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It’s the time between one door closing and
another one opening. Now is the time to
state your intention to the universe—to
ask, to search, and to knock.

Jesus

Christ; our objective
is to

discern

the

Truth in Christianity
and prove it. The
Truth that we teach
is not new, neither
do we claim special
revelations or
discovery of new

Are We Too Clean?

religious principles.

Larry Dossey, M.D.

Our purpose is to

Can germs actually be good for you? In
this thought-provoking article, Dr. Dossey
encourages you to give your immune
system a workout. He believes that our
tolerance for dirt is tied to our tolerance
of others. It’s time to make peace with
germs.
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Q yiW hv Are There
Adversaries?
SheilaGautreaux-Lee
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We pride ourselves on our
individuality, on the
qualities that separate us
from others. Yet, according
to Carol, we are “inter
dependent beings whose
lives are being constantly
touched and shaped by
every encounter with others,
however fleeting.” Come
share her vision ®f
wholeness.

Adversaries point out areas
in your life that need work.
Start to look at them as
avenues for your spiritual
growth, then outgrow them!
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Shaping Lives
Bernadette P. Swanson
Staff Writer
W hether you realize it or
not, you are a model. Your
looks don’t matter, but your
words and actions do. Stay
malleable and let the Master
Potter shape and guide you.

IS T h e Good Stuff
Robert Fulghum
It was just a paper sack with
some junk in it—or was it?
Sometimes we realize, just in
time, the precious gift that is
being offered to us. It is
then that the truth becomes
clear: monetary value is not
the measure of true worth.
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Andy’s Sofa
Norman A. Cluff
He had bicycled with Andy
for five years, yet there was
much that he didn’t know
about him. The incident
with the sofa enlightened
him about Andy and about
the preciousness of our
relationships.
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James Dillet Freeman’s
new book
about coping with loss.
This ou tstan d in g com p ila
tio n o f to u c h in g p o em s by
n a tio n a lly ren o w n ed p o et,
author, and lecturer James Dillet
Freeman tells of Jim and his wife
Katherine and how they lovingly
deal with life, dying, and death.
The poems also tell the story of
one man’s deep and loyal love.

Love Is Strong
as Death
by Jam es Dillet Freeman
$ 14. 95, hardcover with dust jacket, 154 pp., ISBN 0-87159-246-0,

#48

Please use the convenient order form on page 79.

Within these pages you’ll fin d a healing spiritual power that
transcends death and ultimately emerges into a triumphant
statement o f living faith. This is a must-read book for anyone
who has lost a loved one ... who is coping with the sadness of
someone’s dying . . . o r who is struggling to accept the reality
o f death as an inevitable part o f life.
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Philip White

Editor

Twenty years ago I bought a television set,
and when I took it out of the box and read the
instructions, I discovered that you could answer
the telephone with it. When the phone rang, you
grabbed the remote, pushed a button, and lo,
there was the caller talking to you through your
television set. Of course, the audio from the
program you were watching was now replaced by
your caller’s voice. This did awful things to
M*A*S*H. It also did awful things to my
relationships. While half of me carried on empty
conversations with callers, the other half of me
tried to see what “Hawkeye” was going to do
next.
Then a few months ago we turned in the old
set and opened the box of a new one. The
instruction book touted the wonders of “PIP”
(“Picture In a Picture”). This “marvelous”
feature allows you to watch two programs at once
on the same screen. I guess when you can get
300 channels these days, it’s important to make
sure you’re not missing any of them.
Soon, I understand, there’ll be an Internet
button on your remote, and during commercials
you’ll be able to send e-mails to friends or check
your stock portfolio.
All this came home to me the other day when
I found myself playing the stereo, half paying
attention to the television news, and trying to
carry on a conversation. Am I missing
something, or are we training ourselves to be
only half present in life?

When You
Make Dinner,
Is Your Mind
Somewhere
Else?

The temptation to try to be everywhere at once seems epidemic
in our culture. God help you if in those conversations at America’s
watercoolers or quilting bees you are found to have missed the latest
something. But if I live so that I won’t miss something, I rarely taste
the full experience of anything. No wonder the decibel level of
movies, music, and radio and television commercials has steadily
edged upward. The people who create these things know we’re only
half there!
Practice, after all, makes perfect; and when we practice being half
present for a few things, it can become a habit to be half present for
everything. Here’s a little test I gave myself not long ago to see how
much of a habit it had become for me: “When you make dinner, is
your mind somewhere else? When you read a book, do you find
yourself daydreaming, then having to constantly refocus on the
subject? When you meet someone new, do you remember his or her
name? When you commit yourself to a relationship, do you give it
only half your time? How much of yourself do you bring to your
relationship with God?” My score was sobering.
Let’s face it, being fully present in everyday life is a skill that is not
on the “front burner” for most of us. So much is going on that the
habit of being half there just seems the way life must necessarily be.
But is it?
One thing we know is that relationships thrive on presence. In
fact, relationships are presence. A powerful image New Testament
writers used to describe Jesus was of one whose name would be
Emmanuel, meaning “God is with us” (Mt. 1:23). And that is exactly
the issue Jesus raises throughout His life. In contrast to the common
habit of praying while mentally absent, Jesus urges us, “Whenever
you pray, go into your room and shut the door and pray to your
Father who is in secret.” In other words, if you want a relationship
with God (or, for that matter, with anyone), you can have it if you are
fully present. But there is a cost: You may not “have it all.” But you’ll
have what’s most important. ■

An ordained Unity minister, Philip White also holds a master of divinity degree. His thirty-four years
of service at Unity School include director of Unity’s Continuing Education Program, dean of
education for Unity School for Religious Studies, and editor of Unity Magazine.

the spiritual
Journey

Jim Rosemergy

On the evening of August 8, 1995, Unity’s
first World Conference began. Over seven
hundred people from thirty-eight countries
gathered in a darkened room in England in the
Birmingham Metropole Hotel. One person,
Michael Gangitano, stood and began to sing,
“One voice, singing in the darkness ...” His
beautiful, clear tenor voice resonated throughout
the hall. Suddenly, another person stood in a
different part of the room and joined him. Now
there were two. One by one, choir members
stood and joined in singing “One Voice” (written
by Barry Manilow). It was a grand statement of a
spiritual truth—we are one. We are one not only
in the light, but in the darkness. We are one in
joy and in sorrow. This is my hope for the new
millennium, that we come to know we are one
with every person on the planet and, more
important, that we experience the profound
depth of our oneness.
This is the longing of our hearts. It is the
meaning of the scripture, “For where two or
three are gathered in my name, there am I in the
midst of them” (Mt. 18:20 RSV). When people
come together for a spiritual purpose, the
presence of God is released from within them. It
feels as if Jesus has joined them, and perhaps He
has, but it is also true that the indwelling Christ
is no longer in bondage in us. Something has
escaped from its hidden place in our souls.

One
Voice

Years ago I attended a weekend retreat, and we “played” a
survival game. First, each of us was to determine what items from a
list of items would be of value in a survival situation such as a plane
crash in winter in the Alaskan wilderness. Then the group was to
work on the problem together. The obvious point of the game was
to stress that more heads are better than one. I had plans to prove
this concept wrong, because I had been in the Navy and been
through survival training. Surely, I could do better than these
people who had no wilderness experience.
I brought my previous knowledge to bear on the plane crash
scenario and filled out the questionnaire. Then the group began to
work on the same problem. I listened and said little. We drew our
conclusions and tallied our report. Next, we were given the answers
to the problem. I was amazed to discover that this collection of
people with practically no knowledge of wilderness techniques had
done far better than I had done alone. Alone, I would have died in
the wilderness; together, we had a chance. I suspect it will be this
way in the new millennium. Alone and convinced of our own
wisdom, we will perish; together, we will survive. And there will be
more than survival; something currently unknown to us will
emerge from our souls.
The World Wide Web brings us together. Through the Internet,
we can communicate with people we have never met. Our sense of
belonging and oneness can be enhanced, but we must be careful.
There is a sterility to the Internet. We share our minds, but we
must also be joined in heart and hand. Many have said that the
World Wide Web is an expression of our oneness. True, but there is
more to oneness than sharing ideas and information. Sometimes
sitting in silence together releases the divine energy. Sometimes
simply holding each other is enough. These simple acts are
soundless, but in their own way they sing out, “One voice, singing
in the darkness.” ■

Jim Rosemergy is an ordained Unity minister and executive vice president of Unity School of
Christianity. Jim has written numerous articles for Unity Magazine as well as the books The Quest
for Meaning, A Daily Guide to Spiritual Living, and A Recent Revelation.
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“What would our relationships be like .:
if we all saw each other as kin? For this
to happen, we would need to
mind and the world of the s e n s e d
delve into the heart of the matter.

By

CAROL
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It has occurred to me that on a spiritual level, we are all twins.
Relating to one another in a wholesome way requires an
intricate dance in which we each acknowledge the other
person as a unique manifestation of Spirit and also as an
extension of ourselves.
Unfortunately, we are unable to see our spiritual bond
with our eyes. Our minds perceive others as separate entities,
disconnected from ourselves— strangers, competitors,
threats. Our interactions tilt toward defending our own
territory, maintaining a position of strength, and letting into
our inner circle only those whom we see as benefitting and
supporting us. There is little tolerance for differences, errors,
or other points of view in the mind’s judgmental eye.
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Webster’s New World Dictionary denotes kinship as a
synonym for relationship. In the South, where my husband
and I have spent a good deal of time since becoming full-time
“RVers,” we have observed the strong ties between kinfolk.
There is almost nothing kin won’t do for each other. To be
considered kin by a Southerner is the highest compliment,
signifying that one has proven oneself loyal and is now “part
of the family.” Of course, these powerful ties and the
commitment to defend them at all costs have often been the
source of bitter feuds and rivalries.
What would our relationships be like, however, if we all
saw one another as kin? For this to happen, we would need to
bypass the mind and the world of the senses and delve into the

heart of the matter. Only there will we recognize who we really
are, and in turn, see that we are intrinsically linked in Spirit to
every other being. There we will see that we are not
independent entities floating about in our own individual
orbits, but rather interdependent beings whose lives are
constantly being touched and shaped by every encounter with
others, however fleeting. As Paul reminds the Corinthians,
“There are many members, yet one body” (1 Cor. 12:20). The
heart shows us our unity, our oneness. It is essential that we
trust what it tells us, even though our
minds may not yet be ready to make the
connection.
Connecting the Dots

