Oh, Mary Blest.

Oh, Mother blest, and Virgin Maid

Throned high in Heaven above,

Our ills to cure we crave thine aid,

Thou Star of light and love.

To thee who ne’er unheeding heard

An humble suppliant’s sigh

Nor failed a confidence assured,

Thy children fondly fly.

No, never soul has sought in vain

Thine intercession kind;

How sullied e’er by sinful stain

In thee a friend ‘twill find.

With greater love wilt thou pursue

A client fond who errs,

Than ever earthly mother knew

For dearest child of hers.

Thy holy hands all grace convey,

The greatest ev’n as least,

Nor less is thine that power to-day,

So proved at Cana’s feast.

Oh Mary then, our Mother thou,

With love and trust and faith

We beg thy prayers and blessing now

And presence dear in death.

