
bad news. That seemed to be 
about all that was happening in 
our family this particular 
season.

Finally, I faced up to the fact 
that my friend would be won
dering why she did not receive 
a letter. So I decided to tell her 
the truth about hospitaliza
tions, tests, slow recuperation.

“I’m ashamed to send you so 
much gloomy news in any one 
letter,” I told her, “but I knew 
you would be watching for an 
answer to your nice letter, 
which gave me a lift.”

After I had mailed my letter, 
I felt ashamed; and I wished I 
could get it out of the box. But 
I need not have worried. By 
return mail came a letter from 
my friend which said, “Don’t 
ever hold back bad news again. 
What are friends for if not for 
sharing both good and bad?”

Then she added a sentence I 
shall never forget, because it 
contains power to help me face 
other difficult circumstances. 
She wrote, “Please, don’t ever 
apart me.”

At first this sentence sound
ed ungrammatical, but soon its 
beauty became apparent. The

words sparkled and gave sun
shine to my day. She repeated 
the philosophy by printing, 
“APART ME NOT.”

In the phrase was the gem of 
truth which is the basis of true 
friendship. Good friends be
come a part of each other. 
When friends begin to with
hold bad news from each other, 
there opens a crevice of apart
ness.

A tiny crack can grow into a 
wide chasm over which the feet 
of friendship cannot walk. 
Now, when I am tempted to 
withdraw into myself with 
problems which seemingly 
should not be shared with 
others, I ask myself if I am 
being cowardly.

Am I taking the easy way 
out and underestimating the 
courage and concern of my 
friends? If this fault lies within 
me, then it must be corrected 
by simply sharing family news. 
If I do this honestly, then my 
friends feel more free to tell me 
their problems.

Only if we are willing to 
share can we grow in closeness. 
My friend gave me a great gift, 
and I try to pass it along by 
reassuring other friends to 
always remember, “Apart me 
not.”
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By Bill Newsom

Once in every year or so comes a light— 
a soul friend—
who recognizes you at once from 
a distance
and is familiar with your first word, 
who knows your thoughts, 
can find your feelings in a moment, 
and rejoices to have joined you 
for a while.

A soul friend—
who is your teacher and your student, 
your mother, lover, sister, brother, 
all at once,
who dwells with ease in your household 
of thoughts—
a member of your inner family not 
born under the same roof.

The light of a soul friend is sometimes 
like a candle—soft, gentle, patiently 
teaching again and again by example— 
sometimes a bright, steady light 
that searches out your dark corners. 
You see yourself so totally that it is 
easy to feel ashamed or weak.
It is for your own good.
Sometimes it is a blinding flash, 
an emotion, a momentary meeting, 
intense, painful, penetrating the ego, 
but soon it is over.

Once in every thousand years or so comes a 
great light, 
a Master 
to teach us all.



A Recent Revelation *
B Y JIM  ROSEMERG Y

Part VII

“Repent, for the kingdom of heaven 
is at hand.”—Matthew 4:17.

“But I say to you that every one who 
is angry with his brother shall be 
liable to judgment; whoever insults 
his brother shall be liable to the 
council, and whoever says, ‘You 
fool!’ shall be liable to the hell of 
fire.”—Matthew 5:22.

The Master's View of the Last Day: 
Heaven and Hell

THERE IS A TREE that must 
be destroyed. I t is not enough 
to cut it down, for its roots lie 
deep in humanity's early begin
nings. In the beginning, people 
observed the light and the 
darkness of each passing day. 
They feared the night, were 
paralyzed by this fear, and 
failed to realize that the night 
had no reality of its own. So 
dark was this shadow of igno
rance that they failed to see 
that the night was simply the 
absence of light.

They next observed their 
own being and thought they 
could see two sides of their

nature. One they called good 
and the other evil. I t was from 
this faulty understanding that * 
they assumed the Creator also 
has a light and dark side. They 
assumed the Creator could love * 
and at the same time inflict 
pain. I  ask, “Can the same 
stream give forth pure water * 
but at the same time poison 
those who drink of it?"

