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A Prayer over Wales
O Almighty God, 

Who in Thine infinite goodness 
has sent Thine only-begotten Son into this world 

to open once more the gates of heaven, 
and to teach us how to know, love and serve Thee, 
have mercy on Thy people Who dwell in Wales. 

Grant to them the precious gift of faith, 
and unite them in the one true Church founded by Thy Divine Son; 

that, acknowledging her authority and obeying her voice, 
they may serve Thee, love Thee, 

and worship Thee as Thou desirest in this world, 
and obtain for themselves everlasting happiness in the world to come. 

Through the same Christ our Lord. Amen

Mary, Help of Christians  Pray for Wales
Mary, Fountain of Salvation  Pray for Wales
Mair Forwyn y Môr   Pray for Wales
Frenhines y Fro   Pray for Wales
Our Lady of Pen Llŷn   Pray for Wales
Saint David    Pray for Wales
All you Saints of Wales  Pray for Wales
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Mary and Wales
Some Background

Fig I The Lady Chapel, Llandaff Cathedral

Mary and Wales have a 
long history together and 
it is perhaps impossible to 
overemphasize her im-
portance to the spiritual 
and devotional life of our 
country over the centuries.  
Mary, the paragon of femi-
nine sanctity, was the most 
important of all the female 
saints. As mother of the 
Redeemer, her unique role 

within the holy kinship makes her an effective mediator between heaven 
and earth. Through her flesh Christ was made man “Mab o gnawd Mair” 
(a son from Mary’s flesh) in the words of the poet Siôn Ceri. Yet Mary is 
also ‘Brenhines nef a dayar ac uffern” (Queen of heaven, earth and hell).

Historically we know of the importance of Mary in Wales in medieval 
Welsh culture. She was omnipresent in Welsh churches and chapels with 
images in wood, alabaster, stained glass and wall paintings. Famous im-
ages of her such as those found at Pen-rhys, Cardigan, St David’s, Pwll-
heli and Llanystumdwy attracted large numbers of pilgrims and, in the 
case of Pen-rhys and Cardigan, some of these were of sufficient impor-
tance to be specifically signalled out in letters to Cromwell advising that 
they be destroyed during the reformation. There were far more churches 
and holy wells dedicated to the Virgin Mary than any other saint with 
Glanmor Williams noting that at least 143 churches and chapels hon-
oured her name and Frances Jones lists 76 holy wells were associated 
with her.

Whilst most is known about Mary from the 12th century onwards, with 
the greatest corpus of material being from the 15th century, that is not 
to say that Marian devotion was not widespread before this. It is simply 
that so much of written Welsh records have been destroyed over time 2



that little now remains. However, if we look at our ancient language we 
see the evidence of widespread devotion to the Virgin Mary.  In the Lady 
Chapel of Llandaff Cathedral the reredos (see fig I) honours the connec-
tion of the Virgin Mary to nature. Many of the Welsh names for wild-
flowers are for the Virgin Mary (see fig II) which follows the pattern set 
in surviving material that Mary is a life giving force in the world as well 
as Queen of Heaven.

Between the 12th and 15th centuries a number of texts venerating 
Mary were translated or adapted into Welsh. While the Latin origins of 
these texts may be traced through similarities the differences mean that 
they may be viewed as new and distinct Welsh creations written with a 
specific audience in mind. Many of the texts appear to be based on the 
apocryphal writings of Proto-evangelium Jacobi and the Infancy Gospels 
of St Thomas and give the stories of Anna and Joachim (Mary’s parents) 
as well as tales of Mary’s childhood and early years. Whilst post reforma-
tion Wales has struggled with its more Catholic past and Marian devo-
tion has not been as popular as it once was, it is beginning to re-emerge. 
The old Welsh saying “always build a new fire on an old hearth” seems 
to be ringing true and, as the Church looks to grow, it discovers the old 
spiritual practices to guide us into the future. It is certainly our hope and 
prayer that we, as a nation, may re-discover in Mary a powerful advocate 
and mother for our nation.

