MRS. EDDY'S CHILDREN
A Five‑Generation Portrait

By John K. Andrews, Jr.

"If any man come to me, and hate not his father, and mother,

and wife, and children, and brethren and sisters, yea,

and his own life also, he cannot be my disciple."

‑ Jesus, Luke 14:26

The year is 1898. The place, a small town in the Midwest. A young man and his wife, raised in the Presbyterian Church, feel an emptiness in their faith and begin to look around. They read in the newspaper about a rapidly growing movement called Christian Science, which offers a fresh view of God and promises healing through prayer. They buy a book about it by mail order from Boston.

The author, Mary Baker Eddy, argues that the Bible has full value only when its truths and untruths are untangled. The young couple have no trouble accepting this, because they have heard their own pastor say much the same thing.

Mrs. Eddy's book presents a "key to the Scriptures," starting with Genesis where she explains that Adam's fall was only a dream, progressing to the Gospels where she states that Jesus was not God's embodiment but the demonstrator of His healing laws, and concluding with Revelation where she notes that a woman much like herself is foretold as the completion of God's plan for human salvation.

I. The Seekers: Paul and Jane

These two young seekers, Paul and Jane Walker, find the teaching attractive. They are inclined to explore it further. Mrs. Eddy's reinterpretation of the Bible isn't so much startling as it is stirring to them. Their instruction in the Scriptures growing up was sketchy at best, and this is a time of new thinking on all subjects anyway. The century is about to turn, the old certitudes are falling before Darwin and Freud, why shouldn't religion become scientific?

The Walkers want to start a family, but Jane has been unable to get pregnant. Hearing that a woman newly arrived from Chicago has taken offices as a Christian Science practitioner, upstairs of the bank building downtown, they call on her and begin receiving prayer treatments. When she and a dozen others start holding church services on Sundays and Wednesdays at the Elks hall, the Walkers attend more and more regularly. Two 
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Presbyterian elders have been trying to crowd Paul off his sales territory for years; he's glad for an excuse to see less of them and their kind.

After a few months, Jane is thrilled to find she is expecting. The Walkers resign from First Presbyterian Church, become charter members of the Christian Science Society, Mapleton,  submit applications to The Mother Church. By 1900, the U.S. Census counts two fewer Christians and two more Christian Scientists. Soon William Clark Walker is welcomed into the world at 6 lb. 10 oz.  With the birth of baby Billy, a family religious tradition is born as well – a firm fidelity to Science and Health that will span the entire 20th century and impact five generations of Walkers.

Time passes, Paul becomes First Reader of what is now a Christian Science branch church, Jane becomes church clerk and then Sunday school superintendent.  Another baby boy is born and then a little girl.  Billy enters kindergarten. Things don't always go smoothly in the Walker home, but what can you expect? Not all their prayers seem to be answered, but whose are?  Billy is growing up with a really solid spiritual foundation, more than his parents ever had.

He learns to spend a few minutes every morning with the Bible lesson, studying the textbook for himself. Mapleton's practitioner, Doris Brown, becomes like a grandmother to him, always as close as the telephone when he's not feeling well. With Miss Brown’s strong voice, up there on the platform serving as Second Reader alongside his dad, her white hair, her starchy but kindly manner, Billy sometimes confuses her in his mind with Mrs. Eddy herself.

II. The Sustainers: Bill and Edie

Getting into high school, Billy Walker occasionally has friendly debates with other kids about God and the Bible, Jesus and the cross, sin and salvation. It's comforting for him to realize how much more logically these are explained by his church than by theirs. He decides that people who cling to the old, outmoded concepts of God are even more out of it than those who have sensibly accepted the scientific materialist view.

Billy experiences first love at 17, but his parents oppose the relationship; she's a Baptist, for heaven's sake. Partly because of her, they send him off to Principia, a college in St. Louis run by and for Christian Scientists.  One day at chapel there, he meets Edie Thompson, the daughter of a Science family from New Jersey.

In the course of time, Edie becomes Mrs. Bill Walker. The wedding ceremony at Christ Episcopal Church in Trenton features readings from Mary Baker Eddy's chapter on "Marriage." When William Jr. is born, it is a home delivery with a Christian Science nurse in attendance and Grandma Jane Walker, now a Journal-​listed practitioner, assisting on the case by phone.

