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The Poet's Lage,
FIVE DOLLARS

~—\ViLL BE—

GIVEN EACH WEEK,

Tor the Best Picce of Poetry Buitable for
Pablication in This Page,

In order that we may sceurefor our Pootry
Page the very Lest productions, and as an
incentive to increased intercat in this de.
partment of TRUTH, wo will give each week
o prize of F1ve (85) DOLLARS to the person
-ending us tho beat picce of pootry, cither
sclected or original, No conditions are at.
tached to tho offer whatever, Any reader
of TROTH may compete. No money is re.
quired, and the prizo will bo awarded to
the sender of the best poem, Irrespective of
person ur place. Address, ‘‘Editor Pool's

‘age, TroTH Office, Toronto, Canada.”” Be
suro to noto carcfully tho above addrces, ‘as
contributions for this pago not so addreased
will be liable to be overlooked. Anyone
can compete, az a sclection, possoasing the
neceasary merit, will stand equally as good
a chanco of sccuring the prizo as anything
original. Let our readers show their appre.
ciation of this liberal offer by a goed lively
competition cach week,

THE AWARD.
Quito a large number of cxcellent poems,
original and sclected, have been sent in for
competition iu this poge from, which thosc
now appearing have been selected, ¢ My
Child ™ has been awarded the prize. It was
tent by Frank P. Beynon, St. Catharines,
Ont., to whom the prize will bo paid on
application,

My Child,
RY RXT, JOUN FIRRDOZT, D.U,
L

1 cannot make him dead :
is tair sunshlny head
13 ever bouniing round my study chalr;
Yet, when my eyes, now dim
With tears, 1'tuzn to him,
Tho vision van{shes~bo is not thero

1 walk my parlor ooz,
And through the open door
1 bear a footfall on the chamber stale;
I'm stepplngy towarnd the hall
To glve tha boy acall ¢
And then bethink me that bo is not there §

.

1 thread the crowded street;
A satchell'd 1ad I meet,
With the same beaming egeund colord balr;
And, as he’s runuing by, .
Follow him with my eye,
Scarcely belleviog chat ho ls not there |

Iv.

I xnow his tace s hid
Under tho coffin-lid ;
Closed are his cyes 3 cold Is his forehead falr ;
My hand that marble felt;
O'er {tin praver I knelt;
Yt my hoart whispers that ho isnot there !

v.

1 cannot make bim dead}
When paging Uy the bed,
$5 long watch'd over with parental care,
My spltit and my eye
Seek it inquiringly,
Bifore tho thought comes~that hie ls not therel

L

Whea, at the oool, fny break
01 day. trow oleep 1 wake,

With my first beoathing of tho moming alr
My soul roes up, with joy,
To Him vho gavo mo my boy,—

Then comes the sad thought—that he Is 0ot there!

v
When at the dag’s calm close,
Beloro we seek zepnme,
T'm wi*h his mother, offering up our prayer,
Whatc'erl m\y'bo saying,
Vam, In splrit, ;\n)lni
For our boy*s spleit, though—he fe not there )
wis.
Not there | Where, then, faho?
Tho form T used to sco

Was but tho raiment that he used to wear;
Tho grave, that now doth prosm

Upon that castoft d
1a bat ble wardrohe lock%:'hc ie Dot there}

.

o liveat Tn all the past
He livea ; nor, to tho Ia,
Ol seo0ing him uglln will 1 despalr;
In dream 1 eco him now ;
And, on his ange] brow,
1 9eo it written, ¢ Thou shall aco mo there

Yes, waall live to God |
Fathier, thy chastening rod
80 help us, thino afllicted ones, to bear,
That, In the Spirit land,
Mceting at thy right hand,
*Twill bo our heaven to find that - he is there

Poor, Tired Mother.
'x’ho{ ;\'::.e talking of tho glory of theland Leyond the
Of tho light and of the gladacss to bo fcund In para:
0t the flowers over bLioomiog, of the never-ceasing

00g3,

O the wngd'rhgs through the golden etrectaof hap-
, white.-ro rong ;

