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Bl Borks Bage.
“FIVE DOLLARS

—~WILL BE—

GIVEN BACH WEREHK,

Yor the Best Piecs of Poetry Suitable for
Pablieation in This Page.

In order that we may secure for our Poetry
Page the very beat productions, aud as an
incentive to increased interest in this de-
prriment of TRUTH, we will give each week
a prize of ¥1vx ($6) DOLLARS to the person
sending us the best piece of poetry, either
selected or original. No conditions are u-
tached to the offer whatever, Any reader
of TRoTH may compets, No money is re-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
the sender of the best poem, irrespective of
person or place. address, ¢‘Editor Poet’s
Page, Tnuta Office, Toronto, Canada.” Be
suro to noteoarefully the above address, as
contributions for this page not 80 addressed
will be liable to be overlooked, Anyone
can compete, aa a selection, possessing the
necessary merit, will atand equally as good
a chance of securing the prize as anything
original. Let our readers show their appre-
ciation of this libaral offer by a good lively
competition each week.

AOKNOWLEDGMENT.

Mrs, Edgar Jarvis, Rosedals, Toronto,
acknowledges the receipt of 85, por Mr.
Jarvie, award for prize poem published in
Trorn of April 4th,

THE AWARD.

The following poem, selected and sent by
Mr. J. H. Macdonald. Boom ¥ O,, Nova
Scotia, is awarded the prizo for this week,

The Xdeal andthe Real.

T ROSK ILAATWICK TIIORYR,

Ha shall be talf and kingly,
With lips that ne'er touch wins,
With on- 80 dark and plerclog—
This hero kuight of mine.
He shall be

And afl the worid shall honor
My brave and gallant koighs.

The ford of stately mansions,
Andcnnod'(&mthlylmo—
T waited for his coming,
Nor knew him when he came,
No crown ot earthly honors,
Nor riches did be bring ;
Iiis eves wero bloe and teader,
And Love’s hand crowned him king.

The years are loog and many
We've Journeyed side by side,
And he 19 stil]l my lover,
And [ am etill hig bride.

bappy
As with the love, and h:oor.
Aod truth, whioh crown the real?

The Trath, -
37 DR. BAAIER.

Bweet mow-white dove of light,
o hoveriug o'er Life's battle-field,

Ay

Nor ever stalned by murky fiigh
Whare diffe bzln h‘:\h m&h“nnu«l;
0y

A gl o(thlutpgueh
And climi oourss $0 watch,
'ro-::’wmmmmnlnnou
To the fawme of higher alm,

hes horot’s keenly edged,

Whoen zeal ie by the tawe
Of justios
And sclenoe, ciroling round

. Dabolde the acne of thy | H

—Fer Truth,
The Answered Prayer.
A one shom Ais mother comforteth,”
BY NIAS AYWOOD,

10 & far-away hospital fever ward

A white bed :l'&med {n the moonlight clear;
Fover-stricken s boﬂ there Isy,
Tbese words on his r from day to day,—

* Darlfog mother, | waat you here,”

Fever cournin throuq:: every vein,
Flushed and throbbing the achiog brow,
auu g onln i a,
N':I‘l and ever thesad refrain,
“Mother, ob, why are you abeent now?*

Far away la her distant home
Kneoels his mother {n tears aad prayer;
Her boy lay dying, she could not go
To close bis eyes, and her load of woo
od more than she oould bear,

But she oarried her load to her Master’s feet,
Where each burden sore was lald,
¢ 8tand by him, Lond. in the hour of death,
As oue whom hismother comforteth,
Oh, comfort my bdoy," she prayed.

Silent forever that sad refraln ; “
Lingers {ostead » smile of joy ;

Gone forever the restices -
Hear the words of the bo

Whispe:

Hands that ave tender, soft and white
Wrapped that form for ite last loag aleep;

Eyeoo that wore full of motherly u;h{,

Over that still face bittarly

Surely 10 allthat Jove was done—
snilget flowers acattered fresh and rars,

weep.

Gore's Landing, Ries Lake, Ont.

