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s We Go To Press

Harold Blake Walker (p.1) brings our eyes back from the so-called big
things of life to show that the important duties of. life are the little things. It is
the little common things of life that are really the extraordinary if they are

done cnd lived as Jesus taught us . . . Leslie E. Dunkin (p.4) was riding in a
plane when he looked down on a town and saw the lights form the shape of a
cross, and from this experience he saw the need for more symbolism in every-
day living. You will like what he has to say . . . Everett L. Mahar (p.5) tells how
he found independence although handicapped, and the role that faith plays in
making a whole life. When one writes from experience of this sort it carries
authority and makes the reader stronger for having shared with a man of this
sort. . . . Rachmaninoff is a name that shines in the firmament of music, but
like so many others we tend to think of him as always having been successful.
William J. Murdoch (p. 9) tells a side of Rochmaninoff's life that few knew—the
story of failure and of failure overcome. . . . The Goodwill Industries are known
across the country, but Wendell H. Arnold (p.11) tells the human side of re-
made lives and men and women returned to active and effective living. . . . Too
many people think that those in show business are without interest in the
practices of religion. What Aubrey B. Haines (p.21) tells us about Ethei
Waters, and her reliance on prayer, is one of the most inspiring accounts of
practicing religion one will find anywhere, . . . Harold Helfer (p.26) writes about
a man who wrote notes of appreciation for twenty-five years, and what it meant
to him and others. We are too often tempted to write a note about something
we do not like than about something we do like, especially when it comes to items
in the newspaper. It's time we changed our habits. . . . W. J. Granberg (p. 37)
went on a Quaker work project along with his wife, and he tells just what
happened. As he says, in his own way, the Quakers just don’t care how the
cards are stacked against them, and they certainly don’t quit. . . . You will
be intrigued by the story of a group of Russians who were granted permission by
the Czar in 1905 to leave their country. They did and settled in Mexico where
they have lived as an agriculture community ever since, sustained by their faith.
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([ "Trivial, this ordinary life of yours? It is the warp and woof of history.”

Some Tremendous Trifles
Harold Blake W alker

HE ROMAN Empire was

I the biggest thing in Jesus's
day. It sprawled over the
Western world from Athens to Lon-
don and from Carthage to Constan-
tinople. But for all its size and
might, Jesus never mentioned the
Roman Empire. He mentioned
Caesar only once and then in answer
to a question. When everybody was
talking about Caesar and Caesar's
empire, Jesus was talking about the
everyday affairs of ordinary people.
He was infinitely more interested in
little people than in large empires;
more concerned about little children
than about powerful institutions. He
saw major social problems, but he
reduced them to personal elements.
When Jesus talked about the prob-
lem of social groups in conflict, he
centered the problem in “a certain
man” who “went down from Jeru-
salem to Jericho.” When he con-
sidered the social problem of the
“ill-housed, ill-fed, ill-clothed,” he

personalized it in the story of Dives
and Lazarus. When he ‘faced the
problem of corruption of govern-
ment, he dealt with it in the person
of Zacchaeus. He called the little
tax collector from his perch in a tree
and invited himself to dinner.

The ministry of Jesus rested on
the assumption that big things have
their roots in little things. He found
a handle for major issues in the
minor actors on the stage around
him. He never tried to legislate
righteousness in a large way. In-
stead, he changed the lives of or-
dinary people. He took Peter, a
rough, uncouth fisherman, and made
him into a man of power whose
life could be plowed into the culture
of his times. He took Thomas, a
skeptic, and made him into a man
whose faith could sustain the faith
of other men. He escaped the sense
of futility in the presence of over
arching problems by attacking them
at their roots on the personal level.

Reprinted by permission from the Presbyterian Life, October 29, 1955.
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When we face the staggering
problems of our time, however, we
feel trivial and futile because we
overlook the wisdom of Jesus. We
ignore the trifles and halt in frus-
tration before mighty issues. What
can we do to change “the shape of
things to come?” we ask in baffled
irritation. We have big government,
big business, big unions. Everything
we touch is big. So, in our frustra-
tion we reduce ourselves to ciphers
and do nothing at all. We come
to the ignoble conclusion that since
we cannot do big things, we cannot
do anything, and therefore we are
victims, not the makers of history.

