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TRUTH.

The DLort's Puge,

FIVE DOLLARS

Will be given esch Weuk for the Best
Pieoe of Postry finitablo for Publi-
oation in This Page.

In order that we may secure for our Poetry
Page the vary beet productions, and as an
{ncentive to increased interest in this de-
partment of TruTH, wo will give each week
a prize of r1vE ($65) DOLLARS to the persou
sending us the beat plece of pootry, either
seleated or criginal, No conditions are at-
tached to the offer whatever. Any reader
of TRuTE may compets. No money is re-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
the sender of the beat poem, irrespective of
person or place, Address, ‘“Editor Poet's
Page, TrurH Office, Toronto, Canads.” Bo
sure to note carefully the above address, as
contributions for this page not so addressed
will be liable to be overlooked. Anyone
can compets, a3 a solection, possessing the
necessary merit, will stund equally as good
& ohance of securing the prize as anything
original, Let our readers show their appre-
olation of this liberal offer by a good lively
competition each week,

THBE AWARD.
The following tonching poem, sent by
Miss Mary MoNlel, St. Thomas, Ont., has
been awared the prize tor this week,

Guilty ornot Guilty.

She 82004 at the barof justlze,
A creature wan and wild,
In form £,0 small for a woman,
In features 100 old fora child;
For alook 80 worn and pathet'o
Was atamped on bar pale y.ung faco,
1t secmed long years of sufforiog
Must have lafg that sllent trace,

“Your name,” ¢ald the judge as ho oyed her,
With kindly look, yet kesn,
1s* ¢ Mary MoGulre, if you p'eate, air.”
** And your age?’ I am turned f{tesn.
“We ary, * and tion from a paper
He slowly and ;anoly voad s
¢ You're charged hers, I smeorry 10 say it,
With stealing thres Joaves of bread,

**You look not like an offender,
And I hope thatyou can show

A passlovate burst of weeping
Was at finst the sole reply,

Rut she drie: her oyes 1u & momant,
Aud looked in the judge's eyo,

“1 will e}l you how it was, mar;
My Iather and mother are dead,
And my Uttle brothers and sisters
Were hungry and asked me Jor bread.
At first T earnad I8 for them
By working bard al] day,
But somel.ow times wercjhard, klz,
And the work all fell away.

1 oould get no mrre employment,
The woather was bitter cold,
The young onts cried and shivered—
(Little Johony's but four years old)—
So whas was I 20 do, alr?
1 am gulity, butdo not condemn,
1 t90k—noh, was it stealing 71—
The broad to give to them.”

Every maniin the court rcom—
(;xy bearded and thoughtlees youth —
Knaew as bo looked upon ber,
Tha' the prisone spoke the truth,
Out from thelr e98 came 'kerchlofs,
Out foom thelr o{u sprang tears,
And out from old {aded wallets,
Treasures hoardod for ; sars.

The judge's face waga study—
The strapgest you sver saw,
And be cloared histhroat and murmured
Somethlog abous the law:
For one 80 learned in such matiers—
80 wise {u deallng with men,
He scemad oo a sfngle quetion,
Sorely parzied fost then,

Bub no one blawed himor
Whea
*The seatence of this young
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And 10 one blamsed him or wondered,

sz Maxy McwmiL,

The Three Little Ohairs.
Thay stalons by the bright wood Gre
The gray-balred 50:\0 agﬁ aged alre,
Dreaming of d'u" gone by;
The Sear-drope {ell on each wrinkied cheek,
They both had thoughts they could not
And each hoart ustered a eigh,

Fot theirsad and toarful eyes descried

Threo little chalrs placed sf{de by sido
againat the sitting-room watl;

Old.fashloned enough aa thore thoy stood—

Thelr seats of fiag and their frames of wood,
With thelr backs so high and tall,

Then the sitt shook his sllvery head,
And with trembling voloo he gonily said :
** Mother, these empty ohalrs,
Thoy bring us such sed thoughts $7-night,
Wo' l‘Eummn torevor out of sight
In thesmall dark réom upetaire.”

But ehe answerod, ** Father, not yol,
For 1100k at them, and I forget
That the children are away;
The boys come back, and our Mary, too,
With her apron on of checkered blue,
And alt here every day,

!* Jolinny comes back from the billows deep;
Willle wakos trom bl battis field sloep
To say good-night to mo;
Mary's a wite and mother no more,
But a tired child whoes playiime 1o o'or,
And comoes ¢ rest al my kaoee,

¢*So, let them stand thero, though empty now,
And every time when alone wo Low
At the Father's throne to pray
We'il asak to meet the ohildren above,
1n ourEav our's homo of rest and love,
Whare nochild goeth away."

East Glouoestor, Mase, Miss Eva NiLzs,

8sy aKind Worn When You Qan.