* Alg’dv.“ sald fathcr, leaning cczily back In bis casy-

I Y

(Fnlh%r nl;\-ayu was & master-hand for comfort every-
whero),

“What a ;oy(ul thing ‘twould bs to know thst when
this Jife (s o’or

One would stralghtway hear a welcome from the

, shining shoro 1"
And Isabel, our eldost glr), glanced upward from tho

b {

Sbe was peinting on a wa'er-jug, snd mufmurcd,
“Yes, Indoed,”

And Martan, the next la sge, & moweat dropped har

Audl--va'-. fndeed!” repeated with & most ecatatlo
0ok,

But mother, gray-halred mother, who had como to
sweep the room,

Witha paticnt smile op her thin face, leaned lightly
on ber broom—

Poor mother! no one over thought how much she
had todo—

And said, **1 hope it s not wrong not to agree with
ou,

nut’;eeml to mo that whon I dle, before 1 join tho

Llest,
T'd like juat for a littlo whilo to lie In my grave and
rest.”’

A Loving Heart,

Strangers tnay cast aglance of scorn ;
For that we are notto blaue,

And focs deride us or herate,
Can wo not do thagamo?

Dut when there falls frons lips wo love
The taunt that lcaves a smart,

Oh ! how unkind the hasty word
That palus aloving heart,

Mifortune is o wiltul dame;
Sho tries usnany ways.

Strips us of riches and of fame,

. And brings us gloomy days,

No hurt is that to what we feel
Whcn our dearest stands q};:xn !

Oh { then be chary of tho slight
That palns a loving heart,

Give me alittle corner
Where tho sun shines in all gay,
Aud cyes that beam with love for me,
And a heart that's tnuo alway.
Abrizhter Jowel does not shine
Inalt the world's great art.
Now this, and only this} ask
To clalimoac loving heurt,

~For Truth,
Ornly & Drupkard,
BY NRS, PIULIP RANER,
1.

Ounly a drunkard, the proud world sald,
Nor even turned her hauchty head

To glanco at tho beaprot griet and woe,
11alf hidden by the dritting suow.

n
Only a drunkard—each tono a sucer,
As she turned aside trom the soene 8 drear,
Sooming to heed the dying man,
Of oue whose heart was turnlng to stoae.

uy

Scorning Lo reach out a hand to save
ODe o'cn now at tho brink of the grave ;
To0 sclfish 0 yicld one moment vp

To a tated prey of tho deadly cup.

.

Too heartless to hear tho wldow's wall,

Or to list the cry of the inlany pale ;

Too heartless to pause, as the biast swept by,
To sro A fallen human die.

A

1 cannot stop In reckless glee,

And a daunkard's soul ia naught tome ;
Such work as this, I verlle ween,

DBelongs to the church 0 potlose &nd clean.

1,

Oa)y a drunkard, the chureh replics,
Anzhe dashes a teardrop {rom het eyes,
Ther draws her mantlo of salstly gTaco
About angd with plous face,

wu,
T.eturns o0 her soll-appointed task
Of anxwering 181e querics asked,

Of teaching doctrines moat abatruse,
And collecting cash lor varisd ude.

i,

Tis harvest time, and with laborers fow,

In the whitenlng ields thero la much todo §
To the world belonge such work ns this—
8Strange| sho such a duty plaln will mfsa.

Iz,

1 have work todo In forelgn lands,

In troplo foreste on golden strands ;
Drsldes, many houses I'm pledged to ralse,
To fill with prayer thanksgiving and prafso.

X,

Tho thought of swo?lng to such as theso,
1s ono that fails my fanoy to ploase,

And more, the Biblo has plalnly sald, T
No room In heavea for a drunkard dead.

n,

Only a drunkard - tho seraphs repeat,

As they hiover about tho mercy soat;

While tho heavenly host with headsbowed low,
Silenco thelr harps in pitying woe.

.

Only a drunkard —twas the volce of Ove,
Tho Father's well beloved son:

What though hie sins bo red iiko blood,
1 cleanse them in the atoning ficod,
Till, white as snow his soul shall be,
And he shall reign henceforth with me.

.

