
Bring Flowers of the Rarest 

 

Bring flow'rs of the fairest, 

Bring flow'rs of the rarest, 

From garden and woodland 

And hillside and vale; 

Our full hearts are swelling, 

Our Glad voices telling 

The praise of the loveliest 

Rose of the vale. 

 

O Mary! we crown thee with blossoms today, 

Queen of the Angels, Queen of the May, 

O Mary! we crown thee with blossoms today, 

Queen of the Angels, Queen of the May. 

 

Our voices ascending, 

In harmony blending, 

Oh! Thus may our hearts turn 

Dear Mother, to thee; 

Oh! Thus shall we prove thee 

How truly we love thee, 

How dark without Mary 

Life's journey would be. 

 

O Mary! we crown thee with blossoms today, 

Queen of the Angels, Queen of the May, 

O Mary! we crown thee with blossoms today, 

Queen of the Angels, Queen of the May. 

 

O Virgin most tender, 

Our homage we render, 

Thy love and protection, 

Sweet Mother, to win; 

In danger defend us, 

In sorrow befriend us, 

And shield our hearts 

From contagion and sin. 

 

 O Mary! we crown thee with blossoms today, 

Queen of the Angels, Queen of the May, 

O Mary! we crown thee with blossoms today, 

Queen of the Angels, Queen of the May. 

 

Of Mothers the dearest, 

Oh, wilt thou be nearest, 

When life with temptation 

Is darkly replete? 

Forsake us, O never! 

Our hearts be they ever 

As Pure as the lilies 

We lay at thy feet. 

Immaculate Mary 
 



Immaculate Mary! 

Our hearts are on fire, 

that title so wondrous 

fills all our desire. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 

We pray for God’s glory, 

the Lord’s kingdom come! 

We pray for his vicar, 

our father, and Rome. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 

We pray for our mother 

the church upon earth, 

and bless, sweetest lady, 

the land of our birth. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 

For poor, sick, afflicted 

thy mercy we crave; 

and comfort the dying 

thou light of the grave. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 

There is no need, Mary, 

nor ever has been, 

which thou canst not succour, 

Immaculate Queen. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 

In grief and temptation, 

in joy or in pain, 

we’ll ask thee, our mother, 

nor seek thee in vain. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 

O bless us, dear lady, 

with blessings from heaven. 

And to our petitions 

let answer be given. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 

In death’s solemn moment, 

our mother, be nigh; 

as children of Mary — 

help us when we die. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 



And crown thy sweet mercy 

with this special grace, 

to behold soon in heaven 

God’s ravishing face. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 

To God be all glory 

and worship for aye, 

and to God’s virgin mother 

an endless Ave. 

 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

Ave, ave, ave Maria! 

 

 

As I Kneel Before You 
 

As I kneel before you, 
As I bow my head and pray'r, 
Take this day, make it yours 
And fill me with your love. 

 
 

Chorus: 
Ave Maria, 

gratia plena, 
Dominus tecum, 

benedictatu. 
 
 

           All I have I give you, 
Ev’ry dream and wish are yours, 
Mother of Christ, Mother of mine, 

Present them to my Lord. 
 

As I knell before you, 
and I see your smiling face, 

Ev'ry thought, ev'ry word 
Is lost in your embrace. 

 

 
The Lovely Month of May 

 
The sun is shining brightly 

The trees are clothed with green 
The beauteous bloom of flowers 

On ev'ry side is seen 
And all the world is gay 

For 'tis the month of Mary 
The lovely month of May 

 
 
 
 
 

There's music in the heavens 
For birds are singing there 

And nature's songs and praises 
Are sounding through the air 



With joy we'll sing today 
For 'tis the month of Mary 
The lovely month of May 

 
And when night closes o'er us 
And twinkling stars appear 

The chaste moon calmly reigneth 
In skies so bright and clear 

In heaven far away 
There reigns o'er saints and angels 

Our lovely Queen of May 

 

 

I'll Sing a Hymn to Mary 

 

 

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. 

 

O Lily of the Valley, 

O Mystic Rose, what tree, 

Or flower, e'en the fairest, 

Is half so fair as thee? 

O let me, tho' so lowly 

Recite my Mother's fame. 

When wicked men blaspheme thee, 

I'll love and bless thy name. 

 

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. 

 

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. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But in the crown of Mary, 

There lies a wonderous 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. 
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