Edie finds time to serve as reading room librarian for First Church of Christ, Scientist, Trenton. Her husband pursues his Ph.D. in chemistry at Rutgers while volunteering as a 
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Christian Science chaplain at the state prison and submitting articles for publication in the Christian Science Sentinel.
The Walkers as an extended family are ever more at home in the Christian Science movement. The likelihood is ever more remote that William Clark Walker, Jr. (Bill Jr. or "B. J."), will someday step back and consider the case for biblical Christianity.

III. The Builders: B. J. and Marilyn

The year is 1948. The place, a Los Angeles suburb. B.J. Walker reports for his first day on the job as business manager at Berkeley Hall, a Christian Science prep school. God, the great I AM, divine Life, Truth, and Love, has proven wonderfully real and present in B.J.'s life. Bill and Edie had sent their son to a New England lakefront camp for Christian Scientists every summer during his teen years, then enrolled him at Principia College. There he had been an honor student and president of the Christian Science Organization, as well as a basketball star, experiencing many “demonstrations” (healing experiences) in the face of injuries, team frictions, and game pressures.

A stint in the Pacific war as a Navy enlisted man, after his junior year in college, further convinced B.J. of the practicality of abiding in the secret place of the Most High, even when his destroyer was sunk under him by a Japanese torpedo. At the war's end he had returned to Elsah with other veterans to finish up his econ major and graduate, then be married a few days later in the blufftop chapel to Marilyn, his sweetheart of several years and onetime partner as readers at the Org.

Earlier this year, the young Walkers went through class instruction in Boston with Marilyn's uncle, Ralph Moore, a Christian Science teacher and a trustee of the Publishing Society. A few weeks later, they became the parents of twin girls.

Now, following up a job lead from a Prin classmate who teaches at Berkeley Hall, B.J. has left the Trenton insurance office where he was working and moved the four of them across country to the orange groves of Southern California, fast becoming the largest population of Christian Scientists anywhere. Being on the school staff will entitle him to a tuition discount when the twins, Katie and Karen, are old enough to enroll.

Marilyn's parents, the Greenbergs of St. Louis, who came into Science from a secularized Jewish background in Hollywood in the '30s, offer to help her get acting jobs in radio and TV commercials as the babies grow a bit. She and B.J. join the branch church that Marilyn had attended as a child, delighted with its large Sunday School and its Wednesday evening testimonies from movie notables such as Doris Day and Alan Young.

A few days before the girls' fourth birthday, little Karen Walker dies from complications of measles. As contagion swept the neighborhood and other mothers rushed their children to the pediatrician, Marilyn calmly sought Christian Science treatment for Katie and 
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Karen from Ralph Moore CSB, her uncle in Boston. One daughter recovered, the other did not.
The young mother had been brave, strong, and metaphysically absolute as the frightening days dragged by. Now she is grief‑stricken and devastated. "Where are you, God? Where is my little girl? Surely you must have heard our prayers? I know you did, you heard them for Katie, but why did we have to lose Karen? You are Life, and man is your undying reflection, I know it’s true – but that won't bring my baby back"

Bill Walker Jr. aches unbearably over the heartbreak of his wife, the loss of his little darling in pigtails, the bewilderment and sadness in their surviving daughter's eyes. He is wracked with doubts and questions about the tragedy, whether they could have prayed and trusted God more earnestly, whether they should have called in a local practitioner rather than relying on Uncle Ralph a continent away, even whether they should have taken Karen to the hospital when the healing didn't come and didn't come.

He feels anger, too: anger at the family through which the measles apparently got into the girls' play group, anger at the ill‑concealed condemnation in the murmurs of sympathy from non‑Science neighbors, anger at the bland platitudes mouthed by Science friends at church and at school.

But he does not share his wife's cold anger at God, or her ravaging doubts of the reliability of Christian Science healing, or her bitter questions about the truths taught in Science and Health.  He knows with unshaken certainty that Science is the law of God. From earliest boyhood he has known better than to blame a math error on the principle of arithmetic; the fault can only lie with our incorrect application of the principle.

Blame God, divine Love, for the seeming death of this beautiful, innocent child? Blame Science for one's own false belief, for the illusion of life in matter?  Never. The truth is true and that's that; the Walkers are Christian Scientists and that's that. Ever since those early healings his grandparents experienced back in Mapleton before the turn of the century, that's the way it's been.

