Oh Mary, Hear Our Prayers.
Oh, Mary, by thy soul’s distress

When Simeon’s words foretold

The griefs that would upon thee press

As future years unrolled – 

By all those fears that winged thy flight

From Herod’s murderous snares

To hide in dreary exile’s night, 

Oh, Mary, hear our prayers.

By those three dolorous days’ unrest

When deep with dread o’erweighed

You sought with feverish, fruitless quest

Your Son, mysterious strayed;

By every trembling tear you shed

Up Calvary’s cruel stairs

Behind Him, slow to slaughter led, 

Oh, Mary, hear our prayers.

By all that agony unmatched

In Life’s unlighted woes,

When ringed by ribald mobs you watched

His last expiring throes,

By all those moans – the gems most blest

Your martyr-garland wears –

When dead they laid Him on your breast

Oh, Mary, hear our prayers.

Recall those sighs the graveside nigh

As Jesus down was lowered,

Recall the pangs inflicted by

Your seven-fold sorrows’ sword;

And when the world our hopes all cheats, 

When crushed by trials and cares,

But most when Death his shaft unsheathes

Oh, Mary, hear our prayers.  
