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A Boy's Story
by D.L. Moody

D.L. Moody shares a poignant story of a wayward son reflecting on his mother's love and the urgency of

accepting Christ before it's too late.

Scripture: Proverbs 1:8, Ephesians 6:2

Topics: "Repentance and Forgiveness", "The Power of a Mother's Prayer"

Description

D.L. Moody shares a poignant story of a young man reflecting on the profound influence of his godly
mother, who prayed fervently for his salvation. After her passing, he realizes the weight of his rebellion
and the loss of her prayers, leading him to a moment of deep repentance at her grave. The young man
expresses regret for not heeding her pleas to accept Christ while she was alive, ultimately finding
forgiveness and a relationship with God. Moody emphasizes the importance of valuing and honoring the
prayers of a loving mother, urging young men to respond to their mothers' spiritual guidance.

Transcript

Some years ago, as I was about to close a prayer meeting, a young man got up and urged all those men
present that had not yet accepted of Christ, to do so that night. And in closing up his little speech, he said,
"I once had a father and mother that cared more for my soul than for anything else. At last my father died;
and when my father was dead and gone, my mother was more anxious than ever for me, and sometimes
she would come and put her loving arms around my neck, and she would just plead with me to go to
Christ.

She used to tell me, after my father was dead, that she was lonesome without having me a Christian. I told
her I sympathized with her; but declared I wanted to see a little of the world. I did not want to become a
Christian in early life. Sometimes I would wake up past midnight, and would hear a voice in my mother's
chamber. I would hear that godly mother crying to God for her boy. I was her only child. I was very dear to
her. At last I felt I must either become a Christian or go away from that mother's influence; and I ran away.

After I had been gone a long time, I heard from home indirectly. I heard my mother was sick. I knew what it
meant. I knew that she was pining for me. I knew her heart was broken on account of me and my wayward
life. I thought I would go home and ask my mother to forgive me. My second thought was, if I did, I would
have to go and be a Christian. I could not stay under the same roof without becoming a Christian. My
rebellious heart said, 'I will not go.' When I heard again, I heard my mother was much worse.
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The thought came, supposing my mother should die, supposing I should never see that mother again, I
never could forgive myself. I started for home. There was no train to my native village. I took the coach. I
got in just after dark. The moon was shining. I had to go about a mile and a half to my mother's house; and
on my way I thought I would go by the village graveyard, and I thought I would get over the fence, and go
to the grave where my father was buried, to see if there was a new-made grave.

It might be that mother was gone. When I drew near that grave, my heart began to beat more quickly, as
by the light of the moon I saw the new-made grave. The whole story was told. The whole story was clear.
My sainted mother was gone. It was a fresh-made grave. It had just been dug. For the first time in my life
this question came stealing over me: Who was going to pray for my lost soul now? Father and mother both
gone now. And, young men, I would have given the world, if I could have called that mother back and have
her put her arms around my neck, and heard her breathe my name in prayer.

But her voice was silent forever. She was gone. I knelt beside that grave, crying that God might have
mercy on me, and that God would forgive me. And I did not leave that grave all night till the morning dawn.
But before morning I believed that God, for Christ's sake, had forgiven my sins, and that my mother's God
had become my God. But, young men, I would never forgive myself. I never can. I killed that mother. I
trampled her prayers and her entreaties under my feet. I broke her heart, and sent her to her grave. Young
man, if you have a godly mother, treat her kindly."

Source: https://sermonindex.net/speakers/dl-moody/a-boys-story/
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