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th?;z't'a Page,

PIVE DOLLARS

—WILL BE—

GIVEN EACH WEEK,

For the Best Picce of Pootry Suitable for
Publication in This Page,

In order that we may secure for our Poetry
Page the very hest productions, and as an
incentive to increascd interest in this de-
partment of TruTH, we will give each week
a prizo of Five (85) DOLLARS to the person
sending us the beat pieco of pootry, either
solected or original, No conditions aro at-
tached to the offer whatever. Any rcader
of TRUTH may competo. No money Is re-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
tho sender of the best poem, irrespective of
person or place. Address, ‘‘Editor Poet's
Page, TrtTh Office, Toronto, Canada.” Be
suro to note carefully the above address, as
contributiona for this page not so addreased
will be liable to be overlooked, Anyone
can.compote, ss a selection, possessing the
neceasary merit, will stand equally as good
a chance of securing the prize as anything
original, Let our readors show their appre-
ciation of this Jiberal offer by & good lively
competition cach weck.

THE AWARD.

The following touching, original poem,
from the pen of Mrs. Jarvis, of Rosedale,
Toronto, has bcen awarded the prize this
week, It isto bo hoped that many Iadies
will give it a caroful study,

——

~—For Truth,
The Work-Girl's Rest.
BY MRS, XDGAR JARVLIS,

8he t}ylng where the sighing
Wind and moaniog of thosurge

Long through shatterod pane hsve clatiered,
Soundiog like & tuneral dirge.

On the cover, foldod over,
Lle her hapds actoss her breast ;
Sickness sought her, and {8 brought hee
for those achiog fingers reat.

For the tolllag and the sofling
Whick thoee pale, thin fingers know,
God wiil tako them yeg, and mako them
So{t and white astaliing snow.

Fow her yoars are, yet her tears aro
Bitter drops, aod nansberlicss ;

Through sin, surely, walked akie purely,
And the bitterntss Is less.

8he, carth's weakness owns, with mcekness,
Of hershare she Las no doubt ;

But, thus owning, fecls the atoning
Blood of Christ can wash it out.

Never should she (ah! how could she?)
n a husband’s shelt'ring broast,
Soothed by kieacs and carcsese,
All her own, f1od peace and rest.

No ! tho maiden dreams of Alden,
And the lovo which thero hath birth;
Tbus much darcs sbe, nought elso carcse she,
Lore s not $or ber, on carth

Ah! what s it, that exquisite
Look of rapture in hor oycs?

Heaven neareth, And sho hoancth
Angels’ karps beyond the akios.

Now she sleepcth, and watch keepeth
Azrac) abovo her bed,

No more sorrow—10 0. Iorrow-—
She lsdead !

Far from sickness, Faln and weakness,
Far from everything that harms
Spirite besr her, growing falrer
Every moment, in thelr arms.

Till at portal of th’ imtmortal
‘(‘h:c of which -r;- o{:sx;:g dreamod—~
All of $asper, angels ¢! 139
smg’ingw oo'ng- of the redcemed.

Rosedale, Toronto.

~For Truth,
Canada.

Y CRAYPORD C, 3LACK,

Falr Canada, our natlve 1and
A poet's song for thee
Asong that will through ages stand,
To {mmorality.

A song of home, of humblostrain,
Thy {arofl eons to cheer;

With love for thee in cvery veln,
A 9008 08 TeV' 1000 A0AL.
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The mikhty lakes, the orystal stream,
To Canada bolony ;

Thy rock-bound coasis and rural eceres
80 eeldom pratsed in song.

No ‘purer land the earth contalus,
Hero burss tho patriot’s ey ;

Uere Chrlstian hopo forever relgnu,
And tuncs tho sacred lyre.

Though winter's frost has nipped thy green,
Yet, aoon will smillug spring

In beauty look upontho sveuo,
And bid all uatuce sing.

Long may you boast the great and good,
Thy poers bo men of worth ;
Ttiy motto: Freedom, Brotherhood,
0 glid thy name on earth,

May peace and plenty Lo thy store,
With health and sweet content ;
M'Ary never tyrants rule thy shore,
hy grcatness ne'cr bo rent

Then over wido Atlantic’s foam,
O'er every mount and glen,

Wo'll ring the virtucs of our home,
And of our noblo Queen,

Farmersvillo, March 23rd 1503,

. -~ For Truth.
The Warrior's Dream.
BY uRS. J03. BAULTAR,
*Tis midnight's lonel{ hour,
The with dackness crowned ,
The stars thelr silent viuils kcep
Above tho battle-ground,—
A ground whero many heroes lic,
‘Whoso oourse on earth fs tecd ;
Whero others, ero tho night shall pass,
Will fico to meet their God,

Amid thodying and the dead
A wounded soldler ln{.

