
OF THK BLESSED SACRAMENT

$T JOSEPH

fHE early spring brings blossoms fair, 
To those who seek in hidden dell ; 

But none more sweet than violets rare,
Of all that in the lowlands dwell.

Their perfume leads unto the bed 
Where, dark in beauty, deep they lie ; 

One needs to stoop and softly tread,
To pluck these nestling blossoms shy.

’Twas thus the Saint of silence dwelt 
In Naz’reth’s hidden perfumed dale ; 

Unknown to all, as oft he knelt,
And saw the morning stars grow pale.

Oh ! blest retreat of hidden souls,
Oh ! cloister like to Eden fair ;

When Joseph read the mystic scrolls, 
And Mary keeps her secret rare.

Thou witness of the great designs 
Of God within His chosen one ;

That Holy Will for thee enshrines 
Its marvels in a brilliant sun.

No darkness reigns for faith like thine, 
Its strength illumines deepest night ; 

Its hope doth like a beacon shine,
Its love is as a vision bright.

And so, dear guide of chosen souls 
Who seek the silent ways to peace, 

Who fly the crowd where discord rolls 
Like troubled waves that never cease.

We greet thee as our father dear,
Our patron, guide, protector rare,

Oh ! graciously thy children hear 
Who would with Mary share thy care.

Oh ! plead for us a death like thine, 
With Jesus, Mary watching near ;

The lilies that bedeck thy shrine 
Will speak for us—St. Joseph, hear.


