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TRUTH.

pp——

The Loct's Lage,
TR AR A
FIVE DOLLARS-

—WILL BE—

GIVEN BACH WEEK,

Tor the Best Piccs of Poetry Suitable for
Publication in This Page,

In order that we may securo for our Pootry
Page tho very best productions, and as an
jsosative to fncreased interest in this de-

t of TroTil, we will give each week
apeise of FIVE (§5) DOLLARS to the person
seoding us the best pieco of pootry, either
selected or original.  No conditions are at-
tached to tho offer whatever, Any reader
of TevTit may compete. No money is ro-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
tbe sender of tho beat poem, irrespective of
perenor place.  Address, “‘Lditor Poet's
Page, Trent Offico, Toronto, Canada.” Be
sure to note carefully tho above address, as
confributions for this page not so addressed
will te liable to bo overlooked. Anyone
can cempete, 88 a selection, porsessing the
pectsary merit, will stand equally a3 good
a chance of securing the prize as anything
otigizal.  Let our readers show their appre-
ciation of this liboral offer by & good lively
competition each week.

—For Truth,
Love, Honesty, and Truth.

BY 8, XOORX.

The wisdom of the cultured sago,
Thoe z2a) of earnest youth

Are dimmed when lacking llcaven's glite,
Love, Honesty, and Truth,

Those are the gifts which swecten jite,
‘The cholceat graces viven

To elcvato tho sonsof earth,
And raiso them up to Heaven,

Fowsered of theso eoobling gitts,
“Trath, Honeaty, and Love,

We view a candidate for bliss
10 Lefghter woilds above,

The tlory of onr hoary sge,
1he diguity ot youth,

Are vilided by this treblegitt,
Love, Honcsty, and Truth,

Tuis world would toa paradise,

. A tape of Heaven abo:g, it

! every anc pesseweea thoee gilta
Tmlfx, Honeaty, and Love.

These pricelean gifts are free for all,
And ol tho i @ may provo

Which fows froin these entiching gilts,
Teuth, loncsty, and love.

Gadec.

~—Fur Truth,
Kate.
LT 7, LTXTON,
Som-e hatea are vcry good, wo know,
Al gotue, agaln, ate not §
So we will 83an thetw, con avd pro,
Aud choose trom out the lot,

The first we tnewd's Ml cdu—Eate,
A 2l of senee faghe,

Whe puints the way to wisdom's gate,
At mak ¢ the mind to seo;

Sho teacher all, both frfend or foo,
Aud higher leads vs on;

50 we must rank her with the pro,
But never with the con.

Aot naw cotnes Mles prevari—Kato~
Uatruthiul, shuflling lare

To cavi, cheat, or to misstate,
S cins her great alm, a as;

Well not detaln her~let her go,
“_A'nd qu,l‘cll{’qnm heron ;th
¢li 3¢t her down agalost the pro
Aad tally one lor‘gon. pros

Aim vindi~Kate next meets our slight,
And clalms our admiration ;

Fatiioming tho cause of right,
Avenging deviation ;

We have a whalesorao lovo for her,
And greatly wo respect hers

Wesct her down among tho pros,
Ashuman sights” prote ctor.

Domesti-=Niate's a Rulet lage,
Ahe'sheatt fe in ber home;
nds her care and pleasure there,
Auvd eeidam fer wonld roam;

Shelaa fond, wann.tearted gitl,
Ated we have cause to v.ha:k'her»

Sholaavery & poard,
Ad with tg‘emfvmn wo rank her.
Commiuni~Rate would next s PeAr—
Shelsa ROSSIp sTeat, P

Was biings us £ood n -1 :
Lat, hoi'm. g: c‘?‘.’ :omu es bad s

wlo all; ab slmes, muat bow Lo her,

ror ot fa gt
or v rought to
And Tagk hor con aad pro. O

Tho last we meat's Ml rust!—Kate,
Ao untaught, country malden,

Who's seon but little of the world,
That little honey-Iaden ;

We call her rude and platn, yet we
Must to ourselves acknowledgo,
8hoe bolass charm which ne'er can bo
Attalned $4ro* schoo! or college ;

Shebldes a teuo and loving breast
Beneath that rustic cover—

Blio {s the Kate 11ove tha best,
And th!s Is why 1 love hor,

Markham, Ont,

—For Truth,
The Pioreer.

