
I recently 

learned 

how to 

weld. The 

welds sure 

arenôt 

pretty; 

they are 

certainly 

not a work 

of art but I 

can make 

two pieces 

of metal 

stick together. And that is, after all, the goal 

of welding, right? After my first few hours of 

welding and grinding my mistakes away, I 

was caught off guard by a smell. This smell 

shot me back to some of my earliest memo-

ries. It took me to more innocent days spent 

running through our Lufkin home in diapers, 

days being cared for by my mom and waiting 

for my dad to come home from work.  

I remembered 

times of stand-

ing in his work 

boots and also 

grabbing his leg 

as he got home. 

Then I recalled 

kneeling on the 

bathroom 

counter acting 

like I was shav-

ing or pushing 

my plastic 

lawnmower 

through the backyard. The smell was the trig-

ger that took me back.  

My dad worked in a local foundry as a welder 

and he always smelled of that good old weld-

ing/grinding metal smell. I will never be able 

to forget it and what it meant to me at that 

time in life. It 

meant Dad was 

near, and that 

I was safe and 

that everything 

was going to be 

alright. Thatôs 

a powerful 

smell! 

As I came back to my senses standing over 

my poor attempt at welding, the diaper days 

were gone. The simple faded back into the 

gray of lifeôs struggles and accomplishments. 

I found myself moved to the core by one 

smell. It made me want to weld better, work 

harder in order to honor my dad, to smell the 

smell that he proudly wore as he provided for 

us years ago. I wanted to be just like him, 

more than ever before.  

Now as I reflect on that experience, I have 

been thinking about the things in my spiritual 

life that take me back to the scent of my Fa-

ther in heaven. Verses or truths that have 

been gleaned 

through the years 

that keep me 

centered. Those 

whiffs and smells 

that cause so 

great a rush in 

the spirit that I 

just want to be 

near to the Fa-

ther, to sense 

that all is well and everything will be alright. 

The things that make me want to serve Him 

faithfully and to marvel at His work all 

around me and make me want to be just like 

Him. What a great God we serve that He 

would desire a personal relationship with us 

and what greater response to His love than 

for us to live in such a way as to bring honor 

and glory to His name. 

Sudden Recollection  

You might be 

Filipino ifé.? 

¶ you eat rice for 

breakfast, lunch 

and dinner  

¶ you answer to 

ópsssst!ô 

¶ you eat with 

your hands  

¶ you cut your 

meat with a 

spoon and fork  

¶ your mom puts 

sugar and hot-

dog in her spa-

ghetti  
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ñé..I just wanted to 

be near to the Father, 

to sense that all is 

well and everything 

will be alrighté.ò 



Guests at the Murphy Inn  

Adult Softball in Cebu  

Central Missionary Baptist Church 

in Quezon City in the Manila area 

named Vincent (not pictured).  He 

has been studying small group 

ministry and came to share with us 

and to learn more about our ap-

proach. Vincent was like a sponge, 

he just soaked up whatever he 

heard or saw. He has a great heart 

for the ministry in his church and 

in their community. Please pray 

for him as he continues to seek the 

Lordôs perfect will for his life.  

 

Last year we hosted John Page, a 

pastor and fellow Texan for a few 

days. We talked at that time about 

his possible return for a longer 

period this spring. In early 

April, Bro. John arrived for a 

two month ministry trip focused 

on Cebuano speakers. He moved 

right in to our guest room and 

became an honorary Murphy for 

several weeks. He shared in our 

lives in our ministry and in our 

ñdown timeò for this time.  

He has the heart of a servant 

and worked to equip and 

train in several different 

ministry settings. He is 

actually the one who 

showed me how to weld 

while we were building 

some pig pens for our pig 

project in the mountains.  

He helped build things, 

carry luggage, groceries 

and help to shoulder the burden of 

ministry here in the Philippines 

while he was here. We are blessed to 

have him as our friend in life and in 

ministry. Thanks John!  

During the middle of April we hosted 

another guest, a young man from 

      

After our boys started to play ball in Cebu, 

the adults were invited to play in a softball 

tournament. In between trainings and trips, 

Bro. John Page, Kurt Goodwin and Robert 

participated in these weekend games. 

Though most of these were rained or flooded 

out, the guys had a great time fellowshipping 

with the other players, a mixture of all na-

tionalities. Their team won 2nd place in the 

end. We were so proud of them! 

Cebuano Missions Newsletter  Page 2 