Fig II Welsh names with translations of wildflowers named for the Virgin Mary3



Mary and Pen Llŷn
A Long and Lasting Relationship

Wales’ devotion to Mary goes back a long way and Pen Llŷn has been at 
the heart of that devotion. The earliest evidence of this is found in place 
and house names. Houses with names such as Erw Fair (Mary’s Acre) 
are found across the peninsula and it has been argued that the village of 
Llannor, which is one of the earliest Christian sites in the area, is a muta-
tion of Llanfair yn Llŷn (Mary’s Church on Llŷn) which would place 
Mary at the heart of the Christian conversion of the area.
However, for more concrete evidence we must rely on that which has 
survived to the present day, of which the largest corpus of material is 
writings from the 15th century.
While much has been discovered and written on the ancient pilgrimage 
route to Ynys Enlli (Bardsey) much less has been made of the pilgrims 
who came to Pwllheli. The poet Hywel Rheinallt wrote of crowds flock-
ing to Pwllheli - 
Llu a eilw ym Mhwllheli
I gael help ar ei gŵyl hi.
Gwŷr o wlad ragorol wen,
Gwŷr o fôr i gaer fawrwen;
Gwŷr Llŷn ac eraill unair.
Craig euraid, cwyr ac arian,
Can llaw’n dwyn canhwyllau’n dân.
Dinas fal penrhyn Dwynwen,
Daear i Fair yw’r dre’ wen.

Crowds call at Pwllheli
to receive help on her feast.
Men from excellent holy region,
Men from the sea [come] to the holy fortress;
Girls visiting Mary,
Men from Llŷn and others of like persuasion.
Golden rock[s], wax and money,
A hundred hands carrying lit candles.
A citadel like Dwynwen’s promontory,
This holy town is Mary’s ground. 4

Window of the Annunciation
St Peter’s Church, Pwllheli



One can easily imagine such a poem being read at one of the Marian 
feasts as the people flocked to Pwllheli to behold her image in a statue 
that was believed to have been a gift of the heavens rather than man-
made: “Duw a roddes, da wreiddyn, / Delw deg heb waith dwylo dyn.” 
(God donated the fair image, of good origin, / [which] had not been 
worked by man’s hand.). While such tales were common in medieval 
times and can be put down to simple superstitious belief it does show 
the importance that was placed upon devotion to Mary and belief in the 
power of her intercession on the people’s behalf. 

The statue itself held Christ in her arms and Mary was depicted as a 
life-giving force providing the earth with sun and water. She is on the 
one hand Queen of Heaven: “Arglwyddes... wen o nef ” (Holy Lady from 
Heaven), but she is also “Frenhines fro” (a local or regional queen). The 
emphasis placed on the locality is particularly significant, as it is in a 
similar poem written by an unknown author to the image of Our Lady 
at Llanystumdwy. Pwllheli is Mary’s ground, Pen Llŷn Mary’s region and 
her love for the area and it’s people can still be felt by those who come 
and ask her aid today.

Mair Forwyn y Môr, Our Lady of Pen Llŷn
And the Vision of her Seven Sorrows

Part of the strong devotion to Mary in the history of Pen Llŷn might be 
to do with the legend that she came to Wales. According to scripture 
after the Ascension of her Son, Mary, other women and the Apostles 
returned to Jerusalem and devoted themselves to prayer as they awaited 
the coming of the Holy Spirit. 

Traditions and folk tales then pick up Mary’s story and some say that she 
eventually found her way to Llanfair, Rhiw and Aberdaron.
The following devotion of the Seven Sorrows of Mair Forwyn y Môr 
(Mary, Virgin of the Sea) is set within a vision of her visit to the Western 
most point of the Llŷn Peninsula. 
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If you were to visit that spot today you would still find the footings of an 
old Chapel dedicated to Mary, the last resting point of pilgrims before 
they set sail for Ynys Enlli (Bardsey, also known as Ynys Fair firain, fair 
Mary’s Island). If you were to then venture further down you would find 
a set of stairs carved into the rock face, Grisiau Mair (Mary’s stairs). At 
the base of these stairs, across a ledge in the rock face you would come 
to Ffynnon Mair (Mary’s Well) and the fresh water which is covered by 
the sea at high tide. Pilgrims would drink from here and then set off 
across the sea to Ynys Enlli singing hymns to Mary for safe delivery as 
they crossed the treacherous Bardsey Sound.

