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STATIONS  
OF THE CROSS 

 

STABAT MATER 
 

A verse is sung each time the Priest moves from one Station to the next. 

At the Cross her station keeping, 
Stood the mournful Mother weeping, 
Close to her Son to the last. 
 
Through her heart, His sorrow sharing, 
All His bitter anguish bearing, 
Now at length the sword has passed. 
 
O how sad and sore distress’d 
Was that Mother, highly blest, 
Of the sole-begotten One. 
 
Christ above in torment hangs, 
She beneath beholds the pangs 
Of her dying glorious Son. 
 
Is there one who would not weep, 
Whelmed in miseries so deep, 
Christ's dear Mother to behold? 
 
Can the human heart refrain 
From partaking in her pain, 
In that Mother's pain untold? 
 
Bruised, derided, cursed, defil’d, 
She beheld her tender Child 
All with bloody scourges rent; 
 
For the sins of His own nation, 
Saw Him hang in desolation 
Till his Spirit forth He sent. 
 
O thou Mother! fount of love! 
Touch my spirit from above, 
make my heart with thine accord: 
 
Make me feel as thou hast felt; 
make my soul to glow and melt 
with the love of Christ my Lord. 



	

PREPARATORY PRAYER 

My Lord, Jesus Christ, You have made this journey to die for me with 
unspeakable love; and I have so many times ungratefully abandoned 
You. But now I love You with all my heart; and, because I love You, I am 
sincerely sorry for ever having offended You. Pardon me, my God, and 
permit me to accompany You on this journey. You go to die for love of 
me; I want, my beloved Redeemer, to die for love of You. My Jesus, I 
will live and die always united to You. 

R. Amen. 
 

Please turn over for the prayers at each station. 

STATIONS 

Before each station, all pray the following: 
 
V. We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you. 
R. Because by your holy Cross you have redeemed the world. 
 

The Priest then prays the meditation at each station. 
This is followed by: 

 
Our Father.   Hail Mary.     Glory be. 
 
V. Have mercy upon us, O Lord. 
R. Have mercy upon us.  
 

PRAYER TO JESUS CHRIST CRUCIFIED 

My good and dear Jesus, I kneel before You, asking You most 
earnestly to engrave upon my heart a deep and lively faith, hope, and 
charity, with true repentance for my sins, and a firm resolve to make 
amends. As I reflect upon Your five wounds, and dwell upon them 
with deep compassion and grief, I recall, good Jesus, the words the 
Prophet David spoke long ago concerning Yourself: "They pierced My 
hands and My feet; they have numbered all My bones." 

PRAYERS FOR THE HOLY FATHER’S INTENTIONS 

These fulfil the requirements for a Plenary Indulgence connected  
to this devotion at Corpus Christi,  

so long as the other requirements are also fulfilled. 
 
Our Father.   Hail Mary.     Glory be. 
 

Make me feel as thou hast felt; 
make my soul to glow and melt 
with the love of Christ my Lord. 
 
Holy Mother, pierce me through; 
In my heart each wound renew 
Of my Saviour crucified: 
 
Let me share with thee his pain 
Who for all my sins was slain, 
Who for me in torments died. 
 
Let me mingle tears with thee, 
Mourning him who mourned for me, 
All the days that I may live: 
 
By the Cross with thee to stay; 
There with thee to weep and pray; 
Is all I ask of thee to give. 
 
Be to me, O Virgin, nigh, 
Lest in flames I burn and die, 
In his awful judgment day. 
 



	

VENERATION OF  
THE TRUE CROSS 

When the Relic of the True Cross is exposed, there follows: 
 PANGE LINGUA GLORIOSI PRŒLIUM CERTAMINIS 

 
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.  
  
Tell how, when at length the fullness  
Of the appointed time was come,  
He, the Word, was born of woman,  
Left for us His Father's home,  
Blazed the path of true obedience,  
Shone as light amidst the gloom.  
 
Thus, with thirty years accomplished,  
He went forth from Nazareth,  
Destined, dedicated, willing,  
Did His work, and met His death; 
Like a lamb He humbly yielded  
On the cross His dying breath.  
 
Faithful cross, true sign of triumph,  
Be for all the noblest tree;  
None in foliage, none in blossom,  
None in fruit thine equal be;  
Symbol of the world's redemption,  
For the weight that hung on thee!  
 
Unto God be praise and glory:  
To the Father and the Son,  
To the eternal Spirit honour  
Now and evermore be done;  
Praise and glory in the highest,  
While the timeless ages run. 
 
 
 
 



	Let us Pray. 
Behold, O kind and most sweet Jesus, I cast myself upon 
my knees in your sight, and with the most fervent desire 
of my soul I pray and beseech you, that you would 
impress upon my heart lively sentiments of faith, hope, 
and charity, with true repentance for my sins, and a firm 
desire of amendment. Meanwhile with deep affection and 
grief of soul I ponder within myself, and mentally 
contemplate your five most precious wounds; having 
before my eyes that which David spoke in prophecy of 
you, O good Jesus: “They pierced my hands and my feet, 
they have numbered all my bones.” 
R. Amen. 
 

Benediction of the True Cross will now be imparted. 


