
    

Trinity United Church: 
Collingwood 

May 9, 2021   Sixth Sunday of Easter: Mother’s Day     

Jesus Christ is Risen  
Welcome to Trinity United Church. We strive to 
be a safe community for all; regardless of race, 

creed, age, cultural background, religious 
affiliation, sexual orientation or gender 

identification. We are all invited guests of God.  
************************************ 

We acknowledge that for many thousands of 
years the indigenous people of Turtle Island 

walked on this land. We are thankful to share in 
the special spirit of this place, rich in the 
energy of Mother Earth and the love of all 

Creation. 
 
Lighting Christ Candle  
Hymn 187 The Spring Has Come (first verse)  
The spring has come, let all the church be part 
of it!  
The world has changed, and God is at the heart 
of it!  
New light, new day, new colour after winter 
grey. New light, new day, the spring has come, 
let all the church be part of it!  
 
 

  
He is risen… 
 He is risen indeed!!! 

“God our Mother” by Allison Woodard 

To be a Mother is to suffer; 
To travail in the dark, 
exposed in half-naked humiliation, 
subjected to indignities 
for the sake of new life. 
  
To be a Mother is to self-empty, 
To neither slumber nor sleep, 
so attuned You are to cries in the night— 
Offering the comfort of Yourself, 
and assurances of “I’m here.” 
  
To be a Mother is to weep 
over the fighting and exclusions and wounds 
your children inflict on one another; 
To long for reconciliation and brotherly love 
and—when all is said and done— 
To gather all parties, the offender and the offended, 
into the folds of your embrace 
and to whisper in their ears 
that they are Beloved. 
  
To be a mother is to be vulnerable— 
To be misunderstood, 
Railed against, 
Blamed 
For the heartaches of the bewildered children 
who don’t know where else to cast 



    
  

the angst they feel 
over their own existence 
in this perplexing universe 
  
To be a mother is to hoist onto your hips those on 
whom your image is imprinted, 
bearing the burden of their weight, 
rejoicing in their returned affection, 
delighting in their wonder, 
bleeding in the presence of their pain. 
  
To be a mother is to be accused of sentimentality one 
moment, 
And injustice the next. 
To be the Receiver of endless demands, 
Absorber of perpetual complaints, 
Reckoner of bottomless needs. 
  
To be a mother is to be an artist; 
A keeper of memories past, 
Weaver of stories untold, 
Visionary of lives looming ahead. 
  
To be a mother is to be the first voice listened to, 
And the first disregarded; 
To be a Mender of broken creations, 
And Comforter of the distraught children 
whose hands wrought them. 
  
To be a mother is to be a Touchstone 
and the Source, 
Bestower of names, 
Influencer of identities; 
Life giver, 

Life shaper, 
Empath, 
Healer, 
and 
Original Love. 
 
Hymn 142 Oh a Song Must Rise from More Voices 
Oh a song must rise for the spirit to descend. 
Oh a song must rise once again. 
Singing out God's praises and glory,  
the faithful voices blend,  
Oh a song must rise for the spirit to descend. 
 
From the mountains to the valleys,  
from the desert to the sea,  
a song must rise once again. 
From the voices of our leaders,  
the voice of you and me,  
a song must rise for the spirit to descend.  
Oh a song must rise for the spirit to descend. 
Oh a song must rise once again. 
Singing out God's praises and glory,  
the faithful voices blend,  
Oh a song must rise for the spirit to descend. 
 
From poverty and riches,  
from the voice of young and old,  
a song must rise once again. 
From the free and the imprisoned, 



    
  

the timid and the bold,  
a song must rise for the spirit to descend.  
Oh a song must rise for the spirit to descend. 
Oh a song must rise once again. 
Singing out God's praises and glory,  
the faithful voices blend,  
Oh a song must rise for the spirit to descend. 
 
From ev’ry house of worship,  
in ev’ry faith and tongue,  
a song must rise once again. 
From the villages and cities 
a new song must be sung,  
a song must rise for the spirit to descend.  
Oh a song must rise for the spirit to descend. 
Oh a song must rise once again. 
Singing out God's praises and glory,  
the faithful voices blend,  
Oh a song must rise for the spirit to descend. 
 
 
Mother’s Day aka Mothering Sunday   
 
Hymn 644 I Was There to Hear Your Borning 
Cry  

I was there to hear your borning cry, 
I'll be there when you are old. 
I rejoiced the day you were baptized, 
to see your life unfold. 
I was there when you were but a child, 
with a faith to suit you well; 
In a blaze of light you wandered off 
to find where demons dwell." 
 
When you heard the wonder of the Word, 
I was there to cheer you on; 
You were raised to praise the living Lord, 
to whom you now belong. 
If you find someone to share your time 
and you join your hearts as one, 
I'll be there to make your verses rhyme 
from dusk till rising sun. 
 
In the middle ages of your life, 
not too old, no longer young. 
I'll be there to guide you through the night, 
complete what I've begun. 
When the evening gently closes in 
and you shut your weary eyes, 
I'll be there as I have always been 
with just one more surprise." 
 



    
  

I was there to hear your borning cry, 
I'll be there when you are old. 
I rejoiced the day you were baptized, 
to see your life unfold. 
 
Psalm 98 from Voices United  
Gospel John 15: 9-17  
 
Hymn 382 Breathe On Me Breath of God  
Breathe on me, breath of God, 
fill me with life anew 
that I may love what thou dost love, 
and do what thou wouldst do. 
 
Breathe on me, breath if God, 
until my heart is pure, 
until my will is one with thine, 
to do and to endure. 
 
Breathe on me, breath of God, 
till I am wholly thine, 
until this earthly part of me 
glows with thy fire divine. 
 
Breathe on me, breath of God, 
so shall I never die, 
but live with thee the perfect life 
of thine eternity. 
     

  
Sermon “Lean On Me” Rev. Brian Goodings  
 
Pastoral and Lord’s Prayer Hymn 12 from Songs 
for a Gospel People (we called it the Green Book) 
  
Invitation and Acknowledgement of Offerings 
Prayer of Dedication 
 
Hymn 145 Draw the Circle Wide from More 
Voices  

 
Draw the circle wide. Draw it wider still. 
Let this be our song, no one stands alone, 
standing side by side, draw the circle wide 
 
God the still point of the circle, 
‘Round whom all creation turns; 
Nothing lost, but held forever, 
In God’s gracious arms.  
Draw the circle wide. Draw it wider still. 
Let this be our song, no one stands alone, 
standing side by side, draw the circle wide. 
 
Let our hearts touch far horizons,  
so encompass great and small; 
let our loving know no borders, 
faithful to God’s call.  
Draw the circle wide. Draw it wider still. 



    
  

Let this be our song, no one stands alone, 
standing side by side, draw the circle wide. 
 
Let the dreams we dream be larger, 
than we’ve ever dreamed before; 
let the dream of Christ be in us, 
open every door.  
Draw the circle wide. Draw it wider still. 
Let this be our song, no one stands alone, 
standing side by side, draw the circle wide. 
  
Benediction 164 The Day of Resurrection (verse 3) 
Now let the heavens be joyful,  
let earth its song begin,  
the round world keep high triumph,  
and all that is therein;  
let all things seen and unseen 
their notes of gladness blend,  
for Christ indeed is risen,  
our Joy that has no end.  
	
	
Postlude  
 
 
 
  
 
 


