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W. H. Brokaw, Director, Lincoln

MOTZERS! DAY

PROGRAM

God-could not be everywhere,
So he made Mothers,
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* Mother! Was there ever a name tiat lived *';
o like thine? *
¥  Will there ever be such another? b
* The angels in Heaven have reared a shrine, *
* To the sacred name of Mother. ..
* *
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There is none,

".In all this cold 2nd nollow world, no fount

Of deep, strong, ceatilless love save that
within
A mother's heart.



SUGbuSTIOJS ON HOT S‘ DAY PROGRAM

Tae SCLOOl coulad Dut on .a Sunddy morning Motuers' Day program and th
preacaer could spealr in the evening on the samp topic.

Thls program maj be too long. IT so, cut it down. A little over an
Aour is an idezl lengtia of program, It isn't expected that all the selections will
be used., Choose w.at your type of program needs., Xeep mother the center of all
the day's activities,

Be sure to see that all sick mothers, at home or in the hospital are re-
membered by letter or flowers or visits, MThere are some old mothers who have none
of their children in the community, Let'!s talke them in our auto to visit some old
friends or waerever they desire to go. It'll give you a lot of fun,

Let's give the mothers a real rest. Let!s not load them with program
responsibility or that of helping with refresihments or any of the other duties in
winich they generally are the leaders. It would be a good idea also, to relieve taem |
of as much of the care of children as possible,

Can't some-move be made thru the school or otherwise to get the children
to do as many tainzs as possible for mother. A big community dinner at noon, if
desired would be e fine thing, At thais dinner, let's have the young folks and men
look after the dinner, and others, (maybe older caildren) take the responsibility of
the little children. Let's make mothers feel it's t“elr dey of rest and enter-
tainment. ' ]

At ome, girls, malte motier sit -dowva waile youw wait on her for one wvhole
day. And if some one must stay home in the evening - you stay lLiome and let mother
go to church, or calling, or waerever she wishes to go. Get Dad enthused over
the plan. How aappy we could malze ourselves if we would just try to get one full
day's fun, by ‘seeing mother rest and enjoy herself, '

For meeting place or ciurch decorations, we might have "fother" outlined
in evergreens or flowers, Other mottoes’ mizht be worked out such as

"Mothers and Grandnot.iers

And taen we othsprs!

"Enjoy motirer vwhile she's here!

"What malkes the Home? It's Mother.!

Doult be gloomy., Xeep the day caeerful for motier- and they'!ll like it,

Opening of tihc Meeting .1

Mothers! Day
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Through all the changes of the universe, there is one tiiing that remains
constant, Motherhood nasn't changed much at heart, :

Tae gow motlrer of today may use improved methods in caring for her young,
and advanced ideas in training them, but she finds no substitute for the personal
arfiliation vhich the motiers of the centuries, and of all lands and climes, have
indulged in. She is the same in the final analysis in any language or any climate--
Motner, bending her every effort te be sympathetic and understanding -- to meet the
needs of each individual in her charge. ‘

Movher -- today, as alWayS'—Q remains the standard by wihiich man measures
all women, their loyalty and devotion, in a measure as it is meted out to him by
his mother. She stands as one who can be trusted to understand and be sympathetic
in any emergency -- the one great counselor and confidant -- the most remarkable
person in the world, '

Through an act of Congress the second Sunday of May las been set apart
as Mothers! Day, Tae United States flag is displayed on all goverament buildings
as a public expression of love and reverence, Respect is further paid by the wear-
ing of a flower -- a symbol of her loveliness,

Song: "Mother" - Quartette
(Tune - My Country 'Tis of Thee)

Mother! That precious name,
Forevermore the same -
Bartials sweetest ward!
Though ages past have flown
Yo sound was ever known
Like that dear name alone
Or ever heard!
From caildhood!s earliest day,
She guarded all our way
With tenderest care,
She shared our every Woe;;
Each cherished hope did lmow,
HJeard every waisper low
)f calldish prayer.
0 waat a debt’ we ows!
OQur grateful love we'll saow
Waile now we may,
More tender yet to be
Thoughtfull and eagerly
Her slightest need to see
Bach passing day.

Qur motaer's God, to Thee
In deep humility
We 1lift our prayer; ;
Kecep those we love the best
Thru every trial and test
And may they ever rest
Safe in Thy care --—  Anonymous .
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Reading:
MOTHZIR'S ALMANAC

I tell you, vhen it comes to daves,
My motherts just the Dboss!

She tells me all I want to Imow
'Thout ever zettin! cross.