The Oldést Ohrlatian Hymn.
{In Book III., ot Clement of Alexandria,

years after the apostles) asserted to be of
much earlier origin. The following version
will give some imperfect idea of its spirit: ]

To Christ our King.

Rest.

BY FATURR RTAN,
L

My foct are wearied a0d my hands are tired—
My soul oppressed ;

And with desire have I long dosired
Reat—o2ly rest.

Tis hudlto toil when toll 1 almost valn,
n ways;
*Tie hard $0 0w and never garnergraln
1n barvest days,

v,
Andpol cr{, & wosk and human cry,
80 hoart-o; H

And o0 1 8igh, & \vﬁ and human sigh,
For rest,—tor rest.

vL
My way hay wound acroes the desert years,
And cares Intes
My path; and through the flowlng of hot tars
1 pine for rest.
i,
‘Twas always 80 when still a child T iald
On mother's breast
My weary Uttle head ; ¢'en then I prayed
As now, for ress,
v,
And I am restices atill 3 ‘twill soon be o'er,
For down the west
Life's sun Ig setting, and [ see the shore
Where I shall rest.
Hamliton, Ont. .

By The Daad.
8he is 1ead,” they sald tohlm ; *‘come away;

Kiss herand leave her; thy love Is clay.”
They smoothed har trosees of duk-brov{? halr;

red words through the nt{’u{n“]mm: On her forehead of stone tiey Iaid It falr,

* Daril oould Over her oyer, which giazed 00 much

To wa w)%:r' g;ﬁag 200 nokocome Thg dmv’tb'o 1ids wfm a gentlo touch ;
But Jesus himeel! is watohinog me— With a tender touch, tboy closed up well
Risarme are homnF me 5«1,. The sweet, thin lipe that had secrete to tell
e yout ore poomlorss me, Fhey et i velk g et mkrriags aos
- " 0 er V. er y

Just asyour own has done. And’dmv on her white teet hor wﬁh sllk ehoes ;

Which were the whitest, &0 eye could chooee.

Aud over hez bosom they croased her bands—
“Comazaway,” they said, ‘' God undersiands.”

And there was silence, and ncthing there

But silenoe and soent of oglantere,

And they i ae uc':ﬂd 18 o, 1o aho.

Speak of the victory falth had won, oy sald, “As a 1ady should ite, Les aho.”
Shall m;? “ ered + | And they held their breath as they left

we nob it ' Ihe Avaw Prayert With s shudder to glance at its stillnessand gloom.

But he who loved her 100 well to dread

The swee!

Helithls

Aond turned {8, Alone againo, heand she.

o and she ; but she would not speak,

Though he kised in the old place the quiet cheek.

He and she; il

i given (in Groek) the most ancient hymn | Though hec
of the primitive church. It is there (150 .}‘: ::? ::: ﬁ;‘&dgw, ot love.

Then he sald, ¢ Cold Mipe and bresat withont bresth,
Is thero navoice, no language of death?

Dumb to still

But to heart and sou] dlstinct, intense |

the room,

the sta the beautjtul desd
P, w'sl{éok the koy,l '

et she oould nos smile.
{ed her the uame she loved erewhile.
not move

the ear, and to the sense !