Sorrow haunts the little bungalow for the rest of that year, things are tense between Bill and Marilyn, but their parents rally, Katie's buoyancy returns, a new baby is on the way. It becomes obvious to the whole family, not as a reasoned conclusion but just as a feeling everyone shares, that the Walkers attempting to relate with God in some way other than Mrs. Eddy's way when the twins fell sick would not have saved Karen's life, would not have lessened the grief of losing her. Yes, they know with unspoken certainty, radical reliance in the crisis had been the right thing to do.

Much as had happened with other seeming failures of Science that they had endured, from Grandpa Paul's fatal heart attack at age 58, to the mental retardation of Bill and Edie's second son Michael, to the leg that Marilyn's brother Ross lost at Omaha Beach, the measles horror is gradually subdued into a less awful shape, into a survival story of adversity surmounted and fidelity strengthened.
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By a mysterious chemistry of will, the pebble of pain is imperceptibly coated over with hope and faith until it becomes a kind of pearl in the family's heart, surely not a jewel of victory, but at least a quiet heirloom of indomitable commitment to the Christ Truth.

IV. The Boomers: Katie, Clark, Rick

Katie Walker attends Berkeley Hall School up through her graduation from eighth grade. She is chosen as class valedictorian, presenting a short talk based on Mrs. Eddy's statement, "Devotion of thought to an honest achievement makes the achievement possible." Her great uncle Ralph Moore, now enjoying national popularity as a Christian Science lecturer, delivers the commencement address.

For high school, Katie heads off to Principia, where the girls' dorm is now known as Greenberg Hall in memory of her late grandfather, and where the dean of girls taps her for a succession of student leadership positions. She and her younger brother Clark spend those summers of the mid‑1960s at the Adventure Unlimited camps in Colorado, riding and hiking with teenagers from across the country in what the camp director calls "a laboratory experience for the Christian Science way of life."

Katie had become a member of The Mother Church at age 12. At 18 she is thrilled to make her first visit there, attending a fall conference in Boston with several thousand youth from around the world. A few weeks later she begins her freshman year at Stanford.

When Stanford confers the Juris Doctor on Katherine G. Walker in June 1973, a family reunion celebrates the young woman's achievement and the enduring bond of all the Walkers across the decades. The front pews of First Church of Christ, Scientist, Palo Alto, on that Sunday morning are filled with dozens of Katie's proud relatives and friends, earnestly attentive to the lesson on "Is the Universe, Including Man, Evolved by Atomic Force?"

Rick Marshall, tall, tanned, bearded, an infantry veteran of Vietnam now active in the Stanford antiwar movement, set to succeed Katie as law review editor next fall and to marry her next spring, stands with an arm around the beaming graduate as they sing out heartily on the final hymn, "Onward, Christian Soldiers."

Flanking Katie on the other side is her brother Clark, hair in a pony tail, soon to graduate from UCLA with a philosophy major, eager for the experience of class instruction next month with Uncle Ralph Moore. Beaming proudly in the row behind them are parents Bill Jr. and Marilyn, grandparents Bill and Edie, and great​ grandmother Jane Walker, 94 now and wheelchair‑bound, but bright‑eyed with gratitude as she sings along from the hymnal on her lap.

At brunch later, questioned avidly by Rick, Jane tells in a voice choked with emotion the favorite family story of a penny postcard written in Mrs. Eddy's own  hand that she had received in 1906, acknowledging her letter of thanks for healings the little family had 
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experienced. "Science has really meant the world to the Walkers, hasn't it, Great Nana?" says Clark.

Jane Walker reaches her 100th birthday. Walkers, Marshalls, Greenbergs, Thompsons, assorted kin and cousins from all parts of the country, 37 strong, journey back to Mapleton to help Great Nana celebrate. Katie has by now left her law practice for the Christian Science practice. She and Rick delight relatives with the ability of their 3‑year‑old daughter, Jane Walker Marshall, to recite the first sentence of the Scientific Statement of Being.

Clark Walker is the object of tense politeness from some family members who feel awkward about his having left Christian Science last year to become a born‑again Christian, but most seem to have taken the matter in stride. Little is said about it until Clark's cousin Phil Greenberg begins questioning him at dinner one evening.

Clark says he's not uptight about anything, doesn't want to put anybody down, Scientists can believe what they want to, in fact he feels grateful to Mrs. Eddy for having brought him to love the Bible. It's just that now he feels compelled to accept the whole Bible on its own terms rather on the selective basis as she interprets it.

