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Mother of Sobeows I make my heart
Dissolve in pity's tears ^

Tho' thick the mist of years
Is hunfe^ 'twixt this eve and the dayThe last sword to thy soul found way

dolor I.

ReRecall my soul, the Temple grand-

mn V.^'
Holy Parents stand '

^\hile Mary, Virgin Mother mid,
Presents to Hoav'n her Infant Ch Id.But mark, a hoary sage draws nigh^ith rev'rence to the company,And in prophetic voice and words
Foretells her sorrow in her lZZ

dolor il

mnl^\°^f ^^' ''"°" *« t^«t d^ead night
p Ijose shadows hid the weary " Flight »
Again we see the Mother fair
^Vho clasps her Son with tender care,
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