TRUTH.

 ohe Lort's Fage,
FIVE DOLLARS

Will be given each Week for the Best

Piece of Poetry Suitable for Publication

in This Page,

In order that we may secure for our Pootry
Pago the very beat productions, and as an
fncentive to increased interest in this de.
partment of TRuTH, wo will give each week
s prize of F1VE ($5) DOLLARS to the person
sending us the best plece of poetry, either
selected or original. No conditions are at-
tached to the offer whatever, Any reader
of TRuTI may compete. No money is re.
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
the sender of the beat pvem, {rrespectivo of
persva or place. Address, ‘‘Editor Poot's
Page, Truth Office, Toronto, Canada.” Be
sure to note carefully the above addrcus, as
contributions for this page not so addressed
will bo liable to bs overlooked. Anpyone
can compete, as a selection, possessing the
pecestary merit, will stand equally as good
» chance of sccaripg the prize as anything
original, Lot our readers show thelr appre-
ciation of this liberal offer by a good lively
competition cach week.

THE AWABRD.

The following little poem, entitled
“After,” eclected and sent in by “E, W,
E.,” Toronto, is considered to be entitled to
the prize this week. Thoemajority of poems
sent in for competition are altogether too
long. ‘‘After,” beailes being & very pretty
little selection is just about tho length we
like poems to be. The full name and ad-
dress must be furnished for publication by
“E. W, E.” before the money will be Jmld
oser. In all casos hereafter the sender’s
name and address must bo attached to the
pocm eent in order to gain the attention of
the cdi or.

—n

—=Selected.
After.

After tho shower, the tracquil sun;
Alter the snow tho emerald leaves;

Silver stirs when the day ia gone,
After the harvest geldeneheaves,

After the clouds the violet sky;
Atter the atwrm tho lull of waves;

Quuet words whenthe winds go by ¢
After the battle peacelul graves;

After the kuell the wedding balls;
After the bud the rdlaut reve §
Jaytal greetings trow sad farewells;
Alter outr weepiog sweet repoee,

After the burden the biletul moed §
After the Light the downy ucet
After the furrow tho wakiog eced §

After the sbadowy river—rast,

Qanada's Pioneers,
BT DR, DUITIS,

Oorfathers} Where are they? thoes heroes of old,
Whose brave hearts apd strong arms were nerved
for tho etrife,
*Mid dangers, to battle with suffer{ngs untold,
And watm with thels * “s-blood a nation to life?
They have gono trowm 1y scenes and (Le homes oace

their own
Olt unwept, 1o thelt low narmow houses alone,

0 bdrave plonéers, by whoee hard handed toil
The pr‘menl torcsts were qulckly removed,

And flefds taught to yleld uprich frulta from thelr soll,
Wherc'erst tho wild beastsand the flerco sarago

reved §
Strozg of "dmb"l stout of hoart, bronzed with sunabine
and 13
They hn{e sorx’z'o 1o their rest, but thelr labors ro
mnain,

.

Though their graves are uvkoown, and the marble

snot
ol tho?:«'l they achioved~there are monuments
reared
More lasting than marble—more noble‘ban what
la1ho wake of the warrior too oft have appeared §
Out beautitu) country, tach biroad acro and town,
Are memoriale that tell of those Zico of renown.

Qurarts and our sclenoe, our churches and schools
Vur governmont, based on foundations of tight ;
Our high courts of justico, where eqnlty rules,
Qur natlon an hionor, unsullled and brigh:
0! the wisdom that gulded ovr ancestors tol
When they e’l(i.“d.d this natlon—tway we balld it
a8 wi

Rlagaton, Oat,

A Dinner and s Kiss,
BY MRS, 3, L, RATNE,

1 have brought your dinner, fathor,”
The Liackemith's daughter sald

As sho took from her armaa hettlo
And Jifted ite shining ld.

¢ There's not any ple or ,mddlng,
801 will glve youthle’

And vpon his toll.worn forehead o,
Bhe lett a childieh kiss,

Tho Llacksmith toro oft his apron
,Aud dined fo happy mood,

Woudering much at the savour
Hid 1n his humble food,

Whileall about him wete visions
Full of prophetio blles;

Butho uever thought of tho maglo
In hls lttle daughters kivs.

