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James Dillet Freeman’s 
newest book is 

about coping with loss.
This outstanding 

compilation of touching 
poems by nationally 
renowned poet, author, 
and lecturer James Dillet 
Freeman tells the story of 
Jim and his wife Katherine 
and how they lovingly deal 
with life, dying, and death. 
The poems also tell the 
story of one man’s deep 
and loyal love.
$14.95, hardcover with dust jacket, 154 pp.
ISBN 0-87159-246-0, #48
Please use the convenient order form on page 79.

Born in 1912, James Dillet Freeman began writing verse at the age 
of ten. By the time he finished college, his poems had been 
published nationally. His affdiation with Unity School of 
Christianity began in 1929. It is as a poet and author that 
Freeman is best known. His work has been translated into 13 
languages, and it is estimated that published copies of his poems 
exceed 500 million. Love Is Strong as Death: Moving Through 
Grief is Freeman’s seventh book released by Unity.

Moving Through Grief

James Dillet Frdeman



Editor
Spring came quickly this year in our part o f 

the country. Seventy-degree weather in early 
February had driven us gardening types out to 
the stores to touch up the green on our thumbs. 
Customers were already nosing around, looking 
for bedding plants. The manager o f the local 
hardware store was taken by surprise. His 
deliveries weren’t due until the middle o f March, 
he said. So he did the next best thing— he moved 
his seed display racks to the front o f the store.

But we had come for bedding plants and were 
offered seeds. How disappointing! How 
inconvenient! The heroic image of Clara Peller 
standing at the fast-food window flashed through 
my m ind— “Where’s the beef?” Just as I was 
about to give a speech on corporate planning to 
anyone who would listen, I had a metaphysical 
moment (that’s when you suddenly see a celestial 
metaphor in the making). As customers 
streamed through the doors, barely noticing the 
racks and racks o f colorful seed packages with 
pictures of abundant flowers and fruit on them, I 
thought, Could we be subtly training ourselves to 
disregard life’s seasons of inception— even the 
“seedtime” of our souls? Those rejected seed 
packages suddenly became prophetic.

I wondered about me. Was I beginning to 
expect everything to come finished, wrapped up, 
complete— like a new toaster? If some things, 
why not everything? Down deep, I knew why 
not. We can buy knowledge, but we can never 
buy wisdom. We might purchase a finished term 
paper, but never the skills to write it. We may

Recovering the 
“Seedtime” 
of Our Souls



buy the book on spiritual growth, but never the growth itself. We 
can procure the presence o f another or pay for a relationship, but 
never the love to sustain it. Wisdom and skills and growth and love 
and life are not commodities one picks up, already assembled, at 
the local emporium. They come from the germination of “seeds” 
planted by us and patiently nurtured and protected as they grow.

So the fulness o f G od’s good in our lives also begins with small 
seeds of love and life faithfully sown and cultivated day after day, 
month after month, year after year. We might call these seeds 
“love’s small habits”: a kind word to a coworker, a considerate 
touch on the brakes to let someone onto the freeway, a heartfelt 
“thank you” for service from a harried waitress, a small gift to your 
spouse, a handwritten letter o f praise to your child who swept out 
the garage, a plate o f muffins delivered to your neighbor for no 
special reason, a hug to a parent you haven’t hugged for years. 
Habits like these are “fissionable” movements o f the soul; like the 
atom, they release massive amounts of energy as we express them. 
Small expressions of love take on lives of their own, flowering again 
and again in our hearts.

So instead o f claiming to have finished everything for us (Heb. 
12:2 KJV), Jesus gives us “combustible” seeds to plant. “With 
what,” He asked, “can we compare the kingdom o f God ...? It is like 
a mustard seed, which, when sown upon the ground, is the smallest 
o f all the seeds on earth; yet when it is sown it grows up and 
becomes the greatest o f all shrubs, and puts forth large branches, so 
that the birds o f the air can make nests in its shade” (Mk. 4:30-32).

What an idea! Small habits o f faith and love produce whopping 
consequences. From the “big bang” to Grandma’s rose garden to 
healing and prosperity, the principle is “seedtime”— for the spirit, 
for the soul, for the body. Approaching the seed racks, I noticed 
there was a special on melon seeds. Two packages went to the 
counter with me. The clerk said, “Hey, that’s a good deal!” Little

An ordained Unity minister, Philip White also holds a master of divinity degree. His thirty-five 

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.

did she know how good. ■



The spiritual Jim RosemergyJourney
One evening many years ago, I was praying 

and meditating. During this quiet time, a divine 
thought entered my mind. Give your Navy flight 
jacket to Jamie. Jamie, our oldest son, was fifteen 
years old at the time. Christmas was drawing 
near, and he had expressed a desire to have a 
leather jacket as his gift.

My Navy flight jacket was my prize 
possession. I had flown over 100 combat 
missions in Vietnam and received my share of 
medals, but what 1 valued the most were the 
patches on the jacket. To give him the coat 
would be to give him a part o f myself because it 
represented a time when I became a man and 
learned that fear is not a deterrent to 
performance and to who I really am.

After receiving the guidance, I wrote Jamie a 
note about how much I loved him and what a 
fine young man he was. This note was included 
with the jacket when Jamie opened his gift that 
Christmas morning. The joy I felt in giving him 
the coat and in writing the note was 
indescribable. Tears that only love can form 
flowed freely.

On Christmas morning, Jamie opened his gift 
and was delighted to see a leather coat, but then 
he realized that it was my flight jacket. I could 
tell that he was deeply moved. It made for a 
wonderful Christmas, but there is more to the 
story.

One evening several months later, I returned 
from a speaking engagement, and Nancy, Jamie,

Building a 
Bridge



and our youngest son Ben met me at the airport. As we walked to 
the baggage claim, I could tell that something was wrong. I thought 
that probably one of the boys and Nancy had had a little 
disagreement, but this was not true. Jamie sheepishly began, 
“Someone stole your Navy flight jacket.”

I could tell that Jamie was concerned about what I might say.
My answer was: “I’m so sorry, but it wasn’t my jacket; it was yours. 
Tell me what happened.” Jamie looked relieved and told me about 
how the jacket was stolen from a coatrack while he was at a meeting 
at church. As he related his grief over the loss o f the coat, I sensed 
that his greatest concern was for me and for what I might say. And 
it seemed that he was also concerned that in some way I might lose 
respect for him because of what had happened. Sensing his fears, I 
was concerned for him.

I look back on this event as an important time in my 
relationship with Jamie. I could have expressed anger at him for 
the loss o f the jacket, but what was most important was our 
relationship and love for each other. My acceptance rather than 
condemnation of him was a significant building block in the 
evolving relationship between father and son.

Today when I look back on the guidance, Give your Navy flight 
jacket to Jamie, I realize that it was the first step in a wonderful 
growing experience. The power of unconditional love and 
acceptance was felt in a way that changed our lives.

How we act and what we say to people when they are vulnerable 
are crucial. Their souls are open, and if we look closely, we will see 
that although they may fear our words or actions, what they really 
yearn for is love. The question is whether we will build a bridge over 
which love can pass or whether we will build a barrier over which 
nothing can pass. Love’s work is the building of the bridge. ■

Jim Rosemergy is an ordained Unity minister and executive vice president of Unity School of 

Christianity. Jim has written numerous articles for Unity Magazine as well as the books The Quest 

for Meaning, A Daily Guide to Spiritual Living, and A Recent Revelation.
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thee? Lelf f l l lount the ways.” Like Elizabeth, we can

jpSsv'

come up with a multitude of ways to express our love 
and affection for one another. We can send cards, 
candy, and flowers, but love’s expressions go far 
beyond that. They exist in the everyday thoughts, 
words, and actions that we use. As it turns out, 
everything we do can be considered an expression of 
love—it all depends upon the intention behind the 
ction and the attention behind the action.

june ■ 2000 unity magazine



Have you ever talked to people who were only partially 
paying attention to what you were saying? They were nodding 
their heads in agreement with you, but their gazes were 
focused on something somewhere else. Suddenly they came 
back to the present moment, shook their heads and said: 
“Sorry! What were you saying?” Being in conversation with 
someone usually signifies a connection between two people.
In this case, there was none. The motions were but a facade. 
Love requires conscious connection.

As a mother and homemaker, I admit that I often find 
myself concentrating more on the dishes I am washing than 
on my daughter’s one-sided conversation about who said what 
in school. I have to actively bring my attention back to her. 
“Pay attention!” I command myself. “This is her life. This is 
important.” And it is important.



It can be a challenge for us
to stay connected
on a healthy emotional level with our loved ones,

Get on Board and Enjoy the Ride

It was Thomas La Mance who said, “Life is what happens 
to us while we are making other plans.” Life is now! For us to 
participate in it, we must remain conscious. We must be 
keenly present to those whom we are with; otherwise, life is 
passing us by. We are like travelers stuck on the dock while 
the last boat of this moment pulls away. Once a moment is 
lost, it cannot be regained. How many boats have you missed 
in the past hour?

The Bible gives us wonderful advice on how to get along 
with others: “Let love be genuine;... hold fast to what is good; 
love one another with mutual affection; outdo one another in 
showing honor” (Rom. 12:9-10). W ouldn’t this world be a 
nicer place if we all tried to “outdo one another” in being 
thoughtful and kind?

What can “hold fast to what is good” look like? I think it 
means keeping our attention on those things that lift us, make 
us feel good, and help us to act with compassion and 
consideration. For me it means reading material that inspires, 
listening to music that touches my heart, and watching movies 
that do the same. I don’t like horror films because they leave 
me in a mental state that I don’t want to be in. They leave me 
fearful and mistrusting. But give me a good romantic film, 
like Shakespeare in Love, and I see love as the precious gift that 
it is. I appreciate the fact that there are people in my life 
whom I love and who love me in return.

“Hold fast to what is good” means surrounding myself 
with people who are positive in their outlook and who actively 
pursue bringing about good things in life. They are the 
friends that make you feel good when you talk to them. They 
are people who are interested in making life a bit easier for



Sometimes saying no to  outside 
requests fo r our tim e can be the 
best gift w e give our loved ones.

others who may be experiencing a rough time. They give 
openly and honestly o f their wisdom, time, and talent. They 
are people whom I feel blessed to know.

Enrich Your Relationships

Those of us who are long past high school graduation have 
discovered that people whom we were close to in school are 
no longer in our lives. What happened? In some cases, we 
developed different interests and our lives took different 
paths. In some cases though, our friendships withered 
because o f lack o f attention. We no longer called each other, 
gathered over coffee to share our lives, or watched movies 
together. We became strangers to each other even though we 
once had been close friends.

All relationships need attention in order to thrive, whether 
they are friendships or love relationships. Close physical 
proximity is no guarantee o f a close emotional connection.
You can live with someone and still be relative strangers. Have 
you ever had a friend come to visit your home and, in the



process o f conversation with the people you live with, your 
friend elicited information from them about their dreams and 
plans that you were not aware of? We sometimes take for 
granted the very people that we are closest to.

