
                      ADDENDUM TO “Locally Admired…Article re Dr. Harold R. Martin” 

  

                                                    DOC:  A PERSONAL VIEWPOINT 

This writer, a member of Second Presbyterian Church for well over 70 years, is now asking for your 

indulgence in order to provide some personal anecdotes and first hand observations related to the 

pastorate of Dr. Harold R. Martin.  Beginning in 1938, I became a member of one of the early youth 

choirs of the church which was directed by the new choir leader Miss Mary Jane Carothers.  She was 

attractive and energetic, and I can still remember words to several hymns we practiced such as “Wait on 

the Lord where He may be Found” and the resounding processional “Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God 

Almighty.” We practiced every Wednesday after school, and our minister, Doctor Martin, often came 

into the practice session to hear us sing.  He listened a few minutes, nodded approvingly, and smiled his 

appreciation of our efforts.  We were sure that what we were doing was important! 

In like manner, Doc (as we came to call him) often was seen in the Sunday School area of the church on 

Sunday mornings between the formal church services.  He always attended every church dinner or 

meeting and seemed to be at every function whether it was early or late.  He spoke readily to us 

individually, giving us a greeting by name and often asking how things were going.  He knew the names 

of our siblings and about our family situations as well.  He was always cheerful and optimistic, and 

listened to whatever we wanted to tell him.  He would look directly into your eyes as he talked to you 

and never seemed to be in a hurry to get away. 

Personable by nature, Doc was encouraging when he appeared at summer camps as we got older.  He 

came for 2 or 3 days out of each week the camp was held, and he ate with us in the dining room, sitting 

at various tables in order to talk with campers about what they had been doing.  As we youth reached 

seventh and eighth grades, we were expected to join a Saturday “Communicants’ Class” which was 

always taught by Dr. Martin.  After two years of these classes and discussions, we were examined by the 

Session and finally approved for church membership.  I vividly remember Doc teaching about the 

difference between being superficially “happy” and a true feeling of “Christian joy.”  He asked us to use 

the acronym J-O-Y to recall that one needs to think of Jesus first, then Others, and Yourself lastly as you 

set priorities throughout life!  

Dr. Martin served as pastor at Second Presbyterian Church from 1930 during the Great Depression, 

through the conflicts of World War II and Korea.  He kept in touch with the service men from the 

congregation and often wrote personal letters to them as they served overseas.  When the vets 

returned, there was news printed in the church newsletter and recognition during Sunday service as 

well.  After my husband’s return to civilian life, we lived in temporary housing in the barracks 

apartments at Cardinal Court on the ISNU campus.  Dr. Martin called on us one afternoon, came in and 

had a cup of tea, and wished us well as we started this new chapter of our married life!  He often said 

about Second Pres, “This is a great church!”   I often thought he lived out the theme from one of his 

favorite hymns, “I Love To Tell the Story”!  

This writer must also attest to the fact that Doc was human and sometimes not a perfect example.  As 

he spoke to the congregation on Sundays, his sermons were frequently good and meaningful, but not 

always exceptionally so when they went well past 20 minutes in length.  In several of his writings and 



letters, he himself admits that he had fallen short of expectations and wished he could “do over” some 

specific task.  And this humble spirit was part of his nature, along with his friendly and optimistic 

personality.  In 1955, the church celebrated its 100th anniversary, and an elder of the church quoted an 

esteemed former member who had said, “Lives have been changed here and the state and the 

community and the nation have benefitted by what has happened here… But who can claim credit?  

Doubtless in many instances the spark that kindled the flame originated in the heart of some humble 

individual known only to God.”  The spirit exhibited by Dr. Harold Martin attests to these words, and 

even today continues to lead us forward under the guidance of our God.  

 

Marilyn Freedlund, March, 2022, age 94 

 