The well itself is not very accessible and it is not advised for people to go 
seeking it, but it is worth visiting the footings of the Chapel and there 
pray these Seven Sorrows couched as they are in the tale of an apparition 
of Our Lady of Pen Llŷn.

The reader may well ask if any of this is true, did Mary really come to 
Pen Llŷn? Could it be that it was from Ynys Enlli that she was Assumed 
into heaven giving rise to the legend that those who died and were 
buried on that sacred island are given entry straight to heaven? Did she 
leave for us her sacred heart beneath the salt waves there to be a source 
of the living water, to flow eternally feeding the faith of Pen Llŷn and on 
to renewal throughout Wales?

In many ways it does not matter if it physically happened or not. As 
Origen wrote in the 3rd century, inside a physical truth may be a spir-
itual truth, but a spiritual truth does not necessarily contain a physical 
truth. All we know is that throughout the centuries many have found 
their way to Christ through his mother Mary, and on Pen Llŷn the ef-
ficacy of her intercession has been known to the extent that she became 
known as Mair y dawn yng Nghymru deg (Mary of grace in fair Wales) 
and Brenhines fro (Queen of the region). It is hoped that pilgrims will 
find this devotion spiritually rewarding as we ask Our Lady of Pen Llŷn 
to pray for us.
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I closed my eyes and
I found myself on Pen Llŷn.
Stood up near Uwch Mynydd,
And I looked out to the West.
But the sea wasn’t there.
Just dry cracked barren earth.

But there on the headland,
On the cliffs above the dry cracked sea bed,
Was Mary. The Blessed Virgin, the Mother of our Lord,
She knelt, her hands together in prayer,
Staring out to the West.
And the look on her face was one of such sorrow. 8



And as I watched, a tear formed in those sad eyes,
And rolled down her cheek and fell from that cliff
To land in the dry dust below.
More tears followed,
It seemed a never ending stream flowed from those sad eyes.

And the sea began to fill, those sad salt tears filled the oceans,
Until only Enlli, Bardsey stood against the tide of sorrow.

And I asked of Mary, her whose faith bore God into our world,
“Why do you weep?”

And she showed me, 7 times she showed me why she wept.
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Mary’s 1st Sorrow
The Prophecy of Simeon

Now there was a man in Jerusalem called Simeon, who was righteous 
and devout. He was waiting for the consolation of Israel, and the Holy 
Spirit was upon him. It had been revealed to him by the Holy Spirit that 
he would not die before he had seen the Lord’s Christ. Moved by the 
Spirit he went to the temple courts. When the parents brought in the 
child Jesus to do for him what the customs of the Law required, Simeon 
took him in his arms and praised God... The Child’s father and mother 
marvelled at what was said about him. Then Simeon blessed them and 
said to Mary, his mother, “This child is destined to cause the falling and 
rising of many in Israel, and to be a sign that will be spoken against, 
so that the thoughts of many hearts will be revealed. And a sword will 
pierce your own heart too.”

[Luke 2:25-28a;33-35]

How it must have felt to hear those words. To have fulfilled God’s will, 
given by the message of an angel. To have held the salvation of the 
world in your arms, the Son of God, your baby boy. To have gone in joy 
to the temple to offer your thanks to God. But at your moment of great-
est joy, your sorrows begin. To know, to have that threat hanging over 
you as you raised Jesus to manhood, that it would lead to your great-
est woe. How did you carry on? How did you experience joy, knowing 
what was to come? And so you wept.
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Sweet lady of Sorrows, you weep, and we weep with you, bitter salt 
tears, tears enough to fill the oceans. You weep for the knowledge of 
what is to come, for the hope and joy that is tinged with the knowledge 
of grief to come, and we weep too for all who live with the threat of the 
future. For those who wish the sun would never set, and those who fear 
the dawning of another day. 
Be with us Mair Forwyn y Môr, Our Lady of Pen Llŷn, as we weep 
for all who look into the future and see only grief and pain. Guide 
us to see through our salt tears that we may drink of the living wa-
ter of faith and hope that lies beyond the prophecy of doom.

Hail Mary, full of Grace, the Lord is with thee,
Blessed art thou amongst women,
And blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God,
Pray for us sinners now,
And at the hour of our death. Amen.