It can be a challenge for us to stay connected on a healthy 
emotional level with our loved ones. Sometimes our days are 
so full that we can barely find the time to say “good morning” 
before we rush out the door. After work we may be busy 
cooking, tidying up, and running errands so when bedtime 
comes we climb into bed too exhausted to speak. Setting aside 
time for one another, making our relationships priorities 
above the errands, may be just what we need to do. It may 
sound silly to put in our planner, “Spend one hour talking 
with Larry,” but if we don’t create this niche, the time will get 
filled with extraneous things.

Staying in Balance

I personally have a hard time finding the opportunity to 
watch television. Sitting in front o f the television is a luxury 
that my schedule rarely permits. Between two different board 
meetings, my daughter’s soccer practices, games, clarinet 
lessons, and the endless household responsibilities, I find my 
evening schedules filled up without even trying. Any parent 
knows how easily this can happen. If, like me, you are a 
hopeless volunteer (it’s that volunteer high I can’t resist), then 
your schedule in combination with your children’s can be



overwhelming unless you take steps to keep things in 
perspective.

A few years ago I found myself overextended and burned- 
out. I was forced to drop out o f some activities in order to 
rebalance my life. Overextending oneself does no one any 
good. You’re too tired to serve yourself or others effectively. I 
learned that lesson very clearly. Now I make sure that I do not 
reach that level o f stress and low energy. The most important 
lesson I learned from that experience was how to say no. I am 
reminded o f Paul’s comment to the Romans: “Suffering 
produces endurance, and endurance produces character, and 
character produces hope, and hope does not disappoint us, 
because G od’s love has been poured into our hearts through 
the Holy Spirit that has been given to us” (Rom. 5:3-5). My 
endurance comes from keeping first things first and not 
getting distracted by everything that demands my attention. 
Sometimes saying no to outside requests for our time can be 
the best gift we give our loved ones. By saying no to 
distractions, we are saying yes to those relationships that we 
need to nourish and which nourish us in return.

The Gift of a Legacy

Many o f our readers have grown children and 
grandchildren. To those readers, I would like to say this: A 
gift o f love that you can give your descendants is the story of 
your life. For each birthday, anniversary, or Christmas, give 
each o f them a different story about an incident in your life. 
You can tell them what your elementary school days, high 
school days, and first job were like, where you went on 
vacation as a child, what your favorite movie or flavor o f ice 
cream is, how you met their father or mother, where you got 
married and spent your honeymoon, what their early lives 
were like, what dreams and interests you had, what the hardest 
time in your life was, and so forth. No one will know this 
information unless you record it. Gather pictures, if you have 
them, to give with the stories. Go through your old pictures 
and label them.

I try to write down the dates when my pictures were taken; 
sometimes just knowing the year helps later on when I am



By remaining open to the experience 
and to others, we reap the greatest 

benefits, realize the deeper meaning 
behind the experience.

trying to remember what was going on in the picture. I always 
date my daughter’s school pictures. I am amazed at how 
confused I can get when trying to guess how old Katie was 
when a particular picture was taken. In looking at the 
technological changes that have occurred just in my lifetime, I 
am considering starting a binder o f my own stories of my 
childhood so that Katie can see what my younger life was like. 
It’s certainly a different world than the one that she has been 
brought up in.

More than the stories, it’s the wisdom that I hope to pass 
along—-what I’ve learned as I’ve lost relationships and jobs, 
changed majors in school, or taken a step in faith. Katie’s 
lessons will be different, but I want to pass along my 
encouragement for her to follow her heart. Being practical is 
nice, but being spontaneous lets you touch life in a way that 
practicality will not allow. In our love affairs with life, we 
sometimes have to trust life to sustain us until we reach new 
insights, even if we experience a period of pain and suffering 
along the way.

One o f the hardest things to do when we are hurting is to 
maintain an open heart. This is the time when we feel the 
most vulnerable; so we want to close up and protect ourselves. 
But by remaining open to the experience and to others, we 
reap the greatest benefits, realize the deeper meaning behind 
the experience.

It can be something as simple as getting into an argument 
over housework that causes discomfort in your life. You want 
“them” to do their “fair share.” If you can keep your heart 
open, you will see that the underlying issue is not housework. 
Rather, it is that you feel that “they” are not being considerate 
o f your needs and wants. You feel taken for granted. A



discussion about this point, with housework as merely an 
outward symbol o f the issue, will better satisfy the needs of 
those involved.

This process takes time. It is certainly quicker to throw 
out a few pointed barbs, usually ones you have used dozens of 
times before. This does not solve the issue and leaves hard 
feelings o f “here we go again.” The cycle o f misunderstanding 
can be broken, but you have to be willing to spend the time in 
honest communication with another while remaining 
vulnerable. Yes, it can be scary, but it brings progress in our 
relationships. Isn’t that what we want, to become closer to 
one another?

We have all the time we are ever going to have. How we 
choose to spend it is up to us. Choose carefully the people 
and situations you put yourself with and you will create a 
loving, positive life for you and those around you. Make love 
a priority and reap the rewards. ■

Bernadette P. Swanson is a staff writer for Unity Magazine. She graduated from Unity’s 

Continuing Education Program and serves on the board of trustees at Unity Church of 

Independence in Missouri. She resides in Lee's Summit, Missouri, with her husband 

and daughter.



Metaphysical Jim GaitherMusings
“What do you think? A man had two sons; 

he went to the first and said, ‘Son, go and work 
in the vineyard today.’ He answered, ‘I will not’; 
but later he changed his mind and went. The 
father went to the second and said the same; and 
he answered, ‘I go, sir’; but he did not go. Which 
o f the two did the will of his father?”
(Mt. 21:28-31)

All three characters in this parable can be 
thought of as parts o f ourselves. We have 
relationships not only with others, but also with 
other “selves” within us. Every human being has 
layers o f personalities that have been built up 
over the course o f his or her lifetime. The outer 
layer is the one most present to us and the world 
in a given stage o f life. The layers include all the 
personalities we have had in the past, for 
example: the infant, the child, the adolescent, 
and the mature adult. Any subpersonality can be 
triggered by situations and events to emerge and 
temporarily take over the outer layer. When we 
understand and accept our personalities, we can 
integrate them in positive ways and enjoy our 
selves.

The inner infant is two-sided. One side is the 
innocent mind, open to and awed by the mystery 
o f life, drawing from others affection and 
benevolence. That innocent mind can be 
triggered by surprising or novel experiences 
which inspire wonder or awe. The infant’s 
innocent wonder is close to the mystical sense of 
G od’s presence, which I would say is a good 
thing.

Our
Many-Sided
Personality



The second side of the inner infant is the tantrum-throwing, 
demanding mind that thinks the world revolves, or should revolve, 
around its needs. The demanding infant can be triggered by people 
or events that frustrate its desires. The demanding infant can be 
quite annoying to those without a good sense o f humor and 
exceptional patience. The infant’s demands should be heeded; they 
are important to survival and happiness, though its tantrum 
methods should usually be avoided.

The inner child is playful and creative and frequently is 
delighted to laughter by life. It is also eager to please authority 
figures. But o f course it is very near the inner infant and quite apt 
to revert to the demanding infant mode. The inner child’s 
characteristics o f playfulness, creativity, delight, and obedience to 
adult guidance make it close to the kingdom o f heaven, according 
to Jesus. The positive characteristics o f the inner child can be 
buried in adulthood, which is why there are so many books and 
seminars on “the inner child.”

The inner adolescent is on an important quest, like the knights 
o f the Grail legends. The inner adolescent is in search of 
individuality, love, meaning, and vocation. It does battle with 
parental authority because o f its search for identity. It does battle 
with its own inhibitions and insecurities because o f its search for 
love. It does battle with conventional ideas because of its search for 
meaning. It strives to master skills and knowledge because o f its 
search for vocation. Like the tantrums o f the demanding infant, the 
adolescent’s quest can be annoying, or at least puzzling, to older 
people.

The inner adult has found its individuality, love, meaning, and 
vocation— at least to some degree and for extended periods o f time. 
The inner adult’s role is to direct and use the resources o f the other 
inner selves. This can be done wisely only when the inner infant, 
child, and adolescent are appreciated for their “virtues” and 
lovingly accepted with their “vices.” ■

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.



Eric ButterworthUnity.______Classics

The attempt to change people is the 
greatest energy waste o f all, not because 
people can’t change, but because change is a 
growth process from within. In most cases 
the desire to change another person arises 
from the very subtle urge to make him into 
something he is not. This other soul can 
never be anything than what he is, though 
his potential may be seriously frustrated.

It is a perfectly natural thing to see the 
needs of people and want to do something 
about them. However, much as you want to 
change another person, the first step is not to 
set him right, but rather to see him rightly. 
And to see him rightly you must get rid o f 
some very narrow frames o f reference. For 
instance, if you have an enemy, you must get 
rid o f your enmity. If you are very much 
troubled over the crisis being faced by a loved 
one, you must first dissolve your troubled 
thoughts.

All the persons about whom you are 
concerned, no matter how much you love or 
hate them, exist (as far as you are concerned) 
in your mind, your prejudices, your 
concerns. Though it is certainly possible to 
be an influence for good in bringing about 
great changes, the process involves 
something you do within yourself.

From 
Celebrate 
Yourself 
by Eric 
Butterworth



Here are four ways in which you can be an influence through 
which changes may be effected in the life o f someone you are 
concerned about.

First, pray about the person. It should be noted that much 
that passes as prayer for a person is little more than concentrated 
worry about him. Prayer for oneself is a matter o f lifting one’s 
consciousness from one level to another. But how can you lift the 
consciousness o f another person? You can’t. You can lift only 
your consciousness, no matter how concerned you are about 
someone else. And yet you can be a great help. The starting place 
is your concern. When you rise above this human perspective, 
you will begin to feel at peace about the person, and then you can 
whisper a quiet “Namaskar!” to him. This means that the divinity 
in you salutes and relates to the divinity in him. Feel good about 
the realization that beyond the appearances there is an allness 
within his illness, an all-sufficiency within his seeming 
insufficiency. How long should you pray for this one you want to 
help? As long as you feel concerned. Whenever there is a feeling 
o f release and inner peace, the work is done.

Second, establish yourself in the conviction o f the divinity of 
each person. Practice believing in people. Instead o f generalizing 
about the limitations o f people or groups (“You just can’t trust 
people these days”), look for the good performances o f people and 
generalize them (“Aren’t people wonderful?”). One o f the most 
effective things a parent can do for a child, a teacher for a student, 
or an executive for an employee, is to believe in him and let him 
know that you do.

Third, if you really believe in people, you will find it easy to 
bless them, and you should do so. When you meet and greet 
people, when you talk or write to them, let your faith in them flow 
through a “namaskar” attitude. There are many levels of 
consciousness in people and in ourselves. We can always make 
contact with any person on the level in him we choose. If 
someone rubs us the wrong way, we are probably reacting to him 
in the abrasive he-makes-my-blood-boil level o f consciousness. 
Obviously there is a conflict. A large portion o f the “good life”



will open to you like a new horizon of abundant living when you 
really understand Jesus’ turn-the-other-cheek technique. We can’t 
control the actions or behavior o f another person, but most 
certainly we can regulate what we react negatively to. When we 
discipline ourselves to turn quickly to a higher level o f perception, 
we may be amazed at how rapidly other people begin to interact 
with us on the higher level. All people with whom we have 
communication unknowingly and yet dramatically will begin to act 
more friendly and loving and harmonious.