While she with hor kettle swinglog,
Merrlly trtudgod away,
Stepplnf atelght of asqulerel,
Catching some wild Lird's lay,
And 1 thought how wany a shadow
Of lifo and fate we shoul 4 1ulss,
1 always our frugsl dinners
Wezo seasoned with & kiss.

In Bokemia.
JOIIX BITLEO'RRILLY.

I'd rather live in Bohemia than in any other land,
For only thero arv tho values true,

And thelaurels gathered in all men's view.

The prizes of tr.tlic and statc are won

By shrewdness or force, or by deeds undone;
But tane ts swecter without tho feud,

Aud tho wise of Bohemis are nover shrewd,
tcre pilgrins atream with a fafth sublimo

From every class and clime and time,

Asplring only to be ensolled

With tho naines thataro writ In thebook o' geld;
Aud each ouo bears In mind or hand

A palm of the desr Bohemian land,

The scholar firat, with his hook—» youth
Aflamo with tho glory of barvested truth 3

A gls} with & picture, a man with A play,

A boy with a wolf he has modeled faclay 3

A smith with a marvelous hilt ana sword,

A player, s kfog, a plowman, a lord—

Avnd 1he player 1a kivg whea the door is passed.
The plowman {s crowned, and the lord is last?
1'd rathor fail In Bohomia than win la another land ;
There sro uo titles tnhierited there,

No hoard or hope for the brainless helr ;

No gilded dullard native bora

To starc at bis fellow with 1zaden scorn §
Hoherwna has noze but adopied eons ;

1ta Jimits, where Fancy's bright stream runs;

Its honors, not gataered for thrift or trade,

Bus for beauty and truth men's sons have made,
To the empty heart in s jaweled breast

Thero is value, maybe, In a purchased crest;
But thothimty of sout 800n learn to kaow

The molstureless {roth of the socisl show |

The vulgar sham of the pompous feast,

}them tae hﬁsvl‘en‘pum !n the highost peiest;

° Y, ped aba jced,
In the name of & cautfous, statistical Chrlet;
Tae smllo reatralaed, the reapectabie cant,
Whore a friend in nced i a triond In want §
Wheto the only alm e 10 keep aticat,
And & brother may drwa with a cry in hls throat.
Ob, 1long for the glow of a kiudly heart and the
grasp of a friendly hand,
And I'd rather live in Bohemta than any other land,

—For Truth,
The Woods are full of Them.”
(Y'e ancient saying.)
. A BALLADE OF THE SPRING,1SS5.
BYC. P MNULVANT, N. D,

The woods are full of weather-wom
Fallen {ragment tree.trunks lets forlorn
From last yearslumber harvest crop
01 pines with thuuder-sditten t0p;
Of sapliogs that no lcaves adorn;
01 bitter turrenncss and thorn 3
0! all things withered, trampled, tom—
0! tallea lowce and broken lprop

The woods are full.

And yet through boughs by winter shorn

8pring pulsce wake this April ot ;

Aud when the maplo ehoot we 10p

Tho sweet sap tricxies drop by drop;

And ¢f her Jors that sone pecd scorn,
The woods are full

——

—For Truth,
Oanada.
P. Wizweor.

1lovo the Jand that gave me birlh,
Tho' cold her north wind blows:

Ilove her fco bound winter lakes!

1claim a kioship to tho flakes
Thas form her vitgin snows.

I'vo roved In maav a southern clmo
Whacere orange Llossoms wave s
Whero broad bananas fan the ale;
Whoere flourishes the cltron fale
do tho azure wave.

I've 1aln beneath tho reyitic’s shade;
Beneath the vaving palm ;

Amid the oleatder groves,

Where summer perfumes ever 1ove,
With many a fragraut balm.

I've pulled the luclous, tragrant pine,
And culled pomegranates falr—

The sugar .’YT“ of the south,—

Arnd datcs—those conquerars of thodrouth—
And cherlmoyas 1ate.

r\?hmn b‘anuth‘ tho crystle wase

0 coral 1peect's hom

Bright flowars that wﬂh:kc ratabow vio,

Atrd beaut!>08 abells that soatiered )Mo
Beneath the ooean’s fo\m.

I've watchod the molien troplo’s sun
Go down beneath the sta—

Where Chimbotaso cleavesthe sky,

Ablazo with many a sunsot dye
Reflected on our lea.