intrinsically

Seeing our connectedness is much
like drawing the connect-the-dot
pictures I did as a child. I was always
delighted by looking at a page full of
apparently disconnected dots and
anticipating that they would form a
picture I could not yet see. My
expectation would mount as I moved
my pencil from dot to dot and tried to
guess what the hidden picture was.
Sometimes it was easy to discern; other
times it wasn’t clear until the end.
However, believing there was a picture
there motivated me to continue until I
had put it all together.
Due to our varied backgrounds and
experiences in life, it may take some of
us longer than others to see the picture. I believe it is more
difficult in fast-paced, modern cultures such as ours that
reward individual effort and achievement over cooperation
and sharing. As Kathleen Brehony states in her book Ordinary
Grace:
“The belief that all beings are part of a connected cosmic
web ... is informed not only by modern research in physics,
bioecology, chemistry, and chaos theory, but by every great

linked

in Spirit

I

to every

other being.
i
I

religion and tradition of wisdom known to the world.
“But many of us have forgotten our own true natures and
the exquisite unity that binds all things together. Our modern
world, with its emphasis on materialism, rationalism, and
separatism, has lost sight of the cosmos as a coherent whole in
which every aspect of creation is vitally related to everything
else, and in which each of us is an indispensable part of all
that is.”
This became very clear the year we lived in Nigeria. There,
we observed that “progress” had not yet completely clouded
the innate perception of connectedness. The Nigerians’ use of
the words brother and sister to relate not only to blood
relatives, but to anyone from their village, contributed to their
acceptance of oneness and interdependency.
We watched the living out of this awareness one day when
a painter came to repaint our kitchen after several patches had
been made on the concrete walls. As I cleared away the dishes
and remains from our lunch, I offered him a leftover
sandwich. He gratefully accepted it, took a bite, and went into
the kitchen. A few moments later he reappeared in the
doorway, standing there with the sandwich in his hand, still
with only one bite eaten. When I asked if he didn’t like it, he
answered that it was very good.
Obviously, something was definitely bothering him, but he
seemed hesitant to say what. Then, all of a sudden, he blurted
out: “Please excuse me. I must go out and share this with my
brother.” He stepped outside, called another worker over,
broke the sandwich in two, and handed his “brother” half.
Only then did he relax and enjoy his share. Such is the
profound difference in our relationships when we see our
brothers and sisters through the window of our hearts.
Compassionate Forgiveness

With the full realization of our connectedness also comes
the understanding that everyone, in his or her own manner, is
trying to find the way back to oneness and love. Some of us
even do terrible things to ourselves and others on our journey,
but when we accept that we are all searching for the same path
to wholeness, we can have compassion for those who have

Everyone, in his o r h e r o w n m a n n e r,
is trying to find th e w a y b a c k to
o n e n e s s a n d lo ve.

become lost
along the way. We see in
their shortcomings, frailties, and
mistakes a reflection of our own, and we find a
new capacity to forgive. This is an essential quality of all true
peacemakers— to be able to look past the outer behavior of
individuals and speak directly to their hearts.
I have long been intrigued by people who have suffered
extreme cruelty and privation at the hands of others and are
able to forgive and exhibit compassion for the perpetrators.
Some psychologists say this results from an unhealthy
dependency on the perpetrator for the captive’s safety and
well-being. I am not convinced that is always the case. There
is something about imprisonment and deprivation that has
the effect of compelling certain people to reach deep within
themselves and, in so doing, to see the brokenness in their
own hearts as well as in those of their captors.
The Hiding Place, Corrie ten Boom’s story of the faith that
enabled her to love and forgive in a Nazi prison camp, has
always been a moving example to me. However, this does not
happen only to people who are already religious. I think of
the hard-drinking, rough-hewn reporter Terry Anderson, held
hostage for seven years by Islamic revolutionaries in Lebanon,
who emerged with no bitterness or hatred toward his captors.
His journey of pain and transformation is chronicled in Den
of Lions.
During a recent return visit to Lebanon, a visit that was
the subject of a PBS documentary entitled Return to the Lion’s
Den, Terry was overcome by emotion when he saw in the
streets of Beirut a forgiving tolerance and acceptance among a
diversity of people who sixteen years before had been killing
each other on sight. They had come to understand that their
individual peace was intertwined with their collective peace,
and they had simply lost interest in hating! Terry Anderson

I had s p o k e n d ire c tly to th e g o o d n e s s in th e ir
hearts, a nd they, in turn, had re s p o n d e d in kind.

found this national transformation incredible, until he
acknowledged that it mirrored his own.
“Jesus’ forgiveness on the cross sets the standard by which
we must forgive and love,” I heard Bishop Desmond Tutu state
in a PBS interview with Bill Moyers. He pointed out that only
forgiveness can heal the breach (disconnection) between
people, and that if such a path is followed, then “no situation
is non-transfigurable or devoid of hope.” Such recognition of
our common need for forgiveness and reconciliation has been
the basis for working a miraculous healing of the wounds
created by apartheid in South Africa.
But we need not look to extraordinary examples to see
compassionate forgiveness at work. Whatever brings people
face-to-face with the truth of their connectedness will, in turn,
result in greater compassion toward others. When my
husband and I helped with relief and recovery work after the
devastating tornado in Birmingham, Alabama, time and again
survivors shared with us that the greatest lesson they had
learned was their interdependent relationship with others.
When all the material trappings were stripped out of the way,
they realized the primacy of relationships in their lives. When
we returned a year later, we found that the realization had not
dimmed over time. “We all treat each other much kinder
now,” one young mother explained. “I even get along with my
ex-husband. Nothing seems worth fighting over anymore.”
Turn On Your Heart Light

When we make a heart connection with others, we see our
failings, our pain, our capacity for evil in theirs. We also see
our joys, our triumphs, our capacity for goodness in theirs. In
so doing, as Jesus commanded, we are enabled to truly love

our spouses, children, friends, neighbors, strangers—even our
adversaries—as ourselves (Mt. 22:39).
When we speak directly to the heart of another, we affirm
the goodness, the Christ, that is there. I am reminded of a
somewhat humorous incident many years ago during a family
camping trip in Wisconsin. We were all sound asleep in our
tents when, shortly after midnight, we were awakened by the
thunderous booming of a stereo emanating from a convertible
as it pulled into the site behind us. Several more cars pulled
in, and out jumped a half dozen big, burly guys who had just
arrived from Chicago. They were celebrating graduation.
They set up tents until 2 a.m., all the while blasting “Pomp
and Circumstance” and a variety of other appropriate
celebratory music. Despite our frustration, we couldn’t help
laughing just a little.
By early afternoon the next day, I was exhausted. My
husband went off to fish and the children off to swim. I was
determined to get some sleep. Mustering my courage, I
walked over to the offending encampment and politely asked
if they would refrain from playing their music for a while so I
could take a nap. “No problem,” they answered. I thanked
them and crawled into my tent.
After sleeping soundly for an hour and a half, I was
beginning to awaken when I heard a car pulling in with the
radio playing. The others dashed over and instructed the
driver to turn it off. “Quiet!” they said. “The lady over there
is taking a nap.” I lay there awhile longer, smiling to myself,
absolutely amazed as I listened to them tiptoeing around and

whispering to each other. Finally, I emerged and thanked
them for their cooperation.
It took me many years to understand the dynamics of what
had taken place that day. Without judging or condemning
them or their previous night’s actions, I had spoken directly to
the goodness in their hearts, and they, in turn, had responded
in kind. I am convinced that if we all did that more often, we
would be greatly surprised by the improvements in our
interactions with others, and we would find ourselves just a
little closer to peace on earth. ■
Carol Tebo and her husband Larry are full-tim e "RVers." Carol is w orking on a
book chronicling w hat they have learned about the human spirit w hile building
homes w ith Habitat for Hum anity and responding to natural disasters.
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he cardboard box is marked “THE GOOD STUFF.”
As I write, I can see the box where it is stored on a
high shelf in my studio. I like being able to see it when I look
up. The box contains those odds and ends of personal
treasures that have survived many bouts of clean-it-out-andthrow-it-away that seize me from time to time. The box has
passed through the screening done as I’ve moved from house
to house and hauled stuff from attic to attic. A thief looking
into the box would not take anything—he couldn’t get a dime
for any of it. But if the house ever catches on fire, the box goes
with me when I run.
One of the keepsakes in the box is a small paper bag.
Lunch size. Though the top is sealed with duct tape, staples,
and several paper clips, there is a ragged rip in one side
through which the contents may be seen.
This particular lunch sack has been in my care for maybe
fourteen years. But it really belongs to my daughter, Molly.
Soon after she came of school age, she became an enthusiastic
participant in packing the morning lunches for herself, her
brothers, and me. Each bag got a share of sandwiches, apples,
milk money, and sometimes a note or a treat. One morning
Molly handed me two bags as I was about to leave. One
regular lunch sack. And the one with the duct tape and
staples and paper clips. “Why two bags?” “The other one is
From the book
something else.” “What’s in it?” “Just some stuff—take it with
It Was on Fire
When I Lay
you.” Not wanting to hold court over the matter, I stuffed
Down
on It by
both sacks into my briefcase, kissed the child, and rushed off.
Robert
At midday, while hurriedly scarfing down my real lunch, I
Fulghum.
tore open Molly’s bag and shook out the contents. Two hair
Copyright ©
ribbons, three small stones, a plastic dinosaur, a pencil stub, a
1988,1989 by
tiny seashell, two animal crackers, a marble, a used lipstick, a
Robert
Fulghum.
small doll, two chocolate kisses, and thirteen pennies.
Published by
I smiled. How charming. Rising to hustle off to all the
arrangement
important business of the afternoon, I swept the desk clean—
with Villard
into the wastebasket—leftover lunch, Molly’s junk, and all.
Books, a
There wasn’t anything in there I needed.
division of
That evening Molly came to stand beside me while I was
Random House,
reading the paper. “Where’s my bag?” “What bag?” “You
Inc.
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know, the one I gave you this morning.” “I left it at the office,
why?” “I forgot to put this note in it.” She hands over the
note. “Besides, I want it back?” “Why?” “Those are my
things in the sack, Daddy, the ones I really like—I thought you
might like to play with them, but now I want them back. You
didn’t lose the bag, did you, Daddy?” Tears puddled in her
eyes. “Oh, no, I just forgot to bring it home,” I lied. “Bring it
tomorrow, okay?” “Sure thing— don’t worry.” As she hugged
my neck with relief, I unfolded the note that had not got into
the sack: “I love you, Daddy.”
Oh.
And also—uh-oh.
I looked long at the face of my child.
She was right—what was in that sack was “something
else.”
Molly had given me her treasures. All that a seven-yearold held dear. Love in a paper sack. And I had missed it. Not
only missed it, but had thrown it in the wastebasket because
“there wasn’t anything in there I needed.” Dear God.
It wasn’t the first or the last time I felt my Daddy Permit
was about to run out.
It was a long trip back to the office. But there was nothing
else to be done. So I went. The pilgrimage of a penitent. Just
ahead of the janitor, I picked up the wastebasket and poured
the contents on my desk. I was sorting it all out when the
janitor came in to do his chores. “Lose something?” “Yeah,
my mind.” “It’s probably in there, all right. What’s it look like
and I’ll help you find it?” I started not to tell him. But I
couldn’t feel any more of a fool than I was already in fact, so I
told him. He didn’t laugh. He smiled. “I got kids, too.” So
the brotherhood of fools searched the trash and found the
jewels and he smiled at me and I smiled at him. You are never
alone in these things. Never.
After washing the mustard off the dinosaurs and spraying
the whole thing with breath-freshener to kill the smell of
onions, I carefully smoothed out the wadded ball of brown
paper into a semifunctional bag and put the treasures inside
and carried the whole thing home gingerly, like an injured
kitten. The next evening I returned it to Molly, no questions