Fourth, act as if the change you want to see manifest in another 
person has already taken place. It will give you a sense of release 
from the pressures and pain in your relationships. Goethe said 
when we take a person as he is we make him worse; but when we 
take him as if he were already what he should be, we advance him to 
what he can be. Three dozen words that surpass a whole library of 
books on human relations. Certainly pray for people, but 
remember you must change your thought about them. Believe in 
people. Hold to the awareness that every person is a child o f God, 
no matter how he is acting. Salute the divinity within people, see 
them and deal with them in the namaskar consciousness. But most 
importantly, treat them as if they were already what you believe 
them to be.

Treat the alcoholic as a weak person, or the ex-convict as a 
criminal, or the young rebel as an outcast, and you prevent any 
effective communication, creating all kinds o f blocks in you and in 
them. On the other hand, believe in the inherent goodness in the 
person and treat him as if it were actually there, and you find 
yourself pushing all the right buttons in him.

In a very real sense the only way you can change what another 
person is and does is by changing your thoughts of concern, and by 
committing him into the Father’s keeping. ■

Eric Butterworth has been a Unity minister for over 50 years. For over 35 years he has led the 

Unity Center of Practical Christianity in New York City.



There are many ways to expres 
love, yet they all have one thing 
in common: they are choices
we make, sometimes on the spur of 
the moment, sometimes after ca^H| 
thought.
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^ything of significance in life, 
onships are successful, life is good, 
ey fail, along with them go health, 
laPPiness and the joy of living.
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Wherever we go. Whatever we do. No matter what career 
we have chosen or activity we are involved in, there is a 
common denominator ... people. We can’t live without them 
and sometimes it’s tough to live with them. Relationships can 
be a source o f wonderful fulfillment, satisfaction, and joy in 
life. They can also be a major pain in the neck. There is a 
constant pull between what we want our relationships to be 
and what they are.

The ability or inability to cultivate quality relationships is a 
choice. If we choose to live for ourselves, relationships will 
suffer and become dissonant. If we choose to focus our 
attention and invest our energies in our spouse, children, 
friends, neighbors, and coworkers we’ll reap positive returns. 
Successful relationships are a natural outgrowth o f the 
principle that the way we treat others affects the way they treat 
us. The tricky part is to not allow the way another person 
treats us to determine the way we treat that person.

I can only hope that when people see me coming, or 
walking by, their first thought is not, “There goes the thorn in 
my life.” I sincerely strive each day to be a positive influence 
in people’s lives, to become what I often call a picker-upper- 
person. These people are masters at building and maintaining 
quality relationships. They understand the dynamics for 
improving their casual and most intimate interaction. To 
them, love is a verb, and genuinely caring for others is a way of 
life. Picker-upper-people transform lives and relationships by 
activating the qualities o f a people builder.

A Surprising Act of Compassion

I read a great story about Fiorello H. La Guardia. As New 
York City’s mayor in 1935, he showed up in court one night in 
the poorest area o f New York City and suggested the judge go 
home for the evening as he took over the bench.

La Guardia’s first case involved an elderly woman arrested 
for stealing bread. When asked whether she was innocent or 
guilty, this soft reply was offered, “I needed the bread, Your 
Honor, to feed my grandchildren.” “I’ve no option but to 
punish you,” the mayor responded. “Ten dollars or ten days 
in jail.”



Proclaiming the sentence, he simultaneously threw $10 
into his hat. He then fined every person in the courtroom 50 
cents for living in a city “where a grandmother has to steal 
food to feed her grandchildren.” Imagine the surprise o f those 
in the room who I’m sure thought this was a black-and-white, 
open-and-shut case. When all had contributed their 50 cents, 
the woman paid her fine and left the courtroom with an 
additional $47.50.

It has been said that kindness is the oil that takes the 
friction out o f life. So often it is easy to be grit, rather than 
oil, by judging, condemning, or berating those going through 
trials and tribulations. Yet, an act or word o f kindness can 
cool the friction and help someone keep pressing on. Look 
around you. To whom will you show generosity like that 
experienced by the grandmother?

Learn to Give Yourself Away

There are two seas in the Holy Land. The famous Sea o f 
Galilee takes in fresh water from a nearby brook, uses it to 
generate a variety o f marine vegetation, and then passes it on 
to the Jordan River. The Jordan does its part by spreading the 
life throughout the desert, turning it into fertile land.

The Dead Sea, on the other hand, comes by its name for a 
reason— it’s dead. The water in the Dead 
Sea is so full o f salt that no life can 
exist. The major difference 
between these two bodies of 
water is that the Dead Sea takes 
in the water from the Jordan 
River and hangs on to it. It 
has no outlet.
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What a perfect example o f the differences in people. 
People who live without giving themselves away become 
stagnant and find that what they keep stifles their life. Those 
who freely give of themselves multiply life. Eric Butterworth 
said, “A committed giver is an incurable happy person, a 
secure person, a satisfied person, and a prosperous person.” 

There’s a life-enhancing lesson here. If you don’t sow 
anything today, you’ll have nothing to reap in the future. A 
rich life is the direct result o f enriching others. “Don’t judge 
each day by the harvest you reap,” advised Robert Louis 
Stevenson, “but by the seeds you plant.”

According to a New York Times article, Mr. Milton Petrie 
enjoyed giving his money away. He researched New York 
papers “for stories o f people life had kicked in the face. He 
then reached for his checkbook.”

Petrie, the son o f a Russian immigrant pawn-shop owner, 
built his fortune with a chain o f women’s clothing stores. 
When he died at the age o f 92, his lifelong commitment to 
being a generous giver continued. The newspaper headline



reporting his death said: MILLIONAIRE’S DEATH DOESN’T 
STOP HIS GENEROSITY. He reportedly named 451 
beneficiaries o f his $800 million estate.

“What keeps our interest in life and makes us look 
forward to tomorrow is giving pleasure to other people,” 
advised Eleanor Roosevelt. “Happiness is not a goal, it is a 
by-product.”

Did you know Elvis Presley never took a tax deduction for 
any o f the millions of dollars he donated to charities? The 
“king” said he believed it would violate the spirit o f giving.

General William Booth had a passion for the poor of 
London and committed himself to a mission of meeting those 
needs. By the time of his death, Booth’s local mission had 
spread across the world. His final sermon, delivered from a 
hospital bed to an international convention of Salvation Army 
“soldiers,” was simply a one-word telegram that read: “Others!”

Booth’s one-word sermon encapsulated everything he 
believed about the purpose o f living—giving unselfishly of 
yourself to benefit others.

Billionaire John D. Rockefeller lived the first part o f his life 
as a miserable man, unable to sleep, feeling unloved, and 
surrounded by body guards. At age 53, he was diagnosed with 
a rare disease. He lost all o f his hair, and his body became 
shrunken. Medical experts gave him a year to live.

Rockefeller started thinking beyond his current life and 
sought meaning to his existence. He gave away his money to 
churches and the poor, and he established the Rockefeller 
Foundation. His life turned around, his health improved, and 
contrary to the doctor’s prediction, he lived to be 98.

John D. Rockefeller’s life exemplified the transformation 
that’s possible when the joy o f giving is discovered. You might 
be tempted to think that if you had Rockefeller’s wealth, 
giving to others would be easy. Although it’s easy to find 
examples o f people with wealth who gave it away, what we’re 
talking about here is much more than writing a check to your 
favorite charity. That’s only a minute portion of the message.

“Every person passing through life will unknowingly leave 
something and take something away,” reflected Robert 
Fulghum. “Most o f this ‘something’ cannot be seen or heard



or numbered. It does not show up in a census. But nothing 
counts without it.”

Dwight Moody made this “something” Fulghum alluded 
to a way o f life. Moody said, “I wish to do all the good I can, 
for all the people I can, in as many ways as I can, for as long as
I »can.

You can keep the waters o f life flowing and add 
tremendous value to others by giving yourself to others. Put 
others first in your thinking. Find ways to enrich their lives. 
Give unselfishly. It is a natural law of life that the more of 
yourself you pass on to others with no expectation of receiving 
in return, the more your life will be blessed.

If you want to experience ongoing success, learn to give 
yourself away and give hope to others. “Success is not rare— it 
is common,” believed Henry Ford, Sr. “It is a matter of 
adjusting one’s efforts to obstacles and one’s abilities to a 
service needed by others. There is no other possible success. 
But most people think o f it in terms of getting; success, 
however, begins in terms of giving.”

Placing People in Proper Perspective

Barbara Bush was not Wellesley C ollege’s first choice as 
their 1990 graduation commencement speaker. Some o f the 
seniors were hesitant about her appropriateness as a role 
model for the issues facing today’s modern woman.
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“To honor Barbara Bush as a commencement speaker,” 
they protested, “is to honor a woman who has gained 
recognition through the achievements o f her husband, which 
contradicts what we have been taught the past four years.”

The first lady handled the accusations in her normal classy 
style and didn’t allow the protests to either offend or 
intimidate her. Mrs. Bush spoke from her heart and the 
fulfillment she had experienced from her traditional values. 
She offered this advice in her commencement address: 

“Cherish your human connections, your relationships 
with friends and family. For several years, you’ve had 
impressed upon you the importance to your career of 
dedication and hard work.

“This is true, but as important as your obligations as a 
doctor, lawyer, or business leader will be, you are a human 
being first and those human connections— with spouses, with 
children, with friends— are the most important investments 
you will ever make.

“At the end of your life, you will never regret not having 
passed one more test, not winning one more verdict, or not 
closing one more deal. You will regret time not spent with a 
husband, a friend, a child, or a parent.”

The first lady addressed the heart of living. All o f our 
personal and professional endeavors are made sweeter, richer, 
and more satisfying by sharing them with others. As Antoine 
de Saint-Exupery wrote, “There is no joy except in human 
relationships.”

Too often, what should matter most in our lives receives 
the least attention. Battles with the almighty dollar, pursuing 
selfish interests, attaining that next promotion, or closing a 
deal are empty pursuits without the human element. It’s easy 
to overlook that our relationships are what encourage the 
heart and nourish the soul.

Harold Kushner, writing in When All You’ve Ever Wanted 
Isn’t Enough, said: “A life without people, without the same 
people day after day, people who belong to us, people who will 
be there for us, people who need us and whom we need in 
return, may be very rich in other things, but in human terms, 
it is no life at all.” ■
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“WHERE THERE IS 
SORROW ,

THERE IS HOEY GROU N D ."
— OSCAR W ILD E

Love Is Strong as Death
By James Dillet Freeman

From the Editor:
There is a small room at the top of a narrow staircase in an old 

farmhouse in Lee’s Summit, Missouri. It is a comfortable room 
encircled with small bookcases, several overstuffed chairs, and a 
desk with a typewriter next to the window. Here the poet and 
author James Dillet Freeman, for a good part of his sixty-year 
literary career, has poured out words o f faith and love to hundreds 
o f thousands o f readers who love his writing.