D, RIXG,

The alr is calm and cold the morm,

And trees with gliet’ning trost are docked,
Day has not yet bexun $o dawn,

While solemnn stillacow rules unchecked ;
But for tho clear sound that's slnging

From the cloarance, nesr the ahaaty,
Whero the woodinan's axe ia swinging.

He must toll, for food s soanty,
And ho worke fotrindependence

In this his peaceful, Lackwoods home.

His morning meal he eats the while,
And thep, with thankiul beatt, agala
Risumes hig labor with a smile,
Thinkisg of fields of waving grain,
That will take the vlace of tho wood.
At noon to the shanty ho wends,
In there he eats his humble food,
Alone and far frow all his friends;
Yet he s quite contented there,
Peace oft goee with solitude.

The glorious sun no longer shines,
Now day {s over, pight ls nigh;
His weary toll he now resigns,
While shining stars have tilled the eky.
The wettler views his prozress made
Durning the day that has gone by,
Returning thanka for Heavenly ald
From hin Preserver there on high §
And thus his dalty couvrse Ja done,
Bringing bim nearer tohls Cod,

De Ccwsille, Ont.

—For Truth,
Bunset.
BY M2, C. IXWERTT,

Once, when the earth was youoger,
And the people better by far,

An angel fiew out of Heaven,
Ana left tho gate afar.

Ever apd ever 90 litle,
But it les the glury through,
And tho angel paver minded,
Asswiftly on she Sew.

. Then all the people wondered
What made the aky wo Lright,
Berause tho glory shinfog
Dazzled their fecdle sight,

QOaly the little chlldren,
Whote heart bad known no sin,
Could plerce tho cl: uds of biightues,
30 tho beautitul lano within,

Thev gaw the *'Golden City,”
They waw the * Crygtel Scs,”
Thev heard thadear Christ saying,
“Let the children como to me ™

And Christ still Ioves the chlidren,
Aud oft thers gites afar

He scts, 101 his little earthangels,
At the close of day, ajar.

East Denmark, Malne.
The Sparrow in Canada.

DX, J, M. LARTER.

Wee birdle, twitterin’ in thoblast 1
Hao! there's a crumb to break your fast:
I'm foar't yo flad nae rich repast
In Winter's mead,
Whase bansel's aft a wainh foretasts
O' lllsahead,

Gin yo were wice, yo'd tak your flight
To southem skies fu* warm and bright,
As 300u’s the flowers by trosty blight
Are cranrcuch-cled,
When nstare theo’ the lingerin’ night
Gets cauld in bod.

Perchance ye think the life’s the best
That'ssteered Uy Instinct’s shrexd behest,
Tho' yearly tossed on Jdrinin® crest
O’ Polar snaw—
Tho' shiverin® whilcs aad salr)y press’d
In poortith's maw,

But then your fate’s an alien’s here
*Mid hopes frost-crusted, dark, and drear:
"Xis Falth's short-sight that paye seo dear
For Iratinct'e whim:
Ye'd better At and chimp wi’ cheer
Inaunpier clime.

Bright bygone scenre your cheep brings back,
Ay mem’ry’s storcs my thochts ransack,
Watchln' the raye o’ life retrao’
0" LWA KOT6 years,
Yrae boyhood on to manhood'strack
. Beglaumed wi' cares

Pu’ weel I mind your kith as hame
When unk outh took tent to tame
Ano o' your , and filled his wame
Wi drumimock feed:
Your forbesrs then hisd rowth o' frame
Noashlosw tholr breed.

But heve your Jot's beeet wi’ {ace.
W, oreed’s as cauld as wintot’s clacs,
Wha ken nao guld but that which pays

. A quid pro quo :
Ye'vochirped thelr cqr:‘bbl}z’grgcd a-bleeze
To tak yougo.

They ca’ you faithlces, feckless guh.
Your twitter splte, your chirplo’ snash ¢
You're guld for naethin’—hatchin’ fash
¥or thnity tolk,
Whase corn yo steal and fruit-treca hash
Untll yo boke.

