TRUTH.

Tbe Poct's Puge,

FIVE DOLLARS

Will be given each Week for the Best
Pisce of Poetry Suitable for Pabli-.
oation in This Page.

In order that we may secure for our Poetry
Page the very best productions, and as an
fnoentive o increased interest in thiy de-
pertment of TaurH, we will give each week
» prize of ¥IvE ($5) DOLLARS to the person
sending us the best plece of poetry, either
selocted or originsl. No conditions are at.
tached to the offer whatever, Any reader
of TRu*R may compets, No money Is re-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
the mender of the beat poem, irrespective of
person or place, Adiress, “Editor Poet's
Page, Truta Office, Toronto, Canada.” Be
sure $o note carefully the above address, as
oontributions for this page not so addressed
will be liable to be overlooked. Anyone
oan compete, as a selection, posseasing the
necessary merit, will stand equally as good
& chanoe of securing the prize as anything
original, Let our readers show theirappre-
ciation of this liberal offer by a gocd lively
competition each week,

BPECIAL OFFER.

The publisher of Trura will give a spe-
cial prize of ten dollars for the best original
poem for “Dominion Day” (July 1at). The
contributionsare not to exceed 100 lineseach,
and to be sent {n, addressed to Publisher of
TwurH, not later than June 16th,

THE AWARD,

The following touching poem sent by Miss
Ella Brock, Bloomfield, Ont., is awarded the
prize this week, and $5 will be paid on ap-
plication to TrutR office.

¥y Lambes,

1loved them so,
That, when the Eider 8hepherd of the fold
Cams, covered with the storm, and pale and cold,
And begged for one of my sweet lambe to hold,

1 bado him go.

He clalmed the pet—
A little, fondling thing that t0 my breast
Clung always, either {n qulet or unrest ~
1thoaght ofall my Jambs I loved him best ;
And yet, and yot

T 1aid him down
1a those white ahrouded arms with bister tears,
For sore voloo told ma thas, in after years,
He sticuld koow naught of passion, grief or tear
A I had known,

And yet aaln
That Eldes Shephard came. My hears mwtm.nt.
.

He claimed another lamd, with mdder plain
Ancther! She who, gootie as a mint,
. No'es gave me paln,
AcrhastI tumed away ]
There sat ahe, kaulrv 20 41 angels
Her on Jocks with sunlight all agleam,
Her boly eyes with heavenin their beam,
1 knelt to pray.
“Is {8 thy will?
My Pather, sy, muss this pes lamd be given
Ob, Thou hast many such, dear Lord, in Heaven I”
And a s0tt volos sald, “Nobly sirivens
But—peacs, be stilL.”
Oh} how I wept,

And clasped her $0 m3 bosom with & wild
And yearniog love —my lamd, my pleasant child?
Her, %00, I gave. The littie angel smiled,

Ard slept.

. Golgl" Terled:

For once agaln thas 'mrdld&hbhnd

Uko amp‘bmm:‘g:oh took uﬂ"“m
Closs %0 hlj side.

Asnd
The Jook with which be heard my passionate cry,
*Touch not my lamb ; for hlm, -ﬁ‘m medie !
A llitle while,” be sald, with and sigh,
*“Again {0 meet.”

-

bidden me farewsll, but ob}

T 2elt fazewell,

Nore deeply, far,
Than I my arme had oouredthﬂ.\lfhumo;
Though, oould 1 but Bave heard him call my name,
“Dear rugiber I* duk io Heaven ‘twill be the same ;
‘There burus my mar.

Notears! no taars !

Wil there & day come that I shall not veep?

For I bedew my a)luow in ‘n:( tloep.

Yes, yos, thank God I no griet that clime shall keep ;
No weary yoars,

Woell with lAh Ll.‘ l‘: °lllt:!: thejr earthl
with my Jambe, and w! T ea Ide.
3}:’&} pleasant rivers wander thoy beside, 7 uide

k.-mu.qru n {ta silver tido—
Ahl thp:all;

Through the dreary day
They often come from glorious Jight tome ;
I cannot feel thele toucl&:, thelr faces see,
Yet my goul whlspers thoy da ocsue to mo,

Heaven {s not far away,

—For Truth.

fpeak Gently.
BY LAURA 8. MILLXR,
4

Speak gently ; it lg better fav
To rule by 1ove than fear,

Speak gently ; 1od po hanh words mar
The good we might do here,

it.