One day several years ago, Jim asked me to come by and read a 
manuscript he was thinking o f submitting to a publisher. As I 
mounted the staircase and settled into a chair in that small room, I 
was not prepared for the human depth o f the story I was about to 
read or the power o f the words which told it. They were words of 
loss and o f grief and o f love.



The details are simple enough. In 1934, James Freeman married 
Lucy Katherine Veronica Gilwee. They lived and worked in Kansas 
City for Unity School o f Christianity. Then in 1947 Katherine 
became ill and was diagnosed with an advanced malignancy. After 
ten months o f decline, she passed away in September, 1948.

Most o f us will experience the death o f one we love. From that 
moment forward our lives will be changed. We may continue doing 
the same things we did before, but if we are like most people, when 
the presence o f those who trod with us along the path o f everyday 
living has passed beyond our sight, the path we trod together no 
longer glows with the same promise and joy. We deal with feelings 
of emptiness and hopelessness, but the rest o f the world goes on 
quite well around us. Our tradition keeps grief sequestered, getting 
us through it before anyone knows we’ve had it.

Then what we show to the world often looks like a minor 
disappointment, an upset to our plans, a simple adjustment in the 
details o f our lives— perhaps some new tires, a tune-up, a little 
time, and we’re on our way again. In the process, grief’s purpose 
goes unexplored and is obscured.

I’m sure that’s why poets walked the earth in earlier times, why 
bards came suddenly upon the town square and, by their words, 
released joy, and love, and set grief free in those who gathered there. 
For the spirit o f the poet is revelatory. And the poet’s art has the 
power to open doors o f the heart that have been bolted closed.

That’s what I discovered as I turned the pages o f Jim’s 
manuscript on that afternoon. The soul o f the story came flowing 
forth. Holy ground appeared. Jim, I realized, had taken seriously 
Longfellow’s great insight: “There is no grief like the grief that does 
not speak.” Here was grief liberated from silence. Here was love’s 
heartache set free in language and then submitted openly to life to 
be transformed. Here were the honest passions o f heart and mind 
that form the starting point o f our conversation with eternity.
“These poems,” wrote Jim, “are the tears I kept.” Following is a 
small selection o f those poems from Jim’s new book Love Is Strong 
as Death.



If I am being weak when I feel sad 

Remembering my wife and how she died 

And how she lived and all the joy we had 

Since the loved night when I lay down beside 

Her for the first time, and she was my wife 

And I her husband, and we were in love 

With one another and in love with life;

If to be strong is never to think of 

The love I had but cannot have again,

Or when I think of it to feel no pain;

If tears are weakness and not meant for men—  

Then I am weak, for often I have lain 

Awake and thought about my wife and wept 

For her. These poems are the tears I kept.

G o u



Others saw the frail body wither and 
Seeing the toll pain took could hardly stand 

To look. I also was not unaware 
O f the change in her, for I had to bear 
Her in my arms at last and had to tend 
The wasted limbs; yet even at the end 

She looked as she had always looked to me.

It made me wonder what it is we see 
When we look at each other; for I knew 

What she must look like to our friends, but to 
Me she was still as she had always been; 
When I looked at her I saw Katherine.

What did I see that I should note no flaw?
I cannot tell you what it is I saw.

But what I saw then made me realize 
That often we do not see with our eyes 

Though we may think we do; we see right through 
The form that fools us into what is true 

O f one another; with a lover’s eye 
We see our own beloved. That is why 
One may find all perfection in a face 

Where the rest of us blindly catch no trace 
O f beauty. That is why to me my wife 

Looked always as she had looked all our life 
Together. I had seen her from the start 

Not with my eyes, but only with my heart.



No footfall that I caught

To tell me death had come for her;

She is asleep, I thought.

I watched the labor o f her breath 

Grow still and still and still;

I touched the kindly hand of death 

And only felt the chill.

1 felt the torment and the strife 

Grow faint, and fade, and cease; 

It was the passing o f her life—

I only felt the peace.



I wonder why before our friends

We have to play a role and keep

A casual air though the world ends:

Before my friends I could not weep.

But when I went to bathe and I

Had turned the water on and knew

That none could hear me should I cry,

Then like a naked child I threw

Away my pride, the hot tears ran

Into the water, and I cried.

I did not have to play the man—

My love had died, had died, had died.



My wife loved lilacs. Often she had said 
That if she lived again she hoped that she 
Would be a lilac. So when she was dead 
My first thought was to plant a lilac tree 
Among her ashes. But I grew afraid, 

Knowing the tree would be a symbol of 
Katherine to me. If it should ever fade,
It would be as a second death of love.

I had a country friend who had a row 
O f lilacs by her house, and there I brought 

The dust o f my beloved, letting no 
One know what I was doing. I had thought 

The funeral services somehow would be 
The end o f pain. I had not counted on 

This final fillip to my agony;
And now I felt that all my strength was gone,
So heavy to my heart was the small square 
Black box I bore. Yet this last act o f grace 
Was mine to do for her. And 1 could bear 

To do it if I turned away my face 
So that I would not see the ashes fall,

Dear ashes that had been so warm with life, 
Dear, dear, dear dust to me. Ah, Christ, this small 

Handful o f dust and bone, this was my wife.

I had to lie down. A long time I lay 
Beside the hedge o f lilacs, and a part 
O f me will never rise and come away,

For I left there two handfuls o f my heart.



A year exactly after Katherine died 
I dreamed o f her. I was alone inside 

A huge hall, and I wept with wild despair 
When something made me look behind me. 1 

My wife was, and she laid my head upon 
Her breast and kissed me till my tears were gone;
I lay close to her heart. Then something broke 
The thread, the dream dissolved, and I awoke.

For a long moment I lay at the black 
Threshold of mind while consciousness crept back, 

And slowly I became aware that I 
Was not alone. Someone was standing by 

My bed, half leaning over me. I felt 
A start of terror, then felt terror melt,

For on my cheek came the remembered touch 
Of Katherine’s lips, dear lips I loved so much.

Her kiss was like a blessing, like a grace.
I tried to turn and look into her face 

But when I tried, it seemed as if it took 
Forever to find strength to turn and look,

And with my first faint movement she was gone. 
You may think that I was but dreaming on, 

Dreaming I was awake— so it may be—
But I shall always know that it was she.



When she was living, often I would be 

Writing at night, and she 

Would go into another room to sleep.

I would work on, a deep 

Contentment filling me, a sense serene, 

Although she was unseen.

Now sometimes as I write there comes again 

That same deep peace as then.

It comes from nothing that I see or hear, 

Only I feel her near 

And loving me. Then I work on without 

Even the will to doubt.

When I am worn out and my work is through 

And I must go into 

The other room, I shall go without dread.

I shall but go to bed 

Yet one time more— as it was in my life—  

And sleep beside my wife.



Love has less substance than a lover’s breath 

Heaved in a sigh and spun into a song,

And yet it has a power to outlast death; 

Heaven and earth will not endure as long. 

After the fiery twilight o f the gods,

When all our demons and our deities 

Perish together and cast down their rods 

And crowns, love will rise weeping from its knees 

And raise a world beyond the reach of doom, 

That will survive even our unbelief,

That will not wither with the withering bloom  

Of time or fade with life’s fast-fading leaf,

But like a delicate and deathless rose 

Will blossom  and burn red in winter snows.
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My group o f adventurous comrades was thrilled.
Climbing up the steep mountain with the crisp, blue sky 
above us, we reveled in our laughter as we all slid to the back 
as the truck made its slow ascent to the peak. Halfway up the 
mountain, the driver stopped and we all piled out for a break. 
We found ourselves in the midst o f an aspen grove, where we 
stretched our legs and drank in the clean mountain air.

Many Individuals, One Organism

As we relaxed, the driver began telling us about the wildlife 
and vegetation in the area. He pointed out the stand o f aspen 
trees we had stopped in and began explaining the unique nature 
of these trees. He explained that all the individual aspen trees 
were connected together through a common root system. Even 
though on the surface each tree appeared to be separate, in 
reality the entire stand o f trees was one living organism!

Standing in the midst of those trees, watching the silver- 
lined leaves glimmer and reflect the summer sun in a 
thousand flashes o f light, I had a mystical experience— an 
awakening to the reality of God in our lives. We human 
beings are just like that group o f aspen trees! On the surface, 
we appear to be separate, unique individuals, just like each 
aspen tree appeared to be separate. But at a deeper level, we, 
too, are all interrelated and interconnected in a very special, 
intimate way. This is the nature o f our spiritual reality: below 
the surface o f appearances we are one with each other and 
with God!

How often do we look at things only superficially? How 
often do we take the time to probe deeper, looking for the 
meaning behind the appearances in our lives? As we seek 
God, we are led to look at life differently—to see God in every 
experience. Our physical senses lead us to believe that we are 
separate beings, each one unique and independent o f one 
another.

When I first looked at that grove o f aspen trees, I saw them 
simply as a collection o f single trees with no connection to 
one another. But as we awaken to our spiritual nature, we 
begin to look beyond these surface appearances and to see and 
experience life in a different way. Without looking deeper into



the underlying nature of those aspen trees, I never would have 
discovered the wonder o f the larger reality o f this magnificent 
creation o f God. The trees are truly one.

So it is with our spiritual awakening. We look deeper 
within ourselves and find a connection to one another and 
with God. We look beyond the surface appearances and find 
that, beyond the apparent divisions, we are all one at a 
spiritual level. This is the essence of a spiritual awakening— to 
awaken to the reality that there is only one Power and one 
Presence in my life, in your life, and in all the universe— God!

I once had an experience with a friend who, in my mind, 
was being unfair, selfish, and unreasonable. Why is he doing 
this to me? I would wonder. It got to the point that I was 
getting angry over his reactions to me, and I became critical 
and impatient with him as well. Then, in one o f our 
conversations, he shared with me a painful incident from his 
childhood in which he had been mistreated and belittled by a 
family member. I then saw that this childhood wound had 
never healed and was still causing him to mistrust me for fear 
that he would be belittled again.

In that instance I saw my friend as God sees him— not 
from my human perspective o f hurt and anger— but from a 
higher perspective in which I recognized the little boy who 
didn’t get the nurturing and support he needed and who was 
simply unable to handle the situation differently out o f fear of 
being hurt again. The boundary I was building between us 
because of my own anger toward him instantly dissolved as I 
saw the similarity of our childhood fears. My new perspective 
allowed me to perceive my friend from a point of 
understanding and compassion. I was able to look past his 
behavior and see a fellow human being doing the best he 
could. As a result, I felt a connection at a deeper level with my 
friend and could interact with him differently and our 
relationship improved.

Why Don’t We See Our Wholeness Naturally?

So how is it that this deeper spiritual reality seems to be 
hidden from our perception? Why don’t we see the wholeness 
and oneness of God all the time? In our human experience,



we often create rigid boundaries 
between what we perceive to be “me” 
and what we perceive to be “you.”