I m issed it th e first tim e.
But it’s m y bag now.
asked, no explanations offered. The bag didn’t look so good,
but the stuff was all there and that’s what counted. After
dinner I asked her to tell me about the stuff in the sack, and so
she took it all out a piece at a time and placed the objects in a
row on the dining room table.
It took a long time to tell. Everything had a story, a
memory, or was attached to dreams and imaginary friends.
Fairies had brought some of the things. And I had given her
the chocolate kisses, and she had kept them for when she
needed them. I managed to say, “I see,” very wisely several
times in the telling. And as a matter of fact, I did see.
To my surprise, Molly gave the bag to me once again
several days later. Same ratty bag. Same stuff inside. I felt
forgiven. And trusted. And loved. And a little more
comfortable wearing the title of Father. Over several months
the bag went with me from time to time. It was never clear to
me why I did or did not get it on a given day. I began to think
of it as the Daddy Prize and tried to be good the night before
so I might be given it the next morning.
In time Molly turned her attention to other things ...
found other treasures ... lost interest in the game ... grew up.
Something. Me? I was left holding the bag. She gave it to me
one morning and never asked for its return. And so I have it
still.
Sometimes I think of all the times in this sweet life when I
must have missed the affection I was being given. A friend
calls this “standing knee-deep in the river and dying of thirst.
So the worn paper sack is there in the box. Left over from
a time when a child said, “Here—this is the best I’ve got.
Take it—it’s yours. Such as I have, give I to thee.”
I missed it the first time. But it’s my bag now. ■

Jim Gaither

metaphysical

M usings

Are Your
Motives
Rooted
in Love?

How can you be sure that someone else really
loves you? How can you be sure that you are
really loving? And what is love, anyway?
Love is a soul quality. Words and actions do
not necessarily accurately indicate soul qualities,
but they are really all we have to go by. Some
times, such as in business partnerships and
marriages, we have to try to discern something of
a person’s soul. We try to discern soul qualities
like honesty, affection, good judgment, and so
forth, based on our observations of behavior and
on our intuitions.
But more important than discerning the
qualities of another’s soul is the discernment of
the soul qualities in oneself. While being fooled
by another can be inconvenient, fooling oneself
can be disastrous. If another proves to be
untrustworthy, one can simply stop trusting that
person. But how can you live with yourself if you
cannot trust yourself?
The story of David in the Bible provides a
wonderful illustration of the full range of that
mysterious “stuff” we call love. His name means
“beloved.” David has always seemed to me the
most interesting character in the Bible, perhaps
just because he illustrates almost that full
spectrum of love, from love of animals to love
for God.
Sometimes David is uncomfortably human—
like the time he lusted for Bathsheba and
committed adultery with her. Some people say
that lust is not love, but I say that though it may
be intensely focused and primarily physical love,

it is love nonetheless. This is perhaps just a matter of definition,
but people who love power or money or chocolate seem to be
lusting as surely as David lusted for Bathsheba. Of course, lust is
not the most beneficial type of love. But it does keep the species
going. After David committed adultery with Bathsheba, he plotted
the death of Bathsheba’s husband Uriah. David’s plot succeeded
and he was able to then marry Bathsheba. The story shows that the
effects of love are not always uplifting and not always happy. It
certainly wasn’t happy for Uriah!
David and Bathsheba had a son who died in infancy. David
mourned intensely over the loss of that son. Everyone believed it
was a punishment for David’s sin against Uriah. Did David love
Bathsheba and their son? His behavior indicated that he did. Did
David love Uriah? His behavior indicated that he did not. Human
love is often a limited sphere.
David risked his life continuously as a warrior for Israel. Did
David love his country? His behavior indicated that he did.
David slaughtered his enemies and wrote psalms asking for the
destruction of his enemies. Did David love his enemies? His
behavior indicated that he did not.
David wrote psalms of praise to his God and saw his enemies as
God’s enemies. Did David love God? His behavior indicated that
he did, to the degree that he understood God.
Now it may be that David had ulterior motives for his behavior,
such as ambition or the desire to appear pious, that had nothing to
do with love. If that were true, then David did not really have the
soul quality of love. All we have to go by is his behavior.
But the more important questions I must continually ask myself
are these: Do my behaviors indicate the soul quality of love? When
I examine my own interior motives, are those motives rooted in
love? I believe that God is love and that if I act from love, then
Spirit is in my soul acting through my body. That is the ultimate
wholeness and the ultimate way to good relationships. ■

Jim Gaither is an ordained Unity minister and chairperson of metaphysical studies and skills at
Unity School for Religious Studies. He has a master’s degree in philosophy.

B y S H E IL A

G A U T R E A U X -L E E

februa-

M y e a rlie s t view s of
a d v e rs a rie s

w e re

of

people or situations out
to cause m e emotional
or physical harm and
pain. Then I realized they
had a n o th e r p u rp o s e
entirely.

There
Adversaries?
here was no question about it. Adversaries came
into my life to do me in. This view of mine was
supported by the feelings of hurt and rejection that I believed
their actions inflicted. My response to the adverse actions of
others was either flight or fight. For me, these responses set
into motion a cycle of cause and effect from which there was
V n o escape—only further pain and bondage.

T

howdown at the Copy Machine

. once held an office job in a large city at a very prestigious
firm. The attorney I worked for was well known and
yjSntly litigated cases that garnered front-page headlines,
se of my boss’s contacts with high-ranking government
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officials and frequently being interviewed by reporters seeking
inside information into his infamous clients, my job seemed
very glamorous. I was very proud of this position and
believed myself to be in a better position than others in the
firm. My ego had a field day.
One day I hurried to the copy machine to make copies of a
document needed in a trial strategy session going on in the
conference room, and one of the other secretaries was in the
process of making hundreds of copies. I went to another
machine, only to find it was out of service. I returned to the
copier being used and asked if I could jump in and make two
quick copies of a ten-page document for a meeting. An icy
stare and a resounding “No” greeted me!
I decided to pull rank and advised her that my boss was
the senior partner of the firm and needed this immediately,
she knew what was good for her, she’d move aside and let-*
make the copies. She advised me that she didn’t care who
boss was and that her work was just as urgent as mine. I
stormed off and got the office manager who, taking m y,
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instructed the secretary to allow me to make
the copies for the meeting currently going on.
She complied, but there was anger and an
almost imperceptible promise that my day of
reckoning was coming.
From that day, she and the other clerical
staff worked diligently to make my life a
nightmare. They attacked. I attacked. They
complained to management about me. I
complained to management about them. Thus
began a vicious power struggle that ended with
my getting fired because I couldn’t get along
with the other people in the office. My
glamorous, high-paying job was gone, and I
had egg all over my face. They had won and I had lost.

We are

teachers of
Truth and

disciples
of God.

Dealing With the “ Devil”

Much later, as I gradually changed in consciousness from
sense to Spirit, I would recognize that all relationships are
golden opportunities for spiritual growth and consciousnessraising. I would realize that adversarial relationships, in
particular, are opportunities for drawing forth those aspects of
ourselves which need review and introspection—the calling
up of areas in our life which need work, things which need to
be revealed to us for our spiritual growth.
In this process, I was reminded of Jesus’ experience in the
wilderness at the beginning of His ministry when His
adversary, Satan, began challenging Him. Jesus had just
gotten a new job that He loved. He was trying to get His
Boss’s work done, and here was an obstacle. But Jesus took a
unique approach in handling the situation. He realized that
He was being tempted to let His ego run amok—to turn His
Boss’s work into a personal and material jackpot. He refused
to prove His importance. Instead, He remembered His
allegiance to God and Truth and frxed His gaze on His
purpose: to teach and minister to humankind (Mt. 4:1-11).
His declaration that “one does not live by bread alone, but
by every word that comes from the mouth of God” (Mt. 4:4)
reminds us that we are not our jobs or our paychecks, but we

are teachers of Truth and disciples of God. When we speak
words of Truth, walls crumble and unlimited good manifests
in our lives and in the lives of all humankind. In the face of
adversaries, we need only “worship the Lord ... and serve only
him” (Mt. 4:10). As a result, divine ideas (angels) will be
revealed to us and the way to our highest good will be made
known.
So it was that a new job at a law firm presented another
opportunity for me to learn the lesson I had failed to learn in
the previous situation. Don’t they say that if you fail to get it
right the first time, you’re doomed to repeat it?
I was assigned as a freelance temp to sit in for a secretary
who was going to be out for several months for surgery and
recovery; I knew her boss and the coworkers whose desks
were in proximity to hers, from both my experience of them
and the experience of others in the law firm. I dreaded taking
that assignment, but I needed the money. I took a deep breath
and jumped in.
As expected, the experience was miserable. I didn’t like
them and they didn’t like me. They complained about
everything I did, even the perfume I wore. I complained to
my husband every day when I got home and in the morning
before I left for work. I know he became weary of hearing it
and experiencing my irritability when I got home each day.
Then it happened. One morning during my prayer and
meditation time, angels (divine ideas) came and ministered to
me. The truth became very clear— I, not they, was to blame.
My ego took a hike. If I wanted them to change, I had to
change my mind about them. What a revelation!
An affirmation came to me and I began saying it when I
got up in the morning, while riding the subway, as I walked
into the office, and in my head during the day: I love the work
I do and the people I work with. I am loving, and they are
loving too. This became my mantra. I even made up a melody
to go with it. I danced to it, and voila: I looked up one day
and I had changed!
The atmosphere in our area became warm and loving. I
began offering to help with my coworkers’ work overflow. I
know it sounds silly, but I gave little neck-and-shoulder

massages as I passed by one coworker who was very
overworked. I brought in little treats. Most important, I
began to enjoy going to work. I even started to like the person
I was assigned to work for, and what is more, that person
began to like me.
The Illusion of Adversarial Relationships