You'd thinlt she'd get mixed up sometimes
At school I Imow I do--

t3out Wasiington and Pljmoutk Roc1

And 1492,

But mother says: "The war with Spain
Was fouzat in {98,

The year you all had chicken-pox
Exceptin! Sister Kate.

"The Boer War in Africa--
That was a dreadful thing--
Began in '99, I know,

For Jack was born that spring,

"In 198, the Spanish ships
Were sunk in Cuba channels;

- ¥Pwas summer, for you children had
Just changed your winter flannels,

"In 1904, my dear,

Tire Russians fougat the Japs;
.- That year was.very cold, and you
Had ciailblains and the ciaps."

Tp re's.six of us, and we're mixad up
With hist!'ry just that way.

Sometimes it's measles, croup, or mumps,
But there's no date that ever stumps

My mother, nlédt or day. ““AlPJlﬂbObu'S knﬂa21pe

Leader cazll on some good reader in the aundience to stand and read the
two following siort poems:

Reader: Here are just four lines waich have a thougat for all of us:
If you have a gray~-haired moti:er in the old liome far away,
Sit you down and write the letter you've put off from day to day,
Don't wait until her weary-steps reach heaven!s pearly gate,
But show lier that you think of ner, before it is too late,

And here is anotwer stqnza,W1tn good sent iment:

M
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Don't think the giddy young friends

Wno make your pastime gay

Have half the anzious thoughts for you

Your parents _iave today.

mhe duty of writinz do not put off,

Let sleep or pleasure wait,

Lest the letter for which taey've looked and longed
May come a day or an aour too late,

Leader: Let's sing several commnity songs. (Could zet in touch with
teachers and iave children copy off enousz: of these songs to supply everybody with
a copy)s

A BOY'S MOT=ER (Tune - Battle Hyma of Republic)

Mine eyes l.ave seen the glory of a motliier fond and true,

Siiets far the finest friend vou'll lLieve in .all life!s
journey tiaru,

Mo matter wiat a fellow does she'll stick to him like glue,

As he zoes marciing on,

norus --- @Glory, Glory, Hallelujah,
|| " "

L it " ~, as e zoes marching on,
MOTHERS (Tune - Auld Lang Syne)

S_iould any mother be forgot and never brlot to mind?

.Letls give a tender thouzht to hier and all her actions Xkind,
A mother is a man's best friend; you mow taat this is so,
Let's celsbrate in song and verse dear Mothers ere we go.

i Tune - Long, Long Trail

Taerels a long, long trail a-winding, back to childiood!s happy days.
And all events are softened with a dim far-distant lLaze;

But my Mother stands out clearly and without a single blur,

And I long to be a child and walk that long, long trail with her,

(Note-The above sonzs Were written by Mignon M. Quaw,)
Mizht just have some one read the followings

" OVZRWORKED
by Zlla Waeeler Wilcox

Up withx the birds in the early morning--

The dewdrop zlows lilze a precious gem;

Beautiful tints in the siy are dawning,

But she!s never a moment to look at. them,

T.e men are war ¢ taeir breakfast earlys

She must not linger, size must not weits

For words that are sharp and looks that are surly
Are what the men give whcen meals are late,
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- If she would bu
3ut plersure, sie says, must wait for duty--

A
A
|

o

O, #lorious coloirs tae clouds are vuraing,
If s-e would dut lecok over hills and trecs:

3ut ters are the disiies and tuere is the ciurning--

Y

Taose taiaze alwers must yield to these,
mie worlc is filled witz the world of beauty
t pause and drink it inj

Neglected vorlt is committed sin.

Tie dév zrows hot and er hands grow wear;
O, for an iour to cool her head,

Out witi: the birds and the winds so cheery
But sie must et dinner and make her bread,
Txe busy man in the layfield working,

If tiey saw _er sitting vith idle hand,
Would think aer lazy and call her shirlking
And gie never could malze. ti:em understand,

not kow that the heart witiain her
for beauty and things sublime,

Ly lmo¥w Giiat thery want their dinner
of it arnd just "on time",

r ta swee pi;; nd cimrninz 'and balzing,
er ul” e85 eha all put by,

" ;u“ﬂ is. aching

1 time for suarﬁ‘ and "chores" draws nit

(

Her boys at sciool must lock like others

She seys as she petcles their pants and hose,
For tle world is qiick to censure mothers

For the lerst nezlect .of the children's clothes.
Her msband comes from the field of 1abo

He zives no praise to unis weary wife;

Si:el's done no more than her neigobor;

Tis ‘the lot of all in country life.