During the lush twenties, Dr.
Burris Jenkins of Kansas City used
to write a newspaper column called
“The Drift of the Day.” The title
is apt for our times.

The change from drift to dynamic
has to start with our faithfulness in
little things where we are. We need
to begin by seeing clearly that daily
living that is infused with integrity,
dignified by love, and enriched with
meaning can be a vital force in
changing things.

Charles Dickens has an enduring
place in English literature because
he had a genius for suggesting the
importance of very ordinary people.
He took commonplace men and wo-
men, and made their stories thrill-
ing and significant. Filled with in-
terest, humor, gentleness, courage,
and faith, little people walked
through the pages of his books. Ste-

fan Zwieg is right in saying of
Dickens: “He unveiled the poetry
that was ambushed in the prosaic. ..
He gave to simple things and un-
pretentious people a glory all their
own. . . . To thousands, nay to
millions, he revealed where to find
the everlasting spark in their un-
eventful lives; where to look for the
glow of quiet joy hidden bencath
the ashes of the familiar.”

Trivial, you say, this ordinary life
of yours? It is the warp and woof
of history. What happened during
the first three centuries of the Chris-
tian era is a stunning rebuke to our
frustrated inertia and our failure to
see the power residing in our un-
eventful lives. At Pentecost a mere
handful of men and women who
should have been awed by the might
of the Roman Empire set out to over-
whelm and change it. They were
“fools for Christ’s sake” on the face
of things. They were so unimport-
ant politically and socially that no-
body outside of a small area of Pal-
estine had ever heard of them. They
had no influence and no wealth be-
hind them. They had nothing for
the struggle except bare hands and
consecrated minds. Nevertheless they
demonstrated the fact that: “He that
is faithful in very little is faithful
also in much.”

Shirley Jackson Case, the Church
historian, explains their triumph by
saying that the quality of their lives
overshadowed the lives of their con-
temporaries. Their honesty seemed
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trivial; but because of their honesty,
they came to be respected. Honest
Christian shopkeepers converted
their customers because they gave
honest weight for honest coin while
their pagan contemporaries cheated.
The love of the Christians for their
neighbors seemed trival, but their
generosity and their kindness startled
their pagan neighbors and made
them disciples. Their ready willing-
ness to forgive seemed almost trivial,
but it was so tremendous that even
their jailers became Christians.

It was the extra-ordinary behavior
of ordinary people and the uncom-
mon lives of common folk that con-
quered the Roman Empire. And we
think what we do is trivial. Never
forget that the little evidences one
gives of Christian commitment are
tremendous trifles in our big world.
“He that is faithful in little,” in the
ordinary relationships of life, is
faithful in a decisive detail, for big
things always have their roots in
little things.

We are worried now about the
staggering problem of juvenile de-
linquency and the disintegration of
family life. Both the problem and
the solution have their source in
some tremendous trifles. We can or-
ganize courts of domestic relations
and build playgrounds for juveniles,
and yet only scratch the surface.

Homes hold together or fall apart
mostly because of

The little more, and how much it is,
The little less, and what worlds
away.

Maybe the parade to the kitchen
to kiss your wife when you come
home from work seems trivial. Be-
lieve me, it is not. It may well mark
the difference between a happy home
and a miserable one; between happy
children, secure in love, and delin-
quents. Perchance the time spent
sharing the experiences of the day,
building comradeship, séems lost.
It is not. It is one of the trifles that
is decisive for the years. By way of
the times of comradeship we dis-
cover that “where two or three are
gathered together in my name,” in
love, affection, and understanding,
“there will I be also,” adding a
priceless ingredient of stability. “'He
that is faithful” in the little details
that keep love and romance alive is
faithful also to society, adding not to
problems but to solutions.

It is not difficult to understand
why Jesus ignored the Roman Em-
pire and concerned himself with
trifles. He knew that big things have
their roots in little things, and he
understood full well that the details
of life determine the destiny of life
and society as well.



€ "The spirit of the cross will shine radiantly from the lives of people
who are busy living their faith day and night.”

The Shining Cross

Leslie E.

