
Hymns to Our Lady




1. Hail, Queen of Heav’n, the ocean star,  
guide of the wand’rer here below,  
thrown on life’s surge, we claim thy care; 
save us from peril and from woe. 
Mother of Christ, star of the sea, 
pray for the wanderer, pray for me. 

2. O gentle, chaste and spotless maid 
we sinners make our prayers through thee; 
remind thy son that he has paid 
the price of our iniquity. 
Virgin most pure, star of the sea, 
pray for the sinner, pray for me.               

3. Sojourners in this vale of tears 
to thee, blest advocate, we cry; 
pity our sorrows, calm our fears,  
and soothe with hope our misery. 
Refuge in grief, star of the sea, 
pray for the mourner, pray for me. 

4. And while to him who reigns above,  
in Godhead One, in Persons Three  
the source of life, of grace of love,  
homage we pay on bended knee.  
Do thou, bright Queen, star of the sea, 
pray for thy children, pray for me.

1. I’ll sing a hymn to Mary 
The Mother of my God; 
The Virgin of all virgins,  
Of David's royal blood. 
O teach me, holy Mary, 
A loving song to frame; 
When wicked men blaspheme thee,  
To love and bless thy name.  

2. O noble Tower of David,  
Of gold and ivory.  
The Ark of God's own promise,  
The gate of Heav'n to me.  
To live and not to love thee  
Would fill my soul with shame;  
When wicked men blaspheme thee,  
I'll love and bless thy name. 

3. The saints are high in glory, 
With golden crowns so bright; 
But brighter far is Mary, 
Upon her throne of light.  
Oh that which God did give thee, 
Let mortal ne'er disclaim;  
When wicked men blaspheme thee,  
I'll love and bless thy name. 

4. But in the crown of Mary, 
There lies a wondrous gem, 
As Queen of all the angels,  
Which Mary shares with them;  
No sin hath e'er defiled thee,  
So doth our faith proclaim; 
When wicked men blaspheme thee,  
I'll love and bless thy name.  
 

1. Bring flowers of the rarest  
bring blossoms the fairest, 
from garden and woodland and hillside and dale;  
our full hearts are swelling, 
our glad voices telling 
the praise of the loveliest flower of the vale! 
 O Mary we crown thee with blossoms today!  
 Queen of the Angels and Queen of the May.  
 O Mary we crown thee with blossoms today,  
 Queen of the Angels and Queen of the May. 

2. Their lady they name thee, 
Their mistress proclaim thee, 
Ah, grant that thy children on earth be as true 
as long as the bowers 
are radiant with flowers,  
as long as the azure shall keep its bright hue 

3. Sing gaily in chorus; 
the bright angels o'er us 
re-echo the strains we begin upon earth; 
their harps are repeating 
the notes of our greeting, 
for Mary herself is the cause of our mirth 


