because we are innately divine, innately whole and innately
complete. Our desire for health, harmony and prosperity—
whether for healing in relationships, finances, employment
or body—awakens our pent-up potential to erupt as new
birth.

If you are looking for a healing right now—in any
area of your life—TI invite you to rely on the promises of
Spirit to heal your need. Discover and renew the whole of
you—spirit, soul and body. You can do this by affirming your
natural birthright for health and radiant life; by getting still
each day; by practicing prayer and meditation regularly and
listening to the voice of Spirit; by physically acting on God’s
promises of wholeness for you; by setting high expectations
for your good; by looking for blessings in disappointments;
by practicing positive humor; and by expressing love for
yourself and others through forgiveness, patience, gentle-
ness, mercy and kindness. You will revitalize and reinvent
your life and restore peace, harmony, health, happiness and
true prosperity to it. And as you do, know this: You'll never
walk alone.

26



You and | are here by divine appointment.
The divine seed for healing
is planted deeply in every one of us
because we are innately divine, innately
whole and innately complete.




By Rev. Gardiner Rapelye Jr.

It's every parent’s worst nightmare, a call from the
hospital saying, “Your son is in ICU.”

When my sons Tanner and Beau were eight and
fourteen, their mother and I divorced, and I started a new
life as a single parent of two sons. In those early years, I had
gotten used to the usual bumps and scrapes that happen to
kids. However, at 11 p.m. on Saturday, September 17, 2005,
I received a call that turned my world upside down. My 24-
year-old son Tanner had fallen from the fourth-floor balcony
of his apartment in Kansas City, Missouri.
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Rushing off to the hospital from my home 20
miles away, I made several urgent calls. I phoned Beau,
in California, and his mother, in North Carolina. I called
Silent Unity, and I called my prayer partner from ministe-
rial school, Reverend Debbie Taylor, for prayer support.

Earlier that day, Tanner and his roommate had helped
me pack boxes for a Gulf Coast relief drive at Unity Temple
on the Plaza in Kansas City. The boxes were being sent to
people who were made homeless by Hurricane Katrina.
Tanner had said, “Dad, I really want to do more of this.” We
had lunch together and then went our separate ways. By that
evening, a beautiful afternoon with my son had turned into a
horrific crisis.

When I arrived at the hospital emergency unit, a
doctor took me into a small consultation room and said,
“Your son may survive, but if he does, he may be totally
nonfunctioning.” When he told me I couldn’t go in to be
with Tanner, I said, “I've got to be by his side. I'm an or-
dained minister and I can handle this.”

My Little Boy

When Tanner was born, I was in the delivery room.
As soon as the doctor delivered Tanner, she handed him to
me. Tanner grabbed my thumb, and I remember thinking,
“This little boy is going to help me.” Now I knew I needed
to be there to hold his thumb.

Finally, I was allowed in to see him. Tanner was in a
coma, his pelvis was fractured, and a broken rib had dam-
aged his spleen. Before they did a tracheotomy and placed
Tanner on life support, I tried to straighten the oxygen tube
going into his nose, because even though he was in a coma,
I wanted to do something that might make him feel more
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comfortable. As one of the doctors watched, he said, “This
isn’t the movies. There’s not going to be any pretty music,
and there may be no happy ending.” “Well,” I affirmed,
“I'm in prayer knowing that we are going to see the happy
ending and he is going to be just fine.”

Hitting the ground after a four-story fall, Tanner
aspirated the contents of his stomach into his lungs, which
caused severe burns throughout the interior of his lungs. His
brain was swollen to the capacity of his skull, but it was the
damage to his lungs that soon threatened to take his life.

Several times we nearly lost him. Twice the doctor
prescribed a risky steroid treatment and said, “You have a
choice here: you can either watch him crash and burn or you
can let us try to save his life with a steroid treatment. But
know that he may not survive the treatment itself.”

I thought, “Okay, we are either going to be planning a
funeral or for long-term care, and I'll do whatever I'm called
to do.” It was so clear from that moment on that I had to
surrender, get out of the way, and listen to divine guidance.