The belief in the reality of a K 
dark side of the Creator has 
cast a long shadow upon hu
manity's spiritual understand- ' 
ing. From this shadow grew 
the roots that nurtured the tree 
which bore the fruits called A



»heaven and hell. As people 
harvested the tree, they felt 
that the good should be re- 

s warded by eating the fruits of 
heaven and that the evil should

* be punished by eating the fruit 
mcalled hell. In the light of the

noonday sun, you will know 
that there are no good or evil 
persons. There are only those 
whose lights shine brightly or 

■* dimly. When I was with you, I 
_spoke of heaven and hell. I  used 
your terms; but you used your 
meanings. Your ears were not 
attuned to Spirit; thus, you 
heard what you wanted to hear.

* Now listen, and those who 
*have ears will truly hear.

The time was drawing near 
for me to begin my ministry. I 
thought of how people were 
always searching for some dis-

* tant place of peace and har- 
y mony. Sometimes they called it

the kingdom of God; and some- 
* times they called it the king

dom of heaven. In beginning 
my public ministry, I  wanted

* to convey the heart of my 
teaching; and I did. I pro
claimed, “Repent, the kingdom

*of heaven is at hand." I pro
claimed this truth because I 
had found heaven. I t was not a 

J reward to receive after death, 
but a living reality. I  alarmed 
many when I said, “Change 

’your thinking, for the kingdom 
is now. ” You can have it now. 
Still, those who followed me 

? looked for a sign and for the

kingdom. I startled them when 
they learned that they, as in
dividuals, must find the king
dom of heaven ju st as I  did. I 
told them, “The kingdom of 
God is within you. ”

/  spent most of my ministry 
explaining what this kingdom 
was like so that, when it was 
discovered, it could be recog
nized. In parables I  revealed its 
nature; and the wall which sep
arated you from heaven began 
to crumble.

I said the kingdom was like a 
mustard seed. I t begins small 
but grows until it is a great 
shrub. Plant this idea within 
you, and you will realize the 
growing quality of the king
dom of heaven.

I said the kingdom was like 
the yeast which leavens the 
flour. Eat of this bread, and 
you will know that heaven 
begins in a certain portion of 
your life and then spreads until 
it touches every fiber of your 
being.

I spoke again of the value of 
the kingdom. I t is like the pearl 
of great price. I t is so precious 
that you will sell all you have 
in order to obtain it. I f you ac
quire the kingdom of God, you 
will know the richness of life.

Could such parables describe 
a place? What is it that is price
less and at the same time 
grows? What is it that spreads 
all throughout your life and at 
the same time is something



you have now'? And remember, 
all this is within you. My 
friends, it is so simple. I t is 
your growing awareness of 
God. What else could be more 
precious? Think of how your 
awareness of God grows and 
spreads until it touches all the 
areas of your life. This growing 
awareness of God is at the core 
of all the parables. It is the 
reward for everyone; it is what 
you have now; but it is also 
what you seek.

And what of hell? Is it the 
place the leaders of the church 
proclaim? Can you love your 
children and then blindly turn 
your back upon them and cast 
them forever from your pres
ence? If you cannot do such a 
thing, how could your heavenly 
Father? Fear and punishment 
only cause you to turn away 
from God. Yet, it is not God 
you shun; it is the church. Still, 
there is a puzzle because I 
spoke of hell. You heard the 
word and assigned your own 
meaning. Listen now, and you 
will hear the Father moving 
deep within you and feel the 
stirring in your soul. Hell is not 
a place of suffering, but a state 
of purification.

Observe the order of the uni
verse. You will know it is a 
spiritual universe governed by 
spiritual laws. Each law holds 
within it harmony or chaos. Ac
cording to your use of the law, 
you determine whether your

life is harmonious or whether it M 
is chaotic. Each law is like a 
coin that has two sides. One 
side of the coin will buy you , 
peace and pleasure, while the 
other side will purchase war * 
and suffering. If you choose to 9 
suffer, you will sink into an 
abyss of despair.

