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Ave iMaria, \Jirgin-iN[other holy!
\'ith humble hearts we corne to, Bethlehem
This Christmas eve ; while silently and slowlIy
A million stars weave nighlt a diadern.

0 Mother-hieart, O gentie maiden rnild,
We briing our hornage to thy littie chlic

Ave Maria , blesseci andi thrice blesseci!
Mysterious means by men flot understood;
Though ail unlcnownl, acknowleclged and con fesscd,
The harbinger of everlastino oood.

O littie Babe of Fatherhood divine,
We 1)owtv in heart before Thy manger-shirine!

Life of ail life, in mystic incarnation
Behielc of nmen, \vhile angels sang to, Thee.
We corne again to, bring our adoration,
On this the niglht of Thy nativity.

\'V e g'atier round to touch Thy garment's hiem,
O littie Babe of royal Bethlehemn!

iMother and Child, no w~ords can ever faiter
The ral)ture andi devotion that Nve feci
As iow before judSea's stable-altar '
With bended knee anci praiseful hecart \ve knccl.

But, oh, the 1)layer goes forth-dlo Tlhou al)i(i
Spirit of Love with us this Christilas-tide.