We grow to believe that the people 
who live in a certain neighborhood on 
the other side of town are not like me; 
the people who live in that other 
country are not like me; the people 
whose skin is a different color from 
mine are certainly not like me. The list 
goes on and on. We go even further in 
our thinking and label these apparent 
differences as “bad” and therefore 
separate from ourselves. We 
continually find ways to separate 

ourselves from God, one piece at a time, and in the process, 
our concept of “who I really am” becomes smaller and smaller.

However, as we come to a point o f spiritual awakening, the 
sharp divisions we have erected in our minds and belief 
systems between what is “me” and what is “not me” begin to 
tade. We still notice the differences between each other, for 
God has created each o f us as unique and gifted individuals. 
But we easily see beyond those differences and start seeing the 
unity and interconnectedness between everyone and 
everything around us!

Our answer to the eternal question “Who am I?” begins to 
change and expand. We move past our limited awareness that 
we are just a body. We move past the limitation that we are 
just our mind and our thoughts. We move past our ego and 
personality. Each o f these definitions o f “who I am” serves to 
limit each o f us from seeing ourselves and each other as God 
sees us. As we grow spiritually, we expand our awareness of 
who we think we are and find that we are much, much more 
than we ever imagined!

Embracing the Big Picture

Perhaps you have had the experience o f going to the 
airport and along the way you notice streets that divide one 
block from another and the individual houses situated on



every block. Each house is similar, yet uniquely constructed, 
painted, landscaped, and decorated. Even though the homes 
in the same neighborhood are very similar, no two houses are 
exactly alike. From your perspective driving by on the street, 
it is quite easy to see how each house is separate and unique.

However, once you arrive at the airport, board your plane, 
and are airborne, you may look out the window and see that 
same neighborhood you just drove through. It looks much 
different from the airplane, doesn’t it? The distinctions 
between the various houses that were so obvious a few 
moments ago are not even perceptible from your vantage 
point in the plane. The individual houses are still there, but 
the divisions and distinctions which were so obvious a few 
moments ago simply aren’t that important now from your 
new perspective in the airplane.

This is what it’s like when we awaken to our spiritual 
nature. We see things through God’s eyes and look at life and 
the people and circumstances around us from a different 
perspective. The differences that seemed so important from 
our limited, human vantage point quickly recede into the 
background as they are viewed from the spiritual point of 
view. We experience the reality o f our oneness— the “big 
picture” of our spiritual nature.

This is the essence o f a spiritual awakening. As we 
experience the totality that is God, the distinctions and 
divisions we created in our minds between “me” and “you” 
simply fade away into the larger reality which is God. I realize 
that what I once believed to be “me”— my body, my thoughts, 
my possessions, where I live, what I do for a living— are 
simply limitations I put on my concept o f “who I really am.”

Through human eyes, we see ourselves and each other as we 
see the individual aspen trees or the individual houses on our 
drive to the airport. However, as we awaken to our spiritual 
essence, we experience the oneness that connects us with each 
other, just as the aspen trees are connected at the roots.

If evidence is everywhere for the spiritual oneness we all 
share, can our own realization of it be far behind? A spiritual 
awakening expands our awareness o f “who I really am”— 
encompassing all people everywhere. For truly, there is only 
one Power and one Presence in the universe— God! ■
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The Spirit,
Soul, 

and Body 
of Healing

I 'Y  A '▼'hat would your health care look like if you had the 
\  / \  / option o f being treated not only physically and 
▼ ▼ mentally but spiritually as well? What if in your

admission to a hospital emergency room  you were allowed to 
select treatment that would involve not only medication but a 
worldwide prayer network? Far-fetched, you say? Not accord
ing to Dr. Larry Dossey. In the following article, which is taken 
from his new book Reinventing Medicine, Dossey gives us a vision 
o f medicine as he thinks it will look when the profession finally 
embraces the full range o f healing resources that meet the needs 
o f body, soul, and spirit. In fact, for Dossey, to date there are 
three distinct stages in the development o f resources for healing: 
physical, mechanistic/body (Era I), mind-body/soul (Era II), and 
universal mind or “nonlocal m ind’Vspirit (Era III). Each stage 
includes elements o f the previous one.

“In the following account,” Dossey says, “I’ve tried to imagine 
what Era III medicine would look like in the emergency room o f 
a major hospital.... Every feature I describe is based on solid evi
dence, from the effects o f distant intention to mind-to-mind 
communication between health-care professionals. Although I 
know o f no hospital that currently features all the elements I 
describe, many feature individual therapies I discuss, and some 
are com ing close to combining all o f them.”

— The Editors
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The Bracelet

While returning home one wintry night, Rosemary Grey’s 
car skidded on a patch o f ice and struck a tree. When the 
ambulance arrived she was lying unconscious and bleeding 
heavily but alive. The emergency medical technicians started 
intravenous fluids, stabilized her head and neck to prevent 
spinal cord injury, and rushed her to Mercy Medical Center.

As Rosemary was being transferred from the ambulance to 
a stretcher, the orderly noticed the distinctive bracelet she was 
wearing. It was similar to those worn by patients to indicate 
drug allergies and underlying medical conditions, except that 
it was engraved simply with “III.” This was the orderly’s cue 
to wheel Grey into an Era III trauma room.

The treatment o f physical trauma was one o f the great 
achievements o f twentieth-century medical science. Mercy 
Medical Center had been in the forefront o f these 
developments. Now it was leading the field in Era III trauma 
care, which incorporated the latest advances in Era III healing. 
Research had established that the effects o f drugs and surgical 
procedures could be enhanced by the thoughts and intentions 
o f caring, compassionate individuals. But although these 
discoveries were widely recognized and had already been 
integrated into hospital wards and outpatient clinics, Mercy 
was one o f the few hospitals that had carried nonlocal 
methods into the emergency rooms. Most institutions 
considered the ER off limits to Era III approaches. Where 
broken bones and hemorrhaging wounds are concerned, 
critics said, only physical, or Era I, approaches mattered. In 
the emergency room one had to act quickly and physically.
This was not the place to try to t h in k  a patient healthy. Since 
the emergency room attracts physicians and nurses whose 
beliefs reflect this view, many who worked there were openly 
cynical about nonlocal healing, which they considered a



nuisance or a passing fad. Soon, they hoped, the obsession 
with the mind would abate, and real doctors could get back to 
practicing real medicine.

The Doctor

Era III medicine, however, turned out to be no fad. 
Training programs in Era III medicine were being offered 
around the country, and board certification in this field was 
on the horizon— developments that had long fascinated 
Catherine Pierce, M.D.

Cathy Pierce was on duty when Rosemary Grey rolled into 
Mercy’s emergency room. Within moments, Pierce had 
performed an Era I physical exam, employing her senses of 
touch, sight, and hearing. At the same time, she gave her 
intuition free rein. She entered Grey’s body with her mind 
and scanned where her physical vision could not go. She was 
gifted in intuitive as well as in physical diagnosis, and she 
combined these approaches every time she encountered a 
patient. Pierce concluded that Rosemary Grey had been 
fortunate. Although still unconscious and covered with 
bruises and a nasty laceration across her brow, she seemed to 
have escaped internal injuries.

After a decade as a trauma physician, Pierce was so 
proficient she could perform most o f her duties automatically 
and with great confidence. This allowed her the freedom to 
direct a considerable degree o f her mental efforts to the 
practice o f Era III medicine, such as trying to guide her 
patient’s outcome with her intentions, wishes, and prayers.

In so doing, Pierce made her own rules. She rejected the 
popular approach of trying to make things happen with her 
intentions. In such matters Cathy Pierce was immensely fond 
o f subtlety. She presumed that the world knew perfectly well 
how to get on without any advice from her. She believed that 
her task was not to dictate terms to the universe or overpower 
it with her thoughts; rather, she wished merely to nudge 
things in a certain direction through a bit o f delicate mental 
tweaking.

She had not always felt this way. At first she had tried to 
force things to happen in her patients, certain that she knew



best. While this sometimes worked, she found it unsatisfying 
because it felt arrogant and presumptuous. After years of 
experimentation, she concluded that her goal should simply 
be to set the stage for a wisdom greater than her own, then 
step aside. To some, this approach— healing by invitation, not 
command— smacked o f passivity. She knew otherwise. 
Whether she called this benevolent power God, Goddess, or 
something else did not concern her in the least. Pierce’s 
primary concerns were not theological.

She considered herself deeply spiritual, although not 
religious. But for her, spirituality was profoundly practical; it 
involved a sense of connection with something outside herself 
that transcended the human level o f existence. This unnamed 
reality was more powerful than the individual self. She had 
seen too much evidence o f her relative powerlessness as a 
doctor. She knew all too well the limits of her practice and 
that a greater force was at work when healing was involved.
She respected whatever it was that made people get better after 
the incisions were made and the antibiotics given. So this 
“thing” was a continual presence, an inner compass that 
guided every aspect o f her life.

Dr. Pierce could not separate science and spirituality. She 
felt a profound reverence toward the patterns and processes 
that science revealed. The filigreed order she saw in chemistry, 
physics, and mathematics was so intricate and astonishing, it 
made her shudder. And Dr. Pierce considered it her duty to 
honor the revelations o f science wherever they might point 
and however profoundly they might challenge her prior 
beliefs.

When she first encountered data from actual experiments 
indicating that Era III healing worked, however, she was 
disturbed. Over the years, she had become comfortable with 
the idea that one’s own mind could influence one’s health, but 
she was not yet prepared to grant that one’s mind could 
influence the health o f another individual who was unaware of 
the effort. She did not retreat from these discoveries, though, 
when she read about them and witnessed them. As a 
physician, she could not disregard the practical implications 
o f the studies favoring nonlocal healing. If the findings were



valid, as she believed they were, and if she were to withhold 
these methods from her patients, she would be ignoring her 
commitment to put her patients’ welfare first— ahead o f her 
own biases or doubts.

Dr. Pierce was familiar with the nuances o f the debates 
about Era III medicine. She found the arguments tiresome. 
She was convinced that if this healing were a new drug, it 
would be adopted by her profession overnight. But Era III 
healing was in many ways better than a drug. It was free, it 
could be used alongside conventional therapies, and it could 
be administered by anyone. You didn’t need a white coat and 
a stethoscope to be a specialist in nonlocal healing; you had 
only to care, to love, to be compassionate.

You didn’t even need to be religious. Pierce was delighted 
with this particular feature o f the experiments in Era III 
medicine— that their outcomes were not correlated with any 
particular religion. Intuitively she felt that this finding was on 
target.

Era III medicine required stepping aside and 
allowing something to unfold on its own.

The bottom line of the healing experiments was that the 
compassionate intentions o f one individual could help heal 
another, outside his or her awareness, no matter how far away 
the two might be. Pierce smiled when she considered how 
ancient this realization was. For folk healers throughout 
history this was Basic Healing 101. Where nonlocal healing 
was concerned, modern science didn’t look so modern. Better 
late than never, she told herself.

