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IVE DOLLARS

Will be given cach Week for the Besi
Picco of Poetry Suitable for Pablication
in This Page,

In order that we may sccure for our Poetry
Page tho very best productions, and as an
incentivo to increased intorest in this de-
partment of Trorh, we will give each weck
a prize of FIVE (85) DOLLARS to the persou
sending us tho best ploce of poetry, efther
selected or original. No conditions are- at
tached to tho ofer whatever. Any reador
of TruTH may compets, No monoy is re-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
the scader of the best poem, irrespective of
person or place. Address, “Editor Poet's
Page, Trutit Office, Toronto, Canada,” Be
sure to ndte carefully the above address, as
contributions for this page not so addressed
will bo liable to be overlooked. Anyons
can compete, as a sclection, possening the
necessary merit, will staud equally as good
a chanco of sccuring the prize as anything
origizal. Lot our readers show their appre.
ciation of this liberal offer by a good lively
competition each week,

A SPEQIAL PRIZE.

The publisher of Trurir will givoa prizo
of ten dollaragold for the best original poem
having reference to her Majesty Queen Vio.
toria, suitable for publicaton for May 24th,
the leogth not to exceed a hundred lincs.
Any perstn may competoand the Publisher
reserves the right of using any eent, whether
awarded the prizs or not,  All competitions
to be sent in not later than May 14th,

A prizo of ton dollars will aleo begivenfor
the best original poem suitable for Dominion
Day. (July 1st) to be sent in not later than
Juue 15th.

The proper name sud address to accom-
pany osch poom Sent. Addrees all directly
to Pablisber of T, Toronts,

THE AWARD.

Tho picce for this week is awarded to the
touching little poem, ‘A Year Ago,” from
the pen of A. D. Stowart, Esq., Chief of
the PPolice of Hamilton, Oat., to whom the

money will be scuton application to this
office.

—For Truth,

A Year Ago.
BY A, D. SIEWART,

A year azo the Lells were riogiog
Acroms the hiila and o'er the lea;

A yearago the dlrds wero singing,
Aznd all thelrsong brought joy o me,

A year ago the ship was salliog,
Tae gallant ship eo tried and true,
TEat left ine s0ULing here and wailing,
Ard Lore tny darling from my view,

Ere manimoonl had waned, ho told ma,
Borue homewards on a flowiag tide,

Clesc to his heartagaio he'd fold me
Ang wander never from my side.

Eut ah 1 whilet T wan waitiag boldly,
And dreaming of his love for me,
Tte moon was looking coldly, coldly,
And be was drownfog {0 the sea,

The ditds are singlng now aslizhtly
As when we parted on the shore,

The sun §s shiging just ae brightly,

But joy 10 mo comes nevermoro !

~For Truth,

Fair Canada.
LT JONN IMRIB,
Tune—=""Gud Save the Queen.”

God savo our native land,
Free moayeheere ;_ :,uy d,
r

Long may we ever be

Sone of the brave and {ree,

Faltntal to God li.m} thee,
ate

Frear every bostile band,
Freo us at thy ocomzand,
God save ourland
*Tho wo arc sona of toil,
‘We will defend our sofl,
Frem they who would deepoll

Falr as an opening flower,
Planted in Heaven's hower,
Falr Can
Stretching from soa to ses,
Ureat will thy future be,
Land of the brave and treo,

Falr Canada {
23Colborne Street, Toronto.

The Bong of the Thirating:
(ltev. 24, 6.
BY MR®, PRNIIALL,

The Honoy-birde
We are thrigting, goldea Sowere,
QGira usof your honey. 8t. Luke, xi., G.
The Flowers
Drