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In your quest for healthy relationships, start with you! 
How you treat yourself tells others how you want to be 
treated. The love and caring you lavish on yourself will 
then spill over onto others.
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Her student’s death made her pause and consider just 
what a teacher’s role was. Joanne realized that “being 
love is always more important than giving information.” 
It’s changed her teaching style ever since.
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We are never sure what 
the effects of our actions 
will be. Carol nurtured 
her mother to health 
and—behold!—a 
watercolor artist emerged.
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Unbroken Line

Carol Tebo 
She wanted to see down 
the road, beyond the next 
curve, to anticipate her 
next move. She learned 
that attending to the 
present moment, to what 
was right in front of her, 
was all she needed to do.
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Do you seek out God the 
way you seek out a loved 
one? According to 
Bernadette: “Our 
relationship with God is 
our responsibility. It is the 
most important 
responsibility we have.”

^rusting God
Jan Liles 

We often think that we 
can solve our problems by 
ourselves. Yet Jan 
discovered that by inviting 
God to be her partner, her 
life’s burdens became 
lighter. Trusting God 
does not mean you are 
weak. It means you 
are wise.
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Are we obligated to 
answer our phone? 
Technology can bring 
people together, or it can 
fragment relationships. 
The choice is up to each 
of us whether to control 
our resources or to be 
controlled by them.
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Think Yourself Loved by best-selling author Debbie Johnson is an 
enlightening and informative book that lets you learn how to bring 
more love into your life. Debbie shares her own story and 
provides you with exercises that she discovered in her quest to 
have an abundance of God’s love. This is a great book for anyone 
wanting to stretch him- or herself and grow in love!

Please use the convenient order form on page 79.



from the Philip White

E d ito r
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You see them every so often—usually on a 
Sunday morning, when the mall parking lots 
have not yet begun to fill. An adult sits on the 
passenger side of the family car, white knuckles 
gripping the seat, as a young person learns the

■L -  fet >

mysteries of driving. Parking lots are good places 
to begin. There’s plenty of room to make 
mistakes and still stop before a tow truck and the 
insurance company have to be called.

We take it for granted that when our youth 
approach “the age,” the ritual will begin. They 
will sit in the driver’s seat and be responsible for 
moving controls, pushing pedals, and turning the 
steering wheel—while we must release control, 
smiling as we give encouragement through 
clenched teeth. On the day my father introduced 
me to driving, I was grateful that cars were not 
built like airplanes, with a duplicate set of 
controls on the passenger side.

But this ritual, of course, is about more than 
learning to move controls, push pedals, and turn 
the steering wheel at the right time. These are 
simply the physical details that, taken together 
with other achievements, stand for that larger 
quest: our timeless hunt for the responsible self.

When we corner our quarry we know it 
immediately. There comes an exciting moment 
when we think I’m actually the captain of my ship! 
I ’m driving this train!

Something soul-deep knows the power of the 
responsible self. Yet sometimes when the 
moment actually arrives for us—as when the new 
job is actually ours or the pronouncement of

The Hidden 
Resources 
of the
Responsible
Self



“husband and wife” is about to be made or an illness or addiction 
brings us face-to-face with our choices—we would gladly forgo that 
role and drop out of sight.

Ben had suffered from depression most of his life. At the age of 
57, his physical health was poor after years of inactivity holed up in 
his room, rarely eating a balanced meal, and turning away from 
would-be acquaintances and friends. His contact with city social 
services had been sporadic because he changed addresses often. 
Social workers who took an interest in him were soon told: “I’ve 
been this way all my life. It’s just the way I am.”

Then one day someone got the bright idea to invite him to come 
down to the soup kitchen at the local city mission and help others 
like himself have a good meal and a warm place to eat. At first he 
didn’t want to go, but then after much coaxing he found himself 
passing out Thanksgiving turkey dinners to 125 people, who smiled 
at him, thanked him, and told him they hoped to see him again. 
Soon, Ben was asking to volunteer every week. In a recent TV news 
profile, he said: “If I weren’t here helping these people, I’d be 
sitting at home depressed. If I’d only known ...”

Ben speaks for us all. If life is full of challenges, it is also full of 
vast, untapped resources. The responsible self remembers that when 
we think we have exhausted all our resources, another resource is 
awaiting our discovery! So the great spiritual opportunity is to 
expand our awareness of life’s resources. Make that the focus of 
responsibility.

Perhaps that’s what Jesus had in mind when He said that the 
kingdom of heaven was “like treasure hidden in a field, which 
someone found and ... in his joy he goes and sells all that he has and 
buys that field” (Mt. 13:44). Are there not powerful reserves of 
good we simply haven’t found yet—resources of the heart and mind 
and spirit—that when found will change the complexion of every 
challenge? Should we not go looking for them?

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 Jim Rosemergy

J o u r n e y

I have always been a responsible person. In 
fact, since my boy scout days, I have taken on lots 
of responsibility. I have served as president of 
this and captain of that. Some people say it is an 
honor to serve in these ways, and they are 
correct, but mostly, it is work. Sometimes 
responsibility wears you down. You want to be 
rid of it. Oh, to be irresponsible ...

The good news is that I think I have found a 
way beyond the burden of responsibility. It is to 
become God’s responsibility. Years ago a friend 
was praying with me. She held my hands and 
spoke beautiful words. She said many things, but 
I remember only five words that she prayed: 
“Now, you are God’s responsibility.”

Through the years I have pondered what she 
said. Until the moment of the prayer, I had never 
considered the possibility of being God’s 
responsibility. How could it be? My training in 
Unity stressed that I am responsible for my life.
In fact, not only am I responsible for my actions,
I am also responsible for my thoughts and 
feelings. These beliefs are freeing, but once we 
understand the implications, there is also a 
burden. When things are going well in our lives, 
being responsible is a joy, but when things are 
chaotic, it is a burden. I have done it to myself.

Friends, there is a rite of passage of 
responsibility. First, there is irresponsibility. We 
are victims of our parenting, of chance, and of 
other people. It is never we; it is always someone

You Are 
God’s
Responsibility



else who is the root of our problems. This is a powerless state.
Finally, we awaken. Perhaps we read an article or a book, talk to 

a wise friend, or attend a lecture where we are introduced to the 
idea that we are responsible for our lives. The logic is undeniable 
once we understand that there is a relationship between our 
thoughts, attitudes, beliefs, and our life experiences. This is a grand 
moment, for irresponsibility is ending. We feel the guilt and 
limitation because of what we have done to ourselves, but we also 
sense the new beginning. We have been responsible for much of 
the limitation of our lives; now we can take an active role in 
breaking through into a new way of living.

Many people think this is the ultimate in responsibility. I did, 
but my friend’s prayer changed me. I realized that I could become 
God’s responsibility. This does not mean that I can now blame God 
for the difficulties of my life. It means that I can put blame behind 
me.

My friend who said I was God’s responsibility never told me 
what she meant, and I never asked. Some things have more 
meaning if we discover them for ourselves. Her prayer made me 
pray, and out of the silence, the answer came: I am God’s 
responsibility when I am consciously one with God.

Whenever we experience the Presence, the words and actions 
that flow from within us are not ours. They are God at work. The 
acts of compassion and creativity are not to be claimed by us; they 
are God at work. During the time of conscious oneness with Spirit, 
we are sheltered in the secret place of the Most High. Sometimes all 
is quiet. At other times, we are brimming with activity. In this way, 
we experience immeasurable joy, and Spirit has an avenue through 
which to pour Its love, compassion, and creativity. And so this is 
another part of the spiritual journey. Steadily, step-by-step, we 
move from irresponsibility to responsibility until one day God 
whispers in our ear, “Now you are My responsibility.” ■

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.



“Use me, Blessed Spirit. Make me Your eyes, 

mouth, hands, and feet at work in the world this 
day.... Make me a channel of Your love ... let me 

not forget that it is You who do the work, that 

Your energy is unfailing, and that Your limitless 

unconditional love whether asked for or not 

extends e v e ry w h e re —into both visible and 

invisible places.”
—Joanne Blum in “Learning to See Face to Face” p. 26
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Doctors had no answer for 

Marian’s failing health, so her 

daughter Carol took her 

home to care for her. They 

experienced the powerful 

truth that healing not only 

begins in spirit and soul but 

can reach out in the healing 

process to bless the world. 

What a difference we make 

in the lives of others!

M m



Of Painting and

The Life of a Late Bloomer
I watch my mother dip her paintbrush into bright yellow watercolor, 

then a bit of red. She works the paint around in an empty plastic egg 
container she uses for her palette. She continues to dip and add color to her 
brush, stroking her watercolor page with the bronzed petals of a sunflower, 
golden as Kansas wheat fields washed by summer rays. At the flower’s center, 
she dots a whirl of seeds brown enough for cardinals to feast upon. I watch 
with awe and amazement the steady hand of my ninety-nine-year-old 
mother, her mind completely focused upon her task.

My mind flashes back three years ago when she was so ill she was 
hospitalized for the first time in her life. All of her family and friends 
worried as we watched her small-framed body shrink from 112 to 
84 pounds. We suffered with her as she went through many grueling and 
exhausting tests. The doctors could not find the cause of her illness. I 
finally decided to take her home with me to care for her myself.





Her artwork im proved and 
so did her health.

I fed her fresh carrot and celery juice and made her 
smoothies with fresh fruit and blue-green algae. I pureed her 
food in the blender until she could tolerate more solid foods.
She slowly began to get stronger and eventually began to walk 
again with the aid of a walker.

After about five weeks she was well enough to come into 
the kitchen for her meals. I had picked a colorful bouquet of 
spring flowers from my garden, arranging red tulips, daffodils, 
and purple hyacinth in a pretty vase and set them on the 
kitchen table. When mother saw them she said, “Oh, those 
are so beautiful, someone should paint a picture of them.” 
Little did she know that she would be that someone!

Of course she protested and came up with many excuses 
for why she couldn’t even draw a picture let alone paint it.
She insisted she had no talent—she had never been able to 
draw, even as a child. She claimed she had not inherited any 
artistic ability, even though there were many artists in her 
family.

I got out some watercolor pencils and began drawing a 
simple flower to show her how easy it could be. She 
reluctantly began. With a bright purple pencil in her hand, 
she made her first attempt. Her weak hand shook as she 
slowly began to draw.

Soon discouraged by her first attempt, she said: “It looks 
terrible. I can’t do it. Let’s quit.”

“It’s fantastic for your first time, Mom.”
When she finished her drawing, I showed 

her how using a wet brush over her watercolor 
pencil drawing would turn it into a watercolor 
painting. She was hooked!

Before long she was painting with real 
watercolor paints, spending two hours a day

Marian Tobias 
will celebrate her 
100th birthday on 
November 14.
She is in good 
health; and she 
cares for her dog, 
two cats, and her 
plants; does the 
laundry; and still 
colors her own 
hair. She claims 
her faith is what 
has kept her 
active and healthy 
for so many years 
as well as the 
prayers of 
Silent Unity.



We often giggled like little girls 
as she relived the many tales I 
remembered hearing as a child.

Carol Gazlay has 
her own business 
in sales as a 
representative 
for Multi-Pure 
Drinking Water 
Systems. She 
writes poetry 
as a hobby.

and sometimes more on her new pursuit. Her artwork 
improved and so did her health. She painted thank-you notes 
to send to the many friends and relatives who had sent her 
cards and flowers while she was ill. People loved them.

Mom, encouraged by their praise and appreciation, soon 
used birthdays, Christmas, Easter, Fourth of July, 
Thanksgiving, and any and all occasions to send someone her 
hand-painted card. All look forward to receiving a painting 
with a personal message from her, and many of us have 
framed them.

While Mom painted at the kitchen table, I would often ask 
her to tell me what she remembered about her youth. As she 
dusted off her childhood memories, she not only entertained 
me but also kept her mind active, remembering her life story. 
We often giggled like little girls as she relived the many tales I 
remembered hearing as a child. I began writing the stories 
down in her words for her grandchildren and the rest of the 
family to enjoy and remember her by. For two years now 
Mom has been dictating her memoirs for a family book. Her 
paintings will be colorful illustrations to add when it is 
complete.

Mom adds the finishing touches to her sunflower painting 
as she brushes on a deep blue and green wash to complete a 
background vibrant as the South Seas. Even as she approaches 
her 100th birthday, she is as radiant as the flowers she renders. 
I look over at her—content and engrossed in her painting— 
and my eyes fill with tears of gratefulness. How blessed I 
am to have had her as a mentor and shining example in my 
life. ■



metaphysical Jim Gaither

M u s in g s
I love holidays. Holidays always feel like they 

have some special meaning. Holidays motivate 
me to celebrate in some way. On some holidays, 
such as St. Patrick’s Day, I have to work; yet the 
day still feels like it has special meaning and like 
it ought to be celebrated somehow. So on 
St. Patrick’s Day maybe I’ll wear something green 
and eat corned beef and cabbage to celebrate.

If I were a congressman (a position I have no 
intention of seeking), I would write a proposal to 
dedicate every month to celebrating some group 
and to designate one day each month as a holiday 
for that group. What I would want to celebrate is 
ethnic and religious diversity.

American society contains many religions 
and many peoples. This diversity tends to 
generate tension and conflict because we have 
not found a way to celebrate our diversity and 
make kindness a national habit. My proposal 
would be a way to officially and continually 
celebrate our diversity and develop a habit of 
kindness.

My proposal would be this: let every month 
of the year be designated as a month to celebrate 
one of the religions or peoples living in America. 
Let each month contain at least one special 
holiday which celebrates that religion or people. 
Let there be a media campaign to encourage 
doing acts of kindness for members of the group 
being celebrated. Let there be local festivities and 
television programming to celebrate the people 
of the month.

There are many possible ways to choose a

Celebrate
Diversity



group to celebrate each month. For example, each of six months 
could be dedicated to celebrating the culture of a particular 
region—North America, South America, Europe, Africa, Asia, and 
Australia. The celebrations could recognize both indigenous 
peoples and immigrants. During North America Month, Native 
American traditions could be recognized as well as the American 
culture that was developed by European immigrants. The other six 
months could recognize six major areas of religion: Christianity, 
Judaism, Islam, Hinduism, Buddhism, and religious diversity. 
Religious Diversity Month could celebrate religions other than the 
six major traditions: for example, Sikhism, Theosophy, and even 
atheism and agnosticism.

It might seem odd to celebrate atheism and agnosticism as part 
of religious diversity, but both atheists and agnostics have made 
important contributions to science, arts, culture, and even ethics. If 
inclusivity is the goal, it is essential to recognize as many 
perspectives as possible.

Recognition and celebration do not have to signify agreement. 
Why not recognize and celebrate perspectives with which we 
disagree? Of course, even the most inclusive attitude cannot 
celebrate every perspective. For example, if the point is to overcome 
prejudice, it would be counterproductive to have a holiday 
celebrating racism or terrorism.

I believe the proposal would have positive consequences. Every 
person in America would begin to feel both special and appreciated. 
Feeling appreciated helps build greater self-esteem in individuals, 
thereby defusing frustration and anger. The different peoples 
would begin to feel appreciated by the whole culture, thereby 
diminishing feelings of being an “outsider” or an oppressed group. 
Goodwill toward all peoples would be generated. Future 
generations would grow up knowing that diversity is considered a 
good thing and prejudice is opposed by the prevailing culture.
Every day would be a celebration. Doesn’t that sound like a great 
way to live? ■

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.
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The people in your life depend on it.

n n
he relationship you have with yourself is the 

central relationship in your life. At the heart of 

all the elements that make up your life experience— 

family, friends, love relationships, work—is you.
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There is a distinction between “you” and your “self.” Your 
self is the core of your being, the essential entity that exists 
irrespective of your personality, your ego, your opinions and 
your emotions. It is the small, sacred space within you that 
houses your spirit and soul. “You” are the observer, coach, 
editor, and critic who surveys your thoughts, words, feelings, 
and behaviors and determines how much of your essential self 
is shown to others.

The place within you that 

generates self-love is the 
exact same place that attracts 

authentic love from others.



The quality of the relationship between you and your self 
is paramount, for all your other relationships are based on it. 
This relationship acts as a template from which all the unions 
in your life are shaped, setting the quality, tone, and texture 
for how you relate to others and how they relate to you. It 
establishes the working model of how to give and receive love.

The depth and quality of the link between you and your 
self ultimately determines the success of your relationships 
with others. If an authentic love relationship is what you 
desire, then the first natural step you must take is to learn to 
love, honor, and cherish yourself as a truly precious and 
lovable being.

The Missing Puzzle Piece

Thousands of people have come to my personal growth 
workshops over the years to determine how they can find the 
love relationships they seek. I usually start by asking them to 
describe in detail how this person they seek would treat them, 
how they would feel around this partner, and how they would 
ideally want to relate. The responses, of course, vary from 
person to person, but several constants always surface: most 
say they want someone who is kind, considerate, and loving; 
who will treat them with respect and unconditional 
acceptance and listen to their wishes, goals, and dreams; who 
will make them feel special and cherished; who will cheer at 
their successes; someone with whom they can be open and 
honest and to whom they can feel completely connected in 
heart, mind, body, and soul.

When I ask these same people how many of these 
behaviors and actions they extend to themselves, most 
sheepishly admit that the answer is little to none. Many will 
acknowledge that they are critical of their flaws, override 
many of their needs, take for granted their positive attributes 
and accomplishments, and generally devote little time or 
attention to connecting with their own hearts and spirits. The 
same people who are seeking true love have little idea of how 
to offer it to themselves.

The place within you that generates self-love is the exact 
same place that attracts authentic love from others. If that

From If Love Is 
a Game, These 
Are the Rules by 
Cherie Carter- 
Scott, Ph.D. 
Copyright ©
1999 by Cherie 
Carter-Scott. 
Reprinted by 
permission of 
Broadway Books, 
a division 
of Bantam 

| Doubleday Dell 
Publishing Group, 

: Inc. All 
rights reserved.



source is clouded, your ability to attract a relationship that 
glistens with the magical sparkle of love is eclipsed. In order 
to bring light to that inner source, you will need first to learn 
how to give to yourself what you are seeking from another. 
Love creates more love, and when your own inner love light 
shines, you open yourself to experience the beautiful wonder 
of a deep and powerful connection with another being.

At its core, loving yourself simply means believing in your 
own essential worthiness. It is nurturing a healthy sense of 
positive self-regard, and knowing in your heart that you are a 
valuable link in the universal chain. Loving yourself also 
means actively caring for every facet of yourself. It shows up 
in every action you take, from putting on a sweater to protect 
yourself from a chill, to leaving a job that does not fulfill you.
It means tuning in to your own wants and needs and 
honoring them the exact same way you want your partner to 
attend to you.

The Hole in the Soul Syndrome

Many people have bought into the myth that there is 
someone out there who will serve as our “better half.” This 
paradigm presumes that we are incomplete and require a 
partner to make us whole, and it feeds into what I call the “hole 
in the soul syndrome”—a core sense of insufficiency leading to 
feelings of emptiness, neediness, and self-reproach. Because of 
these feelings, we look for a partner to fill in the holes.

The grand irony is that the very sense of neediness that 
drives us to seek out love is exactly what will impede love from 
blossoming. Authentic love is attracted by those who desire it 
and is repelled by those who need it. Wanting connotes 
sufficiency and desire; needing connotes insufficiency and 
dependency. I need creates a vacuum effect that forces you to 
clutch, grab, cling, and consume; I want creates an openness 
that enables you to explore, consider, and shape the 
relationship you desire. It is only when you operate from the 
basis of being a whole person that you can find love based on 
want and not on need.

Victoria was raised in a household rich in luxury but 
devoid of affection. Her father was a very successful



You are the one who establishes the 

model of how others relate to you.

international business mogul who spent most of his time 
flying from one meeting to another, while her mother was 
preoccupied with her various charity events and social 
engagements. As a child, Victoria deeply longed for someone 
to notice her and lavish her with the attention she craved. She 
spent long hours alone in her bedroom, constructing 
elaborate fantasies about a famous musician who would write 
beautiful ballads declaring his undying love for her. She 
dreamed he would marry her and rescue her from her 
loneliness. She thought that once she found her beloved, she 
would no longer feel so empty and would finally be happy.

As an adult, Victoria went from relationship to 
relationship, never able to find that idealized person who 
could quench her deep need for love. Her suitors stayed for 
brief periods but left with the same complaint: nothing they 
did ever seemed to be enough. Victoria was trapped in a cycle 
of seeking others to fill the hole in her soul. She became like 
an endless pit, insatiably draining her partners of their energy 
and vitality until they finally left, depleted. She would then 
immediately seek out another unsuspecting soul with whom 
she could repeat her pattern.

If you have personal development work to do in the area of 
self-love, as Victoria did, finding someone to love you is like 
trying to fill up a tank that has a hole in the bottom. No one 
can ever completely fill you up, because the leak will always 
create more need. No matter how much adoration, attention, 
and emotional support someone gives you, you will always 
need more—and more and more—because the love you 
receive from another can never replace the love you need to 
give yourself.

We Teach Others How to Love Us

If there is one basic law about the energy of love, it is this:



The laws of 
energy and 
attraction are
impossible to 
circumvent.

How you perceive and treat yourself is exactly how 
others will perceive and treat you. Every day you 
unconsciously show and tell people how to treat 
you without ever uttering a word. Since you are 
your own primary caretaker, others look to you 
for guidance on how much love you require. You 
give them the cues; you dictate how people speak 
to you, how they treat you, what they think of 
you, and what they expect from you. Whether 
you are conscious of doing this or not, you are the 
one who establishes the model of how others 
relate to you.

Ariella was a striking and tastefully dressed woman in her 
late thirties who came to me because she was, as she described 
herself, “cursed” when it came to relationships. When I 
suggested to Ariella that perhaps she was unconsciously 
manifesting her situations, she balked and waved my 
suggestion away. She insisted that her circumstances were a 
result of bad luck, so I sat back and asked her to tell me her 
story.