As you sense the Father . 
within you, the despair will be 
drowned by your desire to be * 
free of your travail. I t is this „ 
desire to no longer suffer that 
is the spark which lights the 
fires of purification. The spark 4 
is the light of Spirit within you.

When I spoke of hell, I  often * 
used the word Gehenna. 
Gehenna was a place where all 
the refuse of Jerusalem was 
cast. Eternal fires burned there 
to purify that which was dis
carded. Can you see why there •  
is a hell fire burning within , 
you? The purpose of the fire is 
to purify the erroneous beliefs -r 
that have caused the suffering 
in your life. This suffering is 
true travail, because it gives ♦ 
birth to a new you, free of er
roneous beliefs; thus, free of 
suffering.

However, the day will come 
when hell will be purified. You 
will no longer suffer, because L 
you will use the coin of the x 
realm to purchase only peace 
and harmony. You will no* 
longer resist the inner stirring 
of the Father within you. You 
will begin to move forward in *



mlife when only nudged by the 
finger of Truth. The new birth 
is continuous now, and there is 

* no suffering. The darkness of 
the soul is not purged by fire, 
but dissolves in the guiding 

fligh t of Spirit.
Now the tree which bears the 

fruit of heaven and hell is no 
more. All that remains is to 
reveal the seed that fathered 

T these two ideas. There is no 
»place called heaven or hell; but 

you are not free of the judg
ment day. There is a last day. 

0  The last day is not a time of the 
wrath of the Father, but of the 

' laws of the universe. Every day 
„ of your life is a judgment day, 

because it is a day when you

A View of the
f

HAVE YOU EVER thought 
*■ that your beliefs reflect your 

state of consciousness? Have 
you ever considered what your 
ideas of life say about you? 
Heaven is that which all people 
seek; and truly, there must be a 

*“ heaven, or we would not seek it 
so diligently. As I have dis
covered from my confrontation 
with the Christ, the problem is 
where we seek this state of har
mony. Heaven is not a place, 

“ but a growing awareness of 
God. What could give us total 
peace and fulfillment but a 

' greater awareness of God? Re-

reap the harvest of your past 
thoughts, feelings, words, and 
deeds. I t is the last day, be
cause now the harvest has 
come. Truly, the last day may 
seem like hell if the soil of your 
mind has nurtured seeds of 
negativity. Or the last day may 
seem like heaven if the soil of 
your mind has received seed 
from the land of harmony. The 
last day is not a time to be 
feared, but a day to observe the 
fruits of your life. If the seeds 
have fathered weakness, anxi
ety, illness, and poverty, then 
plant a new crop; your next 
judgment day will bring a 
harvest of strength, peace, 
wholeness, and abundance.

Master’s View

gardless of our ideas about 
heaven, they cause us no real 
problems; and they are a testi
mony of the innate goodness 
within us. Such a belief says 
that we are seekers of good
ness.

It is the belief concerning 
hell that has always troubled 
me. The dilemma occurs when 
we hear the belief that the God 
who is Love may also turn 
away from His children and 
cast them into a punishing, 
burning hell. People will argue 
that we are not God’s children 
unless we obey His laws. Can



such a belief contain any 
degree of even human logic, let 
alone spiritual logic? Either we 
are God’s creation and thus, 
His children, or we are not.

Still, there were so many ref
erences to hell in the teachings 
of Jesus that I was disturbed, 
until I discovered that Jesus’ 
hell was a state of purification. 
True, there was suffering asso
ciated with it; but the suffering 
was self-inflicted. In fact, it 
was the suffering that caused 
me to think that perhaps there 
was a better way to live. With 
this thought, the process of

By Virginia Scott Miner

Yesterday I picked violets, 
a great crystal bowl of them, 
so there would be fewer ruined 
today when I hung out clothes.

But when I took the basket 
out into sun and breeze, 
there, overnight, violets 
had bloomed again, 
winking among the grass.

