
Special Section: 

People God Uses 

Brotherly Kindness 

A sincere concern and caring for others, brotherly kindness begins in the family 

of faith and extends outward as a tangible, pragmatic reflection of Christ’s love 

for the human race. It integrates a righteous witness with a Christlike 

compassion for others. 

Louis and Melissa McBurney: Caring for Exhausted Shepherds 
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The smell of pine is fresh and the mountain air is still and cool. A loud silence hovers over the 

woods that surround a huge, inviting lodge. Hidden in the Crystal River Valley near the Snowmass 

Wilderness Area in Colorado, the two-story lodge has a stone fireplace, a ping-pong table and piano, 

four guest rooms, a modern kitchen, and a hot tub. Hospitality overflows in the form of friendship 

and family-style meals from staff who live here year round. Everything about this place 

communicates its name: Marble Retreat. 

Started some 20 years ago by Louis and Melissa McBurney, Marble Retreat is a mountainous 

symbol of brotherly kindness. It is a place where pastors and their spouses are nurtured and 

pampered as they rebuild their foundation on the Rock by retreating from the busy, often crisis-

proportion demands of ministry. Hundreds of Christian leaders have been soothed and sustained in 

this Rocky Mountain sanctuary, and the McBurneys couldn’t be more satisfied. 

But caring for others has always been a way of life for this fiftysomething couple from Texas. 

For all of their 33 years of marriage, the McBurneys have ministered to the needs of others—Louis 

as a medical and psychiatric doctor and Melissa as a mother and counselor. While Louis worked at 

the Mayo Clinic in the early 1970s, the couple became aware of the growing pressures felt by those 

in full-time Christian ministry. Yet they also recognized that very few services existed to provide 

clergy with an outlet for psychological or emotional respite. The McBurneys sensed God’s call and 

preparation, pursued additional training, and by 1977, the Marble Retreat was complete. Its purpose 

was clear: “an interdenominational Christian center designed to meet the particular needs of today’s 

Christian ministers and their spouses.” 

For a two-week period, pastors, missionaries, church staff, and officials join their spouses in a 

program that includes individual and group counseling sessions led by both Louis and Melissa, 

individual reflection and study times, and old fashioned Rest and Relaxation with the Rockies as 

their playground. It is time and money well spent, says Dr. McBurney, since “the pressures that 

clergy face today trying to minister in an increasingly hostile environment can be overwhelming. 



They often feel stressed, isolated, or burned out and most come to us in a crisis situation. So we try 

to provide a place that’s safe, where they feel accepted, not judged or condemned, a place to come 

and express their hurts and doubts without fear of reprisal or condemnation.” 

The McBurneys also believe that Marble Retreat is meeting a basic need for pastors today that 

could be met in their home churches: to feel loved and accepted. Some congregations nurture their 

minister, says Louis, but a large portion really don’t think about their pastor as one who has needs. 

They see him as a superhuman employee, kept on a pedestal, exempt from pain and stress. He’s the 

one, says Louis, “who members too often believe is always happy and has all the answers. A lot of 

times those in ministry don’t receive the nurturing they need.” 

That’s not the case, though, at Marble Retreat. This husband-wife team works hard to extend 

grace and care to pastors who often have not experienced it. Just how long will they continue caring 

for full-time Christian workers from their Rocky Mountain home? “We will be here for a while, but 

by the year 2,000, we might retire. If God replaces us with another therapist for Marble Retreat, we 

want to go out to the mission field to do the same two-week sessions with missionaries.” 

—Jo Kadlecek 

Dorcas: Going about Doing Good 

In the end, they simply could not let her go. 

Dorcas, sick? Kind-hearted Dorcas? 

The disciples cared for her gladly, as she had cared for so many of them. She would surely 

recover. She had to recover. 

They prayed. Bathed her brow. Tended her needs. Did all they could. But anyone could see . . . 

she was slipping away. The well-loved face paled. Shadows gathered under her eyes. Her breathing 

grew shallow. And then—with the smallest of sighs—she was gone. Gone. 