Ariella rarely dated, and when she did it was with either 
unavailable or inappropriate partners. She dated married 
men who could only give her scraps of time, men who were 
much younger and immature, or men who needed care
taking—chemically dependent, in need of mothering, or 
trapped in emotional adolescence. Ariella relayed her tales of 
woe, complaining that fate did not want her to be happy or to 
find that special someone to love. She ended by declaring, “I 
guess I’ll just be alone forever.”

I asked Ariella some basic questions about herself, and 
almost immediately some core truths began to emerge.
Ariella worked as a buyer for an upscale clothing boutique, a 
job that bored her; she stayed there because she didn’t believe 
she could find a better position. She admitted that for a long 
time she had wanted to go to design school, but she had never 
taken the steps to make it happen. She rushed from one 
obligation to another and made little time for herself. She 
existed on diet soda, prepackaged food, and huge amounts of 
coffee, and she rarely engaged in any physical activity. In



short, Ariella provided little to no nurturing for herself.
Ariella was surprised when I pointed out that the way she 

treated herself—with neglect, disrespect, and unkindness— 
was mirroring the way she was being treated by the men in her 
life. She never had to communicate how little she thought of 
herself; her self-concept was evident in her behavior. Her 
partners were simply responding to her message of how she 
should be treated.

Fulfilling the Self-Fulfilling Prophecy

I sensed that Ariella was starting to open up to this 
concept so I continued. I explained that our internal beliefs 
have two effects: first, they dictate our behavior, and second, 
they create an expectation in our own minds of how we 
deserve to be treated. Our behavior projects out to others, 
becoming the model of how to treat us; our unconscious 
expectation is transmitted on a more subtle level but with no 
less impact. Others respond to the model we project and the 
expectations we transmit; the result validates and reinforces 
our original belief.

In Ariella’s case, the cycle worked like this: Ariella had an 
unconscious belief about herself (I am not important). That 
belief dictated her behavior (I need not treat myself as special) 
and her expectation of how she deserved to be treated (I will 
not be treated by anyone else as special). Her behavior 
showed her partners how to treat her (I treat myself as 
unimportant, so you should also) and transmitted her 
expectations (I do not deserve or expect to be treated 
specially). As a result, she was not treated with respect, honor, 
or importance; her original negative belief was validated and 
reinforced. As Ariella discovered, the laws of energy and 
attraction are impossible to circumvent. What you believe 
about yourself is projected outward into the world and 
becomes manifested in your relationships.

This essential piece of information was the key that 
unlocked Ariella’s pattern of self-disdain and neglect. It 
allowed her to see that she needed to start with herself—to 
develop her own feelings of love and respect for herself before 
she could expect others to love and respect her.



Tools for Developing Self-Love

themselves is a lifelong process. It 
doesn’t happen overnight or with

belief, behavior expectation, and 
result can be broken as soon as you 
become aware of it and adjust your 
beliefs about yourself.

This is not an easy concept to 
embrace, since it means accepting 
responsibility for what happens to 
you and who you attract into your 
life. Fortunately, the pattern of

For most people, learning to love

i r  . i ithe wave of a magic wand; rather, it 
needs to be developed and practiced
daily, much as if you were learning a new sport. You need to 
learn the movements and then practice them again and again 
until they become as natural to you as breathing. Part of the 
beauty of living is that each person is given a lifetime to 
practice self-love.

You don’t need to fully master self-love before you love 
another, but you do need to be actively on the path. There are 
countless resources you can turn to for guidance and 
encouragement; we are fortunate to live in a world and a time 
that encourages personal growth and self-awareness.

Loving yourself seems unspecific and abstract, so start by 
doing concrete tasks. For instance, each night write a list of 
“pats on the back.” The list should start with the word “I” and 
list your accomplishments throughout the day. The items can 
be as minor as standing up to the dry cleaner when he ruined 
your favorite sweater, completing a project you delayed, or 
making a great pot of coffee; even small accomplishments can 
go a long way toward showing you your value. The purpose of 
this list is to shine your mental spotlight on the positive 
aspects to circumvent the automatic focus on the negative. In 
our workshops we say, “Ten acknowledgments a day keeps the 
‘beat-ups’ away.” It takes 21 repetitions of an action for it to 
become habitual; therefore, if you do this for 21 days in a row,



you should notice a marked 
improvement in your level of self- 
confidence and self-perception.
Your mind will no longer 
automatically seize upon all that you 
do wrong, but will instead shift over 
to what you, in fact, do right!

Another tool to create a context 
of self-care is the act of nurturing. 
This requires that you care for your 
relationship with yourself just as you 
would a relationship with a dear 
friend or loved one. Nurturing is a 
demonstration to yourself, from 
yourself, that you matter and that 
you are worth the expense of time, 

energy, effort, or money. Make a list of things that recharge 
and rejuvenate you; this can be anything from sensory 
pleasures to physical activity to spiritual practices that renew 
you. List only things that make you feel special. Things like 
watching the sunset, taking a bubble bath, having a massage, 
spending a day in bed when you’re not sick, going biking, 
having coffee with a friend, eating a delicious treat, burning 
your favorite scented candle, meditating, or listening to your 
favorite music.

Choose at least one nurturing act per day and do it, even if 
you initially have to coax yourself. Soon you will learn to 
absorb nurturing, and the process of choosing and doing things 
on your list will become one of the highlights of your day.

Start with yourself. You have today. You have yourself.
You have what it takes to love yourself. Start showing yourself 
and others how you should be treated, and soon you will 
understand the meaning of true, unconditional, and authentic 
love. From there, the wonderful experience of loving and 
being loved by another will be like a miraculous gift.

It matters not what tools you use to build your sense of 
self-worth. What matters is that you put forth the time and 
energy to learn to love the one person who will absolutely be 
with you for the rest of your life—yourself. ■
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to See
He took his own life and then “told” me why. 

Now my relationships and my teaching are no 

lonaer the same—love has taken over.

I met Ray in a hero’s journey workshop I facilitated at a Unity 
church in Columbus, Ohio. Ray was a quiet member of the 

workshop, sharing only sporadically (usually when we broke into smaller 
groups), but he was a gentle and reliable presence. Or so he was for the 
first four weeks of this eight-week class. Suddenly, from the secretary in 
the church office, I learned that Ray had taken his own life in his small 
apartment near the church. He had shot himself, and he had left no note. 
The finality of it was flattening.

Like nearly everyone else at the church who’d known him, I was 
stunned—and full of regrets. I recalled the few times we’d chatted before 
class, the seemingly banal topics we’d covered. Had I missed obvious 
signs of distress? Had I simply been too busy or preoccupied to notice a 
man’s soul was in turmoil? I quickly found out that the ministers of the 
church were asking themselves the same painful questions. Like so many 
suicides, Ray’s came quickly and quietly, without warning, reminding us 
how deadly serious despair can be.



Ray’s presence was badly missed in the workshop. Those 
who’d been with him in small-group sessions recalled vividly 
the stories he told of his personal hero’s journey, taking him 
through alcoholism, homelessness, and back again. Why 
couldn’t he survive these seemingly easier times? they 
wondered. If Ray had felt a sadness deep enough to prompt 
suicide, he concealed it well—or we had simply, tragically, 
missed it. This failure to see is what disturbed my heart for 
many nights afterward, until Ray himself helped give it rest.

A Dream of Assurance and Guidance

One night, perhaps a week after Ray’s death, I had a 
dream. Dreams are a frequent channel of guidance for me, so 
I have learned to pay them close attention. This one required 
little scrutiny. In it, I was coming home to a large, 
comfortable-looking house with a spacious wraparound 
porch. Stepping up onto the porch, I went directly to a 
mailbox hanging by the front door. I retrieved from it a worn 
and tattered letter that looked like it had traveled a great 
distance. Both the envelope and the letter inside were 
handwritten, in a simple, printed style like a child’s. The 
message said simply, “It was just too hard,” and it was 
signed “Ray.”

There are always many to doubt the miracles in our lives. 
I’ve been told my dream was a figment of my imagination, a 
grief delusion, and a compensatory outpicturing of my 
subconscious mind. I have no doubt whatsoever that I 
experienced a direct communication from Ray, across 
whatever thin veil of perception divides us from those who’ve 
left this physical plane. I know this message was a statement 
of truth about Ray’s soul at the time of his death—life simply 
does get too hard sometimes—and a transcendent gesture of 
comfort from a generous universe, a gesture in which Ray 
himself took part. I know, in other words, that it was a gift of 
grace, the word we use for the deep mystery of divine love, 
which transcends all human approximations.

How can I be certain the experience was real? I know by 
its fruits, as Jesus advised—by the deep and spontaneous 
gratitude, peace, and awe that filled me. These are the
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footprints of God, unmistakable evidence of God’s movement 
through our lives. I know by the great comfort and by the 
lessons which the experience has brought me and which I 
draw upon now in every class I teach. What I learned from 
the experience changed forever the way I teach, the spirit I 
bring to my teaching, and the responsibility I feel in it.

Be Here Now

This experience taught me that simply being present—to 
the moment and to each student in my class—is my primary 
responsibility as a teacher. Being present to my students 
means having my ego under control, my own needs out of the 
way, and my antenna up. Since I can’t always guess the state of 
another soul by the evidence of my senses (and surely Ray 
taught me this), I must develop and use my intuition. 
Whenever I begin a class now, I try to consciously “scope out” 
the room, taking a good look around and making contact with 
everyone there. Sometimes an awareness will flash into mind 
as I scan a room—this one is shy, that one is in turmoil, the 
young woman by the door is feeling angry—and I will have a 
better idea how to help. As a teacher, it is my obligation to be 
open to my students, and receptive to and about them.

My ego must be under control also in its intellectual 
aspect. A potential pitfall for all teachers is to begin to think 
that the knowledge they have and the material they are 
presenting are the most important parts of their teaching. It is 
not. The most important part of any teaching, any ministry, 
any activity of service is to be a channel for the flow of Spirit 
in all its qualities—love, peace, joy, wisdom, strength—and to 
inspire and support others in their own channeling of these 
gifts. However many books I’ve read, facts I’ve learned, or 
degrees I’ve earned, they are nothing if I am not squarely 
centered in love. Being centered in love is always more 
important than giving information.

“And if I have prophetic powers, and understand all 
mysteries and all knowledge, and if I have all faith, so as to 
remove mountains, but do not have love, I am nothing”
(1 Cor. 13:2).

Being present also means being present to Spirit. This
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means doing the inner work I need to do to stay “plugged 
into” the spiritual resources within me. Mother Teresa 
(borrowing from St. Augustine) used to tell her sisters, “Fill 
yourselves first, and then only will you be able to give to 
others.” It is my responsibility as a teacher to maintain my 
spiritual practices—my meditation, prayer work, stress 
control, self-nurturing—so that I have something to give my 
students. If I do not, I bring them an empty vessel. When I 
do maintain these practices, I have all I need, and more. The 
resources of God are unlimited.