But after tie strific and veary tussle,

Wi.en life is done and she lies-at resty

Toe nation!s brain and hesrt and muscle--~
Her sons and daughters--saall call her blest
And I thinlz the sweetest joy of lLeaven,

The rarest bliss of eterasl life,

And the fairest crown of all will be given
Unto the waoywora iermerts wife,

) ”TE SULES
By ﬁelcn Ziclis 3ates

fellerts fam!ly anweyis
useless lot o"hulMS.-
£ tiings ain't t to suit their taste,
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.
Taey up. and. git tie syllks,

Itts like as 2ot tiiere ain't a soul
Except taeirselves to blame,

Bub . trat doglt comt a. nlt wibh taom,
i

i3t the same,

Cl course I don't mean Ma, you know,
Sae ain't got time to frown,

It zeeps ner on ‘tie junp all day
~To smooti: the others dowm,
Wiichever's got tle sulls,

You cantt tell waich'll get 'em next,
I'm 'sure I never ”ﬁow '
Somgtimes I spe sis abou

Her parties or hér Leaux,

Ant sie ' shelll sunsyn aroin' at me

Jest li”o sne!d bor my esrs,
An! zSs,, exceptin' Ma
Javt 13ars.

Nex Ma, she wilspers me
WFie cloucs ane roval +o :
Better clear .ut, ”o“hd O 5

Aal 30 c

Yow pa!s a man--an! ;rowed up- men

Know everytgi"* an! €0

him some
oW,

A

An'! scoWls acrosv zigs specs,
t cdone a sinzle
disturp or vez.

28, wWalspers me aside:
clouds are roua'! todayv.
Bettexriclenr oub ., sonny boy,

i !

But sometime s, ii Iz
To moize ny st
“u'll
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¥en Ma, sue vihispers me aside: t
"The clouds ars roua' today.

‘Better clear out, senny boy,

An' go someaweres . an! play.

Yer brotaer!s zot the sulks."

So I slide out acrost the fields

An' dovm besideé the crick,

Where everytihing is peaceful like,

The grass is soft an! taick;

The squirrels cuatier in the trees;

The birds dll sing like med}

The water dances in the sun, :
It seems so awful glad;

An! by an' by, way up above, L
The wind begins to blow,

An' all the leaves begin to shalze,

They git to laffin! se;

An' notnints got the sulks,

The only thing that bothers me

Is wisiiin'. Ma was here,

I wisht she dida'!t have to stay
With folks tanat act so queer.

I may be wrongz, but seems to me
That folks ain't got no right

To shadder other people!s lives
Jest 'cause they don't feel bright.

But Ma, sae'!s got to stay at home
An!' never has ano fun;

An' all day long she has te work,
You'd thinlk she'!d be the one

To always git the sulks,

A Mother's Album

v

Make a largze picture frame about four fect by seven feet, constructed

of Just four inca boards, Cover this with yellow paper wrapped around it te

represent gilt frame, A curtain is dropped over the frame.

Reader stands to one side,

The scene is arranged and then curtain raised.,

MOTHER -- vhat a werd it is, when you hear it said, L
Memories come thiclt and fast, wiirling thru your head,

First of all a babe again, baclk make 0ld Time fly,

Listen while mother sings to you that dear old lullabye.

Curtain is raised and reveals a mothaer recking a baby and singing

"Rock—-a-bye-baby!,

993ks
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Wuen you set off for school all smiles, he cried, I sadly fear,

il i

Reader: Oh day of-days, so zjlad for you, se sad for mother dear,

Curtain: Child with slate and books and little lunch pail, Mother

kisses 2im or uer and wipes away a tear from her eyes, Child all smiles, Might
nave instrumeat to one side plaring "School Days", Person could sing caorus,

with mother tliere - all tenderness, &-standin

Qurtain falis,

Reader: "Then comes the crowning

scene of all - a happy smiling bride
g by her gide', <

Curtain: A bride, with veil, etc,. Motler arranging it fer her, Wed=-

ding march beinsz played.

Curtain falls, _ ;

Reader? And Motuer now is Grandma too, and proud. as proud can be, Who's

this?. It's her namesake that she!s o0lding on her lmee.
Curfain: Grandme hioldingz baby on her knee., Motlher of baeby leaning
over them, : j : S

993ks

(Play "Rock-a-bre-babr" agaiin,)

Reader:
And therels neotihing like a mother; shets full of tremendous powers,
She's the greatest force for goodness in this whole wide world of -~u:

*»

rr

(T.ie idea was copied from circular by Mignon . -Quaw)

Solo: Motaer Machree,

,
:

Reading: -

Wao is it daras the lLioles in liose,
. Washes, starciaes and irons clotlies?
Wac sews on buttons loose or =zone,
, Anc patciies garments worn and torn?
W.ay w.o, indeed, but Mother!
Wao is it braves the kitchen's heat,
T2 bake the things you love to eat?