Phil's sister Bonnie chimes in to insist that no, Mrs. Eddy is in fact the scripturally prophesied revelator, the woman in the Apocalypse, a fact insufficiently recognized by current church leadership and official biographer Robert Peel. The movement has broken faith with God, Bonnie argues, and is languishing as a result.

Phil, a practical‑minded engineer, dismisses this as the misguided ravings of Christian Science dissidents David Nolan and Reginald Kerry, whose clandestine writings his sister has been helping to circulate.

"We should cool this, you guys," Clark says. "But I think anyone looking into it objectively would say that as far as biblical Christianity, the actual gospel of Jesus Christ that has endured through the ages, there is more of it in that Presbyterian church down the street where our great‑grandparents once belonged, than in all of Mrs. Eddy and Peel and Kerry and the rest of them put together."

Agitated, Katie breaks in with an emotional defense of Boston officialdom, Church Manual governance, and the divinely authorized teachings that have been handed down and proven since Mrs. Eddy's original discovery in 1866.  Rick hushes her with raised eyebrows and a murmured reminder that this is a party, not a courtroom.

No strain lingers from this friendly sparring among the cousins of the fourth generation, though it leaves a bad aftertaste with their parents, nostalgic for the glory years of burgeoning growth and spiritual assurance which the movement once enjoyed. The young Marshalls and their contemporaries have grown up in an America of freewheeling pluralism where the Scientific Statement of Being can  coexist easily with everything from Chuck Colson's Born Again to Marilyn Ferguson's Aquarian Conspiracy and Timothy Leary's LSD gospel.
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They are products of a nonjudgmental culture in which sin is virtually unknown, in which intolerance is the only remaining taboo. And if their heritage as children of these times is a relaxed ability to live and let live, their heritage as Christian Scientists is something not 
so different: a stubborn loyalty to absolute metaphysics oddly entwined with bland acceptance of human ambiguity.

The family has now been steeped in Science so completely for so long that every sort of disappointment, compromise, and contradiction has at one time or another entered their experience and become assimilated into their collective worldview, without ever seriously raising the possibility that Mrs. Eddy might have been wrong.

Helped by an arsenal of militant mental responses such as "deny the lie," "it's only a dream," and "loss is gain," all of them from the oldest to the youngest have learned to repel adverse evidence of whatever kind without a second thought.

The few who have left Science are merely rare exceptions that prove the rule, and those who have done so by rediscovering an orthodox Christian faith as Clark did are the rarest of all. More often, the ones departing have drifted into the stream of modern agnosticism or, at best, ventured off into a vaguely optimistic spirituality of their own devising.

The majority who have remained, and especially those of the latest generation, are unfazed by the defections of a few family members and the myriad inconsistencies of Christian Science life in the late 20th century, so firm is their certainty that all of this somehow is accounted for in the textbook and governed by divine Mind.

So many occurrences which are in Science terms neither real to God nor permissible to man have nonetheless happened in their lives or the lives of church friends, Prin classmates, A/ U acquaintances. Death, disability, divorce; healings missed, medicine or surgery called upon, open or surreptitious use of alcohol, tobacco, and marijuana; disgrace, derangement, school expulsions, court convictions; failure, betrayal, adultery, addiction, homosexuality, heartbreak, hypocrisy, senility – all have tumbled onto the Walkers' scales when endured or witnessed by relations, friends, or co‑religionists.

Yet the issue of believe or stop believing, go or stay, has never risen to the level of conscious choice for most of them.  The scales have never come close to tipping against Mrs. Eddy, because as this family sees it, the minus side of the balance is so far outweighed by the pluses.

"This is who and what we are. This is my church, these are my people. This is our way of life, always has been, always will be. Our adversarial position in a materially blinded and spiritually confused world only validates our chosenness.

"We can testify from rich experience of prayers answered, healings achieved, fellowship enjoyed, consolation found, courage bolstered, love felt, truth known, pain surmounted, defeats reversed, hearts comforted, traditions sustained, relationships enriched, lessons learned, eternity glimpsed.
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"Here we are, seated on the very knee of a lavishly generous Father‑Mother God, His 'lap piled high with immortal fruits,' in Mrs. Eddy's phrase. Why would anyone who has been so richly blessed as we have, look elsewhere?"