Catherine Ponder says, “If you will analyze this thing
called love, you will discover that life is a process of giving and
receiving of love in its many phases ... it is those individuals
who are not living in the stream of love that feel its lack as a
difficulty in mind, body or affairs. Through the deliberate
development of love, you can get into the stream of life’s
goodness, as well as help others to experience it.”
Adversarial relationships are illusory at their foundation.
If there is only One Presence and One Power in the universe
and that Presence and Power is good, then where is the
adversary? What could possibly be the opposite of God? By
utilizing the principles of metaphysics and the teachings of
Unity, we can move from sense to Spirit and make our way
out of the belief system we have fostered about the existence
of duality.
Until we are no longer ignorant of who we are in Universal
Mind, we must continue to work through adversarial
relationships. Once we align ourselves with Spirit, we receive
new insights into what appear to be adversarial relationships
and we receive divine ideas for working out and working
through these relationships for the empowerment of all
concerned.
Ross Tucker, Unity minister and former instructor at Unity
School for Religious Studies, taught in his class Relationships
in the Bible that “[the] only axiom to start with is that we are
born into a relationship; we will always be in a relationship;
what we are, what we do is determined by our relationships;
and all knowledge is the relationship of some thing to
another.”
Of course, the most important relationship of all is the
relationship with our Self. Until we have developed a strong,
loving, and reciprocal relationship with ourselves, we cannot

have a strong, loving, and reciprocal relationship with others.
Sometimes we are our greatest adversaries.
If you should ever find yourself in the midst of an
adversarial relationship, here are some keys that may be
helpful in unlocking the value of the situation and discovering
your ultimate good:

S t e p s to Spiritual R eso lu tio n o f
A d versarial R e la tio n sh ip s
1. Stand still. Refrain from the acting out of human will.
Make no attempt to respond or retaliate.
2. Pray. Thank God in advance for revealing to you the
divine nature of the adversarial relationship and the
aspect of yourself that is being called forth for spiritual
treatment.
3. Meditate. Go into the sacred place within you for
communion. There, allow God to reveal to you the
blessings inherent in this opportunity.
4. Be grateful. Give thanks for answered prayer and
divine revelation.
5. Forgive. Love and release the adversary, recognizing that
this is your brother/sister and that in God there is no
difference between the two of you. Know that this person
is there for your highest good only.
6. Let go and let God. Place the adversary in the realm of
Divine Mind and leave it there. Don’t be tempted to
check out the situation to see if it is resolved yet.
Dwelling upon it gives it energy you do not want to have
perpetually appearing in your life. Remember, if you
don’t complete this process now, you will have many
more opportunities to do so.

7. Go forward and know. Go forward knowing that the
adversarial relationship will be played out and resolved
according to God’s law and your own faith.

As difficult as it is to believe, the situation and events before
you provide the perfect conditions through which to express
your divine nature and complete the work for which you were
created. Remember how Jesus responded to the greatest
challenge of His own life: “Now my soul is troubled. And
what should I say—‘Father, save me from this hour’? No, it is
for this reason that I have come to this hour” (Jn. 12:27). ■

Sheila Gautreaux-Lee is a licensed Unity teacher candidate, as well as a composer,
poet, writer, and teacher of meditation techniques and of a class based on the book A
Course in Miracles. With her husband Jim Lee, chaplain of Unity School for Religious
Studies, Sheila has coauthored several transformational and motivational workshops.
She is a coloratura soprano who has performed in operas, concerts, and recitals in the
United States and Europe.

H o w easy is it, really, to be a role
m ode l fo r othe rs, espe cially o u r
children? Take tim e to e xp lo re th e
ins and o u ts o f

I

love the idea in this hymn of God as the Master Potter who is
continually molding and making us into better people. It reminds us

to be flexible, to live in the moment, and to surrender to our inner guidance.
Just as God is our potter, we are potters of others.
As my daughter Katie approaches the preteen stage, my awareness of my
commitment to guiding and shaping her into a responsible and fulfilled person
grows. The amazing thing about a parent-child relationship is that both parties
are teachers and both are students. No matter how much I like to think of
myself as the older, wiser teacher, my daughter constantly ends up teaching me
more about myself than I could have ever learned on my own.

By

BERNADETTE P.
SW ANSON
S T A F F W R IT E R

Models Come in All Sizes

© AndySacks
TONY STONE

Whether we realize it or not, we are models for the
children around us. In this case, our height and weight don’t
matter. Our actions and words do. I remember going
antiquing once. I love amber glass, and in one shop I found a
heavy amber vase to use as a utensil holder in my kitchen.
The woman at the register erroneously gave me back ten
dollars too much in change. I called her attention to this and
handed the extra money back to her.
After we got into our car, I pointed out to
Katie that I could have easily taken the money and
not said anything. The woman did not know that
she had erred, but I did. The money was not
mine. It belonged to the woman. I explained to
Katie that I did not want to reap the consequences

of keeping money that was not mine. I was glad to reap the
benefits of honesty, because that would result in people being
honest and fair in their dealings with me. Plus, it just plain
feels good to do the right thing. Our hearts know.

W e m u s tn ’t th in k th a t w e need to
be p e rfe c t to be a role m odel.
Imperfection Is Okay

We all agree that we should teach our children patience.
However, it’s hard to teach something that you haven’t yet
mastered yourself, especially when the best way to teach is to
model the behavior yourself.
If we want to teach our children patience, then they need
to see how it looks in our lives. Do we save money for a
purchase instead of buying on credit? Do we wait patiently in
line at the grocery store? Do we continue to work at our onagain, off-again yoga practice? We may not be totally
consistent, but do we come back to something and keep trying
if we don’t succeed the first time? Do we calmly look for the
lost checkbook or car keys, or do we fuss our way through the
house?
My daughter is at the age where I catch her watching me as
I get caught up in my drama, such as trying to find my car
keys. I wonder whether she thinks I’m daffy as I fuss about or
whether she unconsciously is absorbing my behavior to mimic
as her own. The thought chills me.
“Here they are, Mom!” Katie calls. She hands me my keys
with a pleased look. They were where they were supposed to
be, simply covered up by a magazine that slid off a nearby pile.
Why didn’t I find them the first time I checked there? Could
my impatience have led me not to see them? There are very
limited options of where my keys should be. The number of
places where they could be when they are not where they
should be overwhelms me.
I try to remind myself to be a positive role model, instead
of a negative one. In a conversation about this, a friend asked
me if it was a case of “do as I say and not as I do.” No, I
explained. It is more a case of “do as I am trying to do, and I
hope you have better success.”

The role of a mentor holds great responsibility, yet we
mustn’t think that we need to be perfect to be a role model.
Our imperfections are lessons, just as much as our positive
behaviors are. We can lose our temper and be a lesson in how
to lose our temper. I remember a fellow retreatant once
confessing to our group that one of her most embarrassing
and yet funny moments as a parent was when she lost her
temper with her children. She was making peanut-butterand-jelly sandwiches while her children engaged in what
seemed to be their tenth argument of the day. The arguing
escalated until the mother couldn’t stand it anymore. She
flung the sandwiches onto the floor in frustration and jumped
up and down on them. Seeing her children’s dropped jaws
and expressions of shock was just what she needed. She broke
into laughter, and after a stunned moment, her children
joined in. Without violence (except to the sandwiches) or
criticism, the tension was diffused. Her children saw how
their actions affected others in the house and they apologized.
Be a Passionate Role Model

i
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When I was a freshman in college, I took an introductory
art history course. The professor, Dorothy Bosch Keller,
showed us slide after slide of material that we were studying in
our thick course book. Most of the slides were her own, taken
during her studies and travels around the world. It was her
enthusiasm, her zest for her life, that inspired me to switch my
major from dietetics to art history. I wanted to live as
passionate a life as she was living.
Mrs. Keller still travels and shares her firsthand
knowledge with her students. In June 1995, while doing
research on the daily life of the common worker in Egypt, she
literally fell into an undiscovered tomb in Thebes. She was
standing on a mud-brick wall dating from around 1290 b . c . e
when the ground gave way beneath her. She plunged about
six feet before she was able to extend her arms and grab on to
the sides of the burial pit as they collapsed around her. Her
husband tried to help her out, but the ground continued to
collapse and he, too, ended up in the burial pit. They were
finally rescued by a nearby Department of Antiquities team

How many teenagers appreciate
being told that they can't go out with
their friends on a Friday night?
who heard their cries for help. Fortunately, they suffered only
some cuts and bruises. Talk about throwing yourself into
your work!
Our lives are meant to be lived to the fullest. Jesus said, “I
came that they may have life, and have it abundantly”
(Jn. 10:10). In Unity, we often call Jesus our Way Shower. He
is our mentor and guide. Jesus lived life to the fullest. He
lived honestly and did the right thing, even when it brought
trouble into His life. He did not back down from living what
His inner guidance told Him to do. Living the life of a
preacher takes vision and initiative. You have to be willing to
let go of your comfort items and to face the unknown. Jesus
did not always know where He would sleep that day or how
He would get food, but that did not stop Him from setting out
to the next town to preach and minister. He lived His life in
faith and in trust in God.
It is this same faith that we can call upon to give us the
courage we need to live a passionate life, to follow our own
inner guidance by stepping out of our comfort zone, and to
stand firm in our beliefs in what is best for our children.

Bernadette P.
Swanson is a
staff writer for
Unity Magazine.
She is a graduate
of Unity’s
Continuing
Education Program
She resides in

The Courage to Be Unpopular

All parents, at some time, have heard the lament “It’s not
fair!” I heard it recently when I decided not to let my
daughter ride her bicycle to a new classmate’s house. Katie
would have had to cross a four-lane road and it was getting
to be time for rush-hour traffic. I was not yet sure of the
traffic-light-and-sidewalk situation to her friend’s house.
As I told her, she might not have thought it fair that she
couldn’t go to her friend’s house right then, but I felt it was
infinitely fair that I keep her safe and out of traffic. Being a

Lee's Summit,
Missouri, with her
husband and
two children.

mentor and a parent means taking on the responsibility to be
disliked from time to time by those you love.
How many teenagers appreciate being told that they can’t
go out with their friends on a Friday night or that they have to
be back home by a certain time? Often, it is not until years
later that they can see the wisdom behind such decisions to
keep them out of trouble. Some people don’t
realize this until they have teenagers of their
own. Parents can be friends to their children
As we
without giving up their authority. It takes open
communication on a daily basis.
move through
As we look at past relationships with our
own
mentors, we can see that they were open
our lives,
and honest with us. They invited us in and
shared
their lives just as they were, warts and
circumstances
all. Both their successes and their failures were
examples that we could study for guidance.
require us to
Our mentors gave advice from the heart
without telling us what to do.
play different
I appreciate it when people bounce ideas off
me by presenting different approaches to a
roles at
situation, or different paths I can take, and then
let me make up my own mind. Good mentors
different times.
empower us to take responsibility for our
decisions. Nevertheless, they are there to
support us along whichever way we choose.
Parents serve this same role for their children.
How could we prepare our children for the responsibilities of
adulthood if we were telling them what to do all the time?
Our older children need to start making their own
decisions and facing the consequences while they are still at
home and we are close enough to guide them through some of
these consequences. Letting our children stumble may be the
hardest thing to do, yet those lessons are usually the ones they
learn from the best without a lecture from us. A little bit of
“life experience” before they leave home gives them a more
mature perspective and prepares them better for all the
decisions that they face once they leave the nest. Our own life
experiences provide us with the wisdom to be their potter.