UR PLANE was speeding
@ through the night. We had

left the vast array of spark-
ling gems on the dark plush velvet
cloth, as New York City seemed to
be from the air. We were flying
over crossroads communities along
the east-and-west highways below us.
These were crossroads communities
in reality. The business district of
each was extended along the east-
and-west highway and also along a
north-and-south road crossing the
main one. Residential lights were
scattered in the four sections formed
by the two crossroads. However, the
very bright lights of the business
district invariably made a cross de-
sign above the scattered lights of the
residential districts. Community after
community along the night route had
their cross shining.

This had not been planned, for
when those communities were started
nobody was thinking about airplanes
and what they might see. The shin-
ing cross had come from their plan
of daily business and community liv-
ing, without their realizing it. Others
flying over the community could see
the cross in the lights of that place.
People motoring through could
quickly detect whether the spirit of
the cross was shining from the daily
lives of the people. The lights and
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the lives would form the cross for
others to see.

Members of the various Masonic
bodies wear the familiar “Square-
And-Compass” emblem, or possibly
also the "Cross-And-Crown” of the
Knights' Templars or the large
criental knife of the Shriners, to let
others know they belong to this
fraternal organization. Members of
the Odd Fellows wear the “Three-
Links” for the same purpose. When
a person joins some special organi-
zation like these and many others,
one of the first desires is to buy an
emblem of that group in a ring or
pin. He is thus telling everybody that
he now belongs.

“Why doesn’t the church have
such an emblem for each member to
wear to let everybody know he be-
longs?” I asked my minister father,
and his prompt reply was, "The
spirit of the cross will shine contin-
vally from the life, which is much
better than any emblem or a pin or
ring.”

The cross was shining radiantly
from the busy life of the many small
communities over which we were
flying that night. The spirit of the
cross will shine radiantly from the
lives of people who are busy living
their faith day and night. Others
will notice it as they pass.

@l Handicapped from birth, he fought his way through disappointment

after disappointment to a happy life.

My Faith and I

Everett L. Mabar

HE DOCTOR stood before

‘I me with an expression of

deep sympathy on his kind-
ly face and a voice filled with under-
standing asked, "Haven't you
cnough to contend with without
this?”’

I replied quickly with a nervous
smile, "Oh, it's not so bad. I still
have the other eye.”

The surgeon shook his head with
a gesture of admiration and patted
my shoulder firmly, “At least you
didn’t lose your spirit.”

Quite the contrary. I had lost it.
What he didn’t know was that I had
just regained it. And that only dur-
ing the very few months preceding
the automobile accident which had
just cost me the loss of an eye. Not
such a great loss sometimes, but the
doctor thought it worse because I
was already severely handicapped
with muscular distrophy. He knew
that in the days that lay ahead I
would find the physical adjustment
that much more difficult. But let me
go back to the beginning and tell
you why I believe spiritual values are
God's gift to man.

I was born in Lynn, Massachu-
setts, where I lived a physically nor-

mal childhood until eleven years
of age. After entering junior high
school it gradually became evident
that I had contracted a serious dis-
case. It was not an ordinary handi-
cap such as a broken or twisted limb,
or even the loss of a limb, which
one could accept more readily be-
cause it was familiar, but it had to
be what was then a little known dis-
case now recognized as muscular
distrophy (loss of muscular strength
due to certain nerve degeneration.)
This caused a peculiar gait to my
motivation. I don’t think anything
can be more torturous mentally and
physically than to have an injury or
disease destroy the perfect rhythm
of the manner in which we walk.
Our bodies are temples in which we
live and for which we must have
a great deal of pride and concern.
When we reach teen-age, as I had
then, we become more conscious of
our appearance. This awakening
comes, I believe, because Nature is
begnning to prime us for the job
ahead to finding a mate. Because
of my handicap, I became conscious
of myself to the point of misery as I
realized my chances of leading a
normal life grew less and less. I was

By permission from Religion and Health, September, 1955.



| et LR G R B i S e S e

6 CLEAR HORIZONS Spring

becoming ashamed of my body. As
I grew older this attitude caused
me to live in almost constant mental
anguish when I moved about in pub-
lic. My school days were becoming
less attractive as I found myself be-
ing isolated from sports and social
programs. Finally I reached the
point where my self-pity outweighed
my better judgement and I left
school in my freshman year. Who
wanted to go to senior high school
as a misfit? A person who walked
funny and who might be the ob-
ject of ridicule. In this frame of
mind I failed to give my classmates
any credit in their attitude towards
me. As I look back now, they were
wonderfully normal-acting kids. My
misery was shamefully self-imposed.