Beau flew in from California, and the boys’ mother
flew in from North Carolina. Tanner had at least one of
us by his side at all times. I was comforted to know the
prayers of Silent Unity were going on 24 hours a day, every
day. Debbie started a prayer chain for Tanner, and we re-
ceived cards from people all over the world, telling us they
were praying for him.

We never left him unattended, and I believe that
during the eight weeks he was in a coma, he somehow
sensed that we were there, pulling for him. I said the
“Prayer for Protection” for him over and over again, believ-
ing each time that he heard me:
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The light of God surrounds you;

The love of God enfolds you;

The power of God protects you;

The presence of God watches over you.
Wherever you are, God is!

Tanner’s recovery was a very slow process. The first
indication I saw that he was coming out of the coma was
when a tiny bit of one side of his lip turned up, as if he
were trying to smile. Then he started moving one of his
little fingers. We cheered him on, hoping and praying that
he was really coming back. The doctors were very cautious,
saying, “Don’t get too excited about any of this.”

On the other hand, prayers for him continued, and
his progress steadily improved. We prayed, Silent Unity
prayed around the clock, and people all over the world
prayed. Tanner became more active and coherent. He was
able to work the call button, keeping his nurses busy.

One morning when I arrived early at the hospital,
Tanner had the TV remote in his hand. He said, “Dad,
look!” I looked up and saw that he had The Worship
Network on—beautiful scenes, lovely music, scriptures and
inspirational messages that continued 24 hours a day. He
had been awake all night watching the program.

Tanner went from 250 to 140 pounds while he was
in the hospital. He had to learn everything all over again:
how to move his hands, arms and legs. He had to learn
how to walk, talk and take care of himself.

When he came out of the hospital, Tanner stayed
with me for two weeks. At first I was as nervous as if I had
a newborn in the house. I would listen for any noise he
would make: Was he coughing? Turning over in the bed?
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He’d been taken care of by nurses and doctors for so long, I
wasn't sure if I could do it. But Tanner improved so rapidly
that he really didn’t require much care.

Beau quit his job in California, and he and Tanner
moved in together. They lived right across the street from
me. We had this family-compound thing going on for a
while, which was very comforting.

Finding the Good

When Tanner fell four stories to the ground, he
landed on a patch of grass and dirt that was about three feet
wide by five feet long. That patch of ground, surrounded
by rock, brick, stone steps and metal fences, had just been
watered. After his fall, an imprint of Tanner was visible on
that patch of grass and dirt. If he had fallen in any other
spot, he wouldn’t have survived.

To this day, I don’t know how or why Tanner fell;
Tanner doesn’t remember. What I do know is that Spirit has
great plans for this young man. When I look at him, I thank
God he survived the many surgeries and procedures. He
mended beautifully. As I like to say: “He’s alive, awake, alert,
enthusiastic and prospering.” He’s working now as a finan-
cial planner. His high school sweetheart, Sara, came back
into his life as a result of the accident, and they are engaged.

My sons and I have always been incredibly close,
but now we're even closer. I've learned that when I pray
and look for the good in every situation, I find it. I also
know that what God leads me to, God leads me through.
Whether it is a crisis or an opportunity for good, I'm to get
out of the way and surrender all to God.
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By Geraldine Wells

I am life that knows no dying.

I am joy that knows no sighing.

[ am Truth that makes all free.

[ am perfection that all may be.

I am faith that knows no fear.

I am the light that makes all clear.

I am the good that all may know.

I am victory where’er I go.

[ am purity that knows no stain.

I am health that knows no pain.

I am strength that knows no weakness.
I am humility that serves in meekness.
[ am the law that fulfills desire.

[ am God alight with holy fire!
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Prayer Works

C{/WL&Z&@/

By Bernie Siegel, M.D.

What do we do when we or someone we love comes
up against a serious health challenge? We may feel over-
whelmed and without resources to help us. We don’t know
where to turn. What I do, and what I encourage other
people to do, is pray.

Many studies have been done in hospitals on the ef-
fects of praying for people who are ill. The results are excit-
ing: Those who were prayed for healed better and faster!