Undiscouraged, undemanding, 
beautiful. . . 
love is like that.

purification began; and I m 
became a part of the spiritual 
process called hell. It seems 
strange to call hell a spiritual ,  
process; but what else could I 
call it when it was revealed as a 
period of growth? The fire that m 
burns inflicts no pain; it only 
purifies.

Of course, with my new  ̂
understanding of heaven and 
hell, my traditional view of 7 
judgment collapsed. As al- „ 
ways, I was reminded of the 
idea that anything that is truly 
spiritual is eternal. If this is so, 
then what of this judgment 
day that lies in the future of all ’ 
people? How could a day that _ 
is to occur in the future be 
spiritual? The answer was 
quite simple. It could not. 
However, once again it was ap
parent that the last day was a 
part of the ministry of Jesus. 
The call went out from within 
me for the answer; and the an- ■* 
swer came. The judgment day 
must be every day to be eter
nal. It is called the last day 
because it is a day of reaping. 
The fields are heavy with 
the harvest. Our previous" 
thoughts and feelings are 
manifesting in our life. Some 
bring harmony and peace, * 
while others bring anxiety and 
despair.

Lift up your eyes. Do not be * 
sad, for today is not only a day 
of reaping, but a day of sowing.

(To be continued) *
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Q u e s t

*
. . . 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: Who is Expedite? I 
hear so much about Expedite, 
but I  have never seen even a 
photograph of him; and I  am 

k eighty years old. Some say he 
is a saint. I  appreciate it very 
much if you will give me help 

y in this. Thank you.
G.P.

Answer: Your question came 
many months ago and I laid it 
aside because I thought it was 
definitely a put-on. Then, 
thanks to the 1979 visit to the 
United States of Pope John 
Paul II, something truly seren
dipitous happened. I was 
watching a TV news broadcast 
and in it was a short item about 
a church in New Orleans in 
which a worship service was 
being held in honor of St. Expe
dite! Your letter and its ques
tion flashed through my mind 
and I began doing some re
warding research.

Here is the story. It seems 
that years ago a packing crate 
containing a life-sized statue of 
a saint was misshipped from 
Italy and found its way to the 
United States, where it lay for 
some time in a warehouse. 
When it was finally opened and 
the statue came to light, no one 
knew who this saint might be 
or what he represented. One of 
the workmen said, “The guy’s 
name is marked right here on 
the box. It says ‘SPEDITO’!” 
The word, of course, simply 
meant that the shipment 
should be speedily moved (ex
pedited); but the “ saint” 
became St. Expedite or Saint 
Expeditus. Eventually he was 
given the date of April 19 as 
his Feast Day, the day on 
which the box was opened. He 
is even revered by some as 
“Martyr Expedite.”



Marcus Bach

Further research revealed 
that a similar story was built 
around an incident that oc
curred in a Paris convent in the 
mid-18th century. The relic of a 
saint was supposed to have 
been found in a box shipped to 
the convent from the cata
combs. Here, too, Expedite 
became personified.

At any rate, St. Expedite is 
more than just a play on words. 
He is the Patron of Dispatch 
and also the Patron Saint of 
Acireale in Sicily. And, but for 
you and your letter, we might 
never have known. May Saint 
Expedite sincerely bless you!

MB

Question: Following the terri
ble tragedy of the tornado 
that swept through Wichita 
Falls, Texas, a minister, 
standing quietly near a casket 
during the memorial service 
for some of the victims, made 
this statement, “/  am not sure 
what we can say to under
stand this tragedy or to 
understand why this 
happened. ”

We say that God is good 
and His will is good. In order

for me to accept this state- *  
ment I must divorce God 
from nature. We praise and 
admire the benign aspects of 4 
nature—flowers, blue skies, 
sunshine, and others—but 
don't quite know what to do 
or say about nature’s destruc
tive side. Does nature move 
inexorably according to its •* 
own laws, heedless of human
ity? It is easy to see God and 1 
to praise Him on a perfect 
day; but what can be said 
about God, nature, and the 
fate of persons caught in a t  
catastrophe?

