ZTRUTH.

I searched for trutb on the streets of life

But lost in the busy din I searched in vain,

Yet searched again through mert and moorland,

O'er crag and hill, cross rivers rough and lekes so wold,

But ever truth eluded me, till spent and weary,

I turned to rest, and saw truth in the eyes of a child.

"Grandpa, who made the flowers?", the sweel voice asked,

Aind I, a son of the sod, answered the loved one, "God!.

ind did he meke thel leaves so green and the grass that waves in the wind?
Yes he made those too, I answered her, and the stars and rainbow beside
He mede 21l this and countless more that we might enjoy and 1live.

God is good ,the sweet child said and I knew my search was ended at last
For +the wee one knew the truth g
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