
Mama 

For the wonderful love and care given by our Mothers we humbly say thank you 
 
P:   

"When Jesus saw his mother, and the disciple whom he loved standing   near, he said to his 
mother, 'Woman, behold, your son!'. Then he said to the disciple, 'Behold, your mother!’"  
(Jn 19:26-27). 
 

 A Mother's love is something that no on can explain, 
It is made of deep devotion and of sacrifice and pain, 
It is endless and unselfish and enduring come what may 

For nothing can destroy it or take that love away . . . 
 
 
Opening Hymn 
1. For the beauty of the earth,  

 for the glory of the skies,  

 for the love which from our birth  
 over and around us lies;  
 Lord of all, to thee we raise  
 this our hymn of grateful praise. 
 
2. For the beauty of each hour  
 of the day and of the night,  

 hill and vale, and tree and flower,  
 sun and moon, and stars of light;  
 Lord of all, to thee we raise  
 this our hymn of grateful praise. 
 
3. For the joy of human love,  
 brother, sister, parent, child,  

 friends on earth and friends above,  
 for all gentle thoughts and mild;  
 Lord of all, to thee we raise  
 this our hymn of grateful praise. 
 
4. For thy church, that evermore  

 lifteth holy hands above,  
 offering up on every shore  
 her pure sacrifice of love;  
 Lord of all, to thee we raise  
 this our hymn of grateful praise. 
 
Text: Folliot S. Pierpoint Music: Conrad Kocher; Arr. by W.H. Monk 

 
 
Kauma 

 
Kyrie Elieson, Kyrie Elieson, , Kyrie Elieson 
Lord have mercy, Christ have mercy, Lord have mercy 
 

P. Glory be to the Father our Creator, to the Son our Redeemer and to the Holy Spirit who 
sanctifies us. 
C. As it was in the beginning, is now and ever shall be, world without end. Amen.  
 
P. Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of power and might, heaven and earth are full of your glory, 
hosanna in the highest.  

 



C. Blessed is He that has come and is to come again in the name of the Lord. Hosanna in the 

highest.   
 
P. Holy art thou, O God  

C. Holy art thou, Almighty God 
 
P. Holy art thou, Immortal Lord. 
C. O Lord ; the  Messiah : who was crucified for us have mercy on us  
 
P. O Lord , have mercy on us. 
C. O Lord , have mercy on us and bless us . 

 
P. O Lord , accept our prayers and worship and have mercy on us  
C. Glory be to you , O God. 



 

P. Glory be to you , O King the Messiah ;who has mercy on us sinners. Bless us O Lord. 
  Let us sing together the prayer that Jesus taught us  
 

All:  Our Father who art  in heaven, Hallowed be thy  name,  
Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done, On earth as it done  in heaven.  
Give us this day  our daily bread.  
And Forgive us our debts  as we forgive our debtors  . 
And lead us not into temptation, But deliver us from evil.  
For thine is  kingdom, the power, and the glory ,  

      Forever.  Amen.   

 

The first and second lesson ( Cong to be seated) 

 
 

Meditation 
 

MOTHER 
This story begins when I was a child: I was born poor. Often we hadn't enough to eat. 
Whenever we had some food, Mother often gave me her portion of rice. While she was 
transferring her rice into my bowl, she would say "Eat this rice, son! I'm not hungry."  
This was Mother's First Lie.  
As I grew, Mother gave up her spare time to fish in a river near our house; she hoped that 
from the fish she caught, she could give me a little bit more nutritious food for my growth. 

Once she had caught just two fish, she would make fish soup. While I was eating the soup, 
mother would sit beside me and eat what was still left on the bone of the fish I had eaten; my 
heart was touched when I saw it. Once I gave the other fish to her on my chopstick but she 
immediately refused it and said, "Eat this fish, son! I don't really like fish."  
This was Mother's second lie  
Then, in order to fund my education, Mother went to a Match Factory to bring home some 

used matchboxes which she filled with fresh matchsticks. This helped her get some money to 

cover our needs. One wintry night I awoke to find Mother filling the matchboxes by 
candlelight. So I said, "Mother, go to sleep; it's late: you can continue working tomorrow 
morning." Mother smiled and said "Go to sleep, son! I'm not tired."  
This was Mother's Third Lie  
When I had to sit my Final Examination, Mother accompanied me. After dawn, Mother waited 
for me for hours in the heat of the sun. When the bell rang, I ran to meet her. Mother 

embraced me and poured me a glass of tea that she had prepared in a thermos. The tea was 
not as strong as my Mother's love, Seeing Mother covered with perspiration; I at once gave 
her my glass and asked her to drink too. Mother said "Drink, son! I'm not thirsty.  
This was Mother's Fourth Lie.  
After Father's death, Mother had to play the role of a single parent. She held on to her former 
job; she had to fund our needs alone. Our family's life was more complicated. We suffered 
from starvation. Seeing our family's condition worsening, my kind Uncle who lived near my 

