St. Philomena.
You could while on earth ‘mong the noblest be known,

Could a sceptre have swayed, have a crown called your own,

Could as queen of the mightiest of monarchs be famed

And the homage of princes the proudest have claimed.

But greatness and glory and power you held dross

For your life you had vowed to your Lord and His Cross,

And vain ‘gainst that vow did a cruel tyrant try

All that blandishment, torture, and threat could supply.

With angels to guard you all close with their queen

No dread had the dungeon, the arrow no pain,

And when weighted and cast into dark Tiber rude

Not a wave that would harm you was found in its flood.

But thy Lord who would have thee mid martyrs on high

And who would not thy crown even one gem deny

When thy foes He had foiled and their malice had marred

Let the axe do its worst to enhance thy reward.

For thirteen hundred years all unheard, of you slept

In the silence and gloom of the catacombs’ depth

Till suddenly breaking the tomb’s lengthened night

You burst forth from your slumbers emblazoned in light.

And ceaselessly since have you showered upon all

Who for solace upon you confidingly call

Your favours in torrents, rich blessings untold

Which Heaven will ne’er from your pleadings withhold.

.           .          .           .           .

In Heaven high with glory crowned


Hail Philomena fair,

As virgin and as martyr throned


Amongst the greatest there.

Oh, may the gracious God above


For ever blessed be

Who, in His Wisdom and His love,


Made such a saint of thee.

Oh make me, Philomena fair,


A chosen child of thine,

And ever in thy kindliest care


Encompass me and mine.

When sore by tribulation tried,


When sorrow shakes our souls,

When tossed on dread temptation’s tide


And danger round us rolls,

In hours with dark affliction fraught,


In every want and need,

Oh thou, whom Heaven refuses nought,


For us with pity plead.