Mary’s 2nd Sorrow
The Flight to Egypt

Now when they had departed, behold, an angel of the Lord appeared 
to Joseph in a dream and said, “Rise, take the child and his mother, 
and flee to Egypt, and remain there till I tell you; for Herod is about 
to search for the child, to destroy him.” And he rose and took the child 
and his mother by night, and departed to Egypt, and remained there 
until the death of Herod.

[Mathew 2:13-15a]
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Oh Mary how you suffered. Woken in the dead of night, rushing, pan-
icked, what to take with you, what to leave? Fleeing with the Christ 
Child in your arms, shivering, cold in the dark, tired and hungry, how 
you walked blindly into the unknown, your only thought, safety for 
your Son.

Sweet lady of Sorrows, you weep, and we weep with you, bitter salt 
tears, tears enough to fill the oceans. We weep for all who are forced to 
flee in terror, flee from enemies seeking torture, blood and death. For 
those forced to flee from the horror of famine, failed crops and failed 
economies. 
Be with us Mair Forwyn y Môr, Our Lady of Pen Llŷn, guide all 
who flee as God guided your footsteps, bring them to a safe haven 
as you found in Egypt. And help us too, and all who would be good 
neighbours, may we welcome all who seek refuge in our land, in our 
homes, and in our hearts.

Hail Mary, full of Grace, the Lord is with thee,
Blessed art thou amongst women,
And blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God,
Pray for us sinners now,
And at the hour of our death. Amen.
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Mary’s 3rd Sorrow
Christ’s disappearence in 
Jerusalem

After the festival was over, while his parents were returning home, the 
boy Jesus stayed behind in Jerusalem, but they were unaware of it. 
Thinking he was in their company, they travelled on for a day. Then 
they began looking for him among their relatives and friends. When 
they did not find him, they went back to Jerusalem to look for him. After 
three days they found him in the temple courts, sitting among the teach-
ers, listening to them and asking them questions. Everyone who heard 
him was amazed at his understanding and his answers. When his par-
ents saw him, they were astonished. His mother said to him, “Son, why 
have you treated us like this? Your father and I have been anxiously 
searching for you.”
“Why were you searching for me?” he asked. “Didn’t you know I had 
to be in my Father’s house?” But they did not understand what he was 
saying to them.

[Luke 2:43-50]

Oh Mary, how you must have been terrified, the prophecy of Simeon 
surfacing in your mind, a great sword thrust straight into your heart in 
your panic at finding your Son gone. That same fear that any parent 
feels when a child goes missing. “Where could he possibly be? Is he 
hungry or thirsty? Is he cold? Is he alone or afraid? Is he in danger? Is 
he dead? Is it my fault he is lost? Will we ever see our precious child 
again?”
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Sweet lady of Sorrows, you weep, and we weep with you, bitter salt 
tears, tears enough to fill the oceans. We weep for the parents of all lost 
or abducted children, for all who are trafficked far across the world 
away from home and family. 
Be with us Mair Forwyn y Môr, Our Lady of Pen Llŷn, you know 
our sorrows. As you searched for your Son, guide us too that we may 
find comfort and courage in your Son who awaits us in the temple.

Hail Mary, full of Grace, the Lord is with thee,
Blessed art thou amongst women,
And blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God,
Pray for us sinners now,
And at the hour of our death. Amen.

Mary’s 4th Sorrow
Mary meets Jesus on the 
way to Calvary

So they took Jesus, and carrying the cross by himself, he went out to 
what is called The Place of the Skull, which in Hebrew is called 
Golgotha.

[John 19:16b-17]

Mary’s eyes behold for the first time, a glimpse of the distant bent 
figure of her Son, as he slowly rounds a corner, weighed down by that 
large heavy cross on his shoulder.  At the same time, she sees the mass 
of cruel thorns they have placed on his head. 
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As he nears, she can see the ropes that bind him around his neck and 
waist, and how they shove him, and prod him along with the blunt end 
of their spears, like a lamb driven to the slaughter.  Her ears are assault-
ed by the loud angry cries they heap upon him. 
He walks on, one, slow, painful, step at a time. Jesus strains with all his 
heart, to bear the immense weight of the whole world on his shoulder.  
He is nearer his mother now.  She tearfully watches as he slowly, pain-
fully, lifts his head, and she gasps. His once beautiful face, now swollen 
and bruised, covered in filth and blood and spittle. His thick dark hair 
and beard matted with sweat and blood.  Can you feel her anguish as 
their tearful eyes meet? 
“My son, My son!”  You can hear her cry.
How do you bear the pain? How do you continue? What passes through 
your mind as the sword pierces your heart?
The soldiers shout and push the crowds back, and Jesus stumbles on, 
stolen from view.

