The folks at the little church decid
wanted an altar rail. “That floor is mightyet(linct(l)llfl}-’
fortable if you stay down very long,” one man said
He was referring to kneeling on the old, crackeci
tile a}t the fr'ont of the room used for worship.

If we just had some place to kneel it would
make things easier,” another said.

As buildings go, it’s not much t
, [ 0 look at. The
men of the church knocked out a wall and painted
21111(-; i:voodv;fm;{. They built a pulpit, bought metal
s, and “drug in” an old clunker of.a pi
half the ivories missing. RilL i

Last Saturday morning a grou :

. up of men got to-
gether qnd tried to draw up some plans for agcrude
altg,r rail. Mon.ey was scarce so it would have to be
b}nlt fr;)mlplaln lumber and maybe covered with a
piece of old carpet. But anything would b
than that tile floor. S s

I kept remembering something my Daddy said :

a long time ago. “When a church la i

‘ : ys thick carpet
people with dirty shoes aren’t welcomed ;ny
longer.” ;

; I thought of that the following week when a
friend of mine took me on a guided teur of one of
the most beautiful church sanctuaries I've ever
seen. It was late afternoon and the building was
empty when we entered the narthex. The afternoon
sun was streaming through the beautiful windows
and falling softly across the empty pews. I was
awed by its beauty.

My guide whispered softly as we tiptoed down
the aisle, ankle deep in the plush carpet. He pointed
out the stained glass window and told me the price.
He pointed out the organ and told me the price. He
poined out the amplifying system and told me the
price. “Surely even God would be impressed with

this,” I thought.

In a room behind the nave I spotted the por-
table altar rail. It was hand carved from solid ash
with deep velvet padding. My guide told me in
hushed tones that it was used during communion
services several times a year.

“What would happen if someone came down the
aisle one morning,” I asked innocently, “and threw
himself upon the altar rail and cried out for God
to touch his life?”

He looked at me in shock. “You mean people
still do things like that? Maybe we shouldn’t use
the altar rail at all if it might encourage that kind
of action.”

It certainly could happen, I said. (“But I
doubt if it’s very likely,” I thought, looking out over .
the beautiful but sophisticated sanctuary.) “Still -
maybe you ought to give the altar rail away rather
than run the risk.”

S—mcewett, e carr't stand o GISTUTHANce now —

we're too far in debt trying to pay for this build-

ing.”
" I started to suggest I knew someone who could

the rail, but then I thought of the cracked tile
d metal chairs and somehow just
ved, velvet-covered

use
floor and the har
couldn’t picture that handecar
piece of furniture in there:

r keep it,” I said. “It just
ht walk in one Sunday and
'd want to kneel (in silence,
t to have an altar rail.”-

“Maybe you bette
could be that God mig
be so impressed that he
of course). It’d be a shame no

He looked at me with a strange light in his
eyes and then said, “Now let me show you our mag-

nificent rest rooms. . . =