What wero life without some one to chesr us
With a word or a amile on our way §
Afriend who {4 faithtully near ue,
And heeds nos what others may say ;
The bravest of spirite have often
Half failed In tho race that they man,
Fora kiad word lito's hardebips t0 soften ;
8o say & kind word when you can,

Earch one of us owns {0 somofalling,
Though s0ms may have more thon the rest;
There’s no good in hoodleul{nnﬂmf
g thelr boat.

'Galngt those who arostrlv
Remember, a word spoke oomghlnlcg
May bllgin overy efort and plan;

A kindword would help in attaloing ;
S0 say a kind word when you can,

Oh! .l‘lf s kind wod, then, whenever

‘Twill make the heart cneerfuland glad ;
But chlefly—forget s, ob'Inover—

To one who is hopeless and sad,
Theve's 0o word 80 easy in saying,

80 begin, it {ou have not began ;
Ol ! never In lite bo delaying

%o ssy a kind word when you can,

A Ory from an Indian Wife.

l'{y Forest Brave, my Red akiu love - farewoll;
6 may not meot t0-morrow~ who can tell
‘What mignty ills befall our Jitts. vand,

Or what you'll suffer {rom the white man’s hand?
Herels yourXknife, 1 thought'twassheathed foraye,
No roamlog bleon calls for to-day ;

No hide o prairie cattle will It maim~

Tho plaing are baze —t sesks & nobler game §
‘Twill drink the lte-blood of a soldfer host.
Go~tlse and strike—no matter what the cost.
Yot stay. Revolt not at the Unlon Jack,

Nor take revonge upon this stripling pack

Of white faced warriors, marchiog weat to quetl
Our fallen trlbe that r.es to rebel,

They allareyoung, aod beautiful, and good ;
QCurso 10 the war thatapills thoir harmless blood
Curee to the fa.to that brought them from the east
To be our chiefs—to make our natlon least

That breathes the alr of this vast continent.

8t1'}, thelr new suleand counci] is well meant.
They but for-get we Indians owned the land
From ocean unto .ce.n ; that they stand

Upon a 20l thas centuries agone

Was our solo kingdov, and our right alone,

Thoy never think how they would feel to-day,

12 gomegeat 1 tion came frem far away,
Wresting the  country from thelrhapless braves,
Giviog what they pave us—but wars, and graves.
Then go, and e for liberty and lite,

And bring back hosour to your Indian wife,
Your wifet ah, what of thay— who cares for me?
Who pitles my poor love and agony ?

‘What white-robed priest prays for your satety hero
As prayer s sald tor every voluanteer

That swella tho ranks that Canada sends out?
Who prays for victry for the Indian scout

Who prays for our poor natlon lﬁng low?

None -therafore take your to wk ap go,

My heart may break and bum unto §ta coro,

Yot I am atroog to bld 30u go to war.

But stay. Myheart is ot dbe only one

That grieves the loas of husband and of son
Thiok of the mothers o'er the inland ceas;
Think of the } ale-taced maiden on her knees
Qao pleads ber God to some sweet-‘aced child
That marched on to the North-West wild.
Tho other prays to shield her youth from harm,
To streogihen his youog, proud uplitted arm.
Ah, how her white face quivers thus £o think
Your tomabawk hig life’s best blood will drink,
8he never thinks of my wild, aching breast,

Nor dreams of your dark face and ocagie crest
Eodsagered by a thousand rifis balls.

My heart the target “* my warrior falls.

01 coward self—1 hesstate no mere.

Go forth—and win the glaries of the war.

O 1 heard o'ertraught—O 1 nation lying low—
God, and fair Canada hrve willed it 90,

Picton, Ont, grey Wixkxrock,

“Let Slesping Dogs Lic,"”

014 Engiand’s sons arc English yet,

Old Eagland's heart is lflon K
And stiil she wears the corone

Aflame with gword wdnngi
As In thelr pride ourfathers dfed,
di”ﬁdb&ﬁﬂlm‘ who will,

w.

‘Tho sceptreof the l!:.“’
Bagland, etand fast] et hoard and hand be ateady;
Be thy first word thy lagt—~Ready, aye roady !

Some say we'vo made of treda our klog,
Bomoiay our blood {s 0old
That Irown our lips no lon‘ro: ring
Tho trumpes notes of oid.
With glbe and Jeer ttey gather near
The sloerlnz {cn's den ;
O(‘l)';ugon fl‘rl.l (] kl"’“l b‘e“wne
ese *'shopkeeplog” men,
Eogland, stand mf 1 Iov heart and hand by steady;
1o thy firet word thy last—Ready, aye ready |

We've Ralelghs s\l for Ralelgh's part,
We've Nelvons yet unkoown ;
The pulses of tho Lion-heard
Boat on umu;sb Welllngtoa.
Hold, Brisop, bold tby croed of old~
Buonﬁ 1oe and stead!ast frliend ;
And etill unto thr motto true,
Dety not, but detend )
England, stand fast ) Int bears and hand be steady ;
Bo toy first word thy last—Ready, aye ready |

Falnt not, oor fal}, ye sons of those

The bravess born of men ;
Qur nearest friends mey be our foos

When turns the wheal agaln.
The while we )).r:{. la Heaven’s good day,

The zelgn o ate may oote,
wn, with weaponsdrawn,

We walt the tuck of drum !