Recognizing My Personal Limits

Sometimes, even when I am being present and receptive, I 
may fail to pick up on a distress call and miss an opportunity 
to serve in a significant way. I must remember at such times 
that God always provides more opportunities, both to me and 
to my students, that this is the nature of the abundant 
universe we live in. I must take what lessons I can from the 
experience—then release it in peace and move on. If I 
condemn myself, I diminish my ability to serve again. I know 
now for a certainty that the universe does not intend us to lay 
burdens of guilt upon ourselves for what we feel we have 
done, or have failed to do. In fact, the universe will try to 
gently nudge or push us out of this stance, if we should take it. 
We are meant to seize the gifts of the moment, whatever they 
are and however they have come, and keep stepping forward 
in faith.

As a teacher, I must know it is a form of egotism to take on 
such responsibility for others’ welfare that I think I can “fix” 
or “save” them. What arrogance it is to think I could! 
Certainly I can strive to be a healing influence, an inspiring 
speaker, a compassionate friend, a wise counselor—but I 
cannot save anyone. Only God can guide the evolution of 
a soul.

Recognizing the Limitlessness of God

Above all, the experience reminded me that if I am 
personally limited, God is not. Whoever we are, wherever we 
are, we are always in God, always in direct contact with a
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generous and benign creative energy, whether we are aware of 
it or not. No one is beyond the reach of this energy—even 
when he or she has gone beyond the range of our senses. By 
holding firmly in mind my students’ direct link to all the 
healing and life-transforming power of God, no matter where 
they are, I am able to resist overresponsibility for them better.
I am also able to sustain myself better when I feel I have fallen 
short. What great comfort comes from truly knowing that 
God is with every one of us, always, even in times of darkness, 
even beyond death!

The reach of divine love is boundless. It is all- 
encompassing. It is transcendent and eternal—at the same 
time it is immediate and practical. It is principle—it is also 
deeply personal. It is both general and specific. What an 
amazing, abiding love it is that is available to all equally, to 
each uniquely!

Who, then, is the teacher and who the student? I know 
that the teaching I do now is different from what I did before. 
Its spirit has changed— my spirit has changed—and the 
movement of the spirit of this experience through my life has 
had everything to do with that.

Here is the prayer this experience has taught me to pray 
before every class I teach:

“Use me, Blessed Spirit. Make me Your eyes, mouth, 
hands, and feet at work in the world this day. Enable me to be 
present to those I serve. Help me to see and hear them well. 
Help me, especially, not to overlook those in quiet need, who 
may be feeling the pain of loneliness, loss, or desperation. 
Make me a channel of Your love for all those You bring near. 
And above all, let me not forget that it is You who do the 
work, that Your energy is unfailing, and that Your limitless, 
unconditional love whether asked for or not extends 
everywhere—into both visible and invisible places.” ■



Her sim ple realization led to  
life-changing lessons and 

w onderfu l surprises. H ere ’s w ha t 
can happen w hen w e s ta rt
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Traveling With Spirit

Long before we m ade the decision  to becom e fu ll-tim e  

RVers, I had a revelation that w ould  eventually becom e the 

undergirding principle o f  our present lifestyle. In the course  

o f  our m any travels, I had on occasion found m yself driving at 

night on an unfam iliar, unlit, tw o-lane, w ind ing road. O ften  

on ly  able to use m y low  beam s due to oncom ing traffic, it was 

difficult to d istinguish  the curves until I was upon them , and I 

w ould  feel the apprehension m ounting  as I searched the road  

ahead, trying to determ ine w hich way it was going to bend.
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On one such occasion after driving 
in an anxious state for an extended 
time, I decided that instead of straining 
to see down the road, I would focus my 
vision just in front of my vehicle and on 
the solid white line along the shoulder. 
To my immediate relief, I found I could 
drive in that manner seeing exactly 
what I needed in time to negotiate any 
twists and turns in the road.

Then, in a sudden revelation, it 
occurred to me: This is exactly how I 
am supposed to live life! I am to stay 
focused on that solid, unbroken line, 
attending only to the present moment 
to what is right in front of me. This is 
what Jesus wanted me to understand 
when He said: “So do not be anxious 
about tomorrow; tomorrow will look 
after itself. Each day has troubles 
enough of its own” (Mt. 6:34 NEB). Of 
course receiving a revelation and 
responding to its truth in the way I live 
my life are two different things. But 
three years ago my husband and I came 
to a critical juncture in our lives— 
mentally, physically, and spiritually— 
and made a decision and commitment 
to base our lives on Jesus’ injunction to 
“Strive first for the kingdom of God 
and his righteousness [that solid, 
unbroken line], and all these things will 
be given to you as well” (Mt. 6:33). 
Little did we know as we headed down 
the road in our trailer what wonderful 
surprises and life-changing lessons lay 
in store for us when we decided to 
travel with Spirit.
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Turning Over the Wheel

As with anything new, I had a lot to learn. Transferring 
old modus operandi to my new lifestyle was not the way to go, 
and Spirit put up a signpost in front of every wrong turn I 
attempted to make. I had always prided myself on planning 
ahead and being organized, and I set out trying to do that in 
my new life. I quickly found that I was wasting an excessive 
amount of time making and adjusting plans and reservations, 
trying to assure that we had a spot to park or a sight to see.

As I talked with seasoned RVers, I learned that most of 
them seldom made detailed plans, leaving themselves free to 
go where Spirit led—which was one of our professed reasons 
for what we were doing. After a particularly frustrating and 
time-consuming series of phone calls one day, it became very 
clear to me that this was not how I envisioned spending my 
freedom. And so, I went back to our trailer, lay down on the 
bed, and turned over the scheduling to God. From then on, 
everything fell into place effortlessly.

Even when it came to acting on our dream to build houses 
with Habitat for Humanity or help at disaster sites, Spirit put 
on the brakes, showing me that first I needed to slow down, 
rest, allow myself a transition time, and let the vision we were 
given evolve in its own way and time-—not mine. Through 
regular meditation, I began to relinquish my will, to “wait for 
the Lord” (Is. 40:31) and renew my strength, to accept that 
indeed “there is a season, and a time for every matter under 
heaven” (Eccl. 3:1). Only then was I ready to let Spirit do the 
driving.

The Life We Never Could Have Imagined

What an incredible ride we’ve been on! Each road we have 
gone down has led naturally to the next. The signs were
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always so clear; there was no mistaking them. In an 18-month 
period, we participated in three Habitat for Humanity blitz 
builds (building a number of houses in one week); spent two 
months in Birmingham, Alabama, doing clean-up and 
recovery work after the devastating tornado there; were led to 
Spencer, South Dakota, to help with the distribution of food, 
clothing, and household goods after the tornado that wiped 
out that little town of 300; and ended up repairing range 
fences in South Dakota with members of the Lutheran Church 
to give help and hope to farmers and ranchers hard hit by the 
previous winter’s blizzards. The following spring we returned 
to Birmingham to build homes with Habitat for tornado 
survivors and to participate in the anniversary celebrations of 
that city’s remarkable recovery.

If we ever had doubts about letting Spirit map our 
itinerary, those eighteen months erased them. Spirit 
continually instructed us in the midst of our experiences. We 
were shown that we are only responsible for doing our part, 
and this enabled us to pace ourselves and give ourselves 
permission to take a day off when we needed rest—both 
physical and emotional. We also learned humbling lessons 
about the importance of receiving—even from people who 
have lost everything. And, as we remained attuned to Spirit’s 
guidance, we became sensitive to when it was time to move 
on.

How different our attitude and approach to situations have 
become as we have grown in our ability to follow Spirit’s 
directions rather than our own. At one blitz build, we allowed 
ourselves to be used as facilitators rather than doers and 
derived deep gratification from helping first-timers experience 
the satisfaction of putting into practice the “theology of the 
hammer,” as Habitat founder Millard Fuller expresses it.

We have learned to recognize our limitations as well.
Though we were selected to participate in the Jimmy Carter
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Work Project (a thrill for any Habitat volunteer) in Houston, 
Texas, we admitted that we do not hold up well in extreme 
heat and humidity. Since our mission is to build homes for 
God’s children, we acknowledged that no one home is any 
more important than another. As a consequence, instead of 
going to Houston we chose to work at a small blitz build in 
Regina, Saskatchewan, where both the weather and the size of 
the project were more suited to our physical needs and 
personalities. These invaluable lessons have enabled us to 
become better instruments of God’s love.

Twists and Turns

Spirit has not only guided us in the endeavors we had 
initially envisioned, but we have also been taken in directions 
we didn’t anticipate. For one thing, we have begun writing.
For me, this is not surprising because I am a former English 
teacher and writing has always been my creative outlet. But 
for my husband, the mechanics of English have always been 
his Achilles’ heel. Yet, to my great surprise, after twenty years 
of marriage I discovered that one of his lifelong dreams was to 
write a novel—just for himself. The end result is that Larry’s 
book is now in the hands of a literary agent, and I have been 
privileged to contribute to Unity Magazine, which is a major 
spiritual resource for me. I have also made progress on my 
book, chronicling what we have observed about the strength 
of the human spirit through our service work and the deep 
satisfaction that is derived from serving others.

There have been times, however, when I have felt 
conflicted about the great amount of time and energy our 
writing has siphoned from our perceived mission. But I 
relinquish these feelings when I remind myself that God has 
placed the desire to write in our hearts for a purpose, even 
though we do not yet see it. Perhaps we are meant not only to 
be doers, but also sharers.
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Another happy surprise for us has been the opportunity to 
become members of various communities. Though Larry and 
I moved regularly because of job changes, we always quickly 
became involved in a church fellowship and in our 
neighborhood. We wondered if our need for community 
would be met in our roving lifestyle. But as it has turned out, 
our involvement and extended stays in a number of places 
have resulted in our being embraced by those communities 
and warmly received whenever we return. The truth is, we 
have discovered, that when we travel with Spirit we are at 
home wherever we are.

Provisions for the Road

Carol Tebo and 
her husband 
Larry are full
time RVers. Carol 
is working on a 
book chronicling 
what they have 
learned about the 
human spirit 
while building 
homes with 
Habitat for 
Humanity and 
responding to 
natural disasters.

Not surprisingly, financial issues were our greatest concern 
when we embarked on this journey. But time and again I have 
been amazed how a means to meet every need has been 
provided—without strain, fret, or plea. Sometimes it has come 
in the way of a gift or donation, in an opportunity to 
work or as compensation for writing, and at other times 
as the result of the thoughtfulness of others.

For example, our daughter, who is also a writer, knew 
we would be encountering limitations trying to complete 
our books on our portable word processor. When she 
and our son-in-law upgraded their computers, they 
made a gift to us of their computer and a printer. I was 
both grateful and delighted. But then, I began lying 
awake at night trying to figure out where I was going to 
set it up in our trailer. After the second night of tossing 
and turning, I said: “God, you provided the computer.
I’m going to trust you to provide a place to use it.”

When we arrived at our winter campground, I asked 
the manager if there was a secure place that I might set up 
my computer. After a few minutes of thought, he offered 
me use of the sales office which is closed in winter. I had a 
banquet table to spread out my materials on, a window to 
look out at the woods, and even a private telephone line 
we could use—a luxury for us! In addition, arrangements 
were made for Larry to work part-time to cover our long-
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term stay. To top it off, the campsite I had been envisioning 
staying on had been vacated just a couple hours before our 
arrival. When such things happen, I am no longer surprised but 
I am still definitely in awe.

