
May 10, 2020 

Greetings! I trust you are well. Ladies: Happy Mother’s Day! 

Our pastor has announced our plans to begin outdoor services on Wednesday, May 13, at 7:00 
p.m. Our plan calls for us to meet on the large open field behind the Picnic Pavilion. Please 
watch our services on Sunday, check your emails from FBT, as well as your text messages for 
additional details. There is also information on the fbt.org web site. 

If there is a prayer request, you want to share, please go to fbt.org and complete the form. If 
you have other needs, please contact the church office or get in touch with me. 

The people from Getty Music Publishing sent me a new song – Christ Our Hope in Life and 
Death. In my opinion, it is a great song. I have put a copy of the demo and pdf file on the 
landing page of the fbtmusic.org web site. Please listen to it and learn it. 

In the coming week, several of our people celebrate birthdays. Send them a card, email, text, or 
give them a call and sing “Happy Birthday.” 

Randy Propps (bass) – Sunday, May 10 
David Willingham (orch) – Monday, May 11 
Barbara Calder (alto) – Wednesday, May 13 
Prince McGill (tenor) – Friday, May 15 
Aria Sloan (sop2) – Saturday, May 16 
Brailey Sloan (sop1) – Saturday, May 16 
Caroline Smalls (alto) – Saturday, May 16 

Happy Mother’s Day to all of the moms in the Choir, Orchestra, Sound, Lights, and Video 
ministry teams! On this most unusual Mother’s Day, I hope all the moms have a wonderful day. 
Thank you for your service to the Lord in our ministry, in addition to your busy schedule as 
mothers and grandmothers! So, in honor of the moms in our ministry, we will not have 
rehearsal this afternoon. (Oops, it was already cancelled.)) 

I miss you and so look forward to the time when we gather together again. It is a great joy 
serving as your minister of music. Until we meet again, 

blessings! 

THE HAND THAT ROCKS THE CRADLE 

William Ross Wallace (1819-1881) 

BLESSINGS on the hand of women!  
Angels guard its strength and grace.  
In the palace, cottage, hovel,  
Oh, no matter where the place;  
Would that never storms assailed it,  
Rainbows ever gently curled,  
For the hand that rocks the cradle  
Is the hand that rules the world. 



  

Infancy's the tender fountain,  
Power may with beauty flow,  
Mothers first to guide the streamlets,  
From them souls unresting grow—  
Grow on for the good or evil,  
Sunshine streamed or evil hurled,  
For the hand that rocks the cradle  
Is the hand that rules the world. 

  

Woman, how divine your mission,  
Here upon our natal sod;  
Keep—oh, keep the young heart open  
Always to the breath of God!  
All true trophies of the ages  
Are from mother-love impearled,  
For the hand that rocks the cradle  
Is the hand that rules the world. 

  

Blessings on the hand of women!  
Fathers, sons, and daughters cry,  
And the sacred song is mingled  
With the worship in the sky—  
Mingles where no tempest darkens,  
Rainbows evermore are hurled;  
For the hand that rocks the cradle  
Is the hand that rules the world. 