D
Ve

Waio else can malke sucl: apple pies,
And doughnuts, round, of monstrous size?
Way no one else but Mother ] -

Who nurses you witi utmost skill,

Anxiously watcues, when you'lre ill;

Yet never aave you Liecrd complain,

Waen she herself, is racked with pain®t
Oh,. that is Jjust lilze Msther!” '

¥



Leader:
ed in tie "Quest
follows:

fions and An

Sacrificing for Ciildren

Zere is

N |

Wdo somenow Tinds the time to do

The many taosis at come to view? -

Wiols ever mindful of your ecse,

Is planning thinzs sie knows will plaase?
Oa, surely that is Mother,

Woose eart is it, that's

Waen fortune smiles on gzirl or boy?

Wio dreams that in ,“e futupey oriss

Success and fane will be taeir ri~l:t?
It can be none but Motnnrz i

Waen childhood days are pasted and one

v

And you, periiaps some wrong lave done;

Waen friends ave all forsaizea you,

Who still lLias faith and loves you true?
But one, your own sweel Mother!

.

2 Cllpu"ub cut from one of the Newspapers

sviers! departent entitled MMinerva", It

"Dear Minervas
ané unkappy and in wa
fatuers wio are unwar

L

sacrifice entirely too much for our clhildren,

"We give of our
all at once we are witiout

“after all, self
hoard carefully for old age, Wao save as they

tihing away to oftiers?

"Answer?

pleasure of parents to give to tlieir clild

4

with foretihougat of ftie fub
waen the earniaz power

"he squirrels
burrows into ais winter ret
for tize winter,

"0ld aze witiout money is
During tae creative and fruitful yesrs,

of some part of every crop.

"Material prepara

t+ b—'-'\)?
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are lessen

Aide tHeir nuts o8

gatiaered in youta and maturity, will outlast the yéars,
ntercsts means a profitable old age, Wien eyes are too dimmed to read, dnd.ears

all that they may nave aivantages and pleasures.

children, strength and without funds,

ish tiou:n
zo along instead of

In tais problem, as iﬂ'ell,'balanCe is the answer, It
en “ut_the?.v;c1ld teﬂpe
S 1

0]
wn
™
2

T
ure, and wita wi
and lost

fast as they ripe 1. - fthe
20 souta, All inst

reat. The birds g

ation is not enoug *, but it is -important.
A mind-well

oo deaf to zear, one may draw on the reservoir he aas filled,M

tIrlsd "witl joy,

(]
Q
Py
o
L1
ot
D
’LJ
ot
$do
o]
o
b
'.J
C
6
o
o

N

thouglit should be given to the

It' appear-

reads as

As I looXkx about e at tie many elderly people wio are alone
nt; as I read tie letters in your Mail from motliers and
bl cdllu_ed, I sometimes feel t.iat we parents

ti:ey may seem, aren't tihose people wiser who
giving every-

U

time

ground hog
inctively prepare

‘not plecsant to s2e and is trazic to experience.
storing away

Beauty,
stored i

Taen,

is the
r this ziving

?

i
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Song:

Readiag:

Je leadeth me,

Tallr it over with Mother

When you're mighty discouraged and blue,
And weary of toiling and sorrow;
Tomorrow is clouded with tears,
And today'!'s just the same as tomorrows
Waen life seems all cluttered with doubt,
And you're beatean somehow or anotler,
It's funny how troubles smooth out,
If you dust 1lz it over with &oth.

And then waen you're blithe as a bird
And waen lilkre a bird you are singing,
Wien Jjoy seems to brizhten each day
< : b J 3

’

gueer how muci zlu;“or g, fee

ind ‘your spirits all upwaerd are winging,

=

You can travel far with despair, :
© Wacn home looks so bright and so cozy,
With motier to smile cn you there,
Su sweet and warm—-nearted and rosy.
Her _ove is the magical art

Wiichh malles every man seem your orouicA.

True purpose and ..ope Zill your l.eart,

.

Vhen four. just talk it over witli motaer !

