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e o » Moy I say 2 vory hoorty welcome to 2ll who arc in tunc with The Mission
Tr:il of Guthric, Okl-homa. I hopo this now time of 11:00 will fit into your plans
for cach Friday night, and that you will toll othcrs cbout the time and station.

Now sinec noxt Sund.y, Moy the 9th is lothors! Doy, it scoms good that we
should givo atteontion te this fact. So we ospoeinlly dedicctc this mossage to
all the mothors who arc listeoning in., Muy God's richost blessings be yourst

It has often beon said thot "the hand thot rocks the cradle rules the world!.
Now lot us tzko a look at this thought found in Proverbs, chaptor 31 and vorscs
10, 11, snd 12. "Who ean find = virtuous weman? for hor price is far above rubics.
The hoart of hor husbond doth saf:ly trust in hor, so thot he shall hove no nced
of spoil. She will do him good asnd not cvil all the days of hor 1ifc."

Then cspeeiclly I would like to e:zll your attontion to verss 30. "Favor is
doeoitful, snd beouty is vain: but a woman that fourcth the Lord, she shall bo
praiscd.”

Horc we have a porfeet deseription of o good wife and 2 wonderful mothor,
and surcly God knows we ncced them in this present world!

Now God h~s ordain-d that onc husbind should have onc wif:, and that the two
of them joinad togother in holy matrimony should thon be onc!  Sce latthew 19:5.
Thon the natursl fruit of morricge is God-givon, hoaven-sont, pure and innocont
children. Thosc who have been deprived of children have misscd much of tho joy
and happincss which 1lifc a2ffords, but with this plcasurc comos also rosponsibility,
~nd ospeeially is this truc of mothcrs. Thoy have a growt task of teoaching baby
lips to pray, baby minds to momorizc God's word, cnd baby hecarts to oboy--continu.
ing with linc upon linc and prcecpt upon precept, in instilling habits of noble
living in junior boys ~nd girls--followed up by over kceping before our youths
and moidens old fashioned standards of truth, honor and virtuc!

Who of us con properly cstimate the valuc of o child? Our horitoge of childra
with loving hcarts and brains to dovelop, with possibilitics boyond 2ll measuroment:
with souls destined to live throughout ondless agoes. who is able to tell of valucs
hore?

Now in comparison with thc millions in diamonds ond pearls on the onc hand
and the c¢hild on the othor, you'd quickly choosc the child, but do you scnse tho
responsibility? Do you tromble over it? Do you rclizc the valuc of that soul?
Is it possible, in our dry, that our scnsc of rosponsibility of mothorhood is being
lost or cxchanged for o fow dollars carncd on o job while our childroen arc loft
without duc carc and tenching?

Now if our work was upon clay or marblc, the vossel marred in the moking could
be discarded and znother made. If a boy were just a capacity to bo filled or a
machine to grind out dollars, our coursc of action would be clcar, If 2 girl wore
Just a beoutiful figurc upon which to display dainty garments, thc path would bo
casy, but a lifc is for ctornity.




The mother of Moscs heard the words: '"Take this child ond nurse him for me
and I will give theo thy wages", She did o grostor thing than train Moscs for
Phoroah's doughtor. She troincd him for God.

The mother of John Nowton, the hymn writeor, nrayed for him, and it must have
been before he was scven ycurs of are, for he lost her by death at that carly perior
of 1ifo., But he himsclf tells that he nover forgot those praycrs. He grow up to
bec a wicknd man; a blasphemer and a "man stoaler'--a kidnaper of slaves from Afrinc
In a terrible storm at sexz, when ovory man wrs roguired to work the ship, he was
missed from dock. A scilor wos sont beclow to find him, and ho found him on his
knces, and hoard him say, "O thou God of my decad mother, have merey on my soult®
And God did show mercy.

Says lr. Spurgoon, "I cannot tell how much I owe to tho solemn words and
praycrs of my good mother. It was the custom on Sunday ovenings whils we wero
children for hor to stay at home with us. Jo sat around the table and read verse
by vorsc, while she oxplainced the Seripturc to us, Aftor that was done thon camo
the time of pleading with God. And some of the words of our mother's prayors we
shall nover forget, oven whon our heads are gray. I romombor hor onco praying
thus: 'Now Lord, if my childron go on in sin, it will not bo from ignorance that
thoy perish, and my soul must boar 2 swift witncss against them at the day of
judgmont if they lay not hold of Jesus Christ.”

Then, too, I would like to add my porsonzl testimony that mony times my mother
has placed hor hand upon my hoad and breathed a prayer for my welfarc and safoty.
During her lost illnoss, I romombor whon I was proparing to lecave hor in hor vory
woakenod condition, she rlaced heor hand unon me 2s I knclt by her bedisde. Thore
she offcred hor petition to God for mc. For this I am indocd gratoful and have
nover forgotten hor love for hor children.

Friends, could it bc that thore arc somec listening to the sound of my voico--
somo boy or girl out there in radio-land who arc now far away from the teccchings
of thot godly mother? If so, I hope that this will be the time when you will whol:
give yoursclf anow and dedic:te your 1lifc afrosh to Godl

Lot us pray.

Father,

Take the words of the message today and moke thom an inspirotion
to all who hoor and thine shall bo the praisc forover, in Christfs namo
we ask it. Amon

Horc now is Frances, my good wife and thc mothor of our two girls and two
boys,

Hother's Boys

Yos, I know there arc stains on my carpet,
The troces of small muddy boots;

And I sce your fair tapestry glowing,

All spotlcss with flowers and fruits.

And I know that my wnlls arc disfigurcd
with the prints of small fingers and hands;
And that your own houschold most truly

In immaculate purity stands.




And I know thot my porlor is littered.
With mony odd treasurcs -nd toys,
Jhilc your own is in dainticst order,
Unharmed by the prescnce of boys,.

Nowr, I think I'm a vory ncat woman;

And I likc my housc orderly, too;

And I'm fond of 211 dainty bolongings,
Yot I would not change nlaces with you,

No! kcep your foir home with its ordor,
Its freedom from bothcr and noisc;
And kcep your owm fanciful lcisure,
And give me my four splendid boys.

Herc now is o song 2s sung by lMuybelle Pruitt, and I sy a spoeinl "hello"
to Byron and Claricc Pruitt and children, Loranger, Louisiana, 4. Mario liles,
much love to my prceious children, Corl Jr., Bernice and boys in Denver, Colorado,
Elbert Johnson, with love to my mothcr in Lubbock, Toxas, and your spoaker, #illic
Murphey. To all who are in tunc with The Mission Troil, we lovingly dedieato
this song.

The song.
Horec now is Patsy.
Before It Is Too Lato

If you've a groy-hairod mother

In the old home far away,

Sit down and writc the letter
You've put off day by day;

Don't wait until her tircd steps
Reoch Heaven's noarly gate,

But show hor that you think of hor
Beforo it is too late.

The tonder words unspokon,

The leotters never sent,

The long-forgotton messages,

The wealth of love unsnrent--

For theso some hearts arc breaking,
For thesc some loved oncs wait;

So show thom that you carc for thom
Bofore it is too lato.

Friends, if you would like to rccoive a copy of this message in typewritten
form, you may have onc free of charge by requesting mossage number 5165. Addross
your lotter to The Mission Trail, Guthrie, Oklohoma, and be with us again noxt
Friday night., Remembor the now time of 11:00, Until than this is Willic Murphoy
and Frances and Patsy saying ¢ happy lothers' Day and a pleasant "Goodnight!"