While two of the young men hurried to get Peter, the women cared for the body. Tenderly, they 

washed her, clothed her in her best robe, and laid her in the quiet of her upstairs room. When would 

the burial be? Two days, maybe three. Or maybe—please God—there would be no need. 

Peter came the next day. Still puffing from his journey, the burly fisherman climbed the narrow 

steps to the room. The long, red-gold light of the setting sun slipped through the upstairs window, 

touching a woman’s body on the pallet. A gathering breeze whispered in from the sea. The women 

in the room came at Peter in a rush . . . weeping, pleading, all speaking at once. 

Look, Peter, see the robe. 

Look, Peter, see the shawl, made with her own hands. 

Look, Peter, see the tunics. See the quality of the fabric. See the careful stitching. See the love 

that shaped garments for widows and orphans. 

Alive or dead, she was linked to the lives of others through her kindness. She wove robes and 

clothing for those in need, stitching her very life to the fabric of theirs. 

Her works of love had a life beyond her, making her own life larger. Enduring. Memories of 

Dorcas walked the streets of Joppa. Her fragrance always lingered when she left a room. Her 

fragrance lingered still when she left the world. 

Standing by her lifeless body, Peter called her back from a better place. He called her back from 

a Presence better than his, and helped her to her feet. She stood shyly in the middle of the room, 

smoothing back her hair and adjusting her best robe while Peter called hoarsely down the stairway. 

Goodness! So many voices downstairs. The sound of so many feet on the stairway. She should 

be preparing food, pouring wine. She should be making them welcome. 

Not this time, dear Dorcas. This time the welcome is for you. 



“Let us not become weary in doing good, for at the proper time we will reap a harvest if we do 

not give up. Therefore, as we have opportunity, let us do good to all people, especially to those who 

belong to the family of believers” (Galatians 6:9–10). 

—Larry Libby 

John Gates and the Ministry of Three Choice Servants 

When thinking of the ministry of Dr. John Gates (1915–1982), one has to include three other 

individuals: Bill Moon, Fred Oswick, and Grace Gates. The love and brotherly kindness they 

demonstrated in their ministry to Dr. Gates left a profound impact on the Kingdom of God. 

John Gates had cerebral palsy. Yet that never stopped him from preaching and teaching. From 

the time he was of high- school age, his grandfather used to accompany him on preaching 

assignments. For his schooling, John was able to get homebound instruction one hour a day. After 

receiving his diploma, he went to the Missionary Training Institute (now Nyack College) in Nyack, 

New York. It was there that fellow students Bill Moon and Fred Oswick came into John’s life. 

Immediately the three bonded for life. Bill felt led to assist John in his preaching ministry. The two 

of them would go out on preaching and evangelistic campaigns on the weekends and during the 

summer. John did most of the preaching, and Bill took care of his friend’s physical needs. 

Wheelchair-bound, John needed someone to feed, bathe, and dress him. Bill lovingly took care of 

that. 

In those days, Nyack was a two-year school, so upon graduation, both John and Bill went to 

Marion College in Indiana to finish their undergraduate education. By this time Bill was married, 

but his ministry to John didn’t end. He and his wife, June, opened their home to John, and their 

ministry together continued until the two graduated. 

Following work at Gordon Divinity School and Westminster Seminary, John enrolled at Temple 

University to earn his Ph.D. in philosophy. It was at Temple that Fred Oswick’s ministry to John 

began. 

John had hired a man to assist him each day, getting him food and getting him to class. 

Unfortunately, the man would often say he was going to get John’s breakfast and then disappear for 

a day or two. Somehow his Nyack pal, Fred Oswick, who was pastoring a church in Warrensburg, 

New York, heard about John’s situation. Fred felt God compelling him to do something about it. 

Fred resigned his church, moved to Philadelphia, got a job frying hamburgers, and took care of John 

until he completed his doctorate. 

God continued to supply help for John. After graduation, he accepted a teaching position at The 

King’s College. It was there he met Grace, the woman who became his wife. She lovingly cared for 

John until his death in 1982. 

The ministry John Gates was able to have, though stricken with a handicapping disease, was 

highly successful because of the sacrificial love and kindness of these three individuals. God found 

choice servants when He found Bill Moon, Fred Oswick, and Grace Gates. 

 