8peak gently ; 1ovg doth whh)lm low
Aa:e voanﬁlttme hearte b‘ﬂ;
gen riendship’s accents low,—
Aﬂccuox,:‘o voioe upklnd. '

1.

peak gently to the Htlle oblld,
1ts love be sure to J
1t {n accente soft and mild,—
It may not lozg

1Y,

8 v to the young; for they
p&‘lll‘lm‘}nnouxh 0 bou':
Pass through tals Jife 20 boat we may,
*Tis tull of anxlous oare,

v.

8peak 10 the aged one

e the sarewor heart ;

The sands of 1ife are Deazly run,—
Lat such 1n peace depart.

YL

Speak gently ; kindly to the poor;

T A L Srdei el

‘They have enough thoy must endure,
Withoutan unkipd word,

vit.

Speak pently 10 the errlag: know
P';hey':m have tolled i‘n valng
Perchance oo made them 0,
0O} win them back agaln,

R2¢{

Speak gontly; He who gave Hia life,

Yo bund man's gtabbotn will, "

‘When slements were Scroo with strife,
Sald to them, “Pesoo ! bo still*

X

Speak gently ; ‘tis a liitle thing
Dropped in the heart’s deep well 3
The the loy which J$ may bring,
Eternity shail tell.

A Lenson,
BY 3TSAXN M, DAY.

Three children to their cother's side had prossed,
CoAg? e:’nnr volces m’;de ’t,helrloud “:mm'
nfiicting pravers, ous reques
Wide dm?rlnx um.P:m could not be thegame,

1 marked with wooder, how with patience wise,
Untroubled brow, and loving, geatle smile,
She hears sach 002, to ench she 901t seplics,

And al} thelr varylng wants does teconclle,
One wish she grants, another munt deny,

Yet gives the pl:'der somelhing in fts place ;
Loves all alike, sees with lm) eye,

And measures gifts 10 meet each suit0s Cand.

Anvd thus, when once you said t0 me, dear triend,
That you believod in God, but bos that He

To {adividual prayen his ear would bend,

Binos oft conflicting men's desires must bo,—

1 thought of this swees mother, and her plan,
How sho the children’s wants Aid eatisty,

And learned how God's far wider wisdom cau
Mostloving grant,and tenderly deny !

e —————,

8pring Triumphant.
L

A Joog farews)] £o winter,
m all her savage
The ratsling hasl, thedriviny elect,
And the bowliog horricane; -
waves around her magic wand,
how changed th H

Spri

€ 80608 ;
tho alr is Lland,
is groen,

T Hosren o brighy

0 Heaven 1§

And the earth agaln
.

Look forth, ye smiling blossoms,
And greet the wild hum §

Awake, yo birds, to love and wong,
Your };buoo 18 c0e §

Bound on, bound on, thon merry hircok,
Nor {ear $hat fromly crone,

Who tumed her partiog 100,
And chilled thee lato stone,

The Drummer’s Baby.
BY 1AL RRID, 1X ‘CINCIONAI DRUNMER"

He sat In theend of & ?ﬂor oar,
rh‘lw{? his h&t puo{lled sck ina ;melm WAY,
nkitg, and smoking a good cigar,
On the fast mall traln the other day.
When, ke a sunbeawm, a happy smile
LIt up tho llnes of his handsome faoe.
(He knew 1'd teen watching him quite a while)
And said : “11ive at tho very nexs place,
I wag thinking just then of my little girl,
I've been on this trip some time and I'm glad
That I'm golog to see my Ee little pearl s
Oh) my, how .h-s'llhug when shosess hordad,
he™. QGod} *twas a terrible crash