house came to help us solve our problems big and small. Our other neighbors saw that we 

were poverty stricken so they often advised my mother to marry again. But Mother refused to 
remarry saying "I don't need love."  
This was Mother's Fifth Lie.  
After I had finished my studies and gotten a job, it was time for my old Mother to retire but 
she carried on going to the market every morning just to sell a few vegetables. I kept sending 
her money but she was steadfast and even sent the money back to me. She said, "I have 

enough money."  
That was Mother's Sixth Lie.  
I continued my part-time studies for my Master's Degree. Funded by the American Corporation 
for which I worked, I succeeded in my studies. With a big jump in my salary, I decided to 
bring Mother to enjoy life in America but Mother didn't want to bother her son; she said to me 
"I'm not used to high living."  



That was Mother's Seventh Lie  

In her old age, Mother was attacked by cancer and had to be hospitalized. Now living far 
across the ocean, I went home to visit Mother who was bedridden after an operation. Mother 
tried to smile but I was heartbroken because she was so thin and feeble but Mother said, 

"Don't cry, son! I'm not in pain."  
That was Mother's Eighth Lie.  
Telling me this, her eighth lie, she died.  
 
YES, MOTHER WAS AN ANGEL!  
 
M - O - T - H - E R  

 
"M" is for the Million things she gave me,  
"O" means that she will grow Old,  
"T" is for the Tears she shed to save me,  
"H" is for her Heart of gold, 

 "E" is for her Eyes with love-light shining in them,  

"R" means Right, and right she'll always be,  
Put them all together, they spell "MOTHER" a word that means the world to me. For 
those of you who are lucky to be still blessed with your Mom's presence on Earth, 
this story is beautiful. For those who aren't so blessed, this is even more beautiful. 
 
Poverty of the Heart –  
A tribute to Mother Theresa video clip  

A woman who gave up family and home  to take care of others. She was a mother to 
society's refuse  -  the poor, the homeless, the sick,  the lonely,  as she saw Jesus in 
each one of them. 
 
 
 
Tell her you love her 

L: Why are you crying, a young boy asked his Mom?  
"Because I'm a woman," she told him.  
"I don't understand," he said.  
His Mom just hugged him and said,  
"And you never will, but that's O.K.".......  
 

Later the little boy asked his father,  
"Why does Mom seem to cry for no reason?".  
"All women cry for no reason," was all his Dad could say......  
 
The little boy grew up and became a man,  
still wondering why women cry.  
 

Finally he put in a call to God and when God got back to him, he asked  
"God, why do women cry so easily?"  
 

GOD answered......  
 
"When I made woman,  
I decided she had to be special.  

I made her shoulders strong enough to carry  
the weight of the world, yet,  
made her arms gentle enough to give comfort...  
 
I gave her the inner strength to endure childbirth,  
and the rejection that many times will come  

even from her own children.  
 



I gave her a hardness that allows her  

to keep going and take care of her family and friends,  
even when everyone else gives up, through sickness and fatigue without  
complaining....  

 
I gave her the sensitivity to love her children under any and all  
circumstances. Even when her child has hurt her badly....  
 
She has the very special power to make a child's boo-boo feel better and  
to quell a teenager's anxieties and fears....  
 

I gave her strength to care for her husband, despite faults  
and I fashioned her from his rib to protect his heart....  
 
I gave her wisdom to know that a good husband never hurts his wife, but  
sometimes tests her strengths and her resolve to stand beside him  

unfalteringly....  

 
For all of this hard work, I also gave her a tear to shed.  
It is hers to use whenever needed and  
it is her only weakness....  
When you see her cry,  
tell her how much you love her, and all she does for everyone, and even though  
she may still cry, you will have made her heart feel good.  

  
From the Cradle to the Cross 
L: Unmarried and a virgin, Mary was to have a child. An unbelievable and unacceptable 
phenomenon in society. But Mary stood strong in God’s word. Worried, anxious and confused 
but living on the promise that she would deliver the Son of God. 

My soul doth magnify the Lord.  
And my spirit hath rejoiced in God my Saviour.  

Because he hath regarded the humility of his handmaid; 
for behold from henceforth all generations shall call me blessed.  

Mary nurtured Jesus, cared for him, scolded him, hugged him and loved him just like every 
mother. She saw his greatness, she saw people in awe of him, in love with him. She felt his 
power. She also saw those that mocked him and disliked him. She realized that her Son was 
not hers alone, but belonged to everyone. He belonged to the world.  

