"Twas then that God saw how this blassom so lovely,
Might droop *neath the breath of the hot desert alr,

Aundforth trom all men, He thes ealled, dear St, Jaseph,
To chierish and wateh o'er this fow'ret so fair.

1.
Thou chiosen proteetor of Israel's lily,
Thou guardian strong of her heaven-horn Son,
How great munst have baen thy lite's virtues and graces,
How spotless the soul which that rare favor won!

.
To thee ‘twas first given to taste the great hlessing,
Of dying in arms of that Mother and Childs

From thenee we lave called thee dread Death's strong, true
patron,

And plead for thy presence so gentle and mild,
, A
Come then with thy Foster-Son and His sweet Mother,
Obtain this great boon for us now at their feet!—
Assured we will then be in Hope's last fond refuge,
Death's terrors our souls will lxiluuph;mt‘b' meet.,

VL
A galaxy holy, with Jesus and Mary,

Thou shinest, blest saint, as a soft, gleaming star;

Through Life's vale of shadows, throngh Death's awful
portals,

Thy bewmbs guide us safe to the dear shores afar.




