
There lino heart', content,

It fc not to be found,

For I have sought in vain
The weary world around t

And I win Kek no longer,

Ai nine hours are vainly spent
la longing and In searching tor
Sweet heart's content.

Vfth the first dawn of r«a«»~.
The awakening of the soul-
My gentle mother taught me
Of that One who maketh whole.
My Ilttle-haads she clasped In prayer.
My childish knee she bent.

But even then my childish soul
It knew no heart's content.

health and honour, gaudy baubles,
HeM before my wondering eyes,
Charm«l my senr«, lured me onward.
And to win a glittering prire,
Oh thefoITy I committed,
FoHy that was all wen meant.
For I was only seeking after

—Heart's content.
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