The 1980s dawn and the Church of Christ, Scientist, begins its second century. The Board of Directors experiments with a new lecture format, worries over sagging membership, expands global outreach, fights against judicial and legislative restrictions on prayer treatment for children.

As the Reginald Kerry protest fades, the movement girds against the legal onslaught of Rita Swan and her CHILD organization, galvanized by the death of little Matthew Swan from meningitis under a practitioner's care. Not every Science mother overtaken by the loss of a baby is able to remain as devout as did the late Marilyn Greenberg Walker.

To young Katherine Walker Marshall, however, her twin sister Karen is no longer even a firsthand memory, but only a face in the old photographs and a seldom-​mentioned name in family reminiscences. Katie and Rick have two more children, come to the brink of divorce and then recover, move from San Jose to Seattle, deepen their myriad Christian Science involvements.

He becomes Committee on Publication for Washington State. She widens her practice, joins the board of the local Christian Science care facility, teaches the college class at Sunday School, travels as a guest speaker for association meetings.  Cousin Bonnie Greenberg becomes a Christian Science nurse, and her brother Phil joins the mushrooming TV and radio staff of The Mother Church.  Rick's brother Ed becomes a coach and housefather for middle school boarders at Principia.

For all of them, Christian Science represents a world within the world, not just a teaching to believe in, but a whole mode of being and belonging, a comprehensive source of social and cultural identity, a deeply ingrained self‑image.

This had been true even in the early days when Paul and Jane Walker first came into the movement. But it operates far more powerfully now in Reagan's day than it ever did in Teddy Roosevelt's, because of all the layering of time and custom that has taken place in the years between, all the infrastructure that has outwardly and inwardly grown up.

Even Clark Walker, the apostate, beer drinker and pill taker and Presbyterian elder though he is, still reads the Monitor, still vacations with Prin pals, still keeps the Christian Science Quarterly by his bedside, still sends long, earnest letters to Katie trying to reconcile metaphysics and the Cross. "Even after all this time, I never sit through a worship service in my own church without some statement or other of Mrs. Eddy's echoing through my head at least momentarily," he admits in one letter.

For him as for all the rest, Science is in the air they breathe, soaked in their pores, written on their very DNA. Its special vocabulary suffuses their thought and their speech:
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"Read my lesson, did my work, phoned for some help, made my demonstration, gave a treatment, gave a testimony, handled animal magnetism, rejected old theology, dug into the books, found it in the concordance.

"Knew the Truth, refuted the error, saw through the false belief, broke the mesmerism, became a reader, shared the textbook, wrote for the periodicals, had class, went to the reading room, to association, to annual meeting.

"Entered the part‑time practice, went into the Journal, tried not to malpractice, met the claim of incurability, reversed the sense evidence, denied the seeming contagion, said the Daily Prayer, sang 'Shepherd; recognized our Leader's place, asked my teacher, alerted COP, checked with Boston."

V. The X'ers: Janie, Bob, Sarah

The year is 1998. For Christian Scientists in every state and many foreign countries, whenever public controversy touches Mary Baker Eddy's church, "checking with Boston" now means contacting Richard R. Marshall, Manager of Committees on Publication at the Church Center.

Rick answered the Board's call and moved his family east from Seattle several years ago. Katie has since been through Normal Class and begun holding primary class instruction for up to 30 students two weeks per year. Her widowed father, manifesting the early stages of Alzheimer's disease, lives in a retirement center near their home in Wellesley.

The Marshalls' daughter Janie, Stanford '97, lives with her boyfriend in Cambridge as she works on a master's in journalism at Northeastern and an internship at the Boston Globe. Janie's dream had once been to follow Kay Fanning of Alaska as the second woman editor of the Monitor, but her interest in Science waned during four years in the eclectic ferment of Palo Alto.

She now leans to the buoyant feminist spirituality of Marianne Williamson and the televised metaphysics of Deepak Chopra. Clark Walker, her uncle, a senior editor at Christianity Today magazine near Chicago, has gently suggested that his brilliant niece look into such authors as C. S. Lewis, R. C. Sproul, and Josh McDowell, but without avail.

Janie's parents have alternated between phases of prayerful silence and strong confrontation with her on the matter, assuaging their disappointment and concern by repeated affirmations to each other that this belief is no more real in their daughter's experience than a cancer diagnosis would be, and equally amenable to God's law of adjustment.  Their son Bob at Principia College and younger daughter Sarah at Wellesley High are both solidly on track as working Christian Scientists and branch church members, the Marshalls gratefully tell friends.