Song: Come Thou Fount,

Recitatior

ny The @Gizzard and the Neck

I doa!'t Xnow how tc say tais thing--I only lmow that I

Believe tlhat she was truthful, Mother couldn!

t tell a lig--

But Mother said she liked thie neck, the gizzard and the back,

Anc
Eaails

go I know she lilzed 'en, for she et l'en,

Ahove the neck and gizzard, and, of course,

Father took tue waite meat--the nully bone an

And

iy 45 tne

thatls ey

d breast—--

ac!,

I've kinda got a feeling that sae liked one little cuss
I'm meaning "us,®

Pucebe took tae second points, which she considered best;
b madc way witl: botl the logs, and often all
now you lmow waat Mother liked of all these splewald thingr.

~ Y5 : - )
, Mothsr lixid s zizzard, it was tough,

=]

en:was shtewed or boiled, why, Mo

But of all ©as daintw morsals in a chicken!s
There wasn!t auy part, she said, comparing to the neck,

Qur prezcher wmHrea

So

Tae Reverend got the breasiymeat and one of Phoebets thighs

Fatlier asized him ome to ghere our ciicker

Y

the w ll’l-f”

ghe said,

ybier liked

frame, by !

1 aad our

R s ba ket
Fan
o Citlond

but

swaet |

the Tenl;

hecl,

nad one Sunday on the subject "Feed ly Lawmbs

=
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zov oze secoul 3«.
toolz the J¢Llc bone
¢ the preac.er "Hgnk -  zemand egrs "
taer got zer “elpl- ) of the wreck--
ver and tle zizzard, and, yes,"o urs t.ie necls,

One Ga tle Preacoer carme azaln vith slow and quist tread;
T.e Doctor saw _iim enter, and sadly shocok hiis heed,

For Motaer was uncoascious; so, we all stood !round a waille,
Woeen suddenly there came upon my Mother!s lips a smile;

And Pa vent down to ten, as it seemed tiat she would speak,
And this is whet shie wliispered in accents low and weals,

"You folizs may have the gigzard, now, sand zneclt, and all those things?
Pa, you can .ielp your swe: tdum.t to 2. couple of tis wiujs,R

Ok, novle is the Fatlher w o can truds mile,

To zain tine food and raiment *o" e sélld n Uith 2 smile;

3ut tie Good Loyd saves iis & L uis halleluyan strains
Tor the self-deaying motl.er e pairs not nor complains

And with zolden—crosted the ead of ler bedecks

L 8t I earies nhunger, lik zzards and the necks,
W..o, lest :er dearies ~unger, like rds d the necks

o
12
89T

Recitetion: Motlier (Hove thals resd by an appropriately ciosen person),

Lead ty Motlexr tenderly dovm lifels lest'incline. Once her arm Was
; now sne lean e

tay supnort s on thine, T.iaZ of all %the Lelpless years .ier hand
sas Zulded thru; uer fondest liopes, Ler rlnood dreams, were centered all on <)
you. Suae watcued thru many lonely aours, aever a frieand so true; and now in her (

declining years to motaer, won!'t you be true. Oxr, maybe motherts Ior away, across
tae sea so blues nerlaps you tudnx of er today, she often tninks of rou,
you scnd tiat letter Home rou promised you would write? She may be sittiug all
alone; =it down and write 1 { Fas mot..er left this world oi care for mansions
in the skies; where all is peace, and joy, and love, aand tliere arc no goodbyes?
Then breatle a prayer beyond the star, and say, "Dear God adove, iy mother!s

waere tae angells are, I'm sending er my love,"

Reading - by a Zizh School Joy: T.e Spliere of Woman

Thaey talk about a woman's sphere as tho it nad a 1limit;

Taerels not a place in eartll or heaven,

There'!'s not a taslk to mankind given, ¢
Tucre's not a2 blessi or a woe .
Theret sinet o W '
Tierels not 2 !
Txat has a fe

Witliou
Reading - By a High Scuool 3oy: Motler C'Mine

993ks 'y
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If I were lanzed on the highest nill
Mother o'!'mine, O motiher o'mine!
Imow viose love would follow me still,
Mother o'mine, 0 mother ofmine!

If I were drowned in-the deepest seca,
Mother o'mine, O motier o'mine!

I Imow whose tears would come down to mé,
Motrher o'mine, O motier o'mine!

If I were damned of body and soul
Motner o'mine, O motaer ofmine!

I know whose prayers would male me whole,
Mother o'mine, O motner o'mine.

Tieader: No niore sppropriate song could be sung for a closing to this
program than "America® which we will all stend and sing.

Benediction -

(Wote: Taese circulars can be secured from the Agriculiural Ixtension
Service, (Colleze of Agriculture, Liancoln, Nebraska).
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