Enjoying the Ride

Our increasing trust in God’s provision has allowed us to 
meet with equanimity circumstances that heretofore would 
have caused us many sleepless nights. We have learned that 
when we remain focused on that solid line, life is much easier 
to navigate, even when it takes unanticipated twists and turns. 
And since we cannot negotiate a turn until we are upon it, we 
have decided we may as well conserve our energy for when it’s 
really needed. We are learning to relax into our journey with 
no reservations, no preconceived notions or guarantees of 
what lies around the bend. We are focusing on the unbroken 
line and enjoying the ride! ■





What would it do to your relationship 

with God to yearn for God as you 

yearn for your loved one? Can you 

imagine having that close and loving a 

connection to God?

How many of you 

have literally been 

knocked off 

your horse by 

the power of 

od? I 

suspect not 

^many. Yet I think

that many of us are 

unconsciously waiting for God to 

get our attention in some physical way, to

actually set us down in a chair, stare directly 

into our eyes, and say:

“Pay attention!

This is important!”
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Many mystics refer 
to God as their Beloved.

We’d like God to come to us each day and say, “Time to 
pray!” That way we’d be sure to get our spiritual practice 
“done.” Unfortunately, we miss the mark by thinking this way. 
God can’t come to us because God has never left us. As Alfred 
Lord Tennyson put it, “Closer is He than breathing, and 
nearer than hands and feet.” God doesn’t force us to pray; we 
can choose how we live each moment. The bottom line is this: 
Our relationship with God is our responsibility. It is the most 
important responsibility we have.

Intimacy With God

How do we fulfill our spiritual responsibility? By 
developing an intimate relationship with God, one to One. In 
guided meditation, some leaders encourage us to breathe in 
God’s life, love, or peace. I like this visualization because it 
helps me to relax and become open to God’s guidance. I 
wonder, as my focus centers on God’s presence within me, am 
I breathing in or is God breathing me?

I believe that God is ultimately in charge of our lives, yet I 
am resolved that it is up to us to allow God the opportunity to 
work through us. It’s hard for us to hear the still, small voice 
that whispers, “I love you. You are My beloved,” while our 
attention is flitting from thought to thought without a mental 
breath between. The gift of a spiritual practice is that it grants 
us the pauses, the breaths, between thoughts that allow God’s 
soothing whispers to be heard. This is why different traditions 
agree on the need for a spiritual practice. It is how we develop 
our intimate relationship with God.

When we fall in love, we try to spend as much time with 
the objects of our affection as possible. We listen with



heightened attention to their words, noticing each nuance and 
inflection. We hope for their call. We look for them in crowds 
as we walk. It is not a coincidence that many mystics refer to 
God as their Beloved.

The 16th century Indian poetess and saint, Mirabai, 
proclaimed, “All-pervading One, I am dyed in Your colour. 
When other women’s sweethearts live in foreign lands, they 
write letter after letter. But my Beloved lives in my heart, so I 
sing (happily) day and night.” What would it do to your 
relationship with God to yearn for God as you yearn for your 
loved one? Can you imagine having that close and loving a 
connection to God?

The key is to realize that tim e spent 

in prayer clears up the stress and 

confusion that often accom pany us.

Ecstasy Is Not Unattainable

There is a wonderful sculpture by the 17th century artist 
Bernini entitled the Ecstasy of St. Teresa. It is in a side chapel 
in Santa Maria della Vittoria in Rome. I was graced with the 
opportunity to see this marvelous work. Teresa was a 16th 
century Carmelite nun who reformed her convent from a 
place for girls with wealthy dowries to a place of prayer, 
contemplation, and seclusion. In Bernini’s sculpture, she is 
seated yet leaning back in a hallowed swoon. An angel gently 
holds her cloak in one hand while his other upheld hand 
holds the arrow used to pierce her with divine fire. Teresa’s 
face is so lifelike and appears so soft that you would swear she 
is breathing. The folds of her garment appear too realistic to 
be made of hard stone. The overall effect is one that 
transports you into the sculpture so that you, too, feel the 
effect of the arrow’s pierce and your breath is taken away.



Teresa’s devotion to Jesus was intense, to the point that she 
experienced ecstatic visions in which Christ spoke to her and 
sometimes appeared to her. Bernini’s sculpture is based on 
Teresa’s description of a vision she had at the age of forty-four 
when God sent an angel to open her heart.

“I saw in his hand a long spear of gold, and at the iron’s 
point there seemed to be a little fire. He appeared to be 
thrusting it at times into my heart... when he drew it out, he 
... [left] me all on fire with a great love of God. The pain was 
so great that it made me moan; and yet so surpassing was the 
sweetness of this excessive pain that I could not wish to be rid 
of it. The soul is satisfied now with nothing less than God. 
The pain is not bodily, but spiritual.... It is a caressing of love 
so sweet which now takes place between the soul and God.”

Despite her special gifts, for about twenty years even 
Teresa struggled with spending time in prayer. She would 
look with anticipation to the clock striking the end of her 
prayer time. However, she never gave up her practice.

What would her life have been like had she not been in a 
convent with prescribed times of prayer? Would she be like 
the rest of us who don’t seem to find the time on a daily basis 
to pray? Maybe this very situation is why houses of religious 
retreat and study have such tight schedules. They are set up to 
guide the seekers into a pattern of spiritual discipline. The 
constant repetition of a schedule imprints itself upon us and 
eventually our bodies respond automatically. The pattern 
takes over. Just consider how you go about brushing your 
teeth. Do you even think about it anymore? When you forget 
to perform this act, something seems awry. There is a nagging 
feeling that something is missing. A habit of spiritual practice 
sets up the same nagging feeling when you decide to skip 
your rituals.

Set Up Your Monastery

During this time of Lent, our focus is heightened on 
cleansing ourselves of spiritual impurities and realizing our 
Beloved to a greater degree. What a perfect time to set up our 
own monastery schedule! What can you commit to and stick 
to while still fulfilling your daily obligations to family and



Commit to deepening 
your relationship 
with your Beloved.
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work? This is what overwhelms us. How do we fit one more 
thing into an already crowded schedule? The key is to realize 
that time spent in prayer clears up the stress and confusion 
that often accompany us. By creating a niche of time for God, 
we paradoxically create more time in our lives to accomplish 
our other tasks.

During the course of our days, we often spend hours 
mulling over decisions. But when we pray and meditate, our 
decisions become clear. The energy we used to spend in worry 
is now preserved and available for productive use. We 
accomplish more with a positive outlook.

I find that prayer time helps me to write my articles. It 
gives me a clearer focus on what I want to say, what I should 
leave out, and how I want to present my point. Without 
prayer, I fumble for words, write twice as much as I need, and 
throw away most paragraphs. There is no focus, no 
inspiration to guide me. My deadline looms, but I am lost in a 
maze of ideas and words. Inspiration is the map that gets me 
out of the maze quickly.

Look around your life for moments that you can offer to 
God. Can you commit to starting and ending your day with 
ten minutes of prayer? Maybe you can agree to pause for a few 
moments at every hour to give thanks for God’s presence in 
your life. Use your waits at red lights and in grocery lines to 
bless those around you. Repeat denials while washing the 
dishes and affirmations while rinsing them. Chant, “God is 
with me,” as you hurry from one place to another.

Choose whatever seems to fit best into your schedule, and 
don’t be afraid to have fun with this. Sprinkle sparkly 
confetti on your bureau to remind you of God’s abundance. 
Whatever you decide, agree to make it a pattern in your life.



Commit to deepening your relationship with your Beloved. 
God awaits our call like a patient suitor. It is up to us to open 
the door and say, “Come in!” ■



pray with
Silent Unity

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 
a quiet moment 
of prayer and 
reflection.

One of our greatest blessings is to be able to 
take time and turn to God in prayer. As we sit in 
quiet contemplation of God’s presence, we pray 
with joy and appreciation:

I give thanks, dear God, 
that every day is a new beginning. My heart 

is filled with gratitude, 
and I accept each opportunity to learn and 

grow, to heal and be renewed.

Each day provides a new opportunity to 
experience God in all creation. Just as spring is a 
time for renewal in nature, each day is an 
opportunity for spiritual renewal as we dwell in 
an awareness of God’s presence. Let us quiet our 
thoughts and enter the silence, our secret 
sanctuary of peace, so that we can experience 
our oneness with God.

Dear God, we feel Your presence permeating 
our beings. We are calm ... relaxed ... floating in 
a sea of tranquility. We feel such serenity as we 
realize our oneness with You, God.

We see Your guiding hand in every aspect of 
nature. With our mind’s eye, we see buds 
forming on trees and flowers blooming. We see 
how You guide the spirit of life into expression. 
We know You guide us as well to the highest 
expression of that which we are meant to be.



In Your presence, dear God, we gain clarity of mind and 
purpose. As we follow Your guiding light, we are divinely led—-we 
fully blossom.

In our sacred oneness, we know the path before us leads to joy, 
glory, and fulfillment.

In this awareness, we pause in Your light...
The renewal of spring reminds us of the renewal that 

continually takes place in ourselves as we reflect on our true 
identities as Your children, dear God. Our true essence is divine, 
and divine life flows continually throughout our entire beings. In 
truth we are whole and complete in every way.

God, as we recognize and affirm our divine heritage, we are 
revitalized. You have so lovingly created us, and Your spirit resides 
in us as a powerful healing presence. Vibrant health is ours through 
our union with You, dear God.

We relax ... we feel Your life surging through us as we rest in 
Your presence ... Springtime also allows us to see the way in which 
You provide abundantly for all creation. Like Jesus, we consider the 
birds of the air and the lilies of the field. They have all that they 
need through Your goodness, and so do we.

Dear God, Your abundance is such a wonderful gift. In Your 
presence, we feel Your all-providing love and we see everything we 
need.

We feel loved as we think of how much You give from Your 
perpetual supply of good.

We thank You, dear God, as we pray...
In this sacred time of prayer, we have reflected on God’s all

providing love that enriches our lives. In our renewed awareness of 
this presence of God, we express our love and gratitude. ■

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.



A deep and peaceful sleep came to her for the 

first time in a long time. It was the beginning of 

a healing journey that would change her life 

forever. It began with

In 1975,1 was diagnosed with lupus, a chronic
autoimmune disease that is incurable and often fatal. 
Because of the severity of my symptoms and the 

progression of the disease, my doctor told me that I might live 
only five more years.

I recall thinking at the time, Could this really be happening 
to me? I felt totally disoriented, surprised, and confused. My 
“perfect” life was being ripped away from me. Very soon after 
the diagnosis, I lost my marriage, my home, most of my 
material possessions, and my nursing career. My life lay in 
shambles.

As I visualized the path before me, I could see only 
darkness and devastation. My entire body was engulfed with 
wrenching pain. I became consumed and paralyzed with fear. 
Like a drowning victim, I felt the current pulling me under.

God

B y  J A N  

LILES

Part of me wanted to be swept away, yet 
another part of me kept struggling to the 
surface—the “mother” part that had been left





with three young children to raise. My children meant more 
to me than life itself. I did not want to leave them motherless.