I've watched the ponderous sport of whales,
10 southern scas at play;

I've watched the Chillan condor’s fllght

To towering crag; where first the light
Proclaime tho dawning day.

I've neen the llrhtnlng fiah trom eyes
Where inidoigbt shadows 1o §

When Spala's proud dsughter met my viow

With locxe that mock theraven's hae,
Whose plufons cleave the sky.

Dermuda’s daughters oo, 1've seen,
Whoso beautles Moore has sung
And trieadship’s warm right haad I've met
1feel the tingling pulses yot—
From strangers roved among

But over turns my heart to thee,
My bright Canadian home ;
And deatel growthy broad green lakes,
Tb{ slivery streamy, thy woodland brakes,
yith every step 1 roaay,

The proud magnolia’s bloom Ilove ;
The myrtle’s perfumed shades ;
But, oh! how aear above them all,
A slogle cefmeon leat ot fall
By iluron’s wmaplo gladie.

By Huron's suanyshores I've left
My dearest fziends on earth ;

May God's own mantle from above

Enfold them and tho land 1 love-—
The land that gave meblrth.

“ ~For Truth.
Hold the Fort.”
(Version in MNedicral Latin—RMelre same as in the
onginal)
BY C. P\ XULVAXY, .1

t.
Faoce surgit signum Regfs,
Fesal m!meEl &
Dobellantis sola gregis
Lux et alma spes,

* Arcem fortes occupato
Expectantes Mo 1™

Respondecus ** Jew, grate
Adjuvanto Tel”

1
Ecce turor Internorum,
Ec8athanus dux;
Scd agmintbus nostrorum
Stat vexillum cruz,

** Arcem fortes occupate
Expectautes Me:*

Respondemus *- Jesu, grate,
Adjunvaute Te.”

ut.

Foce tulget teiumphalls
Regis purpurs ;

Regis talls nox rezalis
8it victorla,

*“ Arcem fortes occupate
Expectantes Me;

Respondemus ** Jeau, grate,
Adjuvaute To.”

v
Pixlil perhoram tmzem
JAdest nostra spes;
Victor Christus cst per Crutem
'veef wilites,

“ Arcem fortes ocea'}»te
Expectantes Me!

R:spondexus ** Jeru, grato
AdJuvante To!"

What did the Privates do ?

Our dailles team with darlng deeds,
And books are filled with fame,

Brass bands will play and caanons rour
In houcr of the pame

01 men who held cominisions, and
Wezehopest, bravo avd true.

But still tho question comes tome,
What did the p.ivatcsdo?

Who were thoe mend 20 guard the camp
When tho focs vere hou:rlng ‘round?
Who dug the graves of comrades dear?
Whno lata them {n the ground ¥
Who sent the dying m e homo
To those he never knew
1t afticers dld all of thls,
What did the privates do?

Who wero the men to fill the placs
Of comrades aluln jo stnfe ?

Whno wero the mn to Tk thelr own-
To save » comrade’s life ?

Who was it }ived on salted pork
And broad 100 hard toctew ?

1¢ ofMcers dl4 thigalone,
What a1d tho privates do ?

Who 1ald in pits on ralay nights
All cager tor tho fray
Who marched beneath a scorching sun
Through mwany a toilome day?
Who paid thesutler double paice,
And scanty ratlons drew ?
I{ ofMicers get all tho prilee,
Then, what did privates do?

All honor to tho Lrave old boys
Who rallied at the call—
Without regard o nams or rank
m:\'e honor ?no and A N
cy'te pasaing over 0ts Ly OnC,
And soon they'll all bo g%n.
To_whero tho books will gurcly show
Just wka$ the boye bavo dane,

—ForTruth
Oharoh Bells, Forrut

BUPPLENRNTARY TO X, A, POR'S *' B3LLY.”

An atlempt to complete the poem swhich Poe left Tn.
eatnplete,

BY XDWAPD 8. QOULD,

Hear tho holy Sabuath bel's—
Chiristian belle
What a world ot consolatioa in thelr ulterances
dwellst

They commerate theday
Whea the “‘stone was rollod away
o Ffom ﬂ?o‘n?nlc}:u," wll‘z'uo lay

The Latd of Glory, slaia tor sin not Hisown;

‘Iher’; 11e burst the bands of death,
With Omnlpotence’s breath,
And majestically rose,
Telumphant o'er hlg foes,
hand of God—Thres ln one--
Where Hle makoth intercession
For our manifold teausgressdion,

Everniore.