As we move through our lives, circumstances require us to
play different roles at different times. We are faced with new
decisions that we may not have any experience for. This is
why the active presence of our Master Potter is so important.
Our willingness to stay malleable allows our Potter to shape us
into the best vessel for the job at hand.
When you feel as if life is splashing water on your plans,
just remember that clay needs water added to it from time to
time in order to stay soft. Instead of being discouraged, be
expectant. After all, you are about to receive a divine massage.
Ahhh! ■
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In a split second he decided

how valuable his time was
with his children. Find out
what happened on
Bicycle Time

ne by one, we straggled in, gliding

O

slow ly to the usual area in the

parking lot that served as the starting poin t

for our w eekly bike ride. G runts and a few
good m ornings were exchanged by sleepyeyed bicyclists. We’d been m eeting like this
for five years, weather perm itting.

By

NORMAN A.
C LU FF

That day I was one of fifteen in our group of bicyclists. We
pedaled along our regular Saturday-morning route to the lake,
a 35-mile round trip. We have always started the two-hour
ride at sunup, leaving the rest of the morning for family and
chores.
Over the years, most of us have been on extended bicycling
trips together. In terms of our cycling, we know each other
well. For instance, we know who can eat a burger and fries for
lunch and still ride all afternoon. We’ve seen the others with
matted helmet hair, in sweaty, clingy Lycra, and without
makeup. We’ve reached our breaking points together on
difficult century-plus rides. There is a purity to our
friendships because they have outgrown pretense.
Because bicycling is a form of escape for most of us, we
slip onto the saddle and leave our daily cares and responsi
bilities behind. So our knowledge of one another is limited in
some areas, more limited than it should be with close friends.
I found that out after the Saturday ride when I went to Andy’s
house.
Sofa Time

The Andy I had known was always a life-of-the-party kind
of guy. He lived on the other side of town, and in five years of
riding with him I had, for some reason, never been to his
house or met his family. We would talk of our families, but
not in much detail. As is usual with cyclists, we had plenty of
things to talk about other than jobs and personal problems.
Andy lived in a nice house in a nice neighborhood. I saw
tree-lined streets with sidewalks and neat yards. The houses
were not big, but big enough for a family. As we pulled up, I
saw toys in the front yard— a tricycle and some neon-colored
blocks. I remember thinking to myself that when I had kids I
wouldn’t let them do that.
I could hear the sound of children’s laughter coming from
his house—like from a playground. It sounded like mischief
to me, and Andy, the parent, was suddenly in a hurry to get
inside. We took off our cycling shoes and walked quickly
through the front door into the living room. It was a neat and
nicely furnished room with a television, two chairs, a table,

and a sofa. Two young kids were using the new-looking sofa
as a trampoline.
From my own childhood, I knew what was coming next,
and the kids stopped the moment they saw us. No one moved
for a second. Then Andy dropped his shoes and joined them.
I watched dumbfounded as two kids and Andy jumped on the
sofa. It was a sight, and I found myself laughing with them. I
remember wishing my dad had done that.
It wasn’t too long before Andy stepped down and stopped
the kids. “That was fun,” he said, “but it’s real bad for the
sofa, so let’s remember this time together and not do it again.”
Then he shooed them out to play.
Eyes That Light

When I told him how my dad would have handled it, he
smiled. “I would have too,” he said, “before Bryan died.”
Bryan was his 2-year-old. None of us in the bicycling group
had known about his illness, of course, because Andy had
never mentioned it. Andy said Bryan had battled cancer for
six months and had died four months ago.
The friend I thought I knew so well had never mentioned
his son’s illness. He hadn’t wanted to trouble us, and had kept
it locked inside. Tears welled in his eyes as he apologized for
not confiding in me. I swallowed hard, trying to contain my
emotions as my friend wept silently before me.
“That was a wonderful way to handle those kids,” I finally
said. Andy explained that the light in his kids’ eyes was worth
more than any damage they might have caused. He said he
wanted his children to experience life to its fullest, something
Bryan couldn’t do. “There’s so much more to life than
material things, which should be respected but never allowed
to stand in the way of love. The sofa can provide happiness in
more ways than one— I’d give anything to see Bryan jumping
on it right now,” he said.
I pedaled home that day a little wiser, thanks to Andy. I’m
glad I’m getting to know his nonbicycling side now, because
caring and sharing is what God wants us to do for each other.
And when I have children, I’m going to jump on the sofa with
them. What a memory that will be for all of us! ■

turn with_________________
Silent Unity
“God is Love; that Love surrounds me,
In that Love I safely dwell.”

Silent Unity
shines as the
symbol of the
light of God
within you
and of the
connection we
share in prayer.
Join us now for

Together let us join in a spirit of thanks for
the love of God that lives in us as a spark of
divine light, moves through us as a steady
stream of healing life, and sustains us as a
powerful presence of unlimited help. God’s
gentle love enfolds and surrounds us now and
every moment of every day. Enveloped in this
love, let us hold these sacred words in our hearts
as we begin our prayer time:

a quiet moment
of prayer and
reflection.

Sweet Spirit, the wisdom and life that You
are expressing through me flow from the
abundance of Your love for me. In Your loving
embrace, I experience peace and well-being.
In this time of rest and renewal, we let go of
our concerns and become aware of the love of
God. We take a deep breath and quietly allow
God’s love to calm our minds and relax our
bodies...
We go now to the place within us where all is
calm ... the place where we feel secure ... the
place where we experience oneness with God ...
Every part of our being is attuned to You,
dear God. You are our peace and strength. In
the soothing presence of Your love, we know
that we are being divinely cared for. Secure in

Your embrace, we pause and rest in the peace of this m om ent...
Your precious love, God, is the strength of our souls, the light of
our minds.
Attuned to Your love, we release the questions of our hearts,
knowing that You are the wisdom we desire ... the answers we seek.
In Your love, we have no doubts or fears; we feel only peace ...
the peace of knowing that we are being divinely guided in every
experience.
Again we rest quietly in Your love as we open our minds and
hearts to Your light...
As we continue to breathe deeply, we feel one with You, dear
God.
Your love ... so constant and enduring ... is the very essence of
our beings. Our hearts beat in rhythm with Your life-giving love as
it surges throughout our bodies. This love is energizing and
sustaining us now ...
We release any tension and let Your stream of life-giving love
flow through us.
We dwell in the glory of Your healing love, and we express
wholeness and vitality as we pray...
You, God, are the true substance of our lives. As we center
ourselves in Your love, we gain a greater awareness of You as our
source of supply.
You shower us with Your goodness. Through Your love, we see
prosperity everywhere around us ... We experience abundant good
in every aspect of our lives. Your goodness— each blessing we
receive—enriches our lives.
We thank You, our beloved friend and provider, in the silence of
prayer ...
As our prayer time draws to a close, we once again join in a
spirit of heartfelt appreciation. We know that God’s unfailing love
is our strength and that in this love, we safely dwell. ■

For prayer help, call Silent Unity: (816) 969-2000. We invite you to attend our prayer service at
11 a.m. (Central time) Monday through Thursday, in the Silent Unity Chapel.

Charles Fillmore
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Among the apostles of Jesus, John represents
love—he laid his head on the Master’s bosom.
When this apostle is “called,” love is quickened in
consciousness. The calling of this apostle
consists in bringing into one’s consciousness a
right understanding of the true character of love,
also in exercising love in all the relations of life.
One should make it a practice to meditate
regularly on the love idea in universal Mind, with
the prayer, Divine love, manifest thyself in me.
Then there should be periods of mental
concentration on the love center in the cardiac
plexus, near the heart. It is not necessary to
know the exact location of this aggregation of
love cells. Think about love with the attention
drawn within the breast, and a quickening will
follow; all the ideas that go to make up love will
be set into motion. This produces a positive love
current, which, when sent forth with power, will
break up opposing thoughts of hate, and render
them null and void. The thought of hate will be
dissolved, not only in the mind of the thinker but
in the minds of those with whom he comes in
contact in mind or in body. The love current is
not a projection of the will; it is a setting free of a
natural, equalizing, harmonizing force that in
most persons has been dammed up by human
limitations. The ordinary person is not aware
that he possesses this mighty power, which will
turn away every shaft of hate that is aimed at

him. We know that “a soft answer turns away wrath” (Prov. 15:1),
but here is a faculty native to humankind, existent in every soul,
which may be used at all times to bring about harmony and unity
among those who have been disunited through misunderstandings,
contentions, or selfishness.
Henry Drummond says that Paul’s 13th chapter of
I Corinthians is the greatest love poem ever written. In his book
based on this chapter, “Love, the Supreme Gift,” Professor
Drummond analyzes love and portrays its various activities. We
quote:
“THE SPECTRUM OF LOVE. Love is a compound thing, Paul
tells us. It is like light. As you have seen a man of science take a
beam of light and pass it through a crystal prism, as you have seen
it come out on the other side of the prism broken up into its
component colors— red and blue and yellow and orange, and all
the colors of the rainbow— so Paul passes this thing, love, through
the magnificent prism of his inspired intellect, and it comes out on
the other side broken up into its elements. And in these few words
we have what one might call the Spectrum of Love, the analysis of
love. Will you observe what its elements are? Will you notice that
they have common names; that they are virtues which we hear
about every day; that they are things that can be practiced by every
person in every place in life; and how, by a multitude of small
things and ordinary virtues, the supreme thing, the Summum
bonum, is made up? The Spectrum of Love has nine ingredients,
viz.: Patience.... Kindness.... Generosity.... Humility....
Courtesy.... Unselfishness.... Good Temper.... Guilelessness....
Sincerity...”
Love is more than mere affection, and all our words protesting
our love are not of value unless we have this inner current, which is
real substance. Though we have the eloquence of humans and of
angels, and have not this deeper feeling, it profits us nothing. We
should deny the mere conventional, surface affection, and should
set our mind on the very substance of love. ■

Charles Fillmore is cofounder of Unity School of Christianity.
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have always heard that when God doses
one door, God opens another. What I’ve
learned is that it can be like hell in the
hallway.
The hallway is that place between jobs,
between relationships, between whatever
has come to a close and whatever is
coming next. It’s a time of waiting to learn God’s will.
The hallway can be boring or painful or scary. It can even
become so comfortable that we build a nest, and when a door
finally opens, we resent the draff!
But a lot of useful work can be done in the hallway. God
never wastes our time.
Doors That Close