She remembered the derision she encountered when she 
entered the two-year training program in Era III medicine 
fresh out of her residency in ER medicine. The concept of 
nonlocal mind was new at the time, and many o f her 
colleagues were confused about what it implied. They often 
teased her, called her Psychodoc, but she went her own way. 
And when controlled studies showed that emergency patients



treated with conventional and nonlocal methods did better 
than those treated with conventional methods alone, the jests 
faded.

It was not only professionals who resisted Era III medicine. 
A few patients did also, and they were willing to go to court 
about it. Legislation was already on the books requiring a 
patient’s consent before a physician could use nonlocal healing 
methods on his or her behalf. Sometimes consent was 
impossible, as when a patient was unconscious, as in 
Rosemary Grey’s case. This was why Era III bracelets had 
caught on. They were a way o f authorizing a doctor to 
administer Era III care in advance, in case a patient was 
unable to give instructions.

Getting Herself Out of the Way

The actual practice o f Era III medicine had not come easily 
for Pierce, however. She found it difficult to perform all the 
technical functions in a crisis and keep her mind in a healing 
mode at the same time. Her main stumbling block was in 
trying to intellectualize nonlocal healing, just like she’d 
intellectualized everything she learned in medical school. But 
gradually both aspects o f her activities— the local and the 
nonlocal, the physical and the mental— came together. Her 
breakthrough came while she was trying to resuscitate a 
patient who had suffered a cardiac arrest. While 
administering cardiopulmonary resuscitation, all o f a sudden 
she found herself in an altered state o f awareness. Things were 
happening effortlessly, perfectly, as if in slow motion. She 
went into a “zone” like the one many athletes she knew had 
described. She made the right decisions without trying, as if 
the decisions were making themselves. Some part o f her was 
functioning superbly outside her rational mind. For a few 
brief moments she felt pleasantly transformed, and the 
patient, whom she had expected to die, lived. From that 
moment on, Pierce understood that the practice o f Era III 
medicine required stepping aside and allowing something to 
unfold on its own, like that magical moment in childhood 
when she found that the only way to stay upright on her 
bicycle was not to try. Letting go was the hardest thing a



doctor ever did, but she had stumbled onto the secret.
Catherine Pierce had found her groove.

By the time o f Rosemary Grey’s auto accident, Pierce had 
begun to think o f herself as a healer in addition to being a 
physician. Whereas being a doctor was an acquired skill, one 
to which she had dedicated years o f her life, it spoke to only 
one side o f her abilities and practice. Healing rounded out her 
identity. Healing was not something she did, it was a state of 
being. It was not something she turned on and off, like a 
defibrillator or a beeper. Healing had become a constant in 
her life, both inside and outside the emergency room.

As Catherine Pierce stood before Rosemary Grey’s 
unmoving body, she invited it to return to full function. Was 
there movement? Pierce’s heart leaped. After ten years of 
daily blood and gore, the sight o f a body coming to life still 
moved her so greatly that she could not imagine working 
anywhere else.

“Five hundred years ago you scientists 

would have been burned as heretics for 

‘testing God.’”... How things had changed!

Prayer: The Unifying Factor

Within five minutes o f her arrival, Rosemary Grey’s name 
had been logged into the ER computer as an Era III patient.
This triggered a chain of events designed to bring nonlocal 
healing influences to bear on her from around the world.
Chief among them was prayer. One o f the cornerstones of 
Mercy’s Era III practice was that protocols were established 
that functioned instantly and automatically. In the emergency 
room, response time was critical. One could not wait until a 
patient needed nonlocal healing interventions before 
organizing them. That would be like waiting until a patient 
was hemorrhaging before scouting around for a blood donor.
In the ER, systems had to be in place ahead o f time.
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The type of nonlocal interventions selected for the 
emergency room was important. Pierce knew it might be 
difficult to marshal widespread support in the community for 
the Era III program. Although Era III was a concept 
increasingly accepted by scientists and physicians, it still 
hadn’t trickled down to the community. Yet there was an 
everyday practice with which the vast majority of people were 
familiar and that was Era III to the core: intercessory prayer.

Intercessory prayer embodied many of the characteristics 
o f nonlocal events known to scientists. Its power was not 
diminished by distance, it appeared to function immediately, 
and it could not be blocked by physical obstructions. But 
unlike the nonlocal phenomena physicists studied, prayer was 
fueled by compassion and love. Therefore, although people 
might balk at “nonlocal healing,” Pierce felt they would accept 
the use of prayer. Prayer had universal appeal. It transcended 
religion, creed, race, and gender. In building a coalition 
around nonlocal healing, prayer was the unifying factor Pierce 
was looking for.

She found an ally in pastoral counselor David Stone, who 
directed the hospital chaplaincy program at Mercy. Pierce and 
Stone got on famously from the outset. On their first 
encounter she explained her goal of bringing nonlocal healing 
interventions into the ER. Stone listened patiently, then began 
to chuckle.

“What’s so funny?” Pierce asked.
“Your language, the way you beat around the bush. Call it 

‘nonlocal intentionality’ if you like,” he said. “I’ll stick with 
‘prayer.’ ”

“Look. Doctors get uptight about prayer,” Pierce 
explained. “Skeptics say it can’t work. If I call it Factor x, 
there’s less backlash.”

“Sanitize prayer if you need to,” Stone said, “but make sure 
you don’t kill it in the process.”

“Don’t worry. Prayer’s safe. It doesn’t need my 
permission to work.”

Every physician called on the services o f hospital chaplains 
from time to time, which meant that Stone could be a valuable 
ambassador for the Era III project. When physicians heard
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room, they would ask him what 
was going on. Stone needed to be 
able to explain to them why the 
program made sound, scientific 
sense. Pierce therefore spent hours 
discussing the project with Stone. 
She briefed him on the 
experiments that had been done in 
people, animals, plants, and 
microbes showing the effectiveness 
of healing intentions. When she 
saw that Stone was fascinated by 
the science surrounding Era III 
medicine, she breathed a sigh of 
relief. Not all clerics were 
enthusiastic about these 
developments. Some felt that 
science should keep its hands off 
prayer. “Five hundred years ago 
you scientists would have been 
burned as heretics for ‘testing 
God,’” Stone told Pierce following 
an extended discussion. How 
things had changed!

Stone committed himself to the 
Era III project. Within a month he 
had met with the city’s leading 
clergy from churches, temples, and 
mosques. Would they encourage 
their congregations to participate 
in a novel prayer effort for 
emergency room patients? Prayer 
would be initiated by phone and 
computer as soon as possible after 
entry into the ER. The prayer 
groups must be staffed around the 
clock, so that no patient would be 
omitted. Patients would be prayed



for by many different religions. Because the prayer effort 
would be ecumenical, no religion could claim credit if the 
experiment was successful. Were people willing to pray in 
concert with people o f different religions? Were they willing 
to put prayer to the test? The patients’ clinical course would 
be compared to ER patients who did not elect prayer. At the 
end o f three years, the results o f the experiment would be 
published in a medical journal. What if prayer didn’t work?

Stone’s recruiting efforts did not stop at the city limits. He 
contacted colleagues around the country who shared his 
interests in healing. One contact led to another. Within six 
months Stone had cobbled together an international prayer 
network that included Christians, Jews, Muslims, Buddhists, 
and Hindus. He discovered that in even the remotest religious 
outposts there were cybermonks and -nuns linked to the 
outside world with some o f the most sophisticated computer 
equipment available. Invariably they were grateful to be asked 
to contribute their prayers. By the time the Era III project was 
launched, prayer groups were poised to pray from every time 
zone on the planet. The protocols were set.

Within minutes o f Rosemary Grey’s arrival in the 
emergency room, Stone’s prayer groups were alerted 
electronically to her admission. For the first time in her life, 
Rosemary, unconscious on a stretcher, became the focus o f a 
global prayer effort. This Era III intervention was folded 
seamlessly with the Era I therapies she was receiving at the 
time— the monitoring o f her vital signs, the 
electrocardiogram and X rays, the infusion o f intravenous 
fluids, the cleansing o f her laceration and abrasions, and the 
suturing of her wound that was to follow. Pierce knew she 
was on solid scientific ground in combining these approaches 
in surgical situations. She was aware o f data showing that if 
patients undergoing cardiac surgery were prayed for, they 
experienced 50 to 100 percent fewer complications from the 
surgery than patients who were not prayed for and that their 
surgical incisions healed faster.

Getting the Works

Leslie Milton, the nurse in charge o f the emergency room,



noticed Grey’s movements. Leaning over 
her patient, Milton gently touched her 
cheek and whispered, “Welcome back.” 
She took Grey’s blood pressure again and 
reported to Pierce that it was now 
normal.

When Rosemary was fully awake, 
Cathy Pierce called to Milton for a suture 
tray— not vocally, but by thinking it. 
Milton appeared with the tray 
immediately. Communicating nonlocally 
with each other was a private game they 
played. They often experimented with 
how long they could function without 
saying a word. It was time to repair the 
six-inch laceration in Grey’s forehead. As 
Milton was prepping the wound, Pierce 
reminded Grey, “You’re Era III, but you 
can do things the old-fashioned way if 
you like. No need to be a hero.” Pierce 
drew the sheets around the cubicle for 
privacy and donned the sterile latex 

gloves Milton handed her.
“What are my options?” Grey asked.
“We can use a little Era I local anesthesia,” Pierce 

elaborated. “Or some Era II hypnosis, imagery, and 
relaxation; or some Era III intentions and prayer from Milton 
and me. It’s cafeteria style, pick and choose. All or none of 
the above. Me, I’d have the works. But I’m chicken.”

“She’s right,” Milton added. “The doctor is always right.” 
Rosemary agreed to all three. Pierce ordered lidocaine, 

and while Milton upended the vial, Pierce withdrew five cc’s 
into a syringe, changed needles, and began to inject the 
margins o f the jagged laceration. Following the initial sting, 
Rosemary felt nothing. She had felt strangely peaceful since 
regaining consciousness, and she sensed her serenity 
deepening. She knew the two women standing alongside her 
were responsible. Their casual style was calculated to put her 
at ease and evoke confidence. Nothing they did was an

A feeling of 

oneness 

enveloped her, 

her patient, 

and the nurse 

at her side.



accident. They even touched her with deliberateness and 
forethought. Rosemary had lost count o f the number o f times 
she had been touched by loving hands— when her blood 
pressure and pulse were repeatedly taken, her hair brushed 
aside, her laceration cleansed.

When Cathy Pierce finished the injection, she laid the 
syringe on the sterile tray. This was a signal to Milton. While 
they waited for the local anesthesia to take effect, the two 
women stood silently with closed eyes by Rosemary Grey’s 
stretcher. Grey noticed, and closed her eyes, too, and she 
drifted into sleep.

Pierce emptied her mind and felt a sense o f peace fill her. 
Then a feeling o f oneness enveloped her, her patient, and the 
nurse at her side. She retraced the path in her mind that led to 
the universal power and wisdom she believed in, and she asked 
that this power be lavished on Rosemary Grey. She asked for 
nothing specific, only that the best outcome prevail. Then she 
let her feelings o f compassion deepen. As she did so a sense of 
warmth pervaded her, and she knew she was on track.