She also saw her own son tortured, mutilated, abused and spat upon. Helpless, she watched 
her son being torn apart. What pain what anguish. Wishing she could undo it all. ‘The son of 
God?’  
She just wanted her son back, to comfort, to wipe the pain away.     
This poem is inspired by the  unforgettable image of Michelangelo’s 
Pieta , the marble sculpture of Mary holding her crucified son on her lap.  
A mother losing her child, the saddest sadness of all.  

 
Hush. Listen. Mary is speaking to us. 
The ash-pale stars light what they can: 

the torches going down the hill, 
a row of crosses leaning toward the sea, 
and the moon bruised on the water, 
an empty boat floating beside it. 

When I asked him to bring me your body, 
the one angel I knew waited, almost invisible, 
by the hill. 
for the last of the tired soldiers to get by. 
I’d like to believe you’ve only fallen asleep, 
or lost yourself in some deep prayer, 

but your body has grown so cold in the spring night 
I can hardly hold you: 



you lie before me like a whole field 

of sorrow your father harvests, 
your blood dried dark-red across my lap. 

 

 
Thanksgiving 
Mary, did you know 
That your baby boy will one day walk on water?  
Did you know 
That your baby boy will save our sons and daughters?  
That your baby boy has come to make you new?  

This child that you’ve delivered 
Will soon deliver you 
 
Mary, did you know 
That your baby boy will give sight  

to a blind man?  

Did you know 
That your baby boy will calm a storm  
with his hand?  
That your baby boy has walked  
where angels trod?  
And when you kiss your little boy 
You’ve kissed the face of god 

 
Mary, did you know?  
The blind will see 
The deaf will hear 
And the dead will live again 
The lame will leap 
The dumb will speak 

The praises of the lamb 
 
Mary, did you know 
That your baby boy is lord of all creation?  
Did you know 
That your baby boy will one day rule the nations?  

That your baby boy is heavens perfect lamb?  
This sleeping child you’re holding 
Is the great I am 
 
Mark Lowry                                   Video clip 
 
(Cong to stand) 

 
L: Let us pray for strength for young mothers in chasing after their little dreams,  
as they nurture and grow and try to understand their little ones. 

We pray for comfort to those who have lost a child or a husband.  
For the mothers whose children are far away and out of reach. Lord be with them in 
their loneliness 
For the women who are sick or handicapped, we pray the we can lend a ear to listen 

and a shoulder to lean on to.  
We pray for women who have given up home and comforts in serving you, by 
serving the poor and needy. Bless and guide them dear Lord.  
For those who are old and time drags in slow anticipation, let us try and be their 
moments of joy and relief . 
 

C: For the hands that have comforted and scolded,  
for the smiles and reassurance of hope,  



for mouths that have taught us to sing and speak,  

for minds that have directed our thoughts,  
for hugs that have removed all fears,   
and for eyes that have cried in pain and in prayer,   

for our mothers,  we thank you dear Lord.    
 
 
 
She will be called Blessed 
L: Her strength and her dignity clothe her  
with beauty; 

In works of her hands she excels 
A heart of compassion she turns to the needy; 
In service of others, she gives of herself. 
 
C: to be sung 

She will be called blessed by her sons and her daughters ; 

Precious to the Father are those who seek his ways 
She will be called blessed, held above every other; 
Blessed is the mother who turns to God in praise. 
 
L: She rises each morning to see her household; 
She looks toward the future with joy. 
She teaches her children true lessons of kindness; 

And shares with them wisdom the world can’t destroy.  
 
C: She will be called blessed 
 
L: A Mother's love is something that no on can explain, 
It is made of deep devotion and of sacrifice and pain, 
It is endless and unselfish and enduring come what may 

For nothing can destroy it or take that love away . . . 
 
C: She will be called blessed 
 
A Mother’s love is patient and forgiving when all others are forsaking, 
It never fails or falters even though the heart is breaking . . . 

It believes beyond believing when the world around condemns, 
And it glows with all the beauty of the rarest, brightest gems . . . 
 
C: She will be called blessed 
 
A Mother’s love  is far beyond defining, it defies all explanation, 
And it still remains a secret like the mysteries of creation . . . 

A many splendoured miracle man cannot understand 
And another wondrous evidence of God's tender guiding hand. 
 

C: She will be called blessed 
 



Gospel Reading  

 
P:  Peace be with you all 
C:  May the Lord make us worthy to listen to His Word 

P: The Holy Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ, which proclaims life and salvation to the world 
as recorded by ………….. 
C: Blessed is he that has come and will come again. Praise to the Father who sent him for our 
Salvation. May his blessings be ever upon us. 
P: In the days of Jesus Christ, our Lord and Saviour, the Word of life, God incarnate of the 
blessed Virgin Mary, it happened in this way . 
C: So we believe and affirm 

( After reading the Gospel the priest says  
‘Peace be with you all’ 
C: We thank you , Lord, that you have given us your gospel  which is indeed the light of the 
world, that we may be drawn closer to you through the living words from your gospel which 
we have now heard.  