Let’s take this one step at a time. First, there’s the door
that closes.
Some doors dose slowly, and others slam shut. Before I
decided to become a Unity minister, I was a journalist in
Washington, D.C. I heard that door creaking shut for years,
long before the new door opened to ministry, before I had any
idea what else I might do. I simply knew I wouldn’t spend the
rest of my life in the news business. It’s scary when one door
is closing and we can’t see even a crack of light through
another.
Sometimes the closing door is something to celebrate. It
represents completion— finishing a big project, getting the
kids through college, pulling up stakes for a new city and new
career.
There are some doors we never wanted closed— getting
fired, losing a relationship, the death of a loved one. I have a
tendency to get stuck in half-closed doors. I wedge my foot in
them and pound on the door, refusing to move out of the way.
A lot of crying and yelling goes on. I’ve learned that this kind
of resistance can be extremely painful, and that the door closes
anyway.
It might be that the door was locked all along—the
promotion which didn’t come through, the dream house
which wasn’t financed, the children who were never

conceived. We’re stuck out in the hallway, exhausted from
beating on the door, feeling abandoned by God.
Honoring the Pain in the Hallway

We are not alone. Think of Job, who lost his family, his
wealth, and his health virtually overnight. Job was in the
hallway. Doors were slamming everywhere, and he didn’t
suffer in silence. His diatribe covers chapter after chapter in
the Bible:
“I loathe my life; I will give free utterance to my complaint;
I will speak in the bitterness of my soul. I will say to God, Do
not condemn me; let me know why you contend against me”
(Job 10:1-2).
Have you ever been there asking: “Why is this happening?
Has God turned against me? What am I supposed to be
learning from this?” This is not the time to tell someone,
“Well, Dear, it’s for your highest good.” It may be. But honor
the pain and anger in the hallway. We can shake our fists at
God; God can take it. It’s okay to grieve because of the closed
door. Something has been lost, even if it is ultimately for our
highest good.
Mary Manin Morrissey writes in Building Your Field of
Dreams, “It is in that space between the death of one dream
and the dawning of the next that you face your most divine
challenge.”
So I try to remember, when I’m in the hallway, that change
is the only way God has of making things better.
The hallway isn’t always painful. Sometimes it’s just
boring. It can feel as if life is on hold.
A Time of Preparation

Eric Butterworth says these pauses in life are not delays,
but are necessary to the process. Very often, they’re a time of
preparation. I believe it was Leonardo da Vinci who said,
“When I pause the longest, I make the most telling stroke.”
So we wait for the next door to open. We wait in the
hallway until we are ready to accept our gift.
Remember the woman who touched the hem of Jesus’
garment? She had been bleeding for twelve years and had

The hallway is not only a place
of healing; it can be a space for
creative inspiration.
spent all her money seeking doctors, but she wasn’t healed
until she reached out from the crowd to touch Jesus’ cloak
(Mk. 5:25-29).
We don’t know how her life changed afterward. It might
have been harder than we realize for her to accept restored
health. She had been suffering for all those years. Imagine
how self-absorbed she must have been, the energy she must
have put into her illness! In those days, it defined her as an
unclean woman.
Some of us, too, are defined by our illnesses or emotional
wounds. It may be substance abuse or a bitter divorce or a
bad childhood. We may spend our money seeking counselors.
But like the woman in the Bible, we can’t get over it. Our
woundedness defines us.
The woman was sick for twelve years. The number 12
represents spiritual completion, and appears in significant
places throughout the Bible—the 12 tribes of Israel and the 12
disciples, for example. In this story, the number 12 means the
woman was sick for as long as she needed to be, until she was
spiritually ready to heal. She was finally able to let go of her
illness and all its drama. She knew her contact with the Christ
would make her well.
It sounds wonderful, but it can be terrifying! Who knows
what will follow? Sometimes we keep stirring up drama—we
keep bleeding—because it’s familiar. We’re afraid of closing
the door on our misery and having to stand in the empty,
quiet hallway, waiting to see what God has in store.
Marianne Williamson, in her book about prayer entitled
Illuminata, encourages us not to be afraid of entering this
emptiness. She calls it “the void.”
“Empty places, empty moments are not really empty;
they’re pregnant. God is the potential fullness gushing out

from every empty space, the ever-present possibility of a
magic moment or miraculous thought.... Out of that silence
came the opening chords of Beethoven’s Fifth.”
So the hallway is not only a place of healing; it can be a
space for creative inspiration, waiting and listening for those
opening chords. We give thanks in advance for whatever is
coming. That’s the definition of faith. Giving thanks for what
we’ve received is good manners. Giving thanks in advance is
faith.
We have more faith than we realize. Imagine that you’re
going through a tough time and your best friend calls and
says, “I have something to give you in a couple of weeks, but I
can’t tell you what it is!” Would you dread it? Would you
expect the worst? Or would you look forward to it with faith
that your best friend knows what you love and has come up
with something perfect?
God loves us as much as our best friend does—possibly
more! Our faith reminds us that God is preparing the perfect
gift. So we give thanks in advance.
Then we wait.
For me, waiting is the hardest part. I’ve done everything I
can think of to do— the healing, the listening, the giving
thanks—but I’m still in the hallway. It’s very tempting to take
out a nail file and see whether I can jimmy the locks on one of
the doors. Force it open. Kick it down!
God M ay Be Waiting for Us Too

Flere’s something to consider as we wait in the hallway:
God may be waiting for us too.
We are cocreators with God, after all. We have the creative
energy of God at our disposal. Imagine! It means that
whatever we want, we can bring it into being with our
thoughts, words, and actions.
So we are not helpless in the hallway. When we feel as if
we are waiting on the universe for action, it could be that the
universe is waiting for us to make the first move. Think of it
this way: Would you go into a restaurant and tell the waiter,
“Just bring me whatever you think is best”? No, you’d tell him
exactly what you wanted!

That’s what we are doing when we set our intentions in
life. We are placing an order with the universe.
Isn’t it wonderful that God’s will for us is what we already
desire? It doesn’t have to be something reasonable. We don’t
have to know the details. Once we commit ourselves—stand
up and tell the universe what we want—things will fall into
place in amazing ways. The right people, the right jobs, the
finances will show up.
This isn’t New Age thinking; it’s old spiritual law. Jesus
said, “A sk... search ... knock, and the door will be opened for
you” (Mt. 7:7). Another time, Jesus said that God already
knows what we need (Mt. 6:8). But He said we have to ask, to
set our intention, to declare ourselves to the universe. Say it in
prayer, say it out loud, affirm it continually.
Then we open ourselves to God’s good, like the woman
who was ready to be healed after twelve years. That’s how it
was on the day she had a chance meeting with Jesus.
Of course, when the bills are due and life looks bleak, it’s
hard to hold on to this idea that the universe provides our
deepest desires and our highest good. But can’t we remember
times in our lives when things seemed difficult or even
hopeless and see how everything turned out for the best? God
was in charge, all along.
No doubt, God is in charge now. God is in the hallway.
God is in the door that closed, and God is in the door that will
open next. We can’t be separate from God.
Surrendering the Outcome

Our job is twofold: to set our intention and to surrender
to God, to Spirit expressing through us. It sounds almost
contradictory. We declare our desires and move toward them,
yes, but we surrender the outcome. We leave room for God to
maneuver. God might have a better idea!
So let me share with you some “dangerous” prayers for
surrender in the hallway. They’re dangerous because they

Ellen Debenport is associate minister at Unity Church of Dallas in Texas. She was
previously the political editor for the St. Petersburg Times in Florida and a national
correspondent in its Washington, D.C., bureau.

work and because you might be surprised by what’s behind
the next door.
The first is from “The Grace Prayer”: “Reveal that which
needs to be revealed. Heal that which needs to be healed.”
The results of this prayer alone could keep us busy for years!
The other prayer I learned from a friend: “Lead me where
you need me, and speak to me in ways I cannot possibly
misunderstand.” Then watch out! God’s guidance
will become
perfectly clear if
we ask, and
God may lead
us through
doors we never
expected.
A verse in
Revelation says,
“Look, I have
set before you
an open door,
which no one is
able to shut”
(Rev. 3:8).
So while we
are waiting for
the next door to
open, we know
that our time in
the hallway is
not wasted. We
listen for God’s
guidance from
within and
declare our
intention to the
universe. Then
we step toward
the next door in faith, opening ourselves to all the gifts God
has in store. ■
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Is too much cleanliness bad for you? Is it possible
that our immune system needs germs in order to
keep us healthy? In this challenging article, Larry
Dossey asks us to reevaluate our relationship to
(heaven fo rb id !)... dirt! Does he have a point?

Are We Too

Clean?
The Cat in the Well

grew up on a small farm in central Texas. Like all farms
in that part of the country, ours depended on a deep
well in the backyard for the family’s drinking water.
Drawing water was my chore, and I always enjoyed letting
the bucket free fall through the pulley, hearing it clank
against the brick sides of the well before splashing 100 feet
below in the cold crystal-clear water, and drawing it up
hand over hand.

I

STONE

Where did
our fear
of germs
come from?

One summer, when I was about
12 years old, 2 events happened that seemed
unrelated initially but were intimately
connected. First, the well water began to
taste a bit strange; second, the family cat
disappeared. We assumed he’d strayed until
one day I drew up a bucket of water and
noticed something furry. It was the cat— part
of him, anyway. From the state of decomposition it
was obvious he’d fallen into the well some time ago,
which meant that for days we’d been drinking the
water in which he was slowly dissolving.
The drowned cat was only one incident in an
endless chain of encounters with germs that my
brother, sister, and I experienced growing up.
Farm kids were exposed to microbial assaults on
every hand—working in gardens and fields,
drinking unpasteurized milk and contaminated
water, swimming in stagnant water holes, being
perpetually scraped by tools and scratched by
animals, and on and on. Farm families in central
Texas did not enjoy chlorinated water or indoor
plumbing— these existed only in that distant
domain “in town.” Yet we farm kids were reaping
an invisible dividend without realizing it. Our
continual exposure to microbes was giving our
immune system the workout it needed. Every day
we faced microbial challenges similar to those
encountered by humans during the millions of
years they have lived close to the earth, animals, and
each other. As a result, we farm kids got something
our urban friends did not: a cast-iron resistance
to disease.

Filth Phobia

Like farm families in general, my family was not skittish
about a little dirt. Perhaps because of my upbringing, I am
often amused—and sometimes astonished—at the obsessions
so many people have about germs.