There is mystery in healing, but we can accept the
mystery even if we don’t understand why or how it hap-
pens. And I believe that scientists need to be open-minded
to explore the mysterious and the unexplained.

Hopefully, when our knowledge increases, we will
know how prayer heals. I believe that we will find that
when we pray for someone, energy (for lack of a better
word) goes out to that person and helps him or her re-
cover. We may never know for sure, but that doesn’t bother
me. I've learned that prayer works, and I use it. I used it in
the operating room, where I held my patients’ hands and
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they knew I was praying for them. They were benefited by
prayer. Studies have shown that if someone is in the room
with women—Ioving them and caring for them—while
they are going through labor, they will have less pain and
fewer cesarean sections.

Praying for Others

The fact that people are helped by the love and
peace of the people caring for them is more easily accepted
scientifically. But how do we explain the people who are
helped when, unknown to them, someone is sitting in the
lobby of the hospital praying for them? Or what if some-
one at Silent Unity, hundreds of miles away, is praying for
them? We know prayer helps these people, but how? This
is what we need to explore.

Just because I don’t understand how prayer works
or whats happening doesn’t keep me from doing what’s
beneficial. The mystery of it excites me because it opens
more options and potential.

Let Go, Let God

I'm so in awe of life in the universe, and my sense of
awe is always increasing! While speaking or doing inter-
views, I've been in various places with people who look
terrific, but when they begin to tell me about themselves,
I'm amazed by their stories. They say things like, “I was
told by the doctor that I have cancer (or multiple sclerosis
or AIDS) and there’s nothing they can do for me. So I went
home and said, ‘God, this is Your problem.” And such a
peace came to me at that moment.”

They go on to say, “And I got well! My disease is
gone!” Personal prayer opened them up to resources they
didn’t even know they had at a conscious or intellectual
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level. Now they are open to the unconscious and creative
energy of the universe.

As a scientist, of course, I like to see proof that
prayer works. Several years ago, Randolph Byrd of San
Francisco General Hospital did a study of people who had
had heart attacks. Their names were selected by a com-
puter. Some were to be prayed for and some were not. He
studied four hundred people and found that those who had
been prayed for had fewer complications after their heart
attacks than those who had not received the added prayer
support.

Prayer Works!

It took him quite a while, but he finally got his
study published in a medical journal. Later, in letters to the
editor, doctors expressed their anger over the study. They
called it unscientific, which isn’t true because it was totally
scientific. They asked, “Why is this in a medical journal?”
Well, that’s exactly where it needs to be—in a medical jour-
nal to shake people up and make them think about what’s
going on! To make them realize that there is something
here which might not be explainable right now, but never-
theless is helping and healing people.
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Journey to the

By Rev. Joan Gattuso

I sat in prayer this morning at the bedside of a
precious, kind, loving woman, who was sleeping soundly
on the first morning after surgery for cervical cancer. She is
a student of metaphysics; a woman who studies, prays and
meditates daily; and who has been an active Unity member
for a number of years.

She was struck with terror two weeks previously
when, without any prior indication as to her physical diag-
nosis, her primary care physician had sent her to another
doctor, who proposed several possible dates for surgery.
Dumbfounded and puzzled, she asked, “Why in heaven’s
name do I need surgery?”

The doctor replied, “Didn’t your primary care physi-
cian tell you why you were coming to see me?”
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He had not. The doctor gave her the startling news
of the cervical cancer.

A Crisis of Understanding

We who are without disease and without such
shocking news can believe we understand what such a diag-
nosis must mean to a person. We believe we are able to be
empathetic and feel what the patient feels. I have personally
and deeply learned that this assumption just isn't so.

For over a dozen years I had sat with, prayed with,
done healing work with, meditated with, and worked on
various other levels with cancer patients. I had tremen-
dous faith in their abilities to be healed or, at the very least,
to have their disease arrested. I thought I had a degree of
understanding as to what individuals in my congregation
were experiencing, what they were feeling, what emotions
and fears were surging through their consciousness when
receiving such a diagnosis. My understanding was naive.
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Then one day in August 1991, a new physician I had
visited called with some test results. I knew everything was
all right. I had been a metaphysician since my early twen-
ties. Several years later I had committed my life to God and
entered ministerial school. I had meditated and prayed every
day for over twenty years. I practice forgiveness instantly
whenever experiencing even the slightest upset. I had been
a non-meat eater and natural foods advocate for most of my
life. That day, however, I received the most devastating news
of my life. I had cancer cells in the lining of my uterus.