The flat ed tho hosts above,

Ha orth thelr gladeome song of love ;
While far and wide the scraphs ctlcd,—
For such as this tho Savior died.

Kingwood.,

———

~For Truth,
The Shadow on the Wall.
(The Widows Story.)
BY MARK L, BOUQUERTY,

My home a humble cottage ls,

The celling low and poor |

The furniture the meanest kind,

No c.n-pe‘t on u:o Goor i1
No pleasaut scenes around it spread
No aoodlwdn 000l and swee pread,
No brooks with eparkling water bright,
Naught but the dusty strect.

Buta happier bome is near {t,

A mansion largo and tall,

Aud oft ita shadow reaches,

Een to my cottage wall.

The miatrest of that Eden bright,
A 1ady rich and fatr,
With oyes as Llack as darkoss night,
And long and raven hatr.
Oh, oft shc walks at even,
And secins beneath thotree,
An angel dropped from heaven,
From all life’s sorrow frec,
Bat I turn from twinkling gas-fets
That light the brilliant ball,
With hoavy heart to watch the play
Ol & shadow ¢p tho wall

J have 10 pretiy gems ofart,

No booky nor time to loarn ;

The bible rests upoa the stand,

Nut seldom 1ta leaves I tuin,
For from dsylicht unto darkuess,
My weary round I go,
Fromt *s blazlog h,
To wianter’s cold and saow,

No musio books or pictures,

Like the lady at the hall,

Naught but the weary shadow

Paciog up and down the wall §

~For Truth,
There's Light Above Us,
BY 08WALD ROSS JONNBON,

When the light of day departing
Draws the curtain of tho skies,

Aud the gloomy clouds of autumn
Hide tho star-)ight from our eyes ;
Then, insympathy with creature

011, our hearts grow gloomy too,

Till some angel l{fts tAe curtasn,

And tho light comcs pouring through.

So, In times of dzcp bereavement,
When our hotschold sun has ses,
01t our epirits moum in datkness
O'er the joys wo can't foret,

Till an angel ¢fte the curtain

That enshrouds gur hearts in gloom ;
Then we 1alse onr eyes in wonder,
For there.s ligbt abovethe tomb,

Yes, 0 yea, thero's light abovoe vs,

And the clouds that check our view

Shall bo yilt with golden edges

When that glorious light comes through ;
And tho brightand radiant faccs

Of the **Joved ones gono beforo,”

Wil be sweetly smliing on us

From the banks of yorder shore,

Upward, thereloro, overupward

Le$ us it our hopetul eyes,

And we oft shall catch aweet glimpaes
Of tho upper paraalse

Atd our dear oncs, looking downward
From tho tragrant felds adove,

Oft shall drop us flowers of Eden

Aa mementocs of thelr love.

Yes, and when our pllzrho tootstepe
Shall approach the final goal ;

And the ahades ot death shall gather
Like a mist around tho soul;

Then, ob angel.pinfony Aying,

Thoy shall mcet us oo our way,

And conduct us safely homewazd
To tha hlesstd realmsof day. -

Whlidy, Ont.

~For Truth,
Expeoted Letters, i

BY KR3, J. L, VETUERSTON,
How the heavy moaionts drag, aud old timoe appears

AR5
And tho shortest daye in winter soem as though
um{ ne'cr woukf and,
Even sunshino scems losa dear, moonlight oventngs,
too, scein drear,
When wo fall to get a letter wo'or expecting trom
a friond.

iow we thl;\k tho comlng mail travels slow as 2.y
snatl,
And arrlves, st last, to cheat us of tho joy wo
hoped ‘twould eend,
Postmastor, smlling grim, 8358—00 very kind in him,
* Very eorry that I haven't got that letter from
your frlend.”

But at length tho day does dawm, perhapsa very
cloudy moming,
Aud tho hoast-ache, ** blucs,” and otberills around
Then wire i Seaponding beast, b
en w , deapondin we on hopeless
d start &

errund start, .
And fecl blligful ccatacy Indced—thero's the lette:

trom our triend.

