
TRE SEVEN DOLOURS.

In tlhb world ot sin and sorrow,
Tears to-day and grief tc-mrnrcw,

J oys but few andi far betwcen,
Tbough at times, with voice sonorous,
We unite in joyful choruis

On the triumphs of oor Qnecn.

Sombre are or usual colours,
And the feast of Mary's Dolours

Seems to suit our life of trial;
For or days are foul of anguish
Wile afar froim Gocl wc languish,

Drinking tears frorn sorrow's phial.

lu tbc inidst of fear and danger,
Joyous feasts to us s'Il stranger

Than the days cf sadder bue;
Clorions are the feasts iii beaven-
Hucre or Mother's Dolurs Seven

Are mrer fit to keep iii view.

DoîcouK I.

Wher with meekness she cunsentecd
That ber cbild sfiould be presented

In tbe house of Gcd of old,
Lu the midst of ail lier gladness,
Sfic foresaw the future sadness

Whicb by Sinieon was foretol.

Su whien Gcd gives consolation,
And our hearts witb jubilation

Seem to feel that heav'n is near,
Let us tbink we're not exenîpted
['rom the risk of being tenupted,

Though no nemy appear.

DoutUR Il.

When the Innocents werc dying,
Mary savcd ber chi!d by tlying

From the cruel king's decee,
But ber sorrows still o'ertook her
Not in Egypt they forsook ber

Or from bardship left ber free.

I)uring life, wbere'cr we travel,
Ne'er can we the bonds uinravel

Whicb or bearts to sorrow tic
But, if jesus still l)e near os,
We shahl find Hlis presence ebeer us,

Wbcn in direst grief wu sîgh.

I)oioîu< IIR 1.

Who cati tel] thfe grief w loch tried lber
Wben no longer close beside her

Mary found ber Son adored !
Nor auîid tbe crowcl sbe found Ii ui,
But witb priests and ductors round 1 lin

In the temple of the Lord.

Whcn, to cure pride's effervescence,
God withdraws His special presence,

Seek Himi not where men abound

But witbin the sanctîîary
i.ook for Jesuis, where with Mary

In tbe temple Ife is found.

I)oLocR IV.
Ob the sorrow !ah.! thie anguish
Wficn sbe saw ber Jesus langnisb

As the heavy cross I-le bore,
WThile to Calvary sfic slowly
Followeîl in His footprints fiuly,

Saw Ilis sacred life-blood pour.

Let us, in or desclation,
Meditate upon tbe Passion

Of the dying Son of God,
Let the world nio longer pdease us
Taking 01) our cross likec Jesus,

Let us follov Calvary's rcad.

])OtocR V.
Througb the heart of Mary, weeping,
Close beside the Cross, stili l.eeping,

Passed the lance the soldier tierce
In the skIe of Jesus planted;
But the Mother stood uindauinted,

Tbougb ber scul the sword did pierce.

Ohb that front hcr we inight bcrrow
Grace to feel the sword cf sorrow

\Vound and break or stubbcrn hearts;
Be it fienccforth or petîtion
That a perfect, truc contrition

Penetrate us witb its dants.

DoLoum VI.
Ncw is paid the debt eterna],
And in Mary's arms maternai

Soft are laid those limbs divine,
Covered %%ith the blcod wbich (lyed thein,
And the Cross which stands beside Ifien'

I-as become kedemiption's Sigui.

Oh !that we, with Jestus dying,
Ail our passions crucifying

To the Cross wbere Ile was slain,
May beneatb that cross dwell ever,
And fromi out its sbadcw neyer

WTander into sin again.

I)i.ouR VIII.

Nuw, the tcmb ber Scn enclusing,
W'bere, iu solituide repcsing,

[le awaits tbc Easter nîcru,
lu thec grave with Jesus buried
Mary bas ber heart interrèd

\Vficfi deep sorrow's sword lias torn.

Let us, to the tonîb (lesccudiug,
Bury there our fiearts un]iending,

Soon with Him to risc to life-
Life which knows nu termination,
Sin or sorrow or temptation,

Deatb or suffering or strife.
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