I went numb. My head was spinning. I instantly
broke out in a cold sweat. The news was devastating. The
doctor continued talking, but I was no longer listening,
could no longer hear. My mind began to race.

How could this be? I felt as if I had failed and failed
miserably as a Truth student, let alone as a teacher and
minister. My being was somehow wired that, if one does
everything “right”—right consciousness, right prayer life,
right meditation, right dietary practices, right exercise,
right thought, right loving heart, right feelings—then one
is invincible, or nearly so.

Having been a Truth student for so many years, I did
not rush to look up cancer in Louise Hays’ You Can Heal Your
Life or in my old copy of Divine Remedies. I already knew
the mind-body connection. I knew that a pervasive thought
consistently held in mind creates a corresponding condition
within the body.

Well, if I had harbored deep hurt, long-standing
resentments, or carried hatred, they clearly did not live on
any conscious level. Nor did it appear that I had “rejected
my femininity.”
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So often we can use such teachings as a magic formula
to explain away any unpleasant situation. I know I certainly
had done so in the past. Right arm injured? Oh, that means
the masculine part of you is afraid to move forward, to
extend yourself. Hurt your left knee? That must mean that
your female aspect needs to exercise humility. Heart prob-
lem? That’s “blocked” love. And on and on we can go.

I wrestled with this startling information through
the night like Jacob at Jabbok Ford and would not let the
“angel” go until there was an exchange of blessings (Gen.
32:22-32). Many blessings resulted from this experience,
none of which could have been seen when I was looking
through lenses of terror.

“This Cancer Is a Gift”

I remember being on the telephone with Silent
Unity, sobbing my story to a prayer worker of remarkable
tenderness and compassion, who affirmed over and over
that I was not a failure as a Truth student and a minister
because of my diagnosis. She said that this was a soul les-
son for me, but not just for me. It was a lesson for all those
I was then serving and for all those I would serve in the
future. It was and would be a blessing for me and countless
others. Although I was unable to take in all that she was
saying, her words nonetheless calmed me and resonated as
Truth within me.

Subsequently I spent a period of time with a friend,
Dennis Adams, who is internationally recognized as a
healer. He told me, “This cancer is a gift. This is your gift.”

I scoffed and replied, “If this were a gift, I would
prefer that it come in one of those beautiful little turquoise
blue Tiffany boxes.”
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His eyes pierced through me. He took both my
hands and once again declared with increased volume,
“This is a gift!” His voice lowered somewhat and he added,
“You don't see it now, but you will.”

He was right.

My experience did not usher in my demise, but it
got me to step aside and reevaluate every aspect of my life.
It forced me to look at those little things in life that can
seem to be so important, so valuable, but are truly value-
less. Swiftly, I began to peel all the inconsequential stuff, all
the littleness, away.

Life and its spiritual wonder became of utmost sig-
nificance. My personal expression of that divine life force
became of tantamount importance. I immediately ceased
doing any of the “shoulds” and “oughts” that had con-
sumed so much of my time. I learned that what was really
crucial for me was to keep my tanks on full and to give to
myself, rather than always choosing to give of myself to
others. I had given previously to such an extent that there
was very little of me left for myself. This is not an uncom-
mon situation for a minister or a caregiver.

My friend Dennis was right. It was a gift. It just
did not look like any other gift I had been given. This gift
caused me to go deeper within my own soul and into the
heart of God than I had ever traveled in my twenty-plus
years of meditation and prayer.