With broken limba and Llceding breast,—
Lits thoughts far, far away.

They’ve wandered to his loved home,
A chcerfullittle cot,

Where dwells within, those cherished once,
Whom he had ne’er forgot,

He dreams the war {s o'er,
Its horrons are forgot ;

And once again he stands within
That old tamiliar cot.

Again he sits withia its walls,
With Nettlo by hissido;

He gazes round with anxions cyes
For Frank, his dazling child.

His Nettlo takes him by the arm,
With silenced breath and streaming ¢)es,
Beslde a tiny, well-known couch,
Where little Frank now dslog lies
Ho takes his litslo hand 1o his,
And whispersin higear:
*'Look up, my precious one, 1ook vp,
Yor papa now is here.”

Ho sees him turn bigangel head,
And whispers, “‘Aa, don'tery 3
1 told you that papa would come
Before poor Frank should die,
And, paps, ! must leave you,
I know ‘twill glveyou paln;
But promlse me, betore ! ale,
You'll not leave wa again,

“Dear wamma, 1 must Jeave you;
But wo will moct again,

Whero papa ne'er can leavo us
¥Yor cruc! war again 1

He gently placed his littlo hands
Across bis lovely Lreast,

And softly closed his soft blue cycs—
His soul wag then at rest.

Tho warrior wakes, his dream Ip o'er.
With broken heart and tearful cycs
He clasps his rifle 10 his breast,
Then turna his weary head and dics.
He died & noble death,
In furlous battlo shain §
He fought for country and his God—
Hig 1088 was cudloss galn,

Around that cot far, lar avay,
The winds are howling wild 3
A mother, broken-hearted, eits
Beside her dyingz child.
e i3 her only treaaure now |
*Tiy bard that they should part —
That death should anateh that flower away
From {ts young mothcr's heart,

The littlo one now croesod his hands
And gentdy turned and -lﬁzd.
Thon said, *ldreamt papa had come
To sco roe tre 1 dled ™
His marbls brow grew cold,
His last long breath was given,
That nixlit the warrior and his child
Together met in heaven.

Toronto.
—Xor Truth.
Licht and Shade.
BY X133 CA.-RIE MUNSON,
1 looked on a deep bow.window

While the roonheams clinted In,
Palnting tho slecplng flowers
With a brigbtaess soft and dim,

Their shadows are Ixing before them,
Like tho heure that are past and dead,

The brightness somingled with darknees
Qo6 hardly kaows when it had fled.

So themoonbeatng and shadows they teach us
Though s0rzows and troubles Are ours,

That the brightnces will minglewith darknees,
As well with us as with Sowers.

Cobourg, Ont.

The Drunkard’s Roflections.

Isit aloue; the frlenda of youth

Are gone, with friendahip. sovo and truth ,
Aud deep ningg shadows epread their gleom
Around my londdy, cispry rom,

Where Focerty and darkness mect,

And desolation s complete.

One thing ren-ains, an fdoldear,

For 1t § part with all thiugs here §

For it my cholcest fayy L vo given,

Aly carthhy goods my hepesof heaven ;
Por -hin hag mado e what Lam,

A huipless wreck, a rulned inan,

Oh, fatal drauhti oh, deadly cupl
Juthee all Joy In saallowed up;
Through thee all bleesings turn to blight,
By thee all day I chauged to mght;

1 owo to thine fuslduous oz

A ulastud ife, & Lruhen hea't,

Thou, thou hast been oy curso aud Lane;
Thou, thou hast turned my h.alth o pain;
Thy ver om changeslove to hate,

Aud makes me poor and desolate

Fur thou hast spead fur ¢ 6 the sraro
That biude my scul to dech despalr,

Frenm this dire fount. of sins arnd woes
Alava tide of sorzow flows;

Rolliny its hurning, bhiasting flocd,
Spreadiag through all theearth abread §
Blighting all thines alony its way.
Filling with gloow mau's beightest day.

What curses haa this demon brought !
What changes has this tewpter wrought |
Oncoe all nas sunny, fair and bright,

Now all Isdarknuesy, sorrow, nighs,

I start asfrom A horrid dresi,

1 wonder, aro things as they ecemn.

Am T tho babo n motker bletsed ?