England, stacd fast| lot hears and hand be ateady ;
Be thy first word thy last—~Ready, aye ready !

Martlogham, Que. M. HicoiNs0N,

He Doeth All Things Well.
1 nmcénb‘et kow Iloved ber, when a Mitle guiltices
Toaw bor ul:d the cradle se sho looked o me and
My cu %l' happinoess was full, my Joy no tongus can
And 1 vl:l:il‘ned.the Glorious Glver, He doethall things

Months paseed. That bud of promiss was unfolded
hour by bour ;
1 thoughr. that earth had never amiled upon a falrer
ower,
So beautituf 1t well might grace the bower whers an.
W

els dwe
And w'm. ita frsgranes to His throne, who doeth all
things well,

Years passed, that lfitle sister was an doar as Ute to
And W:(sil:) {n wy usconsclous heart, a wild idola-
1 wonhl'}?.nd atan earthly abrine, luredby some magic
l‘orgot‘(':hot the prafse of Him, who doeth all things

Her's was the beauteous star that round my pathway

shone,

Amid the darksome vale of tears, through which we
Journ.y on,

Its radlance cbtcured the light, which round His
throne doth dwell,

And I wandered far away from Him, who dosth all
things well,

Thatstar went down in beauty ; but it shineth sweet-
now,
Ins n’x'lglhz'.nd dazzling coronet that decks the
Savicur's brow;
Sho bowed t the Destroyer, who ahefts none may

repel
But we méw. for God hath told us, He doeth al
things well.

I romember well my sorrow, as 1 stood besido her

0! my &ocp and hearfelt angulah when they told me
© Way

And ogel that cup of bitterness, 1ot not my heart re-

God gave, e took, He will restore; He do cth all
things well 1

—For Truth,
Legend of the River Olouds,
BY [TARRINT AXN WILKIXS,

Onco {o far-off ancleny times,

Odla went through many ollmes

Sons and dsughters walked with i;lm.
Trackod the shadowy forests dim

Al the d y andall the night

Till they resched the long-sought helght,
Where the Rainbow Bridge Is epanued,
Oaly guldo to Life'’s blest land.

Odin unto Helmdale came,—
;‘Wu&e’;o( the &yutlo“mmo.
am Odia, o] [}
Arxfously 'g.wnch and wall,
We must drink of Urda's stream,
Lito immortal is no dream;
Let my children, cne and all,
Dilok, and fear ot Death's cold thra)l.”

He!mdale then tha bolte unburt,
“'Hold,” ctled he, *‘the youngess fieat *
S0 they passed o3, one by oae,

Till Viug Thor, the eldest son,

Placed hig foot upon thetrmck,

Then tho Warder drsw him back.
'Ving, the stroag, the brave, the free,
Raiobow Bridgoe ts not for thee.”

Than Viog’s falr brow ffushed with wrsth—
“Why am I forbid thig path?

‘Why dost thom koeep Lack trom e
Draughts of immortality T

*“Viog, I koow tbes, Jook aside

At the river cloude 30 wide.

Kvempt and Ermpt can lesd 02 to

‘Whete Lite's waters flow for you.”

Then a fiaslno! pamion flew

From Viog’s eyes of azure hue,

And io a muttered wrath he said,
*Why must I thug bow my head

T the storm, and cloud, ard nighs?
Loso each scane of love and light,
Lope sweet Allln, loved and falr,

For aho oannot foliow there,”

Odln spake: “My'son of sireogth,
Linger no for thou ad length,

8ball the founta of Unia galn,

Then what matter croes or paln,”

Viog turnad from the ralobow shroude,
Plunged deep in the river clouds;

Yot he feld hle teet had hold

Down bensath thy waters cold,

Through the dashing of the spra;

8otily gleamed the moon's b gh{ ny,
Aud 69, oft $o hissurpriee,

Flahed swoet Allln's loving eyea,

Whon he sesmed almost a wreok,

Hoz soft srime were round his neok ;
When Hope's ires wote smouldering low,
Her warm lips were on kisbrow,

Yiog, the mighty, held his way,
Bagaling with the atorm and spray ;
Lsam{ux Kveupt and Ermpt ‘ed op,
Where the horee of old bave goao.
Aund \'ln‘g;'n:or, the kind, the strong,
Found that he was chose ere Jong
First of Odin‘s sone 80 drink

At th' immortal rivers brink,

Thie the Jegend : brothee dear,

(] path ‘mid wators drear?
Forhy feet no rainbow arch?
Thuiough tbe river cloude thy march?
Learn to suffer and be strong,

Heaven will Relp the rizhi ere long.
Kvempt and E¢apt ol l1ead theoe, t00,
‘Wheore Life's waters flow for you.