E. V. W. 1 
«-

Answer: “Questions on the 
Quest” would not exist if I did 
not believe there actually are 
answers to questions. But I 
also believe there are questions 
for which the only answer is, 
“We have no absolute an- 
swer.” So-called “acts of God” 
fall into this category. We can 
speculate; but we cannot con
firm why tornadoes, hurri- ' 
canes, electrical storms, tidal 
waves, and the like strike as  ̂
they do, where they do, and 
when they do, leaving both 
miracles and tragedies in their 
wake. The minister was quite 
honest with himself when he 
said he was at a loss about 
what to say concerning the 
Wichita Falls tragedy.

To be sure, many hypotheti
cal answers can be given to



•“nature’s tragedies.” Perhaps 
we should stay out of nature’s 
way, whether it is a volcanic 

* area, a tornado zone, or 
beaches vulnerable to time and 
tide. Perhaps we should build 

♦securely against every even
tuality, but who knows the 
power of an earthquake or the 
site of a falling meteorite? 
Perhaps there is always “one 
that is taken and one that is 

''-left” because of some divine 
motive or karmic cause. Maybe 
our lives are destined and our 

kf fortunes foreordained. The 
“perhaps theory” is endless, 
and one of the easiest answers 

♦is to simply resort to fate or 
chance or “as luck would have 
it.”

The best we can do is to learn 
all we can about nature, about 
immutable law, about the 

[ seeming design of life as we 
find it in individuals or 
groups—life as seen through 
the eyes of history, scriptures, 
prophecies, science, and revela
tion.

, The answer to your question 
is bigger than just an answer. 
The mystery deepens when we 
remember how often tragedy 
has been the seed of triumph, 
sadness a prologue to spiritual 

< growth, defeat a step to vic
tory, and unbelief an opening 
cloor to faith.

As I write this there are fires 
raging in Southern California 
and the smog-filled sky is

April 1980
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thicker and more ominous 
because of smoke from flaming 
acres and burning buildings. 
And yet, last night, the TV 
showed a young couple stand
ing in the midst of the ashes of 
their home and they said reso
lutely, “We will rebuild!” 

“Where?”
“Here, because we love this 

place.”
“It’s a canyon.”
“Yes, we know. And we 

know that California is earth
quake country. We know that 
other places have other 
dangers. We’ll build back. 
Others have done it. We will, 
too.”

The fire may have been the 
result of arson, or an accident, 
or a lightning flash. A human 
act or an “act of God.” 
Humanity itself, with its 
nuclear experimentation, its 
defamation of nature and the 
atmosphere, may someday be 
held responsible; but from a 
Christian point of view one 
thing must be said:

If we see God in the 
gently flowing river, we 
must see Him there when 
the river is at flood stage.
If we feel His power in the 
earthquake, we should 
also hear His whisper in 
the still small voice. If we 
invoke Him to ride in the 
midst of our battles, as we 
so often pray, we must 
also believe that He is



there in victory or defeat. 
And if we see Him in the 
darkness of a not-so-good 
Friday, let us by all 
means recognize Him in 
the dawning of an Easter 
morn.

The answer, for now, is faith!
MB

Question: In my recent 
reading I have come across 
quotations from “The 
Emphatic Diaglott Bible. ” 
Could you please tell me if it 
is possible to get this Bible? I 
would appreciate it if you 
would explain something 
about it and give me informa
tion on it.

W.A.M.

Answer: Jehovah’s Witnesses 
must have been calling on 
readers of UNITY Magazine, 
because several questions 
similar to yours have been 
received. “ The Emphatic 
D iag lo tt’’ is one of the 
W itnesses’ staunch study 
books, a Greek-English inter
pretation of the Bible. The 
term “Emphatic” is used be
cause references to the deity 
are indicated in upper case bold 
print. “Diaglott” means “in 
two tongues.”