Pierce was applying a bandage when Rosemary awoke. She 
had slept through the entire procedure.

“That was nice. What did you do to me?” she asked 
dreamily.

“We don’t do things to people around here,” Pierce replied. 
“We try to be toward them in a certain way, that’s all.”

“Since you’ve been here you’ve attracted attention from 
around the world,” Milton added. “Your Era III bracelet gave 
us permission to request healing for you from people 
everywhere. The requests went out automatically when we 
logged you into the computer.”

“Too bad I had to get myself nearly killed to receive it,” 
Rosemary said. “Can you leave me on your computer 
indefinitely?”

“For six weeks,” Pierce said. “Then you’ll be removed 
automatically. You’ll be well by then. Don’t worry. The 
effects of love and compassion don’t stop when the intentions 
cease. They’re timeless. Once loved, always loved. No extra 
charge.” ■
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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.

Prav with_________Silent Unity
To share in united prayer is a joyous, 

enriching experience. We are thankful as we 
come together in an awareness of G od’s 
presence, and we cherish this sacred and 
rejuvenating experience. It is in the beautiful 
place within us where we find refuge from the 
outer world, and all of our cares melt away.

Let us now pause, relax, and still our minds 
in the sanctuary o f the silence. In this silence, 
we pray:

In prayer, dear God, I join with You in sacred 
communion. United with You, I am healed and 
refreshed. Your spirit of love and peace moves 

out from me into my life and all of my 
relationships.

What perfect peace I find in Your presence, 
dear God. With You I know that all is well in my 
life and in the world. All living things, all 
creation, are in Your gentle, loving care.

You are the expression of order that reigns 
throughout the entire universe, God, enfolding 
everything in Your love.

Peace, sweet peace, flows through my entire 
being. I thank You, dear God, for this precious 
serenity, and I bask in the joy it brings ...

In Your presence, God, I see You as the light 
upon my path. Whenever I need guidance, You 
are there for me, filling my mind with insight



and inspiration. Even when I am not aware of it, You gently guide 
me to my right experiences.

How comforting it is to know that through Your ever-present 
light my direction is always sure and my way is always true.

I reflect now on the glorious path that is always before me ... 
in the silence...

Aware o f the oneness we share, dear God, I know that You are 
the source o f all being, the source o f all life. What a comfort it is 
to know that I am filled with divine life. As it flows through me, I 
can feel myself being healed in body, mind, and soul.

I see myself in the spiritual light o f Truth and know that the 
life that animates me is Yours. In this knowledge, I express 
fullness o f health.

Wholeness is mine through Your loving presence, dear God, 
and I am so grateful ...

Resting further in my awareness o f You, God, I see the infinite 
nature of Your being and how it includes the abundant supply I 
am so blessed with. Everything that I need flows to me from the 
bottomless ocean o f Your substance.

I look to You as my source, and from Your all-providing love, 
blessings flow to me.

I thank You now in this quiet time ...
I am in awe, dear God, o f what You mean to me. Your 

constant loving presence is my peace, Your bright shining light is 
my guidance, Your divine life is my health, and Your infinite 
substance is my supply.

But more than these, God, I cherish my oneness with You. 
Knowing that You and I are eternally one, I feel complete joy and 
contentment. ■

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.
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Life is aWonder James Billet Freeman

How often do our hearts condemn us? How 
often do we shut ourselves out from the fullness 
o f life with a sense o f sin and wrongdoing? How 
often do we deny ourselves the happiness o f today 
by refusing to let go o f the shame of yesterday?
How often does our conviction that we are 
miserable, sinful creatures keep us from our 
heritage as the beloved children o f God?

Life should have a full, rich flavor. There 
should be joy in the little happenings o f every day.
It should be joy to feel the peace o f our own being. 
We should find joy in love and in all the beauty 
with which God has surrounded us.

But often we give our thought to our own 
heart’s condemning, and though all G od’s world 
shouts of joy and beauty and love to be enjoyed, we 
will not turn from the wailing wall o f our 
unworthiness to take in the glory and compassion.

Yet for all who suffer from a sense o f sin and 
wrongdoing, there is this freeing Truth: The will of 
God is not suffering and denial; the will o f God is 
life— life exuberant, life triumphant, life exultant!

The accusing voice o f conscience is not the 
loving voice o f God. If we are suffering from a 
sense o f condemnation, it is not God who is 
condemning us; it is we who are condemning 
ourselves. God is love. Our conscience is formed 
by our experience and training as children; it varies 
from culture to culture and from individual to 
individual. In some persons, there seems to be no 
conscience; in others, it is so exaggerated that no 
matter how uprightly they may live, their 
conscience will not let them alone: like a thief by



night, it comes to whisper o f guilt and demand payment. But 
though they pay a thousand times over, conscience is not 
satisfied. It returns and returns again.

Can you not be as kind to yourself as you are to a stranger? 
If a stranger came to you and told you he was full o f shame 
and remorse because o f things he had done as a child, would 
you not tell him to forget and to go free? Yet are you still 
punishing yourself spiritually for things you did when you 
were a child? Surely you have punished yourself enough.
Your soul has paid the price. Let it go free.

If you have injured another, it is right to make restitution if 
you can. But punishing yourself is not restitution. Often you 
cannot make restitution directly to the one you have injured. 
But the law of life does not require this any more than it 
requires that you always give to the one from whom you 
receive. All the good you have ever done to anyone is your 
restitution. Does not the good you have done outweigh any 
evil you may have done? We do not increase our spiritual 
stature by adding thoughts o f shame to the shame o f our deed.

The denial o f life is not the will o f the Creator o f life. A 
spiritual person is not one who withdraws from life but one 
who has faith in life and finds joy in living. The spiritual 
person enters with exuberance into all the activities o f life. He 
or she loves life. So great is this sense of livingness, so keen is 
this feeling of the wonder and worth of living that every day is 
a journey in jubilance. One wakes in the morning delighted 
to be off on the adventure of living, extracting from each 
moment its utmost o f pleasure and surprise. One lies down at 
night with a sense o f contentment, at peace with him- or 
herself and with the universe. One knows that pain is a sign 
that something is wrong; if it comes, he or she does not cling 
to it but seeks to set the wrong right.

The truth is that if we do not enjoy and cherish love and 
beauty and joy, we live a half life.

Love love. Love is the heart o f God. Love is the way out of 
the prison o f the self. Love is completion.

Love beauty. Beauty is but another name for God. It is the 
face o f God as truth is the mind o f God. It is the language of 
the spirit as truth is the language o f the mind. It is the witness



o f G od’s presence in the world.
Love joy. Joy is the laughter o f God. Joy is a habit and a 

habitation o f the heart that abides in G od’s love. What would 
you will for your beloved, save joy? You are the beloved of 
God, and the love o f God surpasses yours. “If you ... know 
how to give good gifts to your children, how much more will 
your Father in heaven give good things to those who ask him!” 
(Mt. 7:11)

If you do not love yourself, who is the beloved o f God, is 
that holiness? You do not find God by repudiating God in 
yourself. You do not honor God by denying God in your body 
and renouncing G od’s world.

If a plant is denied its sustenance, it withers. So our soul 
withers when we deny it the love and beauty and joy that are 
its sustenance.

Surely the forgiveness o f God is ours even before our 
hearts reach out to accept it. Surely the understanding o f God 
is ours even when we fail to understand ourselves. God does 
not require o f us more than we are able to give. Having given 
us bodies, God does not ask us to deny the needs o f our 
bodies. Having given us the capacity for happiness, God does 
not ask us to repudiate happiness. Having given us the desire 
for love, God does not ask us to renounce love.

It is good to have high standards of thought and conduct, 
but it is also good to accept ourselves. We do not grow by 
deploring what we cannot be but by finding joy in being what 
we are able to be. Not being yet perfected, let us accept 
ourselves where we are and do what we can. “The gift is 
acceptable according to what one has— not according to what 
one does not have” (2 Cor. 8:12). We are not under the law of 
condemnation but under the law o f love.

Has your way seemed dark? Love penetrates the darkness. 
Love is full of light. Has your heart seemed weak? Love 
understands weakness. Love is full o f strength. Have you felt 
ashamed? Love dissolves shame. Love is merciful. As you 
open your heart to love, all that is less than love will fade away.

If your heart condemns you, God is greater than your 
heart. God is love. ■
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of hope in New Orleans serves a sea of humanity 
that ebbs forth every morning from the squalor of 
the city’s dark, deserted places. The bodies seem 
innumerable as they emerge for a free meal at the Inn. 
They will find a little human companionship and 
make a,telephone call or two before they retreat at 
eventide like hermit crabs swept off in an ocean tide 
to unseen hideaways.

june ■ 2000 unity magazine



A high school junior, I volunteer to work some Friday 
evenings and weekends in this place for the defeated, the sick, 
the abandoned, the cringing, the bedraggled o f all 
descriptions. No community service requirement obliges me.
I do it simply to serve a portion o f G od’s women and men 
who through their own failings or through external 
circumstances find themselves utterly bereft, hungry, and 
desperate for help.

Such is the locale where Darren worked. He spoke little 
while he mopped floors, washed dishes, carried out garbage, 
and performed any task requested o f him. He resonated 
amazing humility and a tranquility that was almost ethereal.

Over the course o f months we started to talk, as our 
respective chores permitted. We became good friends. In 
fact, my family and Darren were the most influential factors in 
my life. I later verified much o f what he told me. Quite 
articulate, he had spent two years in a community college 
“reading lots o f literature,” he said. He mentioned that his 
studies taught him “the meaning o f your life depends on 
which ideas you permit to use you.” And “a person’s journey 
in life should be measured not by the number of years, but by 
the number o f loving deeds performed.”

He Needed Plenty of Forgiveness

Misfortunes for Darren started after the Army. “A grunt,” 
using his words, he served in Desert Storm.

During one o f our conversations, I asked, “What’s war 
like?” Typical o f Darren’s reserve, he looked off distantly and 
didn’t directly answer but replied: “I’ve seen a lot o f people 
die. Although this isn’t the case in war, death—you know— is 
actually natural. I view it as a friend. It’s part o f our covenant 
with life. We fear death because as human beings we’re 
accustomed to dominating nature and not being controlled by 
what’s natural. But it’s always good if you have a little time. 
This way you can forgive yourself for what you’ve done wrong 
and forgive others.”

And he needed plenty o f forgiveness. After the Army, he 
moved to New Orleans. Rebelling against any regimentation 
and without regard for how he got it, he wanted plenty of

JB



money fast. He turned into an inner-city crime boss. Widely 
feared, he ruthlessly robbed, shot, and murdered his way to 
dominance in the vicious underbelly o f New Orleans society.

Yet suddenly and violently, his fast life ended with him 
sprawled halfway over the sidewalk and halfway into the 
street. He was caught in a police drug bust; ten bullets riddled 
his body, leaving permanent disfigurements. Convicted,



Darren spent four years in Angola Prison, Louisiana’s harshest 
penitentiary. It was there that he found God and a new 
direction.

