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                Mama

1. From the early days, first happy moments,

From the time some reasoning had come,
Me best friend and comforter in sorrows

Was for me, of course, my precious Mom.

    And may the years fly by like snowy blizzards, Mama!

    I am grateful for the years you lived;
    For the time we spent with you together,

    For the love and goodness we received.

2. O, how many nights for you were sleepless!

Just so you could guard my quiet rest,
Leaning over me with tearful prayers,

Begging God to bless our common nest.

3. And how many times when I was leaving,

You with prayer followed to the gate!
Tearfully intrusting me to Jesus,

Asking for protection of His hand.

4. Help us, Lord, throughout our early journey

Cherish our mothers for their worth
Who from childhood lead us all to Jesus

Teaching us to trust, and love, and hope.

        Russian lyrics by L. Mitsuk
            Translation into English by Vera Kuschnir
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