
May 9, 2021 Bulletin – 6th Sunday of Easter 

 
Prelude “When There’s Love at Home” 
 Arr. by Roger C. Wilson  
 
Welcome & Announcements 
 
*Call to Worship  Tom Reno 

L: And Jesus said, "Come!" To all mothers and all children, he says,  
P: “Come!" 
L: To the motherless and the childless, he says, 
P: “Come!" 
L: To all who long to be mothered, he says, 
P: “Come! Come unto me all ye who labor and are heavy-laden, and I will give you rest. Take my 

yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble of heart and you will find rest for 
your souls." 

L: Come, let us worship to God! 
 
*Opening Hymn "Praise to God, the World's Creator" tune: #384 
  lyrics by Jan Berry 

Praise to God, the world’s creator, source of life and growth and breath, 
cradling in her arms her children, holding them from birth to death. 
In our bodies, in our living, strength and truth of all we do, 
God is present, working with us, making us creators too. 
 
Praise to God our saving Wisdom, meeting us with love and grace, 
helping us to grow in wholeness, giving freedom, room, and space. 
In our hurting, in our risking, in the thoughts we dare not name, 
God is present, growing with us, healing us from sin and shame. 
 
Praise to God, the Spirit in us, prompting hidden depths of prayer, 
firing us to long for justice, reaching out with tender care. 
In our searching, in our loving, in our struggles to be free, 
God is present, living in us, pointing us to what shall be. 
 

  

Prayer of Celebration and Lament for Mother's Day  Written by Rev. Sarah Agnew 
L: As a community, we take time to pause and give thanks for the gift of mothers. 

P: Shining a light on the gift, shadows fall, and we acknowledge the shadows, too. 

L: We celebrate and give thanks, each of us, for our mother. The woman who carried us in her womb, 

gave birth to us, brought us into life. 

P: We lament, each of us, separation from our mother at different times, through conflict, distance 

of place, death. We lament, seek to forgive and be forgiven. 

L: We celebrate and give thanks, each of us, for those who have been as mothers to us; our aunts and 

pseudo-aunts, big sisters, friends, mentors, and teachers. The women who have nurtured, taught, 

encouraged, shaped us with love. 

 

 



P: We lament, each of us, the women who have caused us pain, who have abandoned or neglected 

us, mistakenly or intentionally caused us harm. We lament the hurt we have caused to women, 

our friends, colleagues, neighbors, sisters, aunts, and mothers. We lament, seek to forgive and be 

forgiven. 

L: We celebrate and give thanks, together, for the women in our communities. That women and men 

are different invites us into partnership, invites us to share the burdens and the joys of life. For the 

many strengths of women, their gifts of peace-making, nurture, education, entrepreneurship, 

healing, wisdom, creativity, endurance, collaboration, physicality – and so much more, we are 

grateful. 

P: We lament, together, that women are still discounted because they are women, in our culture 

and in others. That the difference between women and men is seen as threatening, a power 

struggle, a competition, or a hierarchy, is not, we know, your dream for us. We lament, seek to 

forgive and be forgiven. 

L: We celebrate those of us who are mothers and grandmothers, the joy and privilege it is to 

collaborate with you in the creation of life. We give thanks for our children, their uniqueness, the 

delight we find in watching and helping them grow. 

P: We lament, those of us who are not mothers and want to be, or who are mothers of children 

who have died. We lament and have no words for our grief. 

L: We celebrate, we give thanks, for you, our mothering God, whose wings enfold us like those of a 

mother hen, who gives birth to all that lives, who loves fiercely, protectively, and with great delight. 

We celebrate what we know of you as like a mother. 

P: We lament our turning from you and causing you pain, our rejection of your gifts of life and love 

in so many ways. We seek your forgiveness again and again. 

L: Again and again, God welcomes us home, as a mother welcomes her children. 

P: Again and again, God celebrates us, God’s children, and delights in watching and helping us grow. 

L: Come, now, under the wings of God; 

P: come, now, into the warmth of Love. 

L: You are forgiven. You are loved. 

P: Precious child of your Mothering God. 

 

Special Music “When Morning Gilds the Skies” Bells of Praise 

 Arr. by D. Linda McKechnie 

 

Scripture Reading Exodus 2:1-10 Tom Reno 

2 Now a man from Levi’s household married a Levite woman. 2 The woman became pregnant and gave 
birth to a son. She saw that the baby was healthy and beautiful, so she hid him for three months. 3 When 
she couldn’t hide him any longer, she took a reed basket and sealed it up with black tar. She put the 
child in the basket and set the basket among the reeds at the riverbank. 4 The baby’s older sister stood 
watch nearby to see what would happen to him. 

5 Pharaoh’s daughter came down to bathe in the river, while her women servants walked along beside 

the river. She saw the basket among the reeds, and she sent one of her servants to bring it to 

her. 6 When she opened it, she saw the child. The boy was crying, and she felt sorry for him. She said, 

“This must be one of the Hebrews’ children.” 

7 Then the baby’s sister said to Pharaoh’s daughter, “Would you like me to go and find one of the 

Hebrew women to nurse the child for you?” 



8 Pharaoh’s daughter agreed, “Yes, do that.” So the girl went and called the child’s mother. 9 Pharaoh’s 

daughter said to her, “Take this child and nurse it for me, and I’ll pay you for your work.” So the woman 

took the child and nursed it. 10 After the child had grown up, she brought him back to Pharaoh’s 

daughter, who adopted him as her son.  She named him Moses, “because,” she said, “I pulled him 

out[a] of the water.” 

 
Sermon “The Power and Legacy of a 10-Verse Life” 
 
Invitation to Give and Offertory “A Home of Grace” Ann Jacobs, Cathy Grattan, 
 By Joseph Martin Tom Norager, Steve Grattan 
 (Anthem lyrics are included at the bottom of the bulletin) 

 
*Closing Hymn "All Things Bright and Beautiful" UMH #147 
 

Refrain:  
All things bright and beautiful, all creatures great and small,  
all things wise and wonderful: the Lord God made them all. 

1. Each little flower that opens, each little bird that sings,  
God made their glowing colors, and made their tiny wings.  
(Refrain) 

2. The purple-headed mountains, the river running by,  
the sunset and the morning that brightens up the sky. 
(Refrain) 

3. The cold wind in the winter, the pleasant summer sun,  
the ripe fruits in the garden: God made them every one. 
(Refrain) 

4. God gave us eyes to see them, and lips that we might tell 
how great is God Almighty, who has made all things well. 
(Refrain) 

*Postlude “She Comes Sailing on the Wind” 
 By Gordon Light 
 

(Ushers will dismiss the congregation by pew beginning from the rear) 
 
A Home of Grace 

O, thank you, Lord, for fam’ly, how precious your design.  That through the gift of parents we know your 

love divine.  They lead us and they teach us.  They help us find our place.  And working all together, we 

build a home of grace.  O, thank you, Lord, for fam’ly, no two of them the same.  For all who care for 

children though never share their name.  O, teach us, Lord, compassion and help us grow our faith, ‘til 

ev’ry home is cherished and built upon your grace.  O, thank you, Lord, for fam’ly.  This is our earnest 

prayer for mothers and for fathers, for the hearts of all who care.  And though sometimes imperfect and 

though we lose our way, today we pledge and promise to build a home of grace.  Build a home of grace. 


