Chaminade Our Sainted Founder
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Words by: Albert L. Hollinger, S.M., 1917
Music by: Robert Holzmer, S.M., 1949
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Cham -in - ade our saint -ed Found-er We thy child-ren tri- bute
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bring__ Of a loy-al true de -vo-tion To thy mem-or - y this
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day. In thy home a-bove in hea-ven Where in glor-y thou dost
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reign Thou for us with Mar- y plead- ing Rich- est bles-sings__ wilt ob -tain.
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Chorus

CHAMINZADE, 0O UR SAINTETD

FOUNDER

Hark! the sound of many voices
Rising in exultant song,

Swells the chorus loud, unending,
Which the echoing strains prolong.
'Tis a hymn of praise and prayer
To our Founder, Father, Friend,
Praise of virtue, great, heroic,

Prayer that he his blessing send.

Chaminade, our sainted Founder!
We, thy children, tribute pay
Of a loyal, true devotion

To thy memory this day.

In thy home above in heaven,
Where in glory thou dost reign,
Thou for us with Mary pleading

Richest blessinas wilt obtain.

Thus today from every guarter
Mary's children gather near,
'Neath the banner of their Mother,
Cham'nade's mem'ry to revere.

And their praises but re-echo
Mary's hymn of long ago:

'Tis the lowlv He exal:teth

And the proud He laveth low.