Crushing his head and broaking his back.
1 raleed him vp, us he whispered to me,
With a tender ook in his eyes 00 mild,
“Kise mo, old fellow § T want you, you see,
To take )¢ from me to my ittle child,
“Righton &?ur 1ipe,” he mutiered ; ‘‘now swear
That nothing shall touch thom until its glven,
Tell my wife ‘twas my latest praver
Thet wo meet again—as you hops for Heaven t¥
I kept my oath, a8 IXkissed his pet,
Bhosald: “Why didn't my pape come, t00,
(Her little rod cheeks with tears were wot)
And klse Pear,y hisselt, ‘abead of sendin’ oo ?*
1trded to u&{. ut wept instead ;
Theknowledge from her I tried to keep,
As we wont by the foom whera lay the dead,
Reposing thers 1o his final sloep,
“Qaly one killed,” the papers say :
YJ, but one with a hp‘eut of Tuld,
And & widow and a ehild hewall to-day
The loes of & love that can ne'er grow cold.
Scme call the drummer a butterfiy gay,
Who carelomly of every plessure ipe.
Hae lives, sometimes as the lpeoplo Y,
Zuthe dles with a wife’s Joved nams on bislips,

—

How Easy It Is.,

How esty it is to spoll & da

The thoughtiess word of & cherlahed friend,
The selflsh act of a child at ph{v.

The strength of a will that will not bend,
Tho alight of a comrade, the soorn of a foe,

The smile thagistull of bitler thioge—
Theyall can tarnlsh its golden glow,

And take the grace from its airy wings.

How eagy it {o to spoll & day
By thoforoe of & thought we did not cheok ;
Little b{ 1little we mould the ch{.
Andlittle flaws may the vessel wreck,
The oareless wasts ot a white.winged hour,
That held the blemiogs we long had sought,
The sudden fallure of wealth or power,
Aund lo ! the day with 111 Is wroughs.

How eagy it is to spoil a life—
And many are ogel!ed ere well begun—
In home-light darkened by sln and strife,
Or downward course of & cherished one ;
By toil that robs the form of its grace
And undermines til) health glves way ;
By the peevish temper, the frowning tzce,
The hopes that go and thecares thatstay.

A dsy 800 lone to be spantin va n;
Scme good should come as the hours go by ;
Sowe tangled mage may be made more plaln,
8ome lowered glsvco maybe yalsed on high
And I{fe {a too short to spoil like this ;
1t caly a pralude it tuay bo swees.
T.etus bind togethezour thread of bliss s
And tish the f d our foet,

My 8heaves.

The thine for tol! is and night has come,
The 158t avd saddest of the harvest eves;
Worn ont with labor, long and me,
Drooplng and taint the reapers hasten homs,
Each laden with his aheaves.

Laat of the Iaborers, Thy feet I gain,
Lord of the harvest | and my splrit grieves,
That [ am burdened not s0 much with gratn,
As with the heaviness of heart and brala ;
¢ Master, behold my sheaves?*

* Jiwell I Xxnow 1 have rnore tares than wheat,
Brambles aud fiowers, dry stalks and withered

leaves;
Wheretore I Liush and weep, 22 at Thy foet
1kneel down reverently and repeat,
¢ Maater, bebold my sheaves I*

Few, light snd worthleas, yet thelr trifting welghs,
Ttrough all my framo & weary aching leaves;
For long T struggled with my helpless fate,
And stayed and tolled 111118 was dark and Iate,
Yet theeo are all my sheaves.

And yat I gathered atrength and hops anew ;
}-J well T know Thy patient 1ave percelves,
Nor what I did, bat what I strive to do;
And though the full, ripo ears besadly fow,
Thon wilt accops my sheaves.

Daniel Webster's only Poem.

[Webater, it is aald, duriog bis whole lit.
erary lifs, wrote butone poca, and that was
upon the death of his infant son. Thisson
was born on Summer atreet, in Boston, Deo,
31, 1622, snd dled Doc., 1824. The poem
has not appeared in print for somo years.
It boars the title :

Livzs OX Cizaniis’ Daamit.

#0n, thou wast my heart’s dolight,
morn of life was gay and ohedry,
That morn has rushed $0 sudden night,
Thy fathor's bhouse is sad and dreary,

1 held thes on my kneo, 0¥ 0D,

And kissed thee laughing, kissed theo wecglag;
But, ah ! thy litsle litn fa done

Thou'st with tby angel slater sleeping.

Tho staff on whicii ¢ 1y years ghould loan,
broken orothoso years camo o'ezino ;

u{!lunenl ritesthon shouly’st have seen,

ut thou art in the gave Leloro rae.

Thou ralsest to me no Allal gtone,

No pareny's grave with tears beholdest ;
Thou art my ancertor, my son,

And standest in heaven's acoount tho oldest.

