
THE WORD AT ST. KAVIn's

Lore of the worldly wise

Is folly in her eyes.

All-energy, all-knowledge, and all-love,

Aware of deeps below

This pageant that we know,

Hers is the very faith accounted of

By Him who rose and bade

HIo friends be not afraid.

When peril rocked their fishing-boat at sea,

Who bade the sick not fear,

The sad be of good cheer.

And in the hour they were made whole and free.

The sceptic sees but part

Of Nature's mighty heart.

A wide berth would I give that dangerous

shoal—
Steer for the open sea.

No sight of land, but free.

Trusting my senses, shall I doubt my soul?
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