Looking for God

Now, looking back over twenty-five years, I sometimes 
wonder how I hung on through the early years of my illness. I 
felt so alone and separated from God. I was raised to believe 
that God was not only loving, but also judging and punishing.
I argued with God about my losses, which I regarded as a 
severe punishment.

“Why me?” I asked. What had I done to deserve illness, a 
broken family, and the loss of a career I loved?

The more I argued, the more distant God seemed to be. 
Finally, I sensed that God had disappeared from my life 
altogether. I felt abandoned and alone.

I no longer experienced God’s presence in the church I 
attended, so I decided to explore other settings and churches 
where I might find some answers. This became my “looking 
for God” experience. I later realized it was like trying to find 
your glasses when they were already resting on your nose.

In hindsight, I know now that God never left or 
abandoned me. Nor did God let me fall so far down that I 
could not be lifted again. God’s caring presence was with me 
through every crisis, heartache, and tear, but I still had a long 
path to walk before I came to this realization.

As I was growing up, my parents often reminded me to be 
strong, whatever the situation. I was told to pull myself up by 
the bootstraps anytime things got rough. “Tough it out, Jan,” 
they urged me. “Don’t give up so easily.”

My mom and dad were wonderful parents, passing along 
the lessons of perseverance they had learned. I believed deeply 
in their wisdom, so I always tried hard to make everything 
work out.

Even after I got sick, I continued to strive. I had this 
stubborn determination to be strong, especially for my 
children. I also wanted to be in control of my life, despite an 
illness that had stripped away much of that control.

While attending a church service one Sunday, I heard the 
minister telling the congregation to turn all of their problems



I asked God to come into my 
heart and heal my wounds.

over to God. He promised that God would take care of us if 
we surrendered our burdens.

How does that work? I wondered. Could I really say:
“Here, God, take on all of my problems; I’ll just step back and 
not do anything”? Was that realistic? Wasn’t it expecting too 
much from God? Didn’t God help those who helped 
themselves?

I know now that I simply did not have enough trust in 
God at that moment to release all of my problems. How could 
I trust an unseen God who had abandoned me? How could I 
trust a God who had pulled the rug out from under me?

Before I could learn to trust, I had to accept that I could 
not do everything by myself. No matter how hard I tried, I 
was failing miserably at every attempt to keep my family 
together—physically, emotionally, spiritually, and financially.
I needed help. I needed God.

Surrender

One night, with the world heavy on my shoulders, I got 
down on my knees and prayed to God. I let the tears flow. I 
released the anger, resentment, bitterness, and fear.

I said I was sorry for being such a fool. I admitted that I 
could not handle my burdens alone. I asked God to come into 
my heart and heal my wounds. “I am waving the white flag, 
and I am surrendering my life into your hands,” I said. “I have 
made a mess of my life by being stubborn and willful. I have 
tried to do things my way, and I have failed. Please help me, 
God. Please help me.”

After that prayer, I felt a sense of great humility that I had 
never experienced before. I had surrendered my life to God in 
my weakest, darkest hour of despair. I actually felt a shift in
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the weight of my burdens, and I knew in my heart it was God’s 
power lifting them. Like a small child who, before going out 
to play, gives her mother a tangled skein of yarn to unravel, I 
gave my tangled life to God.

For the first time since my illness had been diagnosed, I 
breathed a sigh of relief. I went to bed that night with a sense 
of knowing. I knew that somehow I was going to make it, that 
my family and I were surely going to be all right. A deep and 
peaceful sleep came to me, a sleep that had been absent a long, 
long time.

A New Journey

That night was the beginning of a journey which would 
change my life forever. It became a journey with God. Every 
day, I sought to know God better.

I discovered a church that held healing services on Sunday 
evenings. A small group of people would gather every week to 
pray and praise God. There were always new faces coming in, 
each one expressing a special need. God brought us together 
to receive a warm smile and a gentle touch while we shared 
songs, our experiences, and prayer.

My life changed during the five years I attended those 
healing services. With my inner focus on God, I saw all of the 
circumstances in my outer world begin to shift. Healing was 
not only occurring in my physical body, but in every area of 
my life. I was able to return to nursing and eventually could 
tolerate full-time work again.

I began to exercise. I ran at a local track where once I 
could barely walk. As I jogged past empty stands, I visualized 
them filled with happy people, standing and applauding me. I 
would smile, and wink at God, giving God all the glory. I was 
becoming a winner in the race called life, and it was God’s 
victory.

My children grew up knowing a kinder, gentler, more 
loving God. It is this loving God they now turn to in their 
times of need.

I have not only survived, I have flourished. Today I am 
married to a man who also has turned his life over to serving 
God. He loves and supports me in every way. I have a full life



with a loving family and a new grandson, who adds joy to my 
life. I am coaching and helping other people who face life- 
threatening illnesses. We always begin our work with prayer.

As for my illness, lupus remains ever present, but it no 
longer has power over my life. I press onward, knowing that 
my trust in God will see me through.

The moment I surrendered my life and my loved ones as 
well as my physical, emotional, and spiritual challenges to 
God, I was lifted 
on eagle’s wings.
Trusting God 
brought me to 
higher ground.
God made the 
path straight so 
that I could walk 
in wholeness
once more.

I know that 
everyone has his 
or her own story, 
for what spiritual 
life is not 
challenged in its 
humanness? Yet, it is in our humanity that we can feel 
separated from God. We often seek the solutions to our 
problems outside of ourselves, yet God always waits patiently 
for us to remember our oneness.

God’s love for us remains faithful and unwavering. God’s 
plan for us contains an abundance of all things necessary for a 
rich, full, and happy life. We need only to trust God 
completely, and God will lead the way out of any trouble.

I know that God’s everlasting love is unconditional, 
whatever our circumstances may be. God is loving, not 
punishing or judging. It is God who gives us the strength, 
wisdom, and courage to face our most powerful foes and win 
our greatest battles. It is God whom we must trust to carry us 
from the depths to the mountaintop. ■
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life is a James Dillet Freeman

Wonder
THE WORLD AND I

Is the world the world before I grind 
Its world-stuff through my mill of mind?

And am I “I” before world folds 
Me round and shapes me to its molds?

The world is what it is because 
I am what I am—that’s one clause— 

And I am I because world is 
The world, each being what is his 

To be, each different and apart 
And yet how closely yoked at heart.

Dear world, sweet partner, you and I, 
A pattern in a pattern fly,

And in this strange emulsion, we 
Become what we have grown to be.

I have been thinking a great deal lately about 
me and the world. So I have collected a few 
thoughts I like and put them together. I have 
often thought how I did not make the world, but 
it is a world I might have made. The Creative 
Spirit built the house, but It built it so that I 
could be at home in it. It is a house I can live in 
and be myself.

A house, I suppose, is not the right word for 
the world. For we think of a house as fixed, and 
the house that is my world is not fixed. The 
Architect who designed it has infinite abilities, 
and the stuff He built it out of is infinitely



adaptable. It expands as I need it to expand and changes form 
as I need it to change form.

It might be best to liken my world to the world of a 
dragonfly—dull, drab, dark as long as I am a grubby thing of 
pond bottoms and muddy shallows, but the sparkling, free, 
limitless sky when I find wings and fly.

When I am the mud crawler, I look at my pond and say, 
“This is the real world.” And so it is.

And when I have found wings, I look at the sky and I say, 
“This is the real world.” And so it is.

I wonder if the nymph crawling at the bottom of its pond 
has any notion it will be more and that there is a world 
beyond its pond. I think it must feel unvoiced stirrings.

For is this not the way it is with you?
Do you not feel there is more in you than all you have 

been? And that there is life before you which you cannot 
dream of or conjecture?

And do you not at times feel that you have lived lives you 
have no memory of and have come to be what you now are by 
ways you cannot trace, but they are written in the core of 
your being?

The world is alive as you are alive.
It is what it is because you are what you are, and you can 

be you because it is what it is.
It grows as you grow.
It changes as you change.
Does this seem hard to believe?
Most of the great truths of life seem hard to believe when 

we first happen on them. That is because life is the work of a 
mind and spirit infinitely beyond anything we can conceive it 
to be.

The belief is that the stuff we are made of is really minute 
particles, which are mere pulsations of energy. These particle- 
pulsations are moving rapidly at relatively vast distances from 
one another, therefore, the solid-looking stuff we are looking 
at is mostly empty space. Is this an easy truth to swallow?

Or even the notion that this flat earth is round?
Or that it is the earth and not the sun which is moving?
Or the belief in God—is this an easy faith to have?



You are alive in a living world that changes and grows as 
you change and grow—such a belief not only makes sense, but 
it makes you make sense, and it makes the world and all the 
events in it which sometimes seem so senseless make sense 
too. Be what the Spirit in you made you to be!

We live in a living world.
Dear reader, do you hear what I am saying?
Your world is not dead.
Your world is not a box with fixed and 

rigid dimensions.
Your world is not constructed like a 

machine and operated on mechanical 
principles.

Your world is alive.
And since it is alive, it is growing.
And since it is growing, all the 

measurements you may make of it and all 
the observations you may observe about it 
and all the limitations you may place on 
it—and on yourself!—will pass away.

It is not that we don’t find truths. We 
do! Glorious, freeing truths! Only they are never the last 
possible truth—the truth that brings truth to an end, the truth 
beyond which there can be no truth.

The universe is alive. To live is to grow, and to grow is to 
become something more.

If we look for static meanings, we may find some, but they 
are merely the truths you have come up to, only truths that 
you will grow into greater truths.

If you do not have a truth that is alive, what kind of truth 
will you have?

We fall in love with a truth, and twenty years later we cry 
out, “They have taken away my truth, and I know not where 
they have laid it.”

The truth has gone nowhere. The truth is still here. But 
when we see it, we do not recognize it. We expect it to look 
just the way it looked twenty years ago, and of course it does 
not look like that any more than we look like what we looked 
like twenty years ago.

The
universe
is alive



Sometimes it is not the truth that has 
changed so much as it is we who have 
changed.

Do you look like you did twenty years 
ago? You may have changed so much that 
friends who knew you then would not 
recognize you if they passed you on the street 
today. At the least, you are wearing new 
clothes.

And do you expect your truth to wear the 
same old clothes forever?

Some truths may look the same for 
hundreds of years. Some may look the same 
for thousands of years. That seems like a 
long time—to you and me. But a day in the 
life of the world—even the life of the earth— 
is not one of our human days. The world 
lives by a different heartbeat.

I have such high regard for truth that I 
refuse to limit it.

Hail, O infinite truth!
Hail, O limitless reality!

I believe that the ultimate truth about the world and about 
you and about me is so great and wonderful that whatever I 
may think it to be, it is yet more!

0  God, my God, whom I love and adore, I pray that I may 
always know that You are more than anything I imagine You 
to be, and yet so close and real that I have only to turn and 
there You are.

1 have only to seek, and I become aware of Your truths.
I have only to cry out, and Your love embraces me.
I have only to be what I am meant to be, and I am one 

with what You are. ■

I have only 

to be what 

lam

meant to be, 

and I am one

with

what You are.