The year brings two more centennial observances for the movement, that of the Sentinel’s first issue and that of Principia's founding by Mary Kimball Morgan. Science and Health 
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is nearing 125 years in print, still selling strongly and benefiting from fresh approaches in distribution. The Original Edifice, Mother Church Extension, Publishing House, and related buildings comprising the Christian Science Center, architectual showpiece of the Back Bay, are being renovated with the help of a major capital campaign.

Current financial results are robust and reserves are strong, according to the treasurer's report at annual meeting in June. Gone are the insolvency fears stemming from the church's huge media losses of several years ago. Christian Science, it would appear, is here to stay as a presence in world culture on the eve of the third millennium.

If Mrs. Eddy's prediction of its universal acceptance within the 20th century is far from fulfilled, well, that prediction was always conditional on the fidelity of Christian Scientists themselves, who simply determine to do better in the new century about to dawn, so that their Leader's prophecy that "Christian Science is destined to become the one and the only religion and therapeutics on this planet" may indeed be realized in the fulness of God's own time.

The Marshalls and Walkers and countless families like them have a sense of what this will require in their daily walk and conversation, and they mean to get on with it in the same modest, consecrated, purposeful fashion as half a dozen generations of their forebears have been doing since 1866.

Coming to the fall of the year, the one‑hundredth year since the great great​ grandmother of Jane Walker Marshall had sent away for the book that offered a key to the Scriptures, a friend at school gives Janie a tearsheet from the October 5, 1998 issue of Christianity Today. The headline is, "Christian Science Aims to Shine Tarnished Image." With grudging respect, the reporter cites indications of vitality in the movement, quoting various observers.

Arriving home after class, Janie calls her father to ask what he knows about the article. Rick Marshall has known for weeks the piece was coming, of course. It's his job. A staffer's first draft for a corrective letter is on his desk as they speak. Sensing an opening in this call from his daughter, he calls her attention to a remark in the  story from Virginia Harris, Chairman of the Christian Science Board of Directors, whom Rick had first known at Prin College in the '60s. "Nary a day goes by that I don't hear from a minister or a doctor that says they're using this book," Mrs. Harris is quoted as saying.

"She's right, you know, J. J.," he says. "My office is the contact point for most of that kind of thing, and we really do see a constant stream of it. It's so encouraging to see the leaven of Truth at work in human thought, just as Mrs. Eddy foresaw." Father and daughter are able to agree that this is indeed a good thing for mankind, never mind their unspoken disagreements over Mrs. Eddy's claim to have received the "final revelation" and over Janie's reluctance to order her life by it.

What they do not find valid in the article, what they do not even bother mentioning in this conversation, so backward and narrow does it seem to them both, is a comment by Paul Carden, the son and grandson of Scientists, an evangelical scholar at a California research 
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foundation. Carden's concern, according to CT, is that the stronger Christian Science becomes, the more it will "multiply the confusion in our culture regarding who Jesus is and what he came to do for us."

Confusion over Jesus? Yes, there is plenty of that all right, the Marshalls would concede. But they're intuitively certain that it is the Jesus people themselves who foster the worst of it, the Paul Cardens and Clark Walkers, the Billy Grahams and Pat Robertsons, the Jimmy Carters and John Paul II's, all of them with their crucifixes and communion wafers and collars and coffee hours.

The one compelling antidote to all of this superstitious and idolatrous confusion about the Nazarene Prophet, Rick and Janie know, despite everything else they differ on, is an understanding of Jesus not as God incarnate but rather as what their beloved Leader calls him, "the highest human concept of the perfect man."

They know this without even thinking twice – without having to voice it on this phone call, without having to pause as they channel‑surf past Robert Schuller, without hesitating over that fragmentary Bible quote in a Sentinel article or a Williamson tape, without pondering when they see a cross displayed – quite simply because the Christian Science textbook says so and that settles it.

They know it because they are Mrs. Eddy's children, devoutly faithful unto the fourth generation and deeply conditioned (even though wavering) at the fifth generation. And if by this they are self‑debarred from knowing or even suspecting that Gospel which is known to the children of the kingdom, that Savior and Lord who is known to the children of light, their own free choice has made it so. With that choice, it seems, they are altogether contented.
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