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SI MPLE girl unlearned lu lore of schools,
Who loved to stray like free and bappy child
Iln grove and valley, gathering the wild

Sweet flowers, untrammielled by intricate rules,
\Vas Catherine; but God His gold and jewels

Donates as pleases Hlm; ber, uiidefiled
By things of eartb, He dowereci witb wisdoni inild,

That miere scholasticismi in spiendor duils.
A mystic Theologian, the pure fire

Heaven-kindled in ber breast, burned on ber lips,
Lighteningr ail bearts to a divine desire.

Guiding the doubtfui, the obscure eclipse
0f sophisrns piercing with Truth's noble ire,

Learingiç's torch miaking to burn cle.-trer, bigiher.

Truth's radiant mnirror to her gaze revealed
God iu His supreme niajesty, and ian
I n ail bis mnisery, yet, iu the plan

0f the creation, in glory concealed:
Hence, reverently she served hlm, and the field'

0f ber mnarvellous labors, wbere sbe ran
A giant's course, was tbe wide, varied plain

That ricb and niigbty, poor and powerless held;
Tbhose she directed lu ways more sublime,

These lifted to, fair heights before unknown;
Tborn-crowned, sbe scattered flowers and deemed it crime

To give a thougbit to self; cross-Iaden, shone
A pillar of ligbt leading to Heaven's clime,

To miany angels and the great wbite tbrone.

E. C.M. T.

381