Sweet lady of Sorrows, you weep, and we weep with you, bitter salt 
tears, tears enough to fill the oceans. We weep with you for every time 
we have stood as idle onlookers, or worse joined with the baying hate 
filled crowd, heaping scorn and insults upon those crushed and beaten 
by the world as they march past on the way to a painful death. 
Be with us Mair Forwyn y Môr, Our Lady of Pen Llŷn, help us to 
see with the anguish of your mothers eye the pain of watching the 
children of God ravaged by our cruel ways, turn our hearts to pity 
that we may help others bear their cross.

Hail Mary, full of Grace, the Lord is with thee,
Blessed art thou amongst women,
And blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God,
Pray for us sinners now,
And at the hour of our death. Amen.
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Mary’s 5th Sorrow
Jesus dies on the Cross

 Now there stood by the cross of Jesus, his mother, and his mother’s 
sister, Mary of Cleophas, and Mary Magdalen. When Jesus therefore 
saw his mother and the disciple standing whom he loved, he said to his 
mother: “Woman, behold thy son.” After that, he said to the disciple: 
“Behold thy mother”.

[John 19:25]
On Calvary two great altars of sacrifice were raised. On the first is 
Jesus, sacrificed upon the Cross. On the second is Mary’s Sacred Heart, 
sacrificed in her devotion to her Son.
How you stood and watched his suffering and pain, unable to help or 
lift the burden from his shoulders with your love, and yet unable to turn 
your face, your love too strong to walk away and save yourself the pain. 
How your heart was pierced as you heard his last shuddering breath, 
and watched your son’s death, and the tears flowed, those salt tears 
flowed, enough to fill the oceans.

Sweet lady of Sorrows, you weep, and we weep with you, bitter salt 
tears, tears enough to fill the oceans. Too often we have turned away 
from the suffering and death of others to save ourselves that pain and 
guilt of our inaction.
Be with us Mair Forwyn y Môr, Our Lady of Pen Llŷn, give us 
courage to keep our eyes open to the cruelty our society inflicts 
upon others, and let our sorrow mingle with your tears to break 
our apathy into action.

Hail Mary, full of Grace, the Lord is with thee,
Blessed art thou amongst women,
And blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God,
Pray for us sinners now,
And at the hour of our death. Amen. 16



Mary’s 6th Sorrow
Jesus is taken down 
from the cross

Later, Joseph of Arimathea asked Pilate for the body of Jesus. Now 
Joseph was a disciple of Jesus, but secretly because he feared the Jews. 
With Pilate’s permission, he came and took the body away.  He was 
accompanied by Nicodemus, the man who earlier had visited Jesus at 
night. Nicodemus brought a mixture of myrrh and aloes, about seventy-
five pounds. Taking Jesus’ body, the two of them wrapped it, with the 
spices, in strips of linen.

[John 19:38-40a]

Look at Jesus nailed to the cross until he dies. Look also at his mother 
who received his body in her arms. Look as she cradles him in her 
arms, that cold limp body, as she once did her sweet babe full of hope 
and joy. Who could understand the sadness that filled his mother’s 
heart? Jesus, her only begotten Son, died as a criminal. This Son who 
once nuzzled at her breast, the son that once helped around the house, 
this son who she raised and taught, played with, laughed with, prayed 
with. And now, all that is gone. Yet this mother kept everything in her 
heart, her heart, full of pain and sorrow, and yet still beating with faith.