Eager then Wl‘) Ureak ths seal, ah! what Liss It dos
revesi;
How much hopo and love aud sympathy giv
raptures \vluhout ead ; YTopathy gives
0, few kn?ﬁ- the hiope tolivo that 80 saall a thing
wlill glve
Awalting and 'gctung 2 long letterfrom a frlend.

Cobourg, Ont.

- .
Sloep, 0N Pioneer. "

LY MR WM. MACKIR,
When the spriag-tiae touch Is Ughtcst,
When the sumnier's oycs are brighteat,
Or tho autumn singe most drear;
When tho winter's hair is whitest,
Sleep, oid Plonoer {
Sato beneath the shelterod soll,
Late onough you crept;
You wero weary of the toll
Long belore you slept.
Well you paid for every cleu!nz.
Bought with grict each day of choer;
Nature's arms around you proesing,
Nature's llgc your brow caressing,
lacp, 0ld Ploneer.

When the hill of toll was steepoest,
When the forest frown was dee
Poor, but young, you hastened hero §
Cawe where solld hope war ~ 2apcst—
Camo~—a pionect.,
Made tho wostern Jungles view
Civilization's charns ;
Grasped a home for youra and you,
From thslesa tece arms,
5 0i] had never cause to doubt you—
Progress’ path you helped to clear ;
But to-day torgets about you,
And the world rides on without you—
Sloep, 0!d Pioncer,

Carleas crowds go daily gnt you,
Whore thelr future fato has cast you,
Leaving not a aigh or tear,
And your wonder works outlast you,
Baave, old Pioneert
Little care tho selfish throng,
T}}Vhe}r‘c 'our‘gnc]an 1s hk:h; .
ouy! ey thrive uponthe etrong,
Reaolote work ft did. °
But our memory.cyca have found you,
And wo hold you grandly dear;
With no work-day woes to wound you—
With the peace of God around you—
Sleep, old Plonecr,

Winterbourae, Oat.

A Transfignred Guest.
DY MRS, BREMNXR,

Dark sorrow came and stood besido my hearth,
With veiled face and sable-shtouded fortn s

At her approach gay health and booyant mirth,
Fled trembling, and ms household etnhers warm

Grew ashy whito ana ¢illl § without, astorn
Begean to blow, and cloudsacross the sky

Swept heavily ; tho sunlicht sresned wac.

In silenco #at tho veiled Intruder down,
Aud gazed upon mo; Loould fecl the gaze,
Through the dark folds T thought I saw a frown
Upon her brow.  As through the J:atherlmz haze
Tho storm-worn mariner sccs, with dread amage,
The clifls tisc dark end threatening fo hils way,
So did I look at Sorrow’s faco that day,

And yet, ** Draw not thy vell ~-;ay,” I crled;
**1 can not bear tomceet thine awlul e{’u:
1f heneeforth at my hearth thou must abide,
And in the lore of euffering nake me wiso,
At least be merciful; keep thy disgulsoe !
Sodread the pangs thy nidden toatures give,
1 cannot aco thy face unveiled, and live.”

Day wared, and alowly waned the dreary night,
And still I eat beaide my shrouded jucst.

Ier gazo resticstheld my shrinking sight ;
fior voloeless Hlps woke terrot in my breast,

A trembling selzed me, and my heart, oppressed,
Broxethe dread silence with a shuddeting cry,

14 Oh, let nio ecc thine awtul face, and dlot*”

Thon Sorrow rose , her sable garment fell
About her feet, and elowly, fold on fuld,

She put away her vellf; I could not quell
‘The fearthat made mv very heart grow oold,

At length unvelled, she faced e, and, behold,!
No grisly phantota was iny silent cucat,

No shape of terror, butan angel Licat.

Tho'llght of peace was In her steadfast eyes;
Celestral lovo andt plty mado a blaze
Of glory all about hee.  Rapt surprise
Posgersed my aoul, and atrongth for feecdlo days
Was {n mo born benesth her tender gaze.
T ctled, * Henoeforth we will not dwell apart 1*
And clasped tho Angel Sorrow Lo my beart,

Qeorgetown, Ont. ~Harpers dontAly,
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