8hepherd of tender youth, 8ee, now ! 1 listen with soul, not ear,
» " )
Gu_riglns lg 1:'9’“4 truth What was the secret of dyiog, dear?
o roug’ ";\ ous ﬂ,};{;) Was it the infinite wonder of ail
g Mmo.u{hy :'memm‘m g1 That you ever onuld let 1ite’s fower fall 7
A:dog h chlld. e Mx. Or was it the greater marvel to feel
S .gre ol_z ren bein; The perfect calm o’er she ug:ny steal?
o shout Thy praise. g’ou :’c :ﬁ!;scle gmukr §° mw ‘geq;, !
50 reams saok down' At sle
‘{_:oz:u art ggru?o!yéogl Did lite roll back ite record, dear, ?
1?..1“ X o, h ord, And show, as they say it doos, Jmt things clear?
™ delflt:t'th 0 hase ] O perfectdead § O dead most dear !
Thud dn_'rzeu b 1 bold the breath of my soul to hear—
Ly &‘)ﬂim p disgrace 1 listen a8 doep aato hortible helt,
::d IT?" our race As high as to heaven, and you do not tell.
ve s lite. :?,", :m be ’:m’ﬁ in d;l'lln.g'i lw(eet,
. 0 make you 80 rom head tofeot.
Taoaart ‘l':ml u"g‘f‘f’:‘”‘ 1 would tell you, darllog, if 1 were dead,
&uhmly ’p pared And ‘twere your hot tears upan my brow ghed ¢
A olylore, pal 1would say, though the angel of death had laid
Noue callg on Thee lnuvdn H {1is wword on wy llps fo keep It unmala,
e Thas ot e ; You abould notask valaly, with streaming eyes,
41p Thoa dogt not dledala~ Which of all death’s was the chiefout surprise,
¢!p from above. The very strap and saddenest um:&
Evaer be Thou our Guide, Ot all the surp tbat dylog most bring 1
Our Shepherd and our pride, Ah, foolish word | O, mout kind dead !
(]
Ji s ?m?nwcmu”:"r God1 Thought hetold me, whowill belleve it wagsald ¢
B“u:;'e bt o T Who will believe what he beard her say,
y m’:hm 'Ih:?a . With the sweet, 20ft voice, in tho dear old way?
h.dm e -tmnw trod **The utmoss wonder {n this: 1 hear,
° g img seo you, and llmr’z you, and kl;nns;on. dear;
nd am your angel who was your 13
8o nov;':nit_lut'}l‘l) we dl;;‘ e And Xnow that dead, I have never died.”
And {o; 3 oo
Infants, snd the glad throog, Trailight.
Who to Thy church belong, . " .
Unite aadewell thesoog A translation for “Trdl® from the French of Victor

Lugo.
BT ARS. J. K. CAD EUX.

Child, go and pray—~forsee! the night ls here !
—For Truth } Tbrough cloudl))' it

The hill's falat outline trembles in the mist,
8carce is heard a
The world’s at rest ; the treo besidethe way
Gives o the eveaing wind the dust of day.

Twilight unlocks tho blding place of stars;
They gleam and glow bebin
‘The fringe of carmine 2arrows In tho west,
Themoonlit water iles la shining reet ;
Furrow and footpath melt and dissppoar,
The anxious travelor doubts the far and near,

fte the golden lights appoar §
distant chariot—list !

bt It {s the hour when angeis stoop to earth
To bless our
The littlo ones with oyes upralsed in prayer,
With tiny, folded hands and white feet bare,
Ask at this twilight Boura bleselng doar
Of Blim who loves 1118 little ones to hear.

m. N
Thesn, while they sloep, a cloud of golden dreaws

bades amia our careless mirth,

bear, Born in the calm of day*s declinin
JRN 1 I 1.1 Y o
ed-butval 20 ocouch and scatter visions by
And Ih;_:;r)nym“‘ Mnhu By pryer— M’!oyﬂm Lecs seck honey-laden t!o\um.z
R 0, cradlod eleep ! O, prayere of obildlicod blest!
0O, baby volos, speaking aloving breast!
"Tishard to plant In spring, and never resp Thy Bappy prayer the dbknees maketh Iight,
I A | - 4 G
when
T e truitiose S0, d Thou sheltered by thy prayer thy cradle-bed,

night's lhado'w,y bars,

—Fer Trulh,
Beyond.
™ 7.J, GROW,

Doyond yon mountalns, blue,
Rising to obecure the "‘MB
Lieth s whero the sun ehines tafz,

Where the pcrfume of flowers is borne by the alr,
Where the maldens are falrand thelr hearts are true,
And the gounz moou shines the livelong nigh*—~

Beyond yon mountains blae.