On earth my lo$ was soonest cast,
Thy generation after nilne ¢

Thou has$ thy predecessors past ~
Eazl or eternity ig thine,

Ishould have sot betore thine oycs
The road to heaven cod showed {t clear ;
But thou, untaughs, spriog’st to the akies,
And leave'ss thy teacher learniug hore.

Bweet seraph, T would learn of thee,
And hasten to partake thy blise;
And, ab, to thy world welcomo mo

As enst I weloomed thee to this

Tby father, I belield thee born,
Aud led thy totlering steps with caro
Baforo me risen to heaven's bright morn,
My son, my father, guide mo there!

. _—_'. - For Truth,
Lieut Fitch.

[Killed in the battle of Batoche, and
buried with military honors at Toronto on
Wednesday, May 27th].

" BY W, 4. BURRWOOD, TORINTO,
The bells slow! 1 0" ity,

And sad 1s tho wall of 160 Mmoo for thos}
Kiod hearts throb, suffering swect solace and Pitys

Tho:rved ones are woeplog o'er ono thoy'll no'er

e.

*Tis but yesterday whon thy mother caress’d theo,
And prese’d a fond kige oo thy love.dighted hrow,
And uﬁ e;:?dv:;u of thy household ascending thon

e
A young patriot fell, and wo weep o’or him now.

The dear names sscribed ob our proud patriot scroll,
*Tis writ in thyjlife-blood, 80 youthful and rich ;
Tbyown guardian angel recelveth thy soul,
As we bow by the gravo of oy~ Jdeutenant Fitch.

——— —

The Two Soldiers,
BY A, ¥ JoxxA.
Just before tho laat fierce charge,
Two soldiors drew thelr roin, \
Vith parting words and clasp of hand—
They no'er might meet again.

—For Truth,

The one he was & blun-eyed boy,
Ninet-en but amonthago;
With red on hls cheek and down on his chin,
o was oply a boy, you know.
Tbo other was adark, tall mav,
Whoeo fate In this world wasdim;
He trusted all tho more in one,
Who was all the world o him.

They rodo together onTmany & rald,
And marched for many a mile;

And now, beforethey met tho f0e,
Witha calmand peacciul gmlle,

They looked {nto cach othar's eyces,
With a dark and death.)jke gloom ;
The tall dark man was tho first to speak,
Say‘sg, ** Charlis, my hour bascome.

**We will rido together up the hil),
But you will ride back alone,

8o promise & lttls of troucle to take
Forme, when 1am gone,

Thore {sa tafr faco on my breast—
Twill wear Itin the Sghe—

With bright blue oyes and cuiling halr
Aud a faco Jiko &o morning light.

*Like morning light was her love to me,
To ghdden my lonely lito ;

And [ittle cared I (o7 the {rowns of fato,
She has promised to be my w fe.

Oh, writo to ber, Charlle, when I am gone,
Send back that tair fond face:

And tell her teaderly bow Idied,
And whore s my restfog place”

Tearsfilled the tf'es of the blue-cyed Loy,
3118 voice was fow with pair-

1 whl do your bidding, comirade mine,
It 1 ride back agaln.

But if you ridoback and I am left,
Yeou inust doas nuch for mo;

1 have a mother who waitsat homo
er darllog Loy to ace.

¢ She prays at home, like 2 walting eatnt,
Herlalr furo whito »ith woo;

Ter heart will bebroken when 1am gono,
But I'll meet hersood, 1 know,”

Just then the order came to chargo,
And fight them hiand to band ;

And untoa field of blood and death
Rode a bold, undauaid baad,

They rode together vp the bill,
Amid the shot and shell ;

Tbo rebels poured death in thelr tralling ranks,
And chosred themn a3 thoy lell,

Thoy all zode on with a terzific yell,
Still the helghts they could nut galn g

A fer: whom death and caroage spared
Rodeslowly tack sxain, °

But among thoonea that wero left hehind
Was tho Loy with the curly hale;

And tho tall dark man that rode Ly hissldo
Lay dying beaido him there.

There is o one to writs to thatLlue-cyod glst
‘The words hr Jover had sald;

And the mother, too, who waitsat honie,
Willlearn that hor b3y Is dead,

Bus the Jast fond thought ehe will never know
\Vhich curled his 1ip with psin;

Unt!l sho crosses tho River of Death,
And itands by his etdeagaln,

e e —————————————————————