64 Maln 8t., Hamliton,

—For Truth
The Lily acd the Bunbeam.
BY R4, W, Y, BRUNTOK,

Whore the clear Iake revealed tta slirry orost,
Whila mconbeams glittersd o'er it azure braast,
A gracelu] lily reazed her fragilo head,

Breathing ewoet odours from her moesy bed ;

Her xi:njn leaves drooped o'er the starlit wave,
Seemlog t3 woo the mmbun&boun It gave,

Buts pever could the placid lake’s cold !l..

‘Thrill she brighy lily quesn with thoughte of bllss,
Nor oould the f2agrant breezs ones), Impart,
Whose genial wa:mth mighs move ger feozen heart,
On her white breaat she dew drope seomed to shiae,
Like gilts of homagelald at beatity‘s shrine,

But who would lager oot this weary lite,

‘Mid aV {ts many soenesof paln and staite,
Withc s one 'gleunol love, 0ne oherlshed form,
To fesd the thoughts, and ol'ag 15 *mid the storm,
Thug, tho’ the virgin lily blossomed alone
Whilesuitors gathered round her 11y throne,
Still, she had d d of some endesring tle,
Some soft mysterious link of sympsathy.

The suomajestio, climbed the gilded wava,

A ses-g0d bursting from his coean cave ;

Proudly be fling his :dno or hill and vale,

Thet §Muu » all dim and pale ;

One wand'ring sunbeam soughs tho lily’s bower,
Kisslng tha petals of the statsly flower,

Glowing with light xnd beauty trom above,

He warmed hertrozen hears to 1i{e and love,

And now 1o longer pensive and awake,

The lily drooped upon the gluly 1ake,

But fondly turning whers tho sunbeam lay ;

Her fragrant soul seemed wingled with the ray,
When, lo!] a threat’sing storm rose wild and high,
Dack turid clouds ohsoured the raalant sky,

The sudden knf;lt awoeplog o'or the vale,

Bore desolation in the howling gale ;

Tho falthiul itly, shattered Ly the fray,

Stlil sought with wisttul glance the fcetlag ray,
That falnt and misty, soarcely Fletoed the cloud,
Whoss eavious vapour srove ite iight toshroud,
‘Tl the rnde whirlvind quenched the fli kerlng

beam,
Like the Last faind rev embrance of a dream.,
Then the brulsed llly breathed one sorrowing olgb,
Claecd her crushed leaves and bowed herself to die,
E'en 20 with woman, ‘midst attilction’s storm,
Herlove still lingers round the chetlzhed form ;
In joy and sunshine, mlnrx and X
Hes smile revives, her hand sti'l gives reltet,
And when death’s angel summons bim away
To brlqhm teglons of everlasilog day,
Then, like the :I‘Ig. when ths bsam grew dhn,
8he bows her head,

and meekly dies for him,
~For Tru
In the Btreet.
MAb ¥ A, MATTLAND, STRATZORD, ONT.
Bhe was swingiog on a railing,
1ron ralling {2 ** The Square,”
And she sucked tho mellow orange
With a gusto that was rare:
When a greedy little Avab
‘With a koon and business eye,
Spled ahe trcat aLd heard the sucking
As hopassed the mafden by.

Then his syse grow wide and wider,
Apa his thin lips spread apart,
As he watclied her draw the nectar
¥From ths uu]p( yollaw heart ;

And he shuftled {o’hls brogans
To & nearer, choloer spos,

Where he looked the very picture
Of the puppy In ** Too Hot I*

Al fous of her watch
Hdwang the malden to and fr0;
8ucked and swung In Id)e languor,
T{ll she beard a covgh below;
Then she starod 1o blue.eyed wonder
Ag ahis heazd the gamin say—
*Haln ¢t gos nuthin’ onrumpt{ouc. Heater,
And my mammy’s desd to-day I

Quick, she bounded to the par t,
And, withous asingls qualm,

Thiust her Sreclou shruonken treagure
in his Uitle dirty palm;

/:a the curbitone then together
8at tue pairin allence down,

‘While Miss Hestor seatched the pooket
In har thin and tastered gown.

From its depths oame pippin pazings -
ite & goodiy little store,
Halta bisculs, ard a bull's-eye
That had service scen be!
Then her face
she her gitts $o Joe,,

As
Xod the hungry orphsn Arad
ron:lxno,ofr’toahm