Three weeks after major surgery, barely able to walk
erectly, I traveled to New York City to study for eight days
with His Holiness, the Dalai Lama. Why? Because I knew
I had to go. My husband David recalls he questioned his
sanity when he put me on the plane, but he also trusted the
healing process.
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I received two huge gifts during those eight days.
First, the Dalai Lama mentioned that there are times when,
due to an illness, one may have to offer up certain body
parts. If that is required and it is done with right-mindedness,
then the experience can lead the individual into greater
spiritual depths. This wisdom brought me peace and greater
understanding.

Second, several days later he was asked by one of the
4000 in attendance how much time he recommended we
spend each day in meditation. The Dalai Lama paused, re-
flected, and then stated, “Four hours.” The collective gasp of
those 4000 reverberated throughout Madison Square Garden.

Prior to that declaration, I thought I was doing pretty
darn well by meditating 45 minutes a day. Four hours was
not realistic for me, given my heavy schedule, but at that
moment I made the commitment to begin meditating two
hours a day. Now, there are many who may say meditating
for so long is unnecessary, and for them it may be. For me
such a high level of commitment to my meditative life has
caused astonishing and remarkable openings in conscious-
ness and in the outer picture of my life.

I began to heal very quickly, so much so that when
I went for my next postoperative examination, the surgeon
was flabbergasted at the degree of healing and the look of
the tissue. I told him it was due to meditation and work-
ing with healing light. He raised his eyebrows. When he
remarked that the pain which I was experiencing from the
adhesions would never completely go away, I disagreed and
told him that I was not willing to “learn to live with it,”
and that it would go away.

It did.

45



Calling Upon the Life Force

What is life? Well, it is a spiritual power. We know
that. But it is so much more. Life is the most precious gift of
God. It wasn’t until I feared my individual expression of life
would be over decades and decades too soon that I could
begin to fathom its depth of meaning. And it wasn’t my fear
that did it. The fear simply was a catalyst that caused me to
work to release it to the Holy Spirit and move deeper into
the heart of God. My own heart was filled with an unfathom-
able gratitude to be alive, to have been given the “unneces-
sary medical test,” to have the cancer cells discovered at the
earliest stage, to be given a clean bill of health, to have my
life back and have it back different from before.

Live the Life You Are Meant to Live

Good and healing and blessings can come out of any
condition, even from what we view as the most dreadful, if
we would but open ourselves to that larger good and fuller
healing. The AIDS virus, as dreadful as it is, has brought so
many of those afflicted and their loved ones, friends and
families—in many cases—to a much deeper place of honesty,
communication, tenderness, compassion and love.

I believe that, as we work with the life force and
have a sincere desire to individuate this power to a greater
degree, it is important we truly not judge—not judge our-
selves, not judge the condition, not judge another.

Nonjudgment is certainly not always easy, but it is
always necessary. When we do judge, we block the possi-
bility of all that could be. To judge a condition never assists
in healing that condition. In many instances a condition
is present to open our hearts, to crack open our shells of
protection.
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It took such a shock to truly start living the life I
was meant to live.

Good and healing and blessings
can come out of any condition, even
from what we view as the most dreadful,
if we would but open ourselves to
that larger good and fuller healing.




That Thou art mine, O Lord! That Thou

art mine!

Adapted from “The Rosary”
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Sometimes people need help in praying—extra spiritual
support when it feels too difficult to go it alone. In times like
these, it is comforting to be able to contact a prayer ministry
such as Silent Unity®, one of the oldest and largest prayer ministries
in the world.

Silent Unity serves people of all faiths, and all prayer requests
are treated with reverence and strictest confidentiality and are
enfolded in prayer for thirty days.

The work of Silent Unity is based on the belief that true soul
satisfaction can only come by knowing God—that experiencing
the presence of God is the real need. In other words, God doesn’t
have what we want—God is what we want.

Silent Unity helps people know their oneness with God, that
they may open themselves to the presence of God and recognize
this divine presence in all people and circumstances.

For confidential prayer assistance at any time, day or night ...

Call: 1-800-NOW-PRAY (669-7729)
Connect: www.silentunity.org
Write: Silent Unity

1901 NW Blue Parkway

Unity Village, MO 64065-0001

Silent Unity and all Unity ministries are supported primarily
by freewill offerings.
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