
 

 

 

From:  The Blessed Virgin compared to the Air we Breathe by G M Hopkins 

 
 

……… 

 

Mary Immaculate,  
Merely a woman, yet 

Whose presence, power is 

Great as no goddess’s 

Was deemèd, dreamèd; who 

This one work has to do— 

Let all God’s glory through, 

God’s glory which would go 

Through her and from her 

flow 

Off, and no way but so. 

…………………………. 

 

I say that we are wound 

With mercy round and round 

As if with air: the same 

Is Mary, more by name. 

She, wild web, wondrous robe, 

Mantles the guilty globe, 

Since God has let dispense 

Her prayers his providence: 

…………………………. 

 

Be thou then, thou dear 

Mother, my atmosphere; 

To wend and meet no sin; 

Above me, round me lie 

Fronting my froward eye 

With sweet and scarless sky; 

Stir in my ears, speak there 

Of God’s love, O live air, 

Of patience, penance, prayer: 

World-mothering air, air wild, 

Wound with thee, in thee isled, 

Fold home, fast fold thy child… 
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