On leaving school, T fortunately
secured a position as a signal opera-
tor for a burglar alarm company
and woked nights in that office for
six years. I enjoyed this work be-
cause it allowed me to do something
which was physically equal to that of
my fellow workers. However, as the
years passed it became increasingly
difficult to travel back and forth,
and my handicap finally forced me
to the point of giving up the work.
A short time later my family left
the city and took up residence in a
suburban town of Boston.

The following year found me
sinking into the blackest despair. I
was steeped in self-pity, shame and
envy. My job was gone, I had no
companions my own age and for

whom I naturally longed, and my
future looked bleak indeeed. All I
had left was a family who under-
stood and suffered with me.

My parents broke their hearts and
pocketbook in a vain effort to de-
feat my handicap, but the one thing
that remained unbroken against all
odds was their spirit. This attitude
on their part kept alive a small spark
of hope and ambition in my own
heart. Still, day in and day out I
pitied myself more and more. My
body became a prison which my
mind refused to tolerate. I had
reached a sorry state indeed.

Then one day an incident occured
which was, I frankly admit, the turn-
ing point in my life. I received a
letter from a girl who had been a
shut-in all her life. She offered me
her friendship and the tone of her
letter gave me a great deal to think
about. I learned with amazement
that she bore a greater physical hand-
icap than I, and what impressed me
most was her attitude toward it. She
was significantly cheerful and matter
of fact and made megrealize what
I had failed to see re'. . \the
terrible state of despondency into
which I had allowed myself to sink.

Her correspondence was an in-
spiration. She put me in touch with
other people who also bore greater
physical burdens than I, and soon I
became absorbed in these new-found
friends, some of whom I still contact
through correspondence and person-
al visits. As a consequence, the spark
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of hope within me became brighter
and brighter. The shackles of self-
pity, shame and envy began to
loosen.

I did not realize how great a
change had taken place until several
months later when I met with an-
other physical mishap the loss of
an eye in an automobile accident.
Here again was another turning
point in my life; a great spiritual
discovery. I found I was able to
minimize this latest handicap! 1 was
accepting it without the least mis-
giving! Surely, the faith I found
within myself at that time made me
realize that never again would I
despair because of a physical handi-
cap.
This was the spirit which was
too newly found for me to adequ-
ately explain to the doctor when he
stood before me that day in the
hospital.

From that time on, I accepted my
physical limitations and commenced
to nurture my normal mental re-
sources. 1 would dare look beyond
the present and allow my brain to
probe the horizons. 1 was no longer
ashamed of my body weakened by
a peculiar malady. 1 was learning
fast that envy of others was but a
tool of frustration.

The future grew more bright—
it was not an “open sesame” by any
means, but I knew now I had only
to set forth in my mind an ideal
towards which to aim. That ideal
was an ever-present determination to

earn an income and seek marriage.
These two goals were my natural
inheritance from life. I had only to
strive for them with undenying
faith. This I did.

As the years progressed I became
interested in a nation-wide shut-in
organization. I was offered the op-
portunity to build up the membership
in New England, and into my home
poured hundreds of letters from peo-
ple of all ages and in all walks of
life who were committed for life
to beds, wheelchairs, crutches, and
braces. My experience in knowing
and feeling the depth of their suffer-
ing helped wipe away the last vest-
age of my own self-pity and shame.
There were many phases in connec-
tion with this work that taught me
lessons for which I shall always be
grateful.

At the height of my work with
this organization 1 was called to
headquarters in Charlotte, N. €5
where I was afforded further op-
portunities to meet and talk with
people who suffered every descrip-
tion of physical disability. The ben-
efit I derived from this experience
was one of utmost humility.

Several months after this I was
faced with still another decision. I
found it becoming increasingly diffi-
cult to continue to walk, and this
meant I would have to use a wheel-
chair. I realized it would have to
be my means of motivation for the
rest of my life, but I made the
change without any qualms and have
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never regretted it. In fact, I have
found the wheelchair to have numer-
ous advantages as I can go many
places now that were out of the
question when I was trying to navi-
gate under my own power.