Fewdaur to sing your pratses noo
As syno wo did when first yo flew
Arout’ our streets Ib scarch o' brew
. Amang thedrays,
When philanthropes about you throw
New-1angled mase,

Na, na, pulr thing, ye've had your day:
Sas tak advico and wing your \ngc
Whaur Nsturo's stores nae stint betray
0 besst or bird,
Whaur Ceres’ bounteous gitts dl-ghy .
A weel-kept hend,

Qur social teat's a golden rule

That tips wi’ gold Soclety’s fool,

To leave him {n the lurch, puir fool,
As soon's they t re,

To les bl starve in shame and dool—
In tear-wet mire.

And mon and birds, ‘twixt hope and fear,
Maun bow before the nescient sncer,
To see at truth tho iddy feor
And tapele turn
A weel planned lifo, beshronk and sere
Thro' oenseless scomn,

The lP:u'l:\h'.s prospect, even Death

Whtlea glidens owro w!* fickle faith,

To hide his grucsome dart beneath
The worl'ssmillo :

Wheao that's withdrawn he staps the breath
Wi witherls' wile,

Hae birdle, jlst mak vp your min’

To thole the Casuck's heartless grin,

Ordight your neb, fco up, and rin
To southcra shore,

Whaur dearth o' focd yo'll never fo°
Nor help implore.

Or stay and dce, for that's your fato,
Sinos whilom freqos, becoine sedate,
Nas langer ¢’ your virtues prate,
But at you laugh,
Hoping that Acht{-?i\'o wiil date
‘our epltaph.

TUE EPITAPH.

Haere lles puir birdle, starved to death,
Broclit owro {rac Alhion's tragrant heath
By freens word.pledgrd to Fuard frae scalth
A harmless bipd—
Fause-hearted freens that haried falth
And brak their word,

Lat's hope tho weltd may teach usa’
To vuitd our faith beyond the law,
That grcets our riss wi' Joud eclat,
1ts eud 20 pave,
And's §i3s as gleg to scc us fa’
Oz fn our grave,
Quedte.

Becollections of Childhood.

Sweet memorics of childhood are very
poetical, and tho author of the *Old Oaken
Buckee'’ has told us how charming were bis
own carly sssociations. But we have here
the recollections of & bad boy, whicharenot
s0 plesrirg, thoogh expressed with much
pootic license :

How dear to thls heart aro tho scenes of my child.

When dread retrospection presents them to view;

Tho dunce-block. the rules by which 1 was tortured,
And o'cu the old all‘vlpcr infancy I view,

uite d spondent with terror I shied it,

Aond stll] it like a cataract fcil §

Tho paper call-d foolscap, how oft Aid I try it,
Add alvo the slipper that a)lrpe'! me well;

The old lestheralipp 7, tho well-worn slirper,

That dreadiul olS 2Mpper that slippert at me well,

That dreadful 0'd adipper I ball witk dhf!euuro.
For oft betoro noon £ was found to yicld,
And feit ="twas the oppoeito of pleasure,

Tho dreadtuliest torturo ascheol ma’amoould wield,
1ow ardent 8 .¢ eized §t, with oyes that were glow.

ing,
And qulgl on my well-tanned facket it fel?,
Then s00n on this trombling youth overflowing,
How flippant and checrless it rosc and 18 fell
That ola Jeather alipper, the wcll.worn slipper,
That dreadful old slipper that alipped at mo well

—For Truth,

Contentment.
P, ALYRXD FATRICK,

low oft we sith ard wish for wealth?
1low olt we scck Jor pomp and power?

How oft, when Llemed with lito and health?
We sigh and sigh fot something more,

How little we appiiiate

Thees blesings God has treely glven?
How slow we are 20 seck the graco

That roakes our earth below n Heaven,

How rarely do we otrlvo to Lo

Endowed with Heaven's great boon, content?
How oft. when old, ook hack to sco

Oor 1ife's best ycats with grumbling spent?

1lon valn our earthly hopesl How valn
Ambitions of our youthful day 1

Que lifetime, thon smooth.rising, thn.
Seome now gtorm-t04t a8 Blacay's Bay.

And why? the question's olten asked,
And e:ho stil) glves answer, why?

But {s’t not that our 1ife 18 passed
Unthinking now tolivoor dle ?