An example is tycoon Howard Hughes, whose eccentric
health habits came to light following his death in 1976.
Hughes had insisted on severing his contacts with people who
had been his friends and acquaintances for months and years,
fearing they would infect him if they became sick. “At one
point,” reports New Scientist writer Garry Hamilton,
“[Hughes] issued aides a three-page memo on the most
hygienic way to open a tin of fruit.” Hughes refused to touch
doorknobs. He required his aides to wear gloves when passing
objects to him and to write him messages rather than
communicating verbally, which might spread germs. All
doors and windows were sealed with tape to keep out dirt. He
spent hours cleaning his phone with tissues.
“Such behavior is irrational by anybody’s standards, but
don’t we all have a little Howard Hughes inside us?” asks
Hamilton. “After all, we can now wipe our antibacterial
cutting board with an antibacterial sponge, shower with
antibacterial soap, and sleep beneath an antibacterial quilt on
an antibacterial pillow. In Japan, you can even bank with an
antibacterial deposit book, and soon, according to reports,
drive to work in a car fitted with an antibacterial steering
wheel.”
Germ Consciousness

Where did our fear of germs come from? A little more
than a century ago, ordinary folk in America had no idea that
the diseases that often killed them and their children were
related to microorganisms. The phrase “germ theory of
disease” did not come into common use in the Englishlanguage medical literature until around 1870, writes Nancy
Tomes, professor of history at the State University of New
York at Stony Brook. In her admirable book The Gospel of
Germs: Men, Women, and the Microbe in American Life,
Tomes describes how the findings of bacteriology in the late
19th century made their way from the laboratory into
American households, and how “germ consciousness”
took root.
The idea that germs are actually evil became fixed in the
modern mind on the heels of Darwinism in the second half of
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the 19th century. Although
Darwin spoke of life-and-death
struggles in nature and of
survival of the fittest, he did not
moralize about these processes.
Many of his contemporaries,
however, were not as cautious.
Tomes describes how many
naturalists saw a conscious
malevolence in disease-causing
germs. These scientists used
lurid terms to describe microbes,
such as “foreign,” “base,”
“murderous,” and “cunning.” It
was as if the germs were doing
bad things on purpose. The
picture many scientists painted
of the invisible killers terrified
people.
The scientists had a lot of
examples to draw on, because in
the late 19th century, on both
sides of the Atlantic, no one was
safe from the threat of
mysterious fevers and plagues.
“Even the most powerful and
respected figures in AngloAmerican society knew the
humbling experience of
deathbed scenes,” Tomes states.
“For example, typhoid fever
robbed a war-weary President Lincoln and his wife of their
adored son Willie; left Queen Victoria grief-stricken over the
death of her husband and the near-death of her eldest son;
and smote the mother of a future president, Theodore
Roosevelt, the same day that his wife died in childbirth.” The
sense of vulnerability and chronic dread that everyone felt
created a fertile setting for the growing acceptance of the germ
theory of disease.

By the time the 19th

century wound down,

germ consciousness had
become deeply rooted in
the American psyche.

Cellophane and Listerine

By the time the 19th century wound down, germ
consciousness had become deeply rooted in the American
psyche, and money was to be made. In 1908 a flexible
cellulose film was invented by a Swiss chemist. The growing
germ consciousness had created a huge market niche for such
a product, and in 1923 the Du Pont Company bought the
manufacturing and marketing rights for the discovery, calling
it “cellophane.” Du Pont chemists improved the product by
making it more moisture proof and less expensive, marketing
it to germ-sensitive industries such as those producing candy,
baked goods, and processed meats. To the public, Du Pont
emphasized cellophane’s role in germ protection. Cellophane
ads warning ominously of the dangers of the deadly trio of
“flies, fingers, and food” soon appeared in the Saturday
Evening Post, Good Housekeeping, and Ladies’ Home Journal.
The Cellophane Radio Show aired in the morning right before
housewives went shopping, and featured etiquette expert
Emily Post.
In the 1920s Listerine ads began to feature pretty young
women whose hopes for a happy marriage were ruined
because of “halitosis,” which the ad men said was caused by
mouth bacteria. Using Listerine could help one avoid the
stigma of being “always a bridesmaid, never a bride.” Using
such approaches, Lambert Pharmacal Company’s sales went
from $100,000 in 1920 to $4 million just 7 years later.
The Hygiene Hypothesis

Today, an ironic development is taking place in the battle
against germs. A growing number of researchers are
suggesting that our increasing separation from dirt and
microbes carries a serious price tag and may, in fact, be killing
us. Their proposal is called the “hygiene hypothesis”—the
basic idea that too much cleanliness is bad for you; that we
need germs.
Throughout most of humankind’s evolutionary history, we
have been continually assailed with dirt and microbes from
the moment of birth. Our immune system has evolved

sophisticated chemical pathways and a variety of specialized
immune cells to protect us. If these challenges to the immune
system are removed, as they largely have been in modern
times, things backfire. Our immune system fails to develop
properly if it is not given the challenges it requires in our
earliest days.
Sitting With Our Dirt

If a little dirt is good for the immune system, is it also
valuable, in the right amount, for our thoughts and behavior?
Do we need dirt in our psychological life? Are we better off if
our behavior is a bit polluted?
Depth psychologists suggest that our repudiation of
physical dirt parallels, on a psychological level, our rejection
of those personal traits we consider to be unflattering, dark,
evil, “dirty.” These qualities are repressed into the
unconscious, where they constitute “the shadow.” But even
though we may chase these qualities off the stage of awareness,
they can’t be wiped away as handily as physical dirt. They lurk
in the hidden corners of everyone’s mind, where they exert
variable effects.
Writer Kat Duff has given a powerful account of her long
bout with chronic fatigue and immune deficiency syndrome
in her book The Alchemy of Illness. For years she experienced
recurring fevers, incapacitation, aching muscles, extreme
weakness, and memory loss. At one point in her illness she
sank so deeply into despair she could not climb out of it. She
hated life and behaved spitefully to her friends. She felt
“small, dirty, and tainted,” she says. Finally she “decided to
stop complaining and just sit with my dirt.” This proved a
breakthrough. Tier dreams began to give her guidance,
including the vision that her faith must be practiced, and she
began to pray daily.
In sitting with her dirt, Duff was honoring a principle of
alchemical philosophy: that all things are related to their
opposites and that healing comes from the integration of the
disparate elements of experience. In the aftermath of illness,
she pondered why this principle is not more widely known.
She believes that people don’t discuss this side of their illness

If we want to coexist peacefully,
we must acknowledge the dirt that
exists both in ourselves and in others.
following recovery, because in time they resume their place
among the healthy and either forget or repress the value of
engaging the dark side of being sick. On getting well, we want
to put these experiences behind us and move on. And who
among the healthy would want to listen to these reports
anyway? The lesson of sitting with one’s dirt during illness is
therefore not transmitted, and must always be rediscovered.
This sort of talk, I’ve discovered, does not go over well
these days. Everywhere the premium is on “taking control,”
“exercising self-responsibility,” “creating your own reality,” not
sitting in your dirt and confronting the dark side of disease.
As Harvard Medical School’s Kaptchuk and Eisenberg state in
their article, “The Persuasive Appeal of Alternative Medicine,”
a feeling of “enhanced autonomy and self-determinism” is a
major reason people are drawn to complementary and
alternative medicine (CAM).
The tendency to look on the bright side permeates not just
CAM, but our culture in general. “Americans don’t like
tragedy,” writer Martha Bayles states. “No matter how
complex and heavy a problem, we get our social scientists to
give it a name, divide it into stages, and suggest a method for
working it through. Then we get our media to publicize the
method, and pretty soon there’s a 1-800 number to call as an
alternative to despair.”
For all its splendid contributions—and I say this as a
practicing internist of 20 years— conventional medicine often
disempowers people and strips them of even a semblance of
control and autonomy. It is understandable that people so
long denied a sense of personal power in matters of health
may overreact when given the opportunity through CAM,
much as a person dying of thirst may drink too much water

when he finally stumbles onto the water hole. Yet we can
overemphasize our autonomy in illness, too. When we do, we
undergo what Jung called “an inflation of the ego.” We can
even forget that we are human. “We have been eating the
Gods,” Jung warned, “and there is danger of our getting too
full and exploding.” When we do this “we are just
megalomaniacs and things will go very badly for us.”
“Only those people who really can touch bottom can be
human,” Jung emphasized. But to touch bottom is to become
even dirtier, because the bottom is where the muck lies. But,
as Duff found out, therein lies deliverance. Only when she hit
bottom was her dirt transformed, and she began to heal.
There is a tendency in everyone to denounce pollution,
particularly in other people. This can lead to disastrous
problems in human relationships. If we have no tolerance for
what we consider to be the polluted ideas and behaviors of
others, we are likely to force our personal standards of
“cleanliness” on them—-our ethics, morals, religion, even our
personal beliefs about healthcare.
If we want to coexist peacefully, we must acknowledge the
dirt that exists both in ourselves and in others. And in
rubbing shoulders with those whose dirt we don’t approve of,
we needn’t worry too much about being contaminated by
them. As Diogenes the Cynic said in the fourth century b . c .,
“The sun too penetrates into privies, but is not polluted by
them.” At some deep level we know the value of pollution:
the grain of sand that stimulates the oyster to produce a
beautiful pearl, the dust that makes a more beautiful sunset,
and maybe even that cat in the well. ■

Larry Dossey, M.D., is the author of seven books, including his landmark best-seller on
prayer, Healing Words. His most recent book, Reinventing Medicine, explores the role
of nonlocal, or infinite, mind in health and medicine. Dr. Dossey is currently the
executive editor of the journal Alternative Therapies in Health and Medicine. He lives in
Santa Fe, New Mexico, with his wife Barbara. Visit them on-line at
www.dosseydossey.com.
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very once in a while someone writes and tells me
he or she has a hard time believing in God when
looking at the world that is supposed to be God’s work
and seeing “all the turmoil, hatred, and violence which
go on in the world these days.”
I believe God made the world, and I believe God
made it a perfect world, that is, a perfect world for you
and me. For it is a world in which you can be who you
are and I can be who I am in it. A world without me in
it would be as imperfect as a world could be (at least,
for me!), wouldn’t it?
When two Hopi meet, they often say, “Ah, so you
have come up to here.” I have often thought that this is
one of the truest statements we can make about
ourselves and about our world. We have come up to
here. The world is what it is like because I am what I
am like; and I am what I am like because the world is
what it is like. The world and I are a pattern in a
pattern.
This world has so many imperfections in it, but so
do I, and the world that has me at its center—just as
your world has you at its center—will have turmoil,
hatred, and violence in it until I have grown to be more
than I have yet become.
God did not make a world that is a fixed box. God
made a living world, just as God made a living you and
me. God did not make us with our spiritual powers
and mental faculties developed to their full potential.
God made us with the power to change and grow, to
develop and mature.