Among my many shut-in corres-
pondents was a girl in Ontario, Can-
ada, who at that time was also facing
a secrious decision. Having spent
eleven years in bed taking the cure
for tuberculosis, she had at last suc-
ceeded in arresting the disease. At
that time doctors were experiment-
ing with a new type of chest surgery
called thoracoplasty — a process of
removing certain ribs to collapse the
lung—and her doctor wanted her to
undergo this operation. If success-
ful, it would mean her leading a
near normal, active life again. If
not, all the suffering of the operation
would leave her still a semi-invalid.
She gambled — and won. Friendship

with this girl blossomed into ro-
mance, and when she came to Mas-
sachusetts to visit mutual friends,
she remained here as my wife. That
was twenty years ago.

Today I own a small business
which was started on fifty dollars
loaned by a man whose faith in me
was of the kind that moved mount-
ains. I have a wonderful wife and
companion and an adopted son who
is our pride and joy. I have been
active in Cub Scout work, am leader
of a church group of thirty-five teen-
age boys, and no one with two good
legs could lead a more near-normal
life than has been mine.

For all these things I thank God,
without whose help I am nothing.
I have found that through faith, my
physical handicap has been but a
stepping-stone to greater understand-
ing and achievement.

\& —olp

In God’s Own Time
Enola Chamberlin

As heat will melt the frost’s white rime
As suns wax ever stronger;

As snow upon the hard cold earth

Will help the springtime seeds to birth
As daylight hours grow longer,

My grief will mount to the sublime

In God’s own wondrous time.

@ A failure here and there need not mean disaster at all.”

Remember Rachmaninoff

William |.

<} VERY SO often most of us

have one of those days when
A failure and frustration seem
almost overpowering. We can't even
get started—or if we do, we don’t
get anywhere. Everything is just too
much trouble.

Let’s hope such a day never comes
your way. But if it does, remember
Rachmaninoff and his Second Piano
Concerto.

Although this is one of the best-
known, best-loved works of the late
Russian composer, he very nearly
didn’t write it at all.

This brooding genius of the key-
board, who later was to be acclaimed
among the foremost composers of
his time, had “one of those days”
that stretched out for nearly two
years. He couldn’t get started with
any music. Everything was just too
much trouble.

Rachmaninoff’'s experience just
goes to show how dreadfully a
human being can be hurt when he
lets his failures get the better of
him. The best thing to do is pick
up and start over again, the sooner
the better.

And that's just what Rachman-
inoff didn’t do.

It all happened when he was still
a young man, enjoying the spectac-
ular triumph of his Prelude in C

Murdoch

Sharp Minor. This gloomy piano
piece won him immediate attention
in the world of music and soon he
was invited to conduct concerts in
London. There his popularity con-
tinued to mount. The British urged
him to return the next year. He
not only agreed, but also promised
to bring a new piano concerto back
with him,

Fresh from London  success,
Rachmaninoff headed for Moscow—
and failure. At the first public per-
formance of his First Symphony the
critics scarcely waited until the final
notes had died away before they
commenced tearing it to shreds.
Their savage ferocity stunned and
crushed him.

There was nothing particularly
shameful in this failure, especially
since critics of a later generation
have treated this youthful work much
more kindly. And even if this were
not so, there is still no humiliation
in a temporary set-back. Discourage-
ment, perhaps; disgrace, certainly
not.

Rachmaninoff, sensitive artist that
he was, let the failure of this work
get the better of him. It compound-
ed itself into disaster. His self-con-
fidence was shattered. He could do
nothing with the concerto he had
promised so shortly before. Indeed,

9
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he began to doubt that he would ever
compose anything again.

For nearly two years Rachmanin-
off led a listless, spiritless existence.
He avoided music completely, except
for the few piano lessons he gave
at intervals. He spent a large share
of the time-on his couch at home,
uninterested in life and indifferent
to its attractions.

Finally his family persuaded him
to seek the help of a certain Dr. N.
Dahl whose success with auto-sug-
gestion was the talk of Moscow.
They acquainted the doctor with
what had befallen Rachmaninoff and
explained he was obligated to com-
pose a concerto. Then they waited
hopefully for results.