Now the Lells are loudly calling, bidding
every one sepalr
To thesanctuary, where
Wo may offer prales and prayer
Thelr t%vlerbenung echoed through ths clrcumamnm.
en/

To the right

L,

Are rolling, rolling, rolllng,

They are calling, calling, calling,

In tones thas are consoling,

And in tonee thas are sppaling—

To bellovere, consolstion,

To tho scurners, condemoation,
Evermorol

8t} the bells are tolliag. tolllng,
Aud thefr echolog notes aze rolling
Over vale and play an 1 mouatsin,
Calling alt men to the Fountaln
Where life sud peace and joy are flowiug evermor
Evermore!
Now thelr tones grow Jouder, deepsr,
They might wako the dullest sleeper
0On Lhis peaceful Babbath morning,
With thelr word of solemn warning —
*Time § time { timo!
Time t time ! time ™
Thelr pond  tougues 1ecit ) 17,

“Timo}
Time ! time ! time !

Till the endlng ¢! the bour ends the chime:

Taocn each wwinglng Titan knells,

As his music peals and swells,

Fiom the towrr wherein he dwells,

Ris flual monosyllable of ** Time*
Whose mouotonous cadilices most faotastically

thyme
To the rolling and the tlling + o bells,

e v .. —For Truth,
His Literary Wife.
BY NRA. AXNIR L, JACK,

Yes, I'man old tims farmer, air, it iz a loncly lifo,
Butin tho ,pu.lon of wmy youth 1 took a scribblin

wile;

1 manl:% her o spite of triends, it was my own
11y,

But 1 had talth my love for her would cure the alelest

9,

1 3000 found mf' mistake out, though, you'll under.
stand, I msute,

F rhalf her nights and all her days were ¢pest at

literatoor,

Nomatter what the work mightbe. Mister, it mado
me gium,

That blo; upou our happlncss, the fukatain on the
thumb,

I couldn’t beuin 10 tell you the worry I've boen
throu

he—
1tallus Irritates old sores to opon ‘¢t anew.
“ Children? 3es, we have two; they'ro glrls, and
showoed when they was ymall,
A very nice domestic,turu and not like her at all,
Aug * Frosy ' (named Euphrosyne) is clghteen vome

next sprivp—
How sho can bake, and damn and cook, yet like a
mavie alog.

*“Maudy” was usmed for mother, she's sixteen, and
20 nea
You nev’cr ﬂndtfnenwckinga Rrow la holes about her
ect;
ldon't know how they learned it, but then mother
bad such skill,
And bloo'::!1 will tel in tamilies, her thrift's remembere

1
My wife? she's In New York Just now; she stays
there hall tho year
She ayohzhe “swinter's” fwlate, and dreadtul dreary

cte,

And then she has Sorosls, or something of thatkind,
(A sort of grange for wouien of & lterary mind.)

And %0 tll;e Qirls aud I arolett up in the mouataineg

cro 3
We're never lonscome, are weo, I ! weo've healthand
plentycheer,
My girls get married? that won't be toz mavy and

many a day ;
They'll not lcave fatherall sloae, now he fs old and
1Ay,
Ay lite So&ld be all darkness, without my gitls was
38
*“What! aro you crying, Frosy? why, what's tho
watter, dear?’
1f anyoune has hurted a hair of that bright head
ol m::‘ t:’xmwer forit tone. Whatlslt, air, you
Youloveher 3 Uttle F osy? I've loved her longest
though,
There's the wholo world $0 chosso from, leavo my
ewe lamb and go.
We've always beeh gettiT~child, do you love him,
Soquecr)'oudlook, andblushing. GoodGod I Uclievo
ou do.
What .li? y’ou are an editor, and lored her pocms
ot
Eophrosyne thl'.lng poetry? {1l luck has donce its
wors!
And now you'vo Rlv* up business and beught tho
Price catate?

You'ee bound to have herscems §0 me, Lo It Yro-
vidence ot late.

Chatesquasy Baaln, P.Q.