E

This is
not an

You can see how true this is by looking at how much we
have already changed and grown. We are not what we were
when we were children. Now we are grown men and women.
If what I was when I was four years old ran into this room,
would I even recognize myself?
Like us, our world changes and grows. I believe our world
has in it what we find here because it is the kind of world we
have come up to. It has flaws in it, and so do we; but it also
has virtues in it, and so do we. It is and will
continue to be what we come up to.
Once we human beings lived in a world of
dark caves and stone axes. Now we live in a
world of electric power, jet planes, and
computers—and tomorrow who can predict!
The world we live in is alive. Since it is
alive, it is growing; and since it is growing, all
the observations we may make about it and all
the limitations we may place on it and on
ourselves will change and pass away.
This is not an evil world. It may have hatred and turmoil
and violence in it, but it also has love and order and kindness;
and if we want more love and order and kindness, how will
those things get there unless we put them there?
So what am I thinking and saying and doing to reduce the
hatred, turmoil, and violence?
If you are anything like me, you are not a perfect human
being; that is, you are not always wise, loving, and honest, and
you are not always thinking positive, helpful thoughts and
doing positive, helpful deeds. You are sometimes thinking
unwise, unloving thoughts and doing things you wish you had
not done. Do you want your world to get better? There is
only one way: You and I have to get better.
Unity teaches that we form our universe by the law of
mind-action: “Thoughts held in mind produce in the outer
after their kind.” It is this law of mind-action that gives our
world the shape and nature it has for each one of us. The
turbulent nature of our lives is due not to the nature of things
or to God, but to the turbulence in us.
Many of us let negative habits of thought run in us

evil world.

unchecked. Then we complain about how negative our world
is, which only adds to the negativity. If the law of mindaction is true, our negative attitude toward our world is the
reason why ours is the mixed-up, often unpleasant world we
find it to be, and it is imperative that we take charge of our
thinking and direct it toward God and the good. Do I want a
world in which I find order and justice, peace and love? What
am I doing so that I will be more honest, sincere, tolerant,
generous, and loving?
There is no other way than thought by thought, word by
word, and act by act. That is how we live, that is how we
came to be—yes, every one of us—what we now are, and that
is how we and our world will come to be what we come to
be—better only if you and I become better.
That doesn’t mean we have to do it alone. No, we can
usually do it better and faster when we join our efforts with
one another, when we work together encouraging one another
and praising one another, combining our knowledge and
resources and good will. That is why we form families and
groups and clans and clubs and leagues and states and United
States and United Nations.
I myself don’t have the power to grasp what Omar
Khayyam called “this Sorry Scheme of Things Entire” and
change the laws and rules that govern it, but I do have the
power to grasp the sorry part of it that represents me and
mine.
Dear friend, we are alive and so is our world. What are we
thinking and saying and doing to bring things nearer to our
hearts’ desires? ■

From time to time, friends tell us they would like to remember Unity in
their wills. If we can help by sending you our Legacies booklet,
please call this special number:
( 816)

251-3505

or direct your written inquiry to:

Legacies
Unity School of Christianity • 1901 NW Blue Parkway
Unity Village, MO 64065-0001
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Thomas Shepherd

A bout...
Dear Tom: In all my eighty years I have never
heard anyone make a suggestion as to what Jesus
wrote in the sand during the incident of the woman
caught in adultery. Could you please tell me what
your answer or interpretation is?—ML,
Ft. Lauderdale, Florida
Dear ML: You are referring to the passage in
John 8:2-11, particularly verses 6-9: “Jesus bent
down and wrote with his finger on the ground.
When they kept on questioning him, he
straightened up and said to them, ‘Let anyone
among you who is without sin be the first to
throw a stone at her.’ And once again he bent
down and wrote on the ground. When they
heard it, they went away, one by one, beginning
with the elders; and Jesus was left alone with the
woman standing before him.”
Although there are some serious historical
questions about this passage (it doesn’t even
appear in the oldest known manuscripts), if we
take it as an event in the life of Jesus, there really
is no way to know what He wrote. However,
religious thinkers have played with various ideas
about it, and there are many possible answers.
One provocative but highly speculative idea is
this: Jesus wrote the common names of Jewish
women in Hebrew or Aramaic. Since most of the
men in the crowd were guilty of the very offense
the woman had been caught doing, the names of
women struck terror in their hearts; they feared
that Jesus knew and would tell what they had
done.

Here is an
opportunity to
ask questions
and receive
answers about
issues of
interest in your
spiritual search.

Perhaps the real answer is less colorful. For example, the author
of the book of John doesn’t tell us, because it isn’t important. Jesus
wrote in the dirt to take himself out of the action while the crowd
mulled their options. One scholar writes: “It is impossible to know
why Jesus bent down, though from the fact that he stood up to face
the woman’s accusers and then bent down again, it would appear
that Jesus wished to avoid any suggestion that he was taking up the
position of a judge.”
It is His refusal to judge a person’s worth by their current
behavior that distinguishes Jesus from the mob. He knew that
Divine Spirit dwelled within the woman caught in adultery—and in
each of her accusers too. He called everyone to a higher
consciousness of divine forgiveness and omnipresent love.
Dear Tom: I work in an environment where there is so much
negativity; I ’m afraid it will infect me too. Backbiting, gossip,
whining, and nay-saying are epidemic at my workplace. I don’t know
how to change the climate or whether I should even try. Maybe I
should quit and find another, more positive place, even though I love
the work and have sought a job in this field for many years. What do
you recommend— quit or stay? By the way, I work in counseling and
feel as if I should be able to deal with this, but how do I approach
other counselors and tell them to mend their thinking?—PP, San
Francisco, California
Dear PP: That’s a toughie. The answer to your last question (how
to tell them to change) is easy—don’t! It never works. When it
comes to self-improvement, the only answers worth anything are
the ones we discover ourselves. But, as a counselor, you know that.
My suggestion is that you become God’s secret agent at work.
Leave old copies of Unity Magazine and Daily Word in the break
room. Try to play happy, harmonious music softly in common
spaces. Post a request for prayer partners on the bulletin board and
hold off-duty prayer and meditation sessions in your office or a
conference room. You might be surprised who shows up!
If this is too direct, try subverting them spiritually: pray for
them, one by one. Bless, release, forgive, and know the Truth about

each gloomy soul in your territory. Call Silent Unity and get them
to gang up on this dismal dozen.
If that doesn’t help, you can move on from that doleful den and
find a better place. But I think you’ll sabotage their despondency
and replace it with joy, without anybody even knowing who did it.
Dear Tom: I’ve always wondered if when a person commits suicide, it
is anybody’s fault but the suicide’s. Do others play a role, or is this his
or her own decision? I have heard that others should not blame
themselves, because everybody has a choice.—MJ, Terre Haute,
Indiana
Dear MJ: I know that many people reading this have loved ones
who have committed or attempted suicide. Although suffering
people usually don’t realize it, the suicidal gesture is a cry for help,
not death. The danger is that such attention-getting devices have
often gone too far and the person has died. This is the reason
pastors and other helping professionals are taught to always take
seriously any mention a person makes about feeling suicidal.
You ask if it is anyone’s fault but the suicide’s. Actually, seeking
whom to blame is asking the wrong question. A better exercise
would be to prayerfully bless, release, and forgive everyone
involved, because everyone inside the circle of the suicide’s life will
ordinarily feel some twinge of responsibility, no matter how remote
he or she was from the person who attempted or committed
suicide. See God’s absolute good working patiently, even in the
midst of utmost sorrow and tragedy. And know that everyone,
including the suicide, is inescapably a child of a loving
Father/Mother God, who has everything under control, despite
appearances to the contrary. ■
Submit questions to: I've Always Wondered About
Unity Magazine, 1901 NW Blue Parkway
Unity Village, MO 64065-0001
THOMAS SHEPHERD is an ordained Unity minister and author of the Unity book Friends in High
Places. He also has ministerial standing with the Congregationalist and Unitarian-Universalist
Churches. He holds a master of divinity degree from Lancaster Theological Seminary.

Janet McNamara

it seems to

Let me ask you this: “How is our relationship
going?”
“What?” you say. “I don’t know you and you
don’t know me. How can we have a
relationship?”
Someone else might say: “Well, yes, you do
have a relationship—one of you is the writer/editor; the other, the
reader. That makes a relationship.”
And that person would be right, technically. However, that is
not what I meant at all! (See how communication in a relationship
can get misunderstood! It’s kind of like when I “communicate” with
my teenage son!)
Actually, what I should say is that you and I are in relationship to
each other, just as each and every creature on our planet is in
relationship to one another. That boggles the mind, doesn’t it? You
see, we are connected at the very core of our beings—the divine
spark that lives in each and every one of us connects us, one to
another. “Have we not all one father? Has not one God created
us?” (Mai. 2:10)
When astronauts see the earth from space, they see a vast bluegreen planet devoid of borders and boundaries, countries and
continents, denominations and dogma. Will not the advancements
in communication technology blur the lines even more? So, what
does the future look like for our relationship? Does the relationship
bring us pleasure and fulfillment? Can I help you, and you me?
Does my spiritual journey intersect yours? How do I balance my
needs, spiritual or otherwise, against yours?
What do you think? Whose responsibility is it, anyway? Join us
next month and see. ■
Janet K. McNamara is an ordained Unity minister. She has been a member of the Unity Magazine
staff for more than eleven years. Janet earned a bachelor of journalism degree from the University
of Missouri at Columbia. She lives in Lee’s Summit, Missouri, with her husband and two sons.
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The Simple Truth
by Mary-Alice and Richard Jafolla
Please use the convenient order form on page 79.

The Simple Truth is a concise, basic guide to metaphysics, making it
ideal for teens and new Truth students. This fourth edition has been
rewritten with expanded material, humorous and interesting quotations
and anecdotes, and reader-involving features and questions. Each chapter
presents background information on a basic, universal principle and is
followed by a user-friendly section that breathes life into each principle.
The twenty-four short but stimulating chapters offer explanations of
fundamental spiritual subjects like the nature of God, Spirit, soul, and
body; God’s laws of cause and effect, love, and prosperity; heaven and
hell; Jesus, the Christ, and the Holy Spirit; and the creating power of
thoughts and words.
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SUC C EED LIE S
W IT H IN YOU!
This inspirational audio program
will help you unlock your dreams and
experience success in your life! You
will learn to embrace love, let go of
fear, accept yourself, and release false
expectations.
$ 17. 95,

two cassettes, ISBN 0-87159-849-3, #7449

Please use the convenient order form on page 79.

You Have the Power
by Wally Amos

Read by author Wally Amos,
founder of The Famous Amos
Chocolate Chip Cookie Company, You
Have the Power is an abridged version
of his previous work, The Power in
You. In this digitally recorded twocassette program, Wally has
masterfully put together the
ingredients of his success based on his
own personal experience. He shares
with you the necessary qualities to
help you attain your goals and become
everything you want to be.