They were not long in coming.
In his biography Rachmaninoff re-
lates that he spent several hours
daily in the doctor’s office, listening
to the same thing over and over.

He would soon begin work on
his concerto, Dahl told him. The
work would go well. It would be a
fine composition. He would soon
begin work. It would go well. It
would be a fine composition. And
so on and on, over and over in much

#*
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the same manner that was later used
by the Frenchman Coué with such
widely publicized results.

Within a few months Rachmanin-
off did start to work on his con-
certo. It did go well. After he had
completed two movements he played
them at a charity concert. The work
was so enthusiastically received that
he completed the concerto soon after.
In his gratitude he dedicated it to
Dr. Dahl.

You may see this dedication your-
self on the piano score of the con-
certo. Better still, in this experience
you can see that your own natural
abilities can take you forward to ac-
complishments you may think impos-
sible, if only you relieve them of
your burdens of doubt and despair.

Everything does not go wrong. A
failure here or there need not mean
disaster at all. You can go ahead if
you tell yourself you can, and back
up your words with a little prompt
action. You may never achieve re-
sults as renowned as Rachmaninoff’s
Second Piano Concerto, but they may
well be masterpieces of accomplish-
ment just the same.

*

Lord, let me too begin anew

Just as the trees and flowers do.

As they, with Spring’s reviving breath
Come back to life from seeming death,
Do thou my faith and trust renew,
And let me, too, begin anew.

—Author Unknown

—T——g

( "Here one sees dignity, self-respect, honor, and faith Efsstored
to these people who ask not for charity but a chance.

They Learn To Live Again

Wendell H. Arnold

he was whistling, “"Happy Days

Are Here Again,” as he pro-
pelled himself in his trusty wheel
chair in and around the furniture
repair department at Goodwill In-
dustries.

No wonder Joe was happy. He'd
just been promoted to foreman. The
future that he had always been
dreaming about since his crippling
accident was getting closer . . . in
fact most of it was already here. A
job, security, social acceptance, and
a chance to develop self-confidence
and learn new skills that someday
would enable him to set up a shop
of his own.

That future hadn’t always looked
this rosy to Joe. Just two years ago
Joe had wakened in a hospital with
shattered hopes and dreams. It was
a horrible automobile accident.

Then the long, painful road back
to recovery. The rehabilitation pro-
cess they called it. Physical therapy,
occupational therapy, all kinds of
tests, learning to use a wheel chair,
the attempt to make a mental adjust-
ment. The long fearsome months of
boredom, mental depression. The
feeling of uselessness . . . of utter
hopelessness.

All this was before Joe heard
about Goodwill Industries and their

JOE NEVER felt better! In fact,

program of jobs and job-training for
handicapped people. Today Joe is
a happy boy. He holds his head
as high as the next fellow. He is
not a charity case. He does not want
pity. He is a self-respecting, self-
supporting citizen who has learned
to live with hope again.

Joe's case is not at all exceptional
for Goodwill Industries. This or-
ganization, 110 units strong, stretch-
ing from Maine to California and
from Canada to Florida, has been
providing new hope for handicapped
people for fifty-three years. And the
organization has been so successful
at this task that it has become the
largest private rehabilitation agency
in our country serving handicapped
people.

Pity and sympathy have no place
in this unique outfit. Rather, Good-
will says, “It's ability that counts,
not disability.”

Recently a one-armed man applied
to Goodwill Industries and, expect-
ing much to be made over the fact
that he had lost an arm, was startled
when the Personnel Director asked
him what he planned to do with
the arm that was left.

This type of positive, optimistic
approach, plus a faith in God, has
made Goodwill Industries a remark-
able success. In 1954, for example,

11
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it served over twenty-three thousand
handicapped people and paid over
fourteen thousand dollars in wages.

But even though it has grown
large it never forgets that it exists
for the individual. It places, as did
Jesus, an extremely high premium
on the inherent dignity and worth
of each person. And it operates on
the principle that the acid test of
rehabilitation is a pay check in the
hand of the worker.

Goodwill is good business as well
as good rehabilitation. The national
organization, Goodwill Industries of
America, Inc., points with an under-
standable pride to the fact that its

* workers paid nearly $1,400,000 in

income taxes in 1954. They sold
over $18,000,000 worth of merchan-
dise.