Ob, let usthon that blesslog seck,
Which maketh rich, yet adde not sorrow |
Through which, when tciopted, tired, and weak,
- Wounay of Christ, our hitlper, borrow,

We then ehall find our life, alite
That yicldeth profit, ave, and pleasure ;
That briogs (reward of Chrlstian strite)
Truo happluess In Bowing meastro,

lderton, Ont,
~—¥or T'ruth,
In Memoriam.
BY 8, MOORR,

Brave Geueral Gordon | thy exalted name

Now stands the higheat ou'the 15t of fame ;

A soldier akilled in all the arta of war,

A horo, 100, the Lravest of the brave,
Kbartoum’s brave defender, sold, betrsyed §
Oh1 would that wo had sent the timely aid,

Ero dcomed to thy unknown and lonely g-ave;
Al 1 It was sad 0 leavo theo Lo thy fate,

And only send the succour when toolate.

Tby aecds In China spread thy fame abroad,
And wo had learned thy honored name to blevs~
A Christlan hero truating in his God,

Whoee onward path was one of marked suocess —
Butthine {s now the crown of righteousnces,

Quebec,

To a Bprig 0' Heather.

M. W,
My bonufe spray o pink and green,
t breatbes the bloom o° Sootla’s bracs,

Your tiny blossoms blink tholr e'en,

Ta ‘ﬁie me gllmpee o° Ither darve—
The days when youth oer.ran the hille,
A-datfin wi' the lifo that's free,

'id muirland music snd the rille,

That sing the psalm o' liberty,

Your wea Lit threads o' crimpit fringe
Anco shed thelr fragranco in the wieun,
Whaur silonce hears tiio Lurnle bringe
And o’erthe scaur its prattio sen' ;
And now yourbonnfe Sowerets bluk
To wiud mo o' the burnlo'ssang
To wove mwy heart perchanca tothink
O’ 1nirth that through thebye-zane rang.

Erowhile the hillslde breczes kise'd
‘The dew.drops frae Jour coronet,

Or made you mmuile, as thro® the miss
The peep o' day dispelled tho wet ;
And now your bloom's the token sweot

O’ freenship ib a britber's hears
That smiles {0 Beo our Cares retreat,
Whon freenship acts a brither’s pars.

—«-Thoabove verses were wiitten on recelving a 8t.
Andrews Dav rcmemberance from Mr, Willlam
Drysdale, Montreal.

Qaebec.

—

The Farmer's Wife.

Sce tho faitbfol wite, from sun to sun,
Tane the burden up that's never doue ;
Therels no reat, thero is no pay,
For the houschold good sho must work away :
For to mend the trock,
Atd to knit the eock,
And tho cradle to rock,
All for the good of the home.

When the autumn fa hore with chilling Llast,
The farmer gatbers his crop at 1asg,
iis Lazns are full, bis ieldy are bare,
For the good of the land he no'ez bath care,
While it Llows,
And it snows,
Till the winter goes,
1lo rests from tho work of the land.

But tho willing wite, till life's cleslng oy,
1s the chlidren’s and the husband’s stay,
Frem day to dsy sbe basdone her baat,
Unti] death alone can give her rest.

For atter tho test,

Comes therest,

With the blest,

In the farmer’s heavezly home,

———

Master Sparrow.

Every morning Master Sparrow
To mg‘ qulct dwelllog comes,
Whero he makes s hearty breakiast,
For 1 ive him nico soft crumbs;
In retum, he often preaches
Littlo ecrmons unto mo ;
And it you could only hear them,
*Words Inscason” they mizht be.

Mastor Sparrow is not handsome,
Very plainly lo hie dressed ;
Far fromn homo ho never travels,
Norcan build & pretty nest;
He s not a skfiful songster,
And has fewer friends than foce,
But his Hic Is feco from sadnew,
And a carcho never knows,

And yet Master Sparrow daily
11as his every meal to seck.
For he cannot on the Monday
Get enoughio Jast tieweek ;
And sorzetmes 1n depth of winter,
When 1ho enow s oa the ground,
K'¢n the needed little morsel
1s with difficulty found.

Manter Sparrow’s wants arc alaays,
By his Maker's hand aupplied
And tho lark, and thnoh and goldfinch
Ate provided forbesido:
Oh. it God 80 kindly fecds them,
Keeps them over In his view,
Wil you not belleve, doar zoader,
Tuat he surcly cares for youl




