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The grieving mother

HOLY WEEK

Text: English translation of Stradal’na Mati by Fr. Alexis Mihalik and Cantor Jerry Jumba, alt.
Melody: traditional

Alternate first verse, by Prof. Nicholas Kalvin:
     Suffering mother standing by the cross,
     I hear you weeping at your tragic loss.
     O Son, my Son, tell me why you suffer,
     Innocent and holy, precious life you offer
     On the cross.