The book is the work of a 
newspaper reporter of the mid- 
1800s, Benjamin Wilson of 
Geneva, Illinois. Discovering

that his views coincided with* 
those of the founders of 
Jehovah’s W itnesses, the 
Witnesses eventually incorpo- ■< 
rated the book into their move
ment. Some persons feel that 
liberties have been taken with* 
certain Biblical passages and 
that the work does not merit 
scholarly endorsement. Be that  ̂
as it may, copies of the original 
Wilson edition are precious and 
the Witnesses apparently findw 
the reprints to their liking.

MB
___________  *

Question: Is there any 
evidence that other people * 
have translated the atoms of 
their bodies into pure 
substance and overcome death 
as Jesus did?

Jean F. O.
i

Answer: There are other in
stances in Judean-Christian"* 
records regarding assumptions 
into heaven, but not in the 
degree to which it is believed . 
that Jesus assumed pure sub
stance after His death. The ma
jor assumption cases, whether 
legendary or for real, include 
Moses, Elijah, and, according 
to the Catholic Church, Mary, 
the Mother of Jesus.

An interesting study of the 
scientific evidence of the power 
of light to precipitate into mat
ter can be found in “The Re- 
flexive Universe,” a new book



by Arthur Young. In this 
scholarly work, Young postu
lates that there are seven se
quences in the continuity from 
light to life, each including 
what has gone before and add
ing a contribution of its own. 
These sequences are: light, par
tic les , atom s, m olecules, 
plants, animals, man. The book 
by this scientist-inventor of the 
helicopter is exciting, though

not always easy reading, and 
comes close to what you are in
terested in from an investi
gative point of view. Is it possi
ble that we are, in fact, emana
tions of light: and would this 
give us new insight into Him 
whom we call the Light of the 
World, and His power to 
transfer His body into what 
you call “pure substance”?

MB

YOU HAVE THE RIGHT
TO BE PROSPEROUS!

ARE YOU ACCEPTING IT?
Prosperity’s law is twofold—that of giving, and that of 

receiving. Both actions become a part of you through 
habit.

Let the Prosperity Bank Plan help you form new habits 
that will increase your understanding of prosperity’s 
divine law. You can create within you the insight that will 
create about you the abundance you deserve.

Your Prosperity Bank comes with simple instructions 
for its use. Follow the instructions daily, build an attitude 
of abundance and, at the same time, provide a way to 
save money for Unity literature, gifts to friends, or love 
offerings.

The Bank and instructions are free. For yours, write to 
UNITY PROSPERITY BANK 

Unity Village, Missouri 64065

! .'r: ■



Grasses seeking light 
through a crack 
in stone . . .

Trees on the chill brow 
of a hill, 
bending, 
twisting,
holding on, *1
encouraged by knowing 
the sun . . .

Seeds trusting- 
in the darkness 
of Earth— 
that food 
and drink 
and light 
will come
and draw them forth . . .

The will of a baby 
to leave its warm, 
soft nest, 
to face life 
on its own . . .

Strength is endurance 
found through trust 
in the goodness 
of God 
our Father.

W Lat J s  'i
S t r e n g t h ?  ̂

By Verle Bell



► *I.ettei$ to tty ‘Editor
I dearly love UNITY Magazine 

, and eagerly await each one. The 
October 1979 issue is filled with 
wonderful Truth. Two articles are 

A outstanding. 1 have read the arti
cle by Jinn Rosemergy, “A Recent 
Revelation,” and “Unity —A 
Divine Idea” by William Earle 
Cameron, each several times; and 
1 shall continue to reread them. 

» Many thanks, dear friends. 
—E.B., Arizona.

©
In your October 1979 issue 

there’s an article (“One Person 
Can” by Milly Collins) about a 
woman who said, “Why honey, I 

_ don’t work for people. I work for 
God, and nothing is too good for 
God.” She held to this conviction. 
This woman has given me and 
many others the inspiration and 
courage to keep on keeping on. 
After all, if God is with you, who 
can be against you? Unity is mak
ing this world a better place. 
— C. C., New Jersey.

r  ®
I have been trying to think of 

"‘words to describe my feelings 
while reading UNITY Magazine, 
October 1979—exciting, thrilling, 
happy. I always look forward to

*

UNITY Magazine and thoroughly 
enjoy each one; but October 1979 
is outstanding. —/.R., Oregon.

