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Is there one who would not weep,
13 Let me mingle tears with thee,
Whelmed in miseries so deep
Mourning him who mourned for me,
Christ’s dear Mother to behold?
All the days that I may live:
6
Can the human heart refrain
14 By the Cross with thee to stay;
From partaking in her pain,
There with thee to weep and pray;
In that Mother’s pain untold?
Is all I ask thee to give.
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Bruised, derided, cursed, defiled,
15 Virgin of all virgins blest!
She beheld her tender Child
Listen to my fond request:
All with bloody scourges rent;
Let me share thy grief divine;
8
For the sins of his own nation,
16 Let me, to my lastest breath,
Saw him hang in desolation,
In my body bear the death
Till his Spirit forth he sent.
Of that dying Son of thine.
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O thou Mother! Fount of love!
17 Wounded with his ev’ry wound,
Touch my spirit from above,
Steep my soul till it hath swooned
Make my heart with thine accord:
In his very blood away.
16. Let me, to my lastest breath,
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VENER ATION OF THE CROSS
A ntiphon

We glory in your Cross, O Lord, and praise and glorify your holy
resurrection: for by virtue of the Cross, joy has come to the whole world.

The R eproaches

Refrain 1

Refrain 2

Hymn
Crux fidelis

Venantius Fortunatus
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i.

Aith-ful Cross, a - bove all o- ther One and on- ly

no - ble tree: None in fo-liage, none in blos-som, None

in fruit thy peer may be; Swee-test wood and swee-test

i- ron, Swee-test weight is hung on thee.
(Verse 10 is never to be omitted.)

1. Sing, my tongue, the glorious battle, sing the ending of the fray,
now above the cross, the trophy, sound the loud triumphant lay:
tell how Christ, the world’s redeemer, as a victim won the day.
℟. Faithful Cross, . . . peer may be.
2. God in pity saw man fallen, sham’d and sunk in misery.
When he fell on death by tasting fruit of the forbiden tree:
then another tree was chosen which the world from death should free.
℟. Sweetest wood . . . hung on thee.
3. Thus the scheme of our salvation was of old in order laid,
that the manifold deceiver’s art by art might be outweigh’d:
and the lure the foe put forward into means of healing made.
℟. Faithful Cross, . . . peer may be.
4. Therefore when th’appointed fulness of the holy time was come,
he was sent who maketh all things, forth from God’s eternal home:
thus he came to earth incarnate, offspring of a virgin’s womb.
℟. Sweetest wood . . . hung on thee.
5. Lo! he lies, an infant weeping, where the narrow manger stands:
While the Mother-maid his members wraps in mean and lowly bands:
and the swaddling clothes are winding round God’s helpless feet and hands.
℟. Faithful Cross, . . . peer may be.
6. Thirty years among us dwelling, his appointed time fulfill’d,
Born for this, he meets his passion, For that this he freely will’d:
on the Cross the Lamb is lifted, where his life-blood shall be spill’d.
℟. Sweetest wood . . . hung on thee.
7. He endur’d the nails, the spitting; vinegar and spear and reed;
from that holy body broken blood and water both proceed:
earth and stars and sky and ocean by that flood from stain are freed.
℟. Faithful Cross, . . . peer may be.
8. Bend thy boughs, O tree of glory! Thy relaxing sinews bend;
for awhile the ancient rigour that thy birth bestow’d suspend:
and the king of heav’nly beauty on thy bosom gently tend.
℟. Sweetest wood . . . hung on thee.
9. Thou alone wast counted worthy, this world’s ransom to uphold;
for a shipwreck’d race preparing harbour, like the ark of old:
with the sacred blood anointed from the smitten Lamb that roll’d.
℟. Faithful Cross, . . . peer may be.
10. To the Trinity be glory, everlasting as is meet;
equal to the Father, equal to the Son and Paraclete:
Trinal unity, whose praises all created things repeat. Amen.
℟. Sweetest wood . . . hung on thee.