James Dillet Freeman has been part of the Unity movement for over sixty years. He has 
served as Unity School of Christianity’s director of Silent Unity and as first vice president 
of the Board of Trustees. He is currently the School's poet laureate. Jim is the author 
of fourteen books including the most recent, Love Is Strong as Death.



unity Charles Fillmore

Classics
We have proof on every side that through 

our mind we are unified into the one Mind. 
Through the interflowing of mind and Mind we 
act and react on each other, and “no man liveth 
unto himself alone.” By this mind contact we all 
become responsible for the good or bad 
conditions in our neighbors and remotely for 
that of the whole race....

By His acts Jesus taught as many lessons in 
soul unfoldment as by His words. Soul 
unfoldment means the bringing forth of divine 
ideas in the soul or consciousness of humankind 
and the bringing of these ideas into expression 
in the body. Jesus told His disciples that those 
who would become truly great must serve.
Those who have become great have first learned, 
as a matter of course, to serve and in so doing 
have found their own good.

The undisciplined disciples had disputed 
about who should have the higher places in the 
kingdom, who should be the greatest, who 
should sit at the right hand of the Master and 
who at the left. Jesus cited to them the little 
child’s guilelessness and trustfulness and 
willingness to learn. He also showed them the 
difference between divine greatness and the 
human idea of greatness. Finally He told them 
that whoever would be great among them 
should be their minister or servant.... Jesus gave 
His very life in service to the world, and He left 
us an example that we should follow. We should 
be eager to become as unselfishly humble and 
willing to minister to others for their eternal

From 
Mysteries 
of John 
by Charles 
Fillmore



good as He was....
Spiritual consciousness puts all humankind and all things on a 

common level. In the sight of God there is no great, no small. The 
principle of life (that is, God immanent in the universe as the great 
underlying cause of all manifestation) supplies the humble, 
unlearned laborer as fully and as freely as it supplies the most 
cultured person. Those who “p u t ... on ... Christ” (develop a 
consciousness according to the Christ standard) disregard rank 
and title.

Some years ago two humble missionary workers who had been 
in China were received into the home of a wealthy woman in 
America who was interested in foreign missions. When the hour of 
departure came, they walked two blocks to the elevated train to save 
taxi fare. Their hostess, who lived simply and did not even keep an 
automobile, insisted on accompanying them to the station and 
helped them carry their hand baggage. She had given millions to 
the cause of health and education in India and China, yet she was 
completely democratic and simple.

The feet are the willing and patient servants of the body. They 
go all day at the bidding of the mind, and upon them rest many of 
the burdens that result from material thoughts. The more we 
believe in the false importance of matter the greater is the burden 
laid upon our feet and the more tired they become.

By washing the feet of His apostles Jesus denied the race idea of 
matter as all-important and taught the value of service. Even Peter 
(spiritual faith) had to be cleansed of his belief in the seeming 
reality of material conditions. It seems a menial thing to wash 
another’s feet, but Jesus taught and exemplified the willingness of 
divine love to serve in humble ways.

As through His great love Jesus cleansed our understanding, so 
should we cleanse the understanding of our fellows. He delegates to 
His disciples and students of every age and land the power to 
cleanse humankind’s mind of false standards of life. This Christ 
cleansing through love is not only a teaching; it is also a life to be 
lived. ■

Charles Fillmore is cofounder of Unity School of Christianity.



Does your cellular phone run you, or do you 

run your cellular phone? Are the demands of 

your computer more pressing than the call of 

your family? Take time for

©Jon Feingersh/THE STOCK MARKET

The Challenge 
a Techno - relationship s

Silence is getting harder to find. Wherever I 
go, I see people using cellular telephones—in 
airports, in cars, in restaurants. I’ll never forget a 

room-service boy at a hotel in Turkey. He came to 
my room to pick up the dirty dishes, when I heard a 
bell ring. He pulled a small cellular telephone out of 
his pocket and began talking. Don’t you find that 
interesting?

B y  SANDY 
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Stress and Technology

Our technology has created the ability to be constantly in 
touch with one another, whether in the rice paddies of Bali or 
at the Eiffel Tower in Paris. A cellular telephone reaches out 
across the sky, a bell rings on the other side of the globe, and a 
voice from another 
continent, another 
country answers (maybe 
in English, maybe not).

Somehow this 
disturbs me the most in 
restaurants. Two people 
go out, ostensibly to 
socialize, to have some 
time to communicate 
with one another, to 
nourish their bodies as 
well as their 
relationship. The tiny 
phone rings, numerous 
quizzical looks flash 
across the faces of the 
patrons (is that my 
phone?). Suddenly the 
person with the ringing 
cellular phone (that is my phone!) is whisked away from the 
conversation, leaving his or her dinner companion staring off 
into space, trying not to eavesdrop on what could be a private 
conversation. The intimacy is broken. The focus of attention 
has shifted to a voice coming in through the airways—a 
person not present at the table. I cannot see how this builds 
relationships. I am certain that it fragments them, since one 
key to any successful relationship is focused communication.

There is fragmentation inherent in the constant use of 
technology. Have you ever been on the Internet when an 
“Instant Message” comes through? This occurs because 
someone has put you on his or her list of people to have 
instant communication with. The system lets that person 
know when you are actively on the Internet. Now you are to



communicate instantly with the other person while 
simultaneously continuing to do what you were doing in the 
first place. It is attempted concurrent communication, much 
like talking on a cellular telephone to someone while dining 
with another. Effective? I doubt it!

Sometimes I ponder the impact of this on consciousness.
Does this create fragmented 
minds? If so, how do they think? 
In little tiny pieces? I do know 
this: It creates stress on our 
relationships and on our lives in 
general. I hear people 
complaining about cellular phone 
calls, e-mails and beepers, and 
about being constantly available.

People are not 

created to

serve the
The Choice

needs of

technology.

We have a choice about the use 
of our technology. Sometimes I 
turn my telephone off. It is what I 
have come to call a “no-tech day.” 
On such a day I do not even turn 
on my computer, and I turn my 
telephone to “off.” It is the 
uninterrupted time that I use to 

honor my soul, to be dedicated to the Presence, to commune 
with God. Some of my most creative and inspirational ideas 
were born during a “no-tech day.” When all of these devices 
are turned on and in use, I struggle to hear the silence in the 
midst of all those sounds, but not on a “no-tech day.” On 
those days I experience God as beyond words, as “ineffable”
(to use the mystics’ term).

Once I mentioned to a friend that sometimes I turn my 
telephone off. A look of puzzlement crossed her face, a look 
that was as if I had somehow unexpectedly confessed an 
unknown sin. Later she said: “You know, Sandy, some people 
don’t think they have the right to turn their phones off.”

I was amazed! It never occurred to me that anyone felt 
they needed permission to turn off technology. Who said they



Where do you want to focus

had to turn it on in the first place? Technology is created by 
people to serve the needs of society. People are not created to 
serve the needs of technology. This is a very important piece 
of critical thinking to have regarding our technology. It is here 
to serve us. We are not here to serve it.

Consider how much of your energy is spent being in 
constant contact, always reachable, always answering e-mails, 
voice mails, faxes, beepers, and cellular telephones. Not all 
that long ago you had the mail and a telephone—two ways to 
be reached. Now there are at least seven. This merits some 
consideration. Another friend of mine returned from 
vacation to find sixty e-mail messages! The rest and renewal 
received from the vacation began to quickly evaporate.

A certain metaphysical adage says that where thought goes, 
energy flows. Each e-mail, fax, beeper, cellular telephone call, 
regular telephone call, and piece of mail requires energy.



Technology touches us. Our mission is to control how much it 
touches us and to look at the impact the touching has on our 
relationships. We decide how we want to use our 
communication-oriented technology.

The Choice Is Ours

Where do you want to focus your life force, your energy? 
You are in charge of your time and you have the right to turn 
off your telephone and not to turn on your computer. It can’t 
be healthy to be attached to technology twenty-four hours a 
day, seven days a week. A healthy, holistic life has balance and 
a natural rhythm within it. There can be little balance or 
healthy rhythm in a life consumed by machines or electronic 
devices.

Yet perhaps a subtle shift has occurred. Perhaps 
somewhere within this development of technology the 
computer became controller and dictator of our time.
I pray not.

Is technology pushing us away from our relationship with 
God, distracting us from our true purpose? I remember that 
when I first learned to “surf” the Net, I encountered a 
veritable sea of information. One night in the silence after my 
evening prayer, the still small voice said: Sandy... Do you 
really want to spend that much time surfing the Internet? Is that 
how you want to expend your energy? That was the moment of 
spiritual insight when I decided to take back control of my 
precious time. Time from our lives is never replaced or 
refunded.

The Positive Benefits

Surprisingly, I am an advocate of technology. Remember 
the room-service boy in Turkey with the cellular telephone?
In August of 1999 Turkey suffered its greatest earthquake in 
history. Many people were buried under the rubble of 
buildings. Numerous lives were saved because those trapped 
were able to call on their cellular telephones for help. Our 
technology has its blessings. The potential of the Internet is 
incredible. It has catapulted the Information Age into a 
completely new era. And there are good things coming forth



from our technology—things supporting our relationships. 
We can communicate globally very quickly and inexpensively 
with e-mail. I have friends around the world whom I 
communicate with this way. These are relationships that 
might not exist without e-mail.

Perhaps we can look at this technology and see it as the 
tool it is intended to be, and by using such a perspective we 
can still maintain our focus on that persistent spiritual call— 
the call to experience the presence of God.

In 1 Kings, Chapter 19, verses 11 and 12, Scripture points 
the direction to God. The prophet Elijah looks for God in all 
the spectacular events, but instead finds God in the sheer 
silence.

I want to focus my time, my energy, my life force on my 
relationship with God by using our created technology with 
discretion and discernment, by spending some of my time 
with it “on” and some of my time with it “off.” I need my 
time in the quiet, to maintain communications in my most 
precious relationship—the one with my Creator. And I 
prefer to do th a t... in the sheer silence. ■

Sandy Diamond 
is an ordained 
Unity minister, 
creative writer, 
and mandala 
artist. Sandy 
enjoys poetry, 
public speaking, 
and global travel.

“Now there was a great wind, so strong that it 
was splitting mountains and breaking rocks in 
pieces before the Lord, but the Lord was not in 
the wind; and after the wind an earthquake, but 
the Lord was not in the earthquake; and after the 
earthquake a fire, but the Lord was not in the 
fire; and after the fire a sound o f sheer silence.”

—  1 Kings 19:11-12
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Yet if the birds of our mornings take wing, 
Somewhere within we shall still hear them sing.
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Cocreative Participation With. God
«
* M/e'i;e come from the Dark Ages to the Age of 

Enlightenment and scientific inquiry. We’ve come from
' the all-Powerful, priestly class to validating all manner of 
' Personal and collective visions of our Creator. Is it not
* reasonable to expect that the new millennium might 
,  brmg an era which celebrates as much as takes for
9 den ted  our cocreative participation with God? In such 

an age, miracles that provide food and shelter to all 
' eliminate illness and along with physical and emotional
* dlscomfort become commonplace. In the new age, our
* oneness with each other and our Creator becomes 

recognized as indisputable fact.