  

The Nicene Creed 

We believe in the one true God, the Father Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth, and 
of all things visible and invisible. 
We believe in one Lord Jesus Christ, the only-begotten Son of God, begotten of the 
Father before all world; Light of Light, very God of very God; begotten, not made, 

being of one substance with the Father, by whom all things were made.Who, for us 
men and for our salvation, came down from heaven, and was incarnate by the Holy 
Spirit of the virgin Mary, and was made man. He was crucified also for us in the days 
of Pontius Pilate; suffered and died and was buried. The third day He rose again, by 
His Father’s holy will, ascended into heaven, and sits at the right hand of the Father. 
He will come again, with glory, to judge both the living and the dead and of His 

kingdom there will be no end. 

We believe in the Holy Spirit, the Lord and Giver of Life; who proceeds from the 
Father; who with the Father and the Son together is worshipped and glorified; who 
spoke by the prophets and the apostles. 
We believe in one holy catholic and apostolic Church. We acknowledge one baptism for the 
remission of sins; and look forward to the resurrection of the dead, and the new life of the 
world to come. Amen. 

 
(Cong to be seated) 
 
Birthday & Wedding Anniversary  -  
I’ve got peace like a river, 
I’ve got peace like a river, 
I’ve got peace like a river in my soul, 

I’ve got peace like a river, 
I’ve got peace like a river, 

I’ve got peace like a river in my soul. 
 
I’ve got love like an ocean, 
 

I’ve got joy like a fountain, 
 
 
 
 
Offertory Hymn 
 



A Christian Home  

O give us homes built firm upon the Savior, 
Where Christ is Head and Counselor and Guide; 
Where every child is taught His love and favor 

And gives his heart to Christ, the crucified: 
How sweet to know that tho his footsteps waver 
His faithful Lord is walking by his side! 
 
O give us homes with godly fathers, mothers, 
Who always place their hope and trust in Him; 
Whose tender patience turmoil never bothers, 

Whose calm and courage trouble cannot dim; 
A home where each finds joy in serving others, 
And love still shines, tho days be dark and grim. 
 
O give us homes where Christ is Lord and Master, 

The Bible read, the precious hymns still sung; 

Where prayer comes first in peace or in disaster, 
And praise is natural speech to every tongue; 
Where mountains move before a faith that's vaster, 
And Christ sufficient is for old and young. 
 
O Lord, our God, our homes are Thine forever! 
We trust to Thee their problems, toil, and care; 

Their bonds of love no enemy can sever 
If Thou art always Lord and Master there: 
Be Thou the center of our least endeavor- 
Be Thou our Guest, our hearts and homes to share. 
 
 

Closing Thought 

A Mother's Prayer  

Dear Lord, it's such a hectic day, 
With little time to stop and pray,  
For life's been anything but calm, 
Since you called on me to be a mom. 

Running errands, matching socks, 
Building dreams with building blocks.  
Cooking, cleaning, and finding shoes,  
And other stuff that children lose. 

Fitting lids on bottled bugs, 
Wiping tears and giving hugs. 

A stack of last week's mail to read, 
So where's the quiet time I need? 

Yet when I steal a minute Lord,  
Just at the sink or ironing board, 
To ask the blessings of your grace,  
I see them in my small one's face, 

That you have blessed me all the while, 
As I stop to kiss that precious smile. 



P: 

GOD made a wonderful mother,  

A mother who never grows old; 
He made her smile of the sunshine, 
And He molded her heart of pure gold; 
In her eyes He placed bright shining stars, 

In her cheeks, fair roses you see; 
God made a wonderful mother, 
And He gave that dear mother to me.  
 
 
Benediction 
May God bless our mothers wherever  

they may be 
May they be ever strong as they guide,  

as they teach, 
Never being too far for us to reach. 
May they point out the pleasures in  
laughter and song, 

And may they show, wisely,  
the right from the wrong. 
May God Bless us all and make  
us thankful for what we have. 
 
Doxology and Kiss of Peace 
 

Now thank we all our God, 
With heart and hands and voices, 
Who wondrous things hath done, 
In whom his world rejoices; 

Who from our mother's arms 
Hath blessed us on our way 
With countless gifts of love, 

And still is ours to-day. 
 
O may this bounteous God 
Through all our life be near us, 
With ever joyful hearts 
And blessed peace to cheer us; 

And keep us in his grace, 
And guide us when perplexed, 
And free us from all ills 
In this world and the next. 
 
All praise and thanks to God 
The Father now be given, 

The son, and him who reigns, 
With them in highest heaven, 
The one eternal God, 
Whom earth and heaven adore; 
For thus it was, is now, 
And shall be evermore. 
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