Sweet lady of Sorrows, you weep, and we weep with you, bitter salt 
tears, tears enough to fill the oceans. We too have watched, helpless as 
loved ones suffered and died. We have cradled our loved ones in our 
arms and known the pain of parting.
Be with us Mair Forwyn y Môr, Our Lady of Pen Llŷn, weep with 
us as we mourn, keep our eyes turned to your Son, that from our 
pierced hearts may spring forth fresh living water from beneath the 
salt sea of our tears. 
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Hail Mary, full of Grace, the Lord is with thee,
Blessed art thou amongst women,
And blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God,
Pray for us sinners now,
And at the hour of our death. Amen.

Mary’s 7th Sorrow
Jesus is placed in the 
tomb

Joseph took the body, wrapped it in a clean linen cloth, and placed it in 
his own new tomb that he had cut out of the rock. He rolled a big stone 
in front of the entrance to the tomb and went away. Mary Magdalene 
and the other Mary were sitting there opposite the tomb.

[Mathew 27:59-61]

Jesus body is wrapped in a cloth, and he is buried quickly and without 
ceremony in a borrowed tomb.  His sweet mournful mother bids fare-
well to the precious body of her son,  all bloodied and torn for us.  She 
gently kisses his wounded hands and lays them back over his body.  
She takes her place with the other women as they roll the heavy stone 
back over the entrance to the tomb.
She watches as the stone falls in place with a final great thud. 

There are no birds singing, the world is silent. And silently, one by one 
they slowly, tearfully depart.
The pain in her soul is so great that surely if not for the grace of God, 
she would have died of grief a thousand times over that day. 
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The beloved apostle John urges Mary to leave with him, but she is 
frozen to the spot, unable to move.  Placing his arm gently around her 
shoulders, choking back the tears John speaks softly one word,
“Mother.”
The Blessed Virgin Mary, raising her tearful eyes to meet John’s, real-
izes her duty towards her beloved Son Jesus now lies with his children, 
begotten at his death.  Mary then became for us the adopted mother of 
us all. Jesus’ final gift to us before his dying breath.
Slowly Mary turns away, her body moving away from the tomb, to love 
and care for her new children. Though her body leaves, her heart, her 
sacred heart, remains in faith with her Son, locked in the tomb.

Sweet lady of Sorrows, you weep, and we weep with you, bitter salt 
tears, tears enough to fill the oceans, for the pain of turning away, the 
pain of accepting death and the end of this, our mortal life. Though you 
left the tomb, your heart remained with your Son, in death as in life, to 
wait in the hope of the resurrection.
Mair Forwyn y Môr, Our Lady of Pen Llŷn, may your heart be 
with us, your new children, at our death and in the sorrow of part-
ing remain with us, that on that glorious resurrection morn, it may 
be our link to your Son who resides in heaven, in the company of 
the Father and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and forever.
Amen.

Hail Mary, full of Grace, the Lord is with thee,
Blessed art thou amongst women,
And blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God,
Pray for us sinners now,
And at the hour of our death. Amen.
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As I was shown each of these seven sorrows,
Her Sacred Heart, the heart of Mary, the heart of pure faith,
Was pierced by a sword.
For each sorrow a sword entered her heart.
And as each sword entered, a trickle of water began to flow.
From each new wound, fresh water flowed.
As the seventh sword, larger than the others,
Entered the very centre of her heart,
The trickles merged and became a flood.
And from below that salt tear sea,
The fresh living water of God,
Bubbled up from the heart of Mary.
And the words of St John came to me,
“From the heart of the true believer streams of living water shall flow”.
And as that living water gushed up in a torrent from beneath the waves, 
I looked out to Enlli,



And there from that rock in the sea of tears stood the tree of life,
The tree on which our Lord hung.
I looked up and I saw the highest branches reaching out into the clouds 
to disappear into the highest heavens.
As I cast my eyes down, unworthy to gaze upon our Salvation, there at 
it’s base, thrusting into the earth of Enlli, the roots of the tree, plunged 
deep, searching, questing deep beneath the blessed Isle, deep into that 
sea bed, searching longingly, until there, they came to rest, wrapping 
themselves gently, lovingly, round the sacred heart of His dear Mother. 
And there the root comforted that wounded heart, feeding the living 
waters to eternally flow, rising through our sea of tears to quench the 
thirst of our land.
And I opened my eyes, and I fell to my knees and wept,
Tears of Sorrow and tears of Joy.
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Mair Forwyn Y Môr, Our Lady of PenLlyn

Pray for us.
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