-Robert C. Hopkins 
Ypsilanti, Michigan

unity magazine 7 3 ..V w a t c h , *  2 Q Q a .
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ive always wondered Thomas Shepherd

About ...

Dear Tom: My biggest “mountain” is 
underemployment and inability to find a full-time, 
permanent job with good pay. I know patience is 
necessary, but should I apply for work when I see
signs saying “help wanted,” or is that attempting to 
force an answer? (My second mountain is the quest 
for a mate.)—JW, Monroe, Mississippi

Dear JW: A high school teacher told me long ago 
that the three greatest quests are to find a life 
faith, lifework, and life mate. You mentioned two 
of them. Patience is necessary, but so is 
receptivity. Be available. When Spirit knocks on 
the door, answer the knock! Your perfect work 
situation/career and ideal mate are out there, 
waiting until the time is right to appear. So, relax. 
Meditate on how you are totally within the flow 
of Divine Order, now. See God’s currents of life 
rushing like a swift-running stream, carrying you 
upon refreshing, clear waters toward your 
inexorable good. In fact, I invite everyone 
reading this column to take a moment now and 
prayerfully see you (and themselves) as the 
perfect children of God, going forward to your 
highest good. When your good comes along— 
soon!—write and tell me.

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

Dear Tom: As a longtime reader of Unity 
Magazine, I write today to thank you and your 
associates for a fine publication. I am always 
uplifted by something I read in each issue. I take



exception, however, to your facile and somewhat smug response to the 
question about astrology in the August 1999 issue. Many intelligent 
and religious people have studied astrology over the centuries, and 
although I don’t count myself among them, I have some interest in it 
and think they deserve deeper respect than your comments offer. Of 
course, God is enough for everything, but I think some further 
reflection on this topic will reveal to you the Truth that God speaks to 
everyone individually— even through astrology to its students.

—JP, New York, New York

Dear JP: Thank you for your thoughtful letter. And you are right, 
God does speak to everyone individually. Many different 
experiences can remind us that we live in a world created by a 
power greater than ours.

Having said that, I stand by what I wrote. Astrology is a 
pseudoscience, a fascinating personality game of generalities and 
affable characteristics, not something upon which to base one’s life. 
It’s fun to read the daily horoscope, but the information available in 
those reports has no more spiritual or psychological authority than 
the pithy sayings we might draw from a fortune cookie. Astrology 
as a source of ultimate guidance has been dismissed—not just by 
biblical authors—but by thoughtful people throughout history, like 
William Shakespeare. The Bard reserved several barbs for those 
who rely on stellar bodies to shape their destinies. In King Lear, 
Edmund says, “We make guilty of our disasters the sun, the moon 
and the stars: as if we were villains by necessity, fools by heavenly 
compulsion.” And Cassius says to Brutus in Julius Caesar:

“The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars,
But in ourselves, that we are underlings.”

Certainly, people may disagree, but I can’t see how astrology has 
any claim to a serious place in metaphysical Christian thought.

Dear Tom: I wonder if  you could clear up something for me. I was 
recently told that the Manichaeans were a Christian heresy. I thought 
they were a pagan cult. Was Saint Augustine ever a Manichaean?

—PR, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania



Dear PR: Manichaeanism was a religious movement which drew its 
name from Mani, its Persian founder (c.216-276 AD). Although 
there were Christian Manichaeans, it is best understood as a 
separate religion, a rival to early Christianity. As an eclectic faith, 
Manichaeanism blended elements of Zoroastrianism, Buddhism, 
and Greco-Roman paganism with Christian ideas to form a 
radically dualistic, other-worldly doctrine that saw the Cosmos as 
the battleground between totally independent and opposite forces 
of good and evil, light and darkness, divinity and matter.

In an ancient anticipation of George Lucas’ Star Wars, 
Manichaeans cast their lot with the light in its presumed battle 
against the “dark side of the Force.” Manichaeans believed in 
struggling toward freedom from the crass bonds of material 
existence. While all this sounds nice, the passions of Manichaean 
dualism frequently led to excesses of self-denial. If the world is evil, 
what about a rose? All earthly pleasures must be devilish, too, since 
these inspire confidence in the goodness of an imperfect Cosmos. 
No wonder young Augustine—driven zealot that he was— 
embraced Manichaeanism for nine years, repudiating its negativity 
when he had matured.

However, Manichaeanism so profoundly influenced St. 
Augustine that he brought a heavy dose of dualism to his 
understanding of Christian doctrine. In his controversy with the 
British monk Pelagius, Augustine argued the “man-is-evil” position 
against Pelagius’ sunny optimism. Unfortunately, Augustine won 
the debate, and medieval Christian thought accepted his unbiblical, 
negative program as the orthodox operating system for the next 
thousand years. For further information, see the chapter on “Free 
Will or Predestination? Pelagius, Augustine, and Hypatia” in 
Friends in High Places from Unity Books. ■

S u b m i t  q u e s t i o n s  t o :  I've Always Wondered About
Unity M agazine, 1 9 0 1  N W  B l u e  P a r k w a y  
U n i t y  V i l l a g e ,  M O  6 4 0 6 5 - 0 0 0 1

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 K. McNamara it sem is
To Me

I remember growing up hearing such 
statements as these: “You need to learn to be 
responsible for your belongings.” “You are 
growing up; start taking responsibility for your 
life.” Do they sound familiar? I also heard, as a 
woman coming of age in the 1970s: “You can be 

or do anything you want to. You just have to set your mind to it.” 
Doesn’t that statement also lend itself to the idea of responsibility? 
Boy, what a load! Sometimes the pressure was just too much.

In my younger days, the idea of responsibility was a belief in 
being able to control my outer world. I thought to become a 
person of power and not allow others to “walk all over me” was 
being responsible for myself.

Today I am still responsible for myself, but from an inner, 
spiritual perspective rather than solely from an outer, physical one.
I am responsible for cultivating and maintaining a positive 
relationship with my Self—the God of my being. With God, I have 
the power to change my life’s direction as you have the power to 
change yours.

So, then, am I only responsible for myself? Are we each out 
here all alone in this vast universe? Not exactly. We each have the 
glorious responsibility to be, like author Joanne Blum says, “a 
channel for the flow of Spirit in all its qualities—love, peace, joy, 
wisdom, strength—and to inspire and support others in their own 
channeling of these gifts.” God has given us boundless resources or 
ideas. It is our responsibility to accept and use them, for our 
benefit as well as the benefit of others. It is our responsibility to 
love and be love.

Is justice a spiritual attribute or a synonym for punishment and 
“payback”? Let’s explore this together next month. ■

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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D q i f iw im i# *  caH (816) 969-2069 COD. Overseas customers, your payment must be in U.S. funds.t •  raymem. or 1.800.669-o282

Check Money Order
VISA

Visa MasterCard

1 1 1__1
Credit Card Number Expiration Date

S i g n a t u r e

£  Products & Services: Total: GIFT
ITEM

TITLE QUANTITY PRICE EACH TOTAL PRICE /
94 T h in k  Y o u rs e lf Lo ved @ $12.95

7427 G o d 's  Prom ises @ $10.95
120 A d v en tu res  o f  the  L itt le  G re e n  D ra g o n @ $17.95
643 C o m fo r t @ $ .50
738 Th e C h ris t W ith in @ $ .50
523 D e n ia ls  a n d  A ff irm a tio n s @ $ .50
490 L iv in g  W ith  Loss @ $ .50
764 P a tie n c e @ $ .50
497 The S e c re t P lace @ $ .50
765 S im p lic ity @ $ .50
317 S p ir itu a l G ifts @ $ .50
510 Th in k in g @ $ .50
759 T rus tin g  G o d @ $ .50
524 T ru th @ $ .50
508 W h a t Is M e ta p h y s ic s? @ $ .50
560 A  W o r ld  o f  U n ity @ $ .50

Postage & Handling Charges $ 2.00 to $19.99—$2.00 Subtotal: 
(Based on Subtotal Amount): $20.00 to $39.99—$3.00

$40.00 to $59.99-$4.00 _ t , u ... 
$60.00 and over- $5.00 Posta8e & Handling:

Please send m e in form ation on Unity Continuing Education classes. “p 
Please send me in form ation on Unity vacation retreats.

$

$

$

Please send me a free Prosperity Bank in add ition to m y order. 
(Sent separately.)

GST Included. 
UM-3-00

1901NW Blue Parkway 
Unity Village, MO 64065-0001
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W O RD S

GOD
ENFOLDED , n

BEAUTIFUL M USIC ...

GOD’5
Promises

By Cherie Larkin
Read by Michael Moran

$ 10.95, cassette, ISBN 0-87159-856-6, #7427

God’s Promises by Cherie Larkin
read by Michael Moran 
music by Coco Ramos

This beautiful and relaxing program 
invites you to trust in God at all times, 
and know that God is there for you. It was 
created to help you feel the assurance of 
God in your life. If you’ve ever felt alone 
or in despair, G o d ’s messages from 
Scripture will strengthen and comfort you.
If you feel sad, hurt, afraid, disappointed, 
or anxious, you will feel encouraged and 
renewed.

As you listen to God’s Promises, you will 
be blessed w ith a sense o f peace and 
well-being. The bounty of God’s everlast
ing love will be revealed to you. Open 
your heart and let the word of God dwell
within you, for God makes good all His Please use the convenient order 

promises. form on page 79.
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of this l i t t l e ^

T h i s  e n g a g in g  
n e w  b o o k  

c o n t a i n s  t e n  
■  d e l ig h t f u l ly  

i l l u s t r a t e d  t a l e s  
a b o u t  t h e  
a d v e n t u r e s  a n d  
m i s a d v e n t u r e s  o f  
a  m o s t  a p p e a l in g  
a n d  l ik a b le  L it t le  

G r e e n  D r a g o n .  H e  i s  a  b r a v e ,  k in d ,  
a n d  f r ie n d ly  g u id e  w h o  c a n  h e l p  y o u n g  c h i ld r e n  
l e a r n  v a l u a b le  l e s s o n s  a b o u t  lo v e , c o u r a g e ,  a n d  
id e n t i ty .

^ y o u n g s t e r s ,  p a r e n t s ,  a n d  t e a c h e r s  a l ik e  w ill 
^  e n jo y  t h e  w h o le s o m e ,  s p i r i t u a l  q u a l i t i e s  o f  

t h e  s to r i e s ,  w h ic h  a r e  id e a l ly  s u i t e d  fo r  r e a d i n g  
a l o u d  a n d  r e a d i n g  o v e r  a n d  o v e r . T h e  e n c h a n t i n g  
a r t w o r k  o f  M a iy  M a a s s  p e r f e c t ly  c a p t u r e s  
d o m a in  o f  t h e  L it t le  G r e e n  D r a g o n  
a n d  t h e  o ld - f a s h io n e d  c h a r m ,  
w a r m t h ,  h u m o r ,  a n d  lo v e  
in  t h e  s to r i e s .  T h i s  b o o k  is  a  
t r e a s u r e  fo r  r e a d e r s  o f  a l l  a g e s .

$17.95, hardcover with dust jacket, 64 pp.

ISBN 0-87159-228-2, #120
A WeeWisdom® Book

Please use the convenient order form on page 79.
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