And what makes it all seem so
startling is the fact that it's done
pretty largely with second hand
materials. Goodwill asks for usable
household articles such as clothing,
furniture, shoes, toys, and even pro-
vides large paper Goodwill bags as
containers. These articles and bags
are then picked up by Goodwill
trucks and brought into the Good-
will workshops where a minor
miracle takes place.

Here one may see broken dolls
carefully and artistically restored.
Worn and soiled clothing comes to
life under skilled fingers which deft-
ly mend and press after laundry and
dry cleaning. Radios which come in
silent will soon be playing a happy
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tune. Old beat-up furniture takes on
a new look as skilled repairmen
take over and it looks like new as
it comes out of a modern paint spray
room. All this work is done by
bandicapped people. Some are in
wheel chairs. Some have tired hearts.
Some are on crutches. Some have
cerebral palsy. Almost every type of
handicap is represented. These folk
take pains with their work and have
a justifiable sense of pride of work-
manship.

After the material has gone
through its reconditioning process
it is then shipped to a Goodwill

store. These Goodwill stores provide’

a second service in that people of
moderate incomes may find clean
serviceable clothing, furniture,
household items, and at rock bottom
bargain prices.

A visit to a Goodwill Industries
is an exciting trip. Here one sees
dignity, self-respect, honor, and faith
restored to these people who ask not
for charity but a chance. And if you
think the atmosphere is morbid
you'll just have to make that visit.
Goodwill Industries are beehives of
activity. Cheerful activity. Sure there
are production quotas to meet. Every-
one knows what is expected of him
but there is a noticeable lack of
tension.

As one young man in a wheel
chair remarked to his supervisor a
short time ago, “Being here at Good-
will is just like being let out of jail,
after sitting around home doing

Spring

nothing for so long.”

Goodwill has a religious heritage
and is proud of it. In fact it likes
to be thought of as a Christian social
service enterprise serving without re-
gard to race, color, or creed.

It came into being as a dream of
a young Methodist minister by the
name of Edgar J. Helms in 1902
when he saw a chance to help handi-
capped people help themselves. He
saw them as a segment of people
who were social outcasts and neglect-
ed. To him, Jesus’ admonition to go
into the highways and byways, ap-
plied to seeking out these neglected
folk and providing a self-help op-
portunity for them. He did just that
and never lost a chance to impress
upon his young, inspiring Goodwill
executives that Goodwill business
was God'’s business too.

For most of the Goodwill Indus-
tries, the work day begins with a
chapel service that is simple, quiet,
and uplifting. In fact in many Good-
will chapels ministers from various
denominations take turns in conduct-
ing the devotional period. Here
everyone pauses for a few moments
of meditation and inspiration.

Other Goodwill activities include
recreation, vocational testing,
counseling, physical and occupation-
al therapy, and cafeterias where hot

*

*
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lunches are provided at cost.

About half of the 110 Goodwill
Industries are in local Community
Chests. The remainder raise funds
for the non-productive departments
and for capital equipment from other
sources. This subsidy normally runs
about 5 to 10 per cent of the operat-
ing budget.

Goodwill welcomes volunteer
help. In 1954 over three thousand
men and women served on local
boards of directors and sixty-nine
women’s auxiliaries volunteered over
one hundred thousand hours and
collected and gave to Goodwill over
fifteen thousand dollars. Boy Scouts
and Girl Scouts have helped in cloth-
ing drives and many youth groups
in churches have had fun bringing
in filled Goodwill bags.

Goodwill today is big business . . .
big business with a heart. But it
never forgets for a moment that it
is a Christian social service institu-
tion existing for the handicapped in-
dividual. It believes passionately
that it has a mission to accomplish
. . . that it is laboring in God's
vineyard.

It believes as Matt, a boy with a
badly deformed body, said in taik-
ing about a problem with his super-
visor, *'. . . and God is with us.”

*

Before me, even as behind,
God is, and all is well

—Jobn Greenleaf W hittier



{ "Without the young folk who come from the group we call the
lower class, we can't keep reaching the underprivileged.”

Small-town Samaritan

Harry Edward Neal

little girl with her brown
hair in a pony tail walked
into Maddux & Proffit

store in Cookeville, Tennessee,

Nothing unusual about that.