1s this the brow thatsho carcssed ?

Are thee tho hands once claged In praver,
Whilo hereofe kirses amoothed my hate?
A I the bright, light hearted boy,

My father's bope, aud pride, and joy ?

Am 1 tho proud, am)itious yourh,
Jealous for honor virtue. truth?

DY I the hallg of learning ticad,

For o Were costly bar.quetaspread?
With fcienda and {ilendships wa< I blest,
In happy liowwes a welcomo guest?

D!d blushing bhicauty geck wy side.
And stand before 1ug as oy brlde?
DId beucdictionacrown wy head
When 1 the solcmin promise said,
And galned the chotoest oy cf lite~—
A trlend, a hoper, aud u wile?

Oh, woo s me ! deselved, begulled,
Tho serpent stings where Eden amiled ;
The joys of paradise ar«- fled,

The tlowers of hepe are fadled, dead ;
Tae fatal cup has swallowed slt,

And holds mo In 1233 fearful theall,

£ho who onco blessed my happy life,

My friond, my comforter, Y wlifo,

1s wone,~her calm and beaut-ous brow
Lies cold In death’s deep paltior now:
And the fair babes that blessed our home
Forsaken ard ncgitcied roam,

Al all ate gano. and still I go,

Dmgzged cunard down this path of wee ;
1 struizlo vainly 0 be free,

But ace 10 Joy ot hopn for me

Before 1o yaxns the opoving tomb,
Beyond §t waits the c2erual doom !

Oh, thzat the thoughtless ones might fleo
The fatal apell that rulned mo;

Hced notthe syren though b angs,

But fear the sdderere it stlnfu;

And becathe to heaven one tifent prajer
For those how gtrugzling with despalr,

—LFor Truth,
A Boldier's Racrifice.
BV UALARROW,™
‘Tis upen the 8¢l of battle; on the fieldof Water.

00

Where Napoleow's hraves and Wellington's aro fight.
fng hard and true;

Whero the dron hail sweeps In volley s, strealug carth
with carrage red §

Where battallons charge and falter ‘mid the dying
and the deal,

Fiorcely sages that nad buttle! Cliarge on chargo
has been repelicd !

Not aman is eparcd from duty; all the ranks are
doubay awelled,

And the cahinow's Leom grons deeper, and tho tides

rattic loud,

WLILe a host of gleaming saberad penctrato the badi
clou

But there comesa Jull In battle, and the strugeh.:
lines withdraw,

Like combatants, who discover cach the others
strenyth withawve.

Both stand glaring, watchlng closcly, advantagcous
palnta to gein,

Where suceess may cronn thelr cfforts on that anlul
battlo plaln,

Lines aro chanzing ol podtions; wheeling hero and
wheeling thero s .

Every patriotic ticart paliating with a willto do and

arc .

Strong bLattallors form In masses, Loid dragoons
tonn into line,

Then anvait expected mandates on tho crast of that

tcling

‘\mcrc'§.1wleon @dashicd hig lancers to the depth of
tho ravine,

Which l: maro renowned for alaughter thanYls can.
non-shot, L nectle .

1lcro, atnong the Uritish Lite Guaids, two fond com:
rad

ide by alde,
o ta0ce palt, watch tho batile's,

With stern faces, palc, Fet noble,
wrglog Mde?‘l ’ '

1 But thelr lips #peak not a murmur, nor do Losons

| quell withtears

1 They :n ready fo, the confliot, tho' a warrlor's doom
9 oA,

*Tis the 9 40 when honest warclorethink ¢! hiomoand
13 on bilgn g

‘Ti3 the time wh n prayers are uttercd—when & man
Prparvs O die

Rut theso comradens thik of Bossic~ Benste Beluot
O'er tho thaln,

Clarcuce 13 sho tn-dden’s lover; I {Ip loves her—
Iovea o sai

S0 each thinhs f this snect mallen, in the turn of
hits own tuind,

Unt!l wmany tNestyl fancles round thele throbling
h arts arotwined;

Th.on wah ¢ye8 upturued to heaven, and with lips
empleyed in raver,

They bnplore the kind Creator Lo protect her with

s caro
Suddcnl* Napolion's lancers chargo across the open

flicld ;

“Forward i Welllugton has uttered, every trocpery
heart fu st-eled.

