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Stabat Mater 

 

[1] I. Prelude 

 

[2] II. Quartet and Chorus 

 

Stabat Mater dolorosa 

Juxta crucem lacrimosa, 

Dum pendebat Filius. 

 

Cujus animam gementem, 

Contristatam et dolentem, 

Pertransivit gladius. 

 

O quam tristis et afflicta 

Fuit illa benedicta 

Mater Unigeniti! 

 

Quae maerebat et dolebat, 

Et tremebat dum videbat 

Nati poenas incliti. 

 

Quis est homo, qui non fleret, 

Christe Matrem se videret 

In tanto supplicio? 

 

Quis non posset contristari, 

Piam Matrem contemplari 

Dolentem cum Filio? 

 

[3] III. Intermezzo 

 

[4] IV. Quartet and Chorus 

 

Eja, Mater, fons amoris, 

Me sentire vim doloris 

Fac, ut tecum lugeam. 

 

Fac, ut ardeat cor meum 

In amando Christum Deum 

Ut sibi complaceam. 

 

Sancta Mater, istud agas, 

Crucifixi fige plagas, 

Cordi meo valide. 

 

Eja, Mater, fons amoris. 

 

Tui Nati vulnerati, 

Tam dignati pro me pati, 

Poenas mecum divide. 

 

Fac me tecum vere flere, 

Crucifixo condolere, 

Donec ego vixero. 

 

Juxta crucem tecum stare, 

Et me tibi sociare, 

In planctu desidero. 

 

[5] V. Finale 

 

Virgo virginum praeclara, 

Mihi jam non sis amara, 

Fac me tecum plangere. 

 

Fac ut portem Christi mortem, 

Passionis fac consortem, 

Et plagas recolere. 

 

Stabat Mater 

 

I. Prelude 

 

II. Quartet and Chorus 

 

The grieving Mother stood 

weeping by the Cross 

where hung her Son. 

 

Her spirit groaning, 

saddened and grieving 

a sword has pierced. 

 

O how sad and afflicted 

was that blessed 

Mother of the Only-Begotten; 

 

Who mourned and grieved 

And trembled, when she saw 

The punishment of her glorious son. 

 

Who is the man that would not weep 

if he saw the Mother of Christ 

in such torment? 

 

Who could fail to feel sorrow 

to regard the merciful Mother 

grieving with her son? 

 

III. Intermezzo 

 

IV. Quartet and Chorus 

 

Ah, Mother, fountain of love, 

to feel the force of grief 

grant that I may mourn with you. 

 

Grant that my heart may burn 

in loving Christ, God, 

that I may please Him. 

 

Holy Mother, grant me 

that I fix the wounds of the crucified 

firmly to my heart. 

 

Ah, Mother, fountain of love, 

 

Of your wounded son 

who deigned to suffer for me 

let me share the pain. 

 

Let me truly weep with you, 

grieve over the crucified, 

as long as I live. 

 

To stand by the cross, 

willingly to join with you 

in mourning I desire. 

 

 

 

Virgin glorious among virgins, 

be not now harsh with me, 

make me to weep with you. 

 

Let me bear Christ’s death, 

let me share his passion 

And revere his blows. 
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Fac me plagis vulnerari, 

Cruce hac inebriari, 

Et crueore Filii. 

 

Inflammatus et accensus, 

Per te Virgo, sim defensus, 

In die judicii. 

 

Fac me cruce custodiri, 

Morte Christi praemuniri, 

Confoveri gratia. 

 

Fac me cruce custodiri, 

Morte Christi praemuniri, 

Confoveri gratia. 

 

Quando corpus morietur, 

Fac, ut animae donetur 

Paradisi gloria. 

Amen. 

Let me be wounded by blows, 

to be drunk with this cross 

and the blood of your Son. 

 

Lest I burn in flames, 

through you, Virgin, may I be defended, 

in the day of judgement. 

 

Let me be guarded by the cross, 

fortified by the death of Christ, 

cherished by grace. 

 

Let me be guarded by the cross, 

fortified by the death of Christ, 

cherished by grace. 

 

When the body shall die, 

grant that my soul be given 

the glory of Paradise. 

Amen. 

 

 

 

[6] Song to the Soul 

 

Darest thou now O soul, 

Walk out with me toward the unknown region, 

Where neither ground is for the feet nor any path to follow? 

No map there, nor guide, 

Nor voice sounding, nor touch of human hand, 

Nor face with blooming flesh, nor lips, nor eyes, are in that land. 

I know it not O soul, 

Nor dost thou, all is a blank before us, 

All waits undream’d of in that region, that inaccessible land. 

Till when the ties loosen, 

All but the ties eternal, Time and Space, 

Nor darkness, gravitation, sense, nor any bounds bind us. 

Then we burst forth, we float, 

In Time and Space O soul, prepared for them, 

Equal, equipt at last, (O joy! O fruit of all!) them to fulfil O soul. 

 

Joy, shipmate, joy! 

(Pleas’d to my soul at death I cry,) 

Our life is closed, our life begins, 

The long, long anchorage we leave, 

The ship is clear at last, she leaps! 

She swiftly courses from the shore, 

Joy, shipmate, joy. 

 

Walt Whitman (1819-1892) 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[7] The Resurrection 

 

Rise again, yes, rise again wilt thou, 

My dust, though buried, now, 

To life immortal 

In this brief rest the portal! 

Hallelujah! 

 

For the seed is sown again to bloom, 

Whene’er the Lord shall come, 

His harvest reaping 

In us who now are sleeping, 

Hallelujah! 

 

Day of praise, of joyful tears the day, 

Thou of my God the day 

When I shall number 

My destin’d years of slumber, 

My God, Thou wak’nest me. 

 

Then shall we be like those that dream, 

When on us breaks the beam 

Of that blest morrow, 

The weary pilgrim’s sorrow 

Is then no more. 

 

Then into the Holiest Place 

Leads me my Saviour, 

There resting with Him for ever, 

Praise His Name who doth deliver. 

Hallelujah! 

 

Friedrich Gottlieb Klopstock (1724-1803) 
English translation by Catherine Winkworth (1827-78) 
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