A nice man smiled at her and ask-
ed what she wanted.

“I want some new shoes,” she
said.

Nothing unusual about that.

The nice man had her sit in a
chair while he took off her old shoes.
Their soles were worn clear through,
the heels were run down at the back,
and there was a crack or two in the
uppers. Then the man fitted her with
a pair of new shoes so black and
so shiny that the glow seemed to be
reflected in the little girl's wide,
happy eyes.

Nothing
either.

When she was ready to walk out,
the man told her how much the
new shoes cost. She looked up at
him in some surprise, and then a
smile made a dimple in one rosy
cheek.

“I don’t have any money,” she
said, “but Uncle Mac told me to
come here and get some new shoes
and I wouldn’t have to pay for
them.”

unusual about that,
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Now that's unusual.

At least it would be unusual in
most places. But it’s really rather
common in Cookeville, Tennessee,
because it has been done there for
years, thanks to a big-hearted fifty-
nine-year-old attorney named Alvin
Beuford McKay.

Maddux and Proffitt, the clothing
merchants, put it this way: “Mr. Mc-
Kay has maintained an account with
us for some ten years, most of which
is wholly devoted to charity for in-
fants, children, and grownups. So
far as we are able to estimate, his
whole income is devoted to this
work. He brings and sends under-
privileged children into our store
most every week, and his fees when
collected are brought in for credit
on the account.”

By his own estimate, which is un-
doubtedly conservative, Lawyer Mc-
Kay has given more than a thousand
pairs of shoes to Cookeville young-
sters during the past twenty years.
He keeps a “shoe fund” in three
stores just for that purpose! But
that's not all. He used to give new
baby bootees to newborn babes of
people he knew in the town—and
he knew just about everybody.

In 1948 he began to substitute

Cook Publication.
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silver dollars for the baby bootees,
and since that time he has given
away more than three thousand of
the shiny “cart wheels.” One night
when he visited the hospital in De-
cember, 1953, he was pleasantly sur-
prised to discover that seven babies
had arrived that very day; but he
always carries silver dollars in his
pockets and it was with considerable
delight that he left a coin for each
tiny newcomer.

To most of Cookeville, Mr., Mc-
Kay is “Uncle Mac,” a lovable and
unselfish gentleman whose gener-
osity goes far beyond buying shoes
for needy youngsters and giving
dollars to newborn babes. Folks in
Cookeville will tell you that Uncle
Mac gives more money to local char-
ities than any other man in Putman
County. They will also gladly let you
know that he has helped dozens of
young men and women to face the
future with good schooling which
they would never have had but for
Uncle Mac.

In the past seventeen years, eighty-
nine men and women graduated
from Baxter Seminary, a Methodist
boarding school a few miles west of
Cookeville, thanks to contributions
from Lawyer McKay. It is with a
great deal of pride that he looks
upon this group of forty ministers,
twenty-five schoolteachers, twelve
practical nurses, six graduate nurses,
two doctors, two pre-med students,
and two dentists. He has already put
about fifteen students through his
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own alma mater, the University of
Alabama .

One girl, now Mrs. Mary Eliza-
beth Brown of Cookeville, he calls
“one of my best children.” Mrs.
Brown, he explains, “was left father-
less when she was a little girl. She
wanted to be a nurse, so I helped
her.”

Mrs. Brown, now happily married
to Raymond H. Brown, head basket-
ball coach at Tennessee Polytechnic
Institute, tells how Uncle Mac made
it possible for her to become a reg-
istered nurse.

“I entered St. Thomas Hospital
School of Nursing in Nashville in
September of 1938, she says. "I had
to borrow the money for registration
and entrance fees to the school. From
then on it wasn’t necessary that I in-
crease my note, because at frequent
intervals during the three years that
followed, I received a check from

A. B. McKay.”
When graduation time was ap-
proaching, Lawyer McKay met

Mary's mother on the street in
Cookeville and asked her when
Mary would be home.

“My mother told him I'd be home
that week end,” Mrs. Brown says,
“because in order to graduate I
would have to have some money to
cover the cost of my graduation
uniform, cap, shoes, and diploma.
Two days later I received a check
from Mr. McKay for thirty-five
dollars!”

After graduation Mrs. Brown re-