With a shuut that faln wounld duaden o'en tho can.
non's hol.ow ¢ oom,

Every Lite Guntd pares tua eabre, daghes forward to
hisgoam

Sabres lasntng ' changers dashing ; wartiors trawn.
prd under oot t

Trocpers yesl.uid | beave hearts weillng ! Walch bat.
talion will regpeat

Slashing, clashwy  growniug, moaning,
Hlunglng. {rauticall;

Wounded, aying, moaus together, **Will tho I'rench
or Behiin fa1t

Boom! tho heavy cannon thunder! Bsom! tho
shetoking sheits explode

Boom! hoom'! Reob 11! tho grape shot scatlers,
and with hasw the gunnerd lead.

Ch theanful din of Gadis ] ol tho rueh of trawp.
lrygteet!

Oh ! the thousandy dead ard dyimg !t oh, the fate
brave wattluty nucet |

What isthisr Thy Life Quands flcing? Well, per.
chaucy tisbetrerso,

Welllogton, has vet seio movenicut that will turn
tho battlo's flow §

But tho flerceness of thas conflict has laid mwany
tr00p4 13 low,

Are the comrades with tho flecdng? Yes, thero's
Philip on his black,

Bus hosecmis toalde uncasy, turning ever 30 Jock

horses
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See! hefalters~wheels his chiarger! dashes wildly
back alenet

Back ¢ wheso he Quds his cowrade standing by his
fallen youn,

Bravely wielding s - bread ealer ‘gainst four troop.
o preasiog . -,

While on every hana 1raw nearer the baght Jances
of hu foce.

Right iutn this very ceatre dashea Philip at full

tpeed,
Littls tniu.:dng ¢t hfs own lite, little caring for hly

8icid ¢

Mirdfui onl, (i' saces Bessle, and tho sorzow the
nuet foel,

It brave C;zul.« falls a victim "neath his adversary'y
[AXTN

Twico and thrice hug ga. er flashics, dealleg death ag
€Tery stioko -

Ouce a2aln he Willda the weapon="tis the last ! hig
wooid i bivko )

And ho focen now aro hidden in the rolling Latile
enicke, .

Al s over, and tho walden o falthful hicart I8 frve
trom pan

Clarence fives, It notlo Phiip s Lfe-blcod (Lbs Upon
the plala

Arnd the camrate kncdds Latdo M with pato fea.
tuns, tear-dlan, ed eve,

Listenbrgzto ;hc woies 1w ek, fnadeep, path.
cUe sk

“Fafthiul comrade, 1 atudying, Oh, 3 feclBifo cbn
Bog tast.

Just a while of ¥aluful broathing, then my puffering
Wit have Passed,

Rafso e in yoNr armd, My courade ; staunch this
bleadlngg At tny broast—

Clie mo nawf, watcr, wateri--ob, its molsture
brin g me reet,

Lay 1y bhead upon your thoulder; wipe tho froth
from cff iy lipss

Take 1 band withia your strony one, prasmg tight
the thgez-tips,

That Is hctter, comrade, thank you; Iam resting
now with ¢ase:

Cend thiny exr & litle cl.ger, listew for a won:ent,
plesse,

1 havu somethinz 1 nust tell you cre my soul hay
taken thght;

Somcthing that nay bring you evlace in the lencly
camp te-nignt.

0One nicre swaliow of the water, noble comrado~held
010 30

1 mugth.;xcn, for Lweatan, lite s dina light fs burn.
1R low,

S3) 10 Lusatg, wliensou mect s, thas Theew che
lovady ubeasy

Tell hee tow thatl have leved hier, thoughiny lovo
W3R une\predadd,

Say Lhaew thas 0 geur tody had beea fourd amnng
the s'ain,

Her swect Llg wotid have beenahadowed withadeep
and bitter Paing

Sy 11oved hier, ob, 8 deatly thut 1 gladly gave my

life,

That she m'ght be apazed from scrrow—tlas alo
niizhe y 2 beyour wife.

Tll b £ thi, mad ot adde, tell her —tell het=Clar.
¢ ¢ —dyyonheaar -

Al s dark —Toanuct ses yeu=ah, T that sca ding

18-

Ds ugt weep—my trlala are over—~{arenell cnprale
- this {sdaath”

And he passed 10 et Bl Yaber, Tesde s Ram~upon
hls taeuth

When that ante! ap vaa ended, atal the Gnds
catne hone sadia,

Filling tlv;-m LeaTte Wit B3P LCes, and tnany more
with puda,

Bessle r'n.‘l ro et beave Clarcree, and he teld of
Praidpe Lonve,

And the Weepia. aiden whispered, "Lrother, wo
shall mcet abuve,””

Teronto, March 13, 1563,
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