Beyond yon mountaine blue
Lieth & beautiful land ; .
Thoe johabitants there areliko forms of a dream;
All thioge boly and just as we{ seem j—
Where no shadow arises to darken the view:
And the hand that ia taken 1o {riendabip’s hand,
Leyond yon mountains blue,

Beyond yon mountaing bjus,

Range of my {mpertect sight,
Are the formas of of the day, tha$ rise
In moments of joy, when cloudlees skica

An‘g l;undmdt.n Qelds t:m frrh and new, brghs,
en g puts on her gurments
Bey:xfd yonpmounhlux;luo. l”i

Beyoud yon mountaios blue,
Bounds of my childlsh dreams ;
Fhse il ptwse Sttt
on wY brows by {ta zephers be fanned,
Cast out the talse and H0ld to the true
Of this land unexplored, {ts lowers and stroamg?!
Beyond yon mountalns blue,

Beyond yon mountaine blue,
Beautitul, faroff lana {
)&v beart that h)oukllgsand looking to thes,
ould cast off en which gs to me,
And far o'er the mountains thelong way pursus;
But the burdea st} clinge and myi:un ﬂ not free—
I s00 theain dreams, canoot reach with my hand
Beyoud yon mountalns blue,

Spring Hill, Virginle,

—For Truth,
‘' There Shali be no more Sea.”

LY NARY KXOWLENS,

We stood on the shore, and you clasped hand,
The billows rolled up to our teet, thonngok.
Leaving ahells and sea.weed strewn on the sand,
Wo watched the storm-tCwed fishing smack,
While tho white sea gulls fler t~aad fro o'er head ;
Your clasp grew flrmeras y¢  oftly aald,

“*And there was no muce sea”*

When the morm came, the ses was calmand oright,
The Histle sippling waves danoed %o and {ro,
The $all white clifts gleamed ia the warm eualight,
And the fishing smack lay ly below,
4 8ee,” 1 sald; * it came sAlely home to land.™
You answered not, but weote upon the sand,

**And there was no more sea.”

I atand aloae, aloze upon the thore,

While you are far, iar away,and Oh, how

1 long to toel you clasp my band once more,

But tho sta—the cruel sea parte us now.

I thiok of the words you wrote on the sand,

And 1 pray, *God gract in that peacetul land
Thero shall be o more sca.”

¢ *Rev.xal, L

Rossraero, Ma

Upward and Onward.

Battling n the cause of Truth,

With the zeal and strength of youth;

Upward ralse youz banner hicher,

Onward urge Your phlanx nigher
To the contre of the steire,

Bteike where virtue finde a foe,

Strike whilo love directs the hlow,
Where the foes of man arotile,

Bo your watchword Truth and Jove,
Be your star theutrength above;
‘Mid the Pure remain the purest,
’'M:d the faithfu) bo the surest.
Temperance your banner star;
Ask 1ot rest nor pray for peaco
Till thedemon foe ahall crase
Life and all its Joys to mar.

Warriors Io the cause of right,

Earncst {n your z~al and might,

Joying in yout high endesvor,

Onward press and faltes never,
Tilt tho victory bo wo~

Shout until the ticld you galn,

Dress Lo those who stil) remain,
Dattllog ¢till the workis done,

Lato to Ohusoh,

Loud sang the bobolinks, and round
The milkweed flowers the boes wero humming §
1sauntercd on, Lut soon 1 found
Bebind me there was some ono coming ;
1 did not turo Iny head to soe,
And yot L know who followed me
Before Tom calledmo—*'Kitty § stay,
And 1¢t mo aharo with you the way,

We did not mind our stepe grow slow,
Or noticed when the bell atopped ringing,
Or think of belng lato, butlot
When we cd tho church, the singiog
Wag over, and tho prajer was dono,
The scrmon faltly was begun 1
Should wo atay in, should wo stay out,
Yress boldly on, or tura about ?

Tom led tho way, and up the alsle

1 followad—all around wero stating~.
Aud hereand thero 1 caught asmile ;

1 ttiod to think I was not oaring;
And yot I blushed, 1 know, and showed
A {aco thatlike a poppy glowed
Forcvery one scemed saging, ' Kate,

Wo all xnow why you are %0 Iate "