Ever inquisitive, I asked, “How’s it feel to be locked up?” 
My acquaintance only partially responded. After pondering 
for what seemed to me like an eternity, he said quietly: “I led 
a prison gang, and I was powerful. But I got into a knife fight. 
I’ll never forget it. I was pinned and just about to have my 
throat cut by a rival gang member. I was totally powerless. I 
couldn’t do anything. I don’t know why, but a thought flashed 
into my mind that if I ever got out o f that fix, I would change 
my life. Up to then, I considered only myself and how I could

get other people to do whatever I 
wanted.

“At the last moment, just 
before the end came, another 
inmate kicked my attacker off me, 
saying, ‘No killing here.’ You can’t 
believe my relief,” he confided. “I 
got up. I tried to hide the shaking 
that was everywhere in my body. 
As I went to my cell, I nodded 
thanks to the guy who saved me.” 
Darren said he sat on his cot 
thanking the Force that had kept 
him alive. He determined to focus 
on rearranging his life.

“The prison chaplain, another 
inmate, heard about the incident.” 
Darren paused with a twinge of 
pride that was rare for him. “The 
fella asked if I’d like to tell others 
about anything I learned from the 
experience. I jumped at the 
opportunity, and I’ve been 

preaching ever since.” He told me: “When people go to jail, 
they dream o f the things that they miss and what they want to 
do when they’re released. However, when they get out, their 
friends have gone elsewhere, their family has moved, and they

INY STONE IMAGES



“Folks, stand forhave no home. Churches became my 
home.”

He chose not to affiliate with a 
particular denomination. Still, the 
homeless, the down-and-outers, the 
alcoholics, and the drug addicts knew he 
had been one o f them. They overflowed 
inner-city sanctuaries where he spoke. 
He talked passionately from the heart. 
No erudition for him, his delivery was 
rapid-fire and personal.

something so 

large, so definite,

A Question of Time

Probably because he had wasted so 
much o f it, Darren loved to talk about 
time, especially its loss. He said to the 
assembled: “Don’t squander tim e— it’s 
the essence o f life. Time is your most 
precious possession because it never 
comes back. God has given you just a 
pocketful o f time. It’s yours to use as you 
wish. But, once it’s gone, don’t ask for 
even one day o f it again.”

Extraordinarily philosophical, he 
commented to another congregation:
“Your achievements are not so much 
based on the amount of time you have but on how you use 
your time. This determines largely what you are and what you 
become. If you know how to use the opportunities that time 
gives you, you can create more opportunities.”

His most memorable service, in my view, came on 
Memorial Day evening. Veterans and those who had never 
served crowded into a tiny chapel. Darren’s message was 
different, but still powerfully fervent.

Reminding everyone about the soldiers’ sacrifices and 
G od’s generosity in making this country free, Darren said in 
part: “Folks, stand for something so large, so definite, and so 
special that its essence will shake your very foundation. Do 
something so positive and so important that it will

and so special

that its essence

will shake your

very foundation.”



permanently change your life.” I remember leaving that night 
even more eager to help.

A Legacy of Love

William Beaumont 

is an eleventh- 

grade honors 

student at 

Benjamin Franklin 

High School in 

New Orleans, 

Louisiana. He 

enjoys writing and 

helping others at 

Ozanam Inn.

Darren left that service too. Completely benevolent in his 
new life, he headed toward the Iberville Project, one o f New 
Orleans’ most dangerous housing units. He was taking an 
American flag to a war widow in the development.

On his way there, two men jumped out o f the shadows, 
stabbed him, seized the few coins he had, and left him to die. 
Darren was gone before the ambulance could arrive. People 
who gathered recognized the man o f God.

On the dirt in front of the somber houses lay, like charred 
ashes, the hopes o f future years when this person might have 
made an enormous impact for the lost and the forgotten.
Right there, his people started an emotional, unorganized 
prayer vigil.

What o f me? How did I feel? I realized that continually 
through our human existence we search for our collective and 
individual place in life. By way o f his belief in God, Darren 
helped me locate my spot a little better. I felt grateful to have 
known him.

Passing away is awesomely final. I recalled his remark that 
“death—you know— is actually natural. I view it as a friend. 
It’s part o f our covenant with life.” I wondered if he would 
still have held this opinion.

Strong cables, now abruptly frayed, connected us. In 
saying my good-byes, I asked Darren to forgive the pains I had 
unconsciously caused him. As solace, I thought of the blissful 
moments we had enjoyed. If the departed can somehow flit 
unnoticed about those they loved, Darren’s vitality will remain 
with us in the most silent night and the most brilliant day. 
When breezes loft softly around us, Darren’s tender spirit via 
the presence o f God will encircle us.

I am not unhappy. I do not mourn him. As he could have 
said, life’s highest happiness is in living for others. Darren is 
gone, but thankfully, his purpose o f loving and ministering to 
the downtrodden and the cowering in our society exists today. 
And I know I will see him again. ■



Yve always wondered Thomas ShepherdAbout ...
Dear Tom: A hurricane recently threatened New 
Orleans and the small town where I live. When 
people in shelters were interviewed, they said that 
they were praying for New Orleans to be spared. In 
coastal Mississippi, where the storm later hit, the 
refugees in the evacuation center were praying for 
God to spare the Gulf Coast. Both groups were 
praying for the same outcome. One group was 
spared; the other suffered hurricane damage. My 
line of reasoning breaks down here because of two 
congregations of huddled evacuees, praying to be 
spared. Only one of them will be delivered, but 
they both pray to the same God with faith. — JP, 
Mandeville, Louisiana

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

Dear JP: I agree. The God they supplicated for 
redress was flagrantly unfair. That God should 
have pushed the hurricane out to sea and spared 
everyone, especially His faithful believers who 
prayed fervently to Him. But He didn’t. Why? 
Because that God can’t rush to their aid, because 
that God doesn’t exist. God isn’t “out there” 
beyond the skies, ready to dip His mighty finger 
into time-and-space to set aright the miscarriages 
of nature and human folly. God is inside the 
process, not outside. God is the very energy to 
think, live, love— the power of existence itself. 
There is no power outside God. In Lessons in 
Truth H. Emilie Cady wrote over a century ago: 

“God is power. Not simply God has power, 
but God is power. In other words, all the power



there is to do anything is God. God, the source of our existence 
every moment, is not simply omnipotent (all-powerful); God is 
omnipotence (all power). God is not alone omniscient (all
knowing); God is omniscience (all knowledge). God is not only 
omnipresent, but more— omnipresence. God is not a being having 
qualities, but God is the good itself.”

We exist in Divine Mind, in whom we live and move and have 
our being. We are not here to meet a demon-haunted, dangerous 
world, rescued occasionally by intervention from heaven above. We 
are here to learn, grow, experience, savor, exult, cherish, create, and 
to use our connection with that Mind to make safe decisions. We 
are here to share, to be fruitful, and to multiply the good over and 
over again. Centering on the Divine within, we become still and 
realize that whatever happens, we are still one with God. Hurricane 
or sunshine, apparent disaster or celebrated deliverance, God is still 
Absolute Good.

The words o f the “Prayer for Protection” summarize the genius 
o f the Unity understanding about life: “The light o f God surrounds 
me ... wherever I am, God is!” When Jesus Christ faced His 
hurricane— which did not pass Him by— the Man o f Nazareth 
reached beyond Himself by finding the Divine within Himself. 
When He prayed, “Thy will be done,” it didn’t mean He wanted to 
suffer, but that He recognized G od’s perfect goodness can be 
realized in any circumstance. While life’s crises may not be 
manipulated supernaturally, the hurricanes nevertheless lose the 
power to inflict true, lasting damage on us when we know the 
divine Truth o f G od’s all-embracing presence and power. Such a 
mystical vision requires a lot of meditation and prayer before you 
and I understand it fully, but we’ll get it. We have from now to 
forever, and God is with us every step o f the way.

Dear Tom: Do you have a favorite nonbiblical quote from poetry or 
literature?—BC, Kutztown, Pennsylvania

Dear BC: Not counting James Dillet Freeman’s “Prayer for 
Protection”? My favorite comes from Shakespeare’s Hamlet:



This above all: to thine own self be true,
And it must follow, as the night the day,
Thou canst not then be false to any man.

And for my fellow Internet surfers out there, the complete works of 
Shakespeare are available online free at: 
http://www.ipl.org/reading/shakespeare/shakespeare.html

Dear Tom: What do you think is the best information about what 
Jesus was doing from the time He was a teen until He began His 
ministry?—RP, Overland Park, Kansas

Dear RP: The best information about what Jesus was doing during 
that time is the only authentic information we have— the canonical 
gospels. As I’ve said before, it’s tempting to speculate about Jesus 
wandering the desert with the Essene monks o f Qumran or 
venturing to India or Stonehenge or Egypt, but the most likely 
answer is the least romantic— He probably spent it working in His 
father’s carpentry shop in Galilee. Studying with a guru is, in 
Unity’s teaching, unnecessary. None o f us needs exalted spiritual 
teachers to link with the Divine, since God is within each o f us in 
equal measure. We need time to practice the Presence, and that can 
happen anywhere. The flip side of this likely historical scenario is 
this: If Jesus could get all He needed to be one with the Father 
while sawing timber and driving nails, so can we unfold our 
magnificent spiritual natures in the humdrum of everyday 
life. ■

Submit questions to: I've Always Wondered About
Unity Magazine, 1901 NW Blue Parkway 
Unity Village, MO 64065-0001

Thomas Shepherd is an ordained Unity minister and author of the Unity book Friends in High 

Places. He also has ministerial standing with the Congregationalist and Unitarian-Universalist 

churches. He holds a master of divinity degree from Lancaster Theological Seminary.
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Janet K. McNamara I t  seems toMe
“Love is a verb,” according to author Glenn 

Van Ekeren. And a verb requires action; it is as 
simple as that. What does love in action look like?

Young author William Beaumont told us 
about Darren, a man who had done some 
horrible things in his life, yet found love and 

helped others who had similar backgrounds. Darren told the 
author, “A person’s journey in life should be measured not by the 
number o f years, but by the number o f loving deeds performed.” 
And to a group he was speaking to, Darren said, “Do something so 
positive and so important that it will permanently change your life.”

People from all walks o f life put love in action. We never hear 
about most of them because that is how they want it. In February, 
a beloved member o f the Kansas City Chiefs, Derrick Thomas, died 
while recovering from a tragic accident in which he was driving and 
in which his best friend died. In the days and weeks following the 
accident and Derrick’s death, the community began to find out how 
quiet and unassuming Derrick had been about sharing his time, his 
money, and his love—with children who couldn’t read, with 
children who were dying o f fatal illnesses, and with families who 
didn’t have enough to eat. Derrick’s death also raised our 
awareness o f the importance o f wearing our seatbelts. Derrick’s life 
wasn’t perfect; no one’s truly is. But in Derrick’s death, and in our 
grief, love is rekindling and growing in our community.

Are not these stories examples o f love in action?
Jesus encourages us: “In everything do to others as you would 

have them do to you” (Mt. 7:12).
Is this not our charge?
Please join us next month as we explore lifestyles for health and 

wholeness. ■

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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