I just finished reading “The 
Neglected Art” by Lynn Alex
ander in the September 1979 
issue. The phrase in italics is 
tremendous: “Happiness is the art 
of forgetting the unpleasant events 
of the past.” This is my motto 
henceforth. — V.F., Ohio.

®
I’ve been reading some past 

issues of UNITY Magazine and I 
am impressed with the high caliber 
writing and with the philosophical 
as well as spiritual content of some 
of the articles. —C. 7. B., Canada.

®
Today I was feeling very low in 

spirits thinking I didn’t have a 
friend in this world and wondering 
which way to turn when the mail
man brought my UNITY Maga
zine. Only Unity students can 
understand when I say that just 
holding the magazine in my hands 
lifted my spirits, for I knew I had 
real friends; I am being remem
bered. I thank God for the enlight
enment of Unity studies. —E G., 
Colorado.



Woven throughout the maze 
of diverse thought attempting 
to teach, explain, and define 
the relationship between hu
manity and God are threads of 
similarity in ideas; often they 
are exact parallels, even 
though perhaps stated differ
ently.

After centuries of evolving 
spiritual insight, these threads 
have continued to appear and 
reappear, as constant and as 
certain as the changing of sea
sons. Margaret Pounders calls 
them the Laws of Love. 
Whatever they are called, 
those who have learned of 
them, understood them, and 
lived by them have been so 
moved by their profound ef
fects that they have written 
books, begun movements and

religions and made the teach- « 
ing of them their life’s work.

Pattern manifestation (the 
“as in mind so in manifesta- * 
tion” idea), the philosophy of 
nonresistance (the turn the 
other cheek idea), and divine * 
discontent (the creative urge) 
are some of the laws of love; all 
are expressions of the one great 
law—love. Jesus stated that 
the greatest commandment is 
that we should love the Lord J  
with all our heart, mind, and 
soul, and that the second 
greatest is like it: to love our 
neighbor as ourself. Love—the 
recurring theme, the healing 
power, the creative spark, the « 
meaning and purpose of life.

We have not yet learned all 
the laws of love, nor can we 
simply define what love is, yet 
we have learned enough, expe
rienced enough that we are 
driven through sometimes 
painful processes in search of 
it. We know enough about love 
to know that it is prerequisite 
to living the good life.

In the chapter t i t led  
“Grace,” Margaret Pounders 
has, I feel, done an extraordi- *  
nary job of clarifying the idea 
of grace, which has always 
been one of the most misunder- - 
stood and difficult to grasp -  
concepts in theological philoso
phy. I am grateful to her, as I*  
know you will be after reading 
Laws of Love.

—Pamela Yearsley.

'Hook 
6Mark

LAWS OF LOVE, by 
M argare t  Pounders;  
Unity  Books,  Uni ty  
Village, Missouri 64065; 
$3.95.



Experience a new book . . .

LAWS OF LOVE

by Margaret Pounders

How do I get “on the Lord’s side” . . . 
and stay there? What are the laws of the 
universe . . .  of cause and effect? If God is 
love, why does He not intervene?

These subjects . . . and more . . . are dis
cussed at length in Margaret Pounders’ 
LAWS OF LOVE. Filled with warmth, vital
ity, and countless human interest stories, 
here is a book that gives you practical con
cepts for daily living. Easily understood how
to’s conclude each chapter.

Let LAWS OF LOVE bring you back “to 
the inescapable truth that love inevitably wins 
out.” Grow in an awareness of the activity of 
God’s love working for you, through you, 
and in you.

LAWS OF LOVE can be yours by return 
mail. Complete the order form on the 
attached flap today. Reasonably priced at 
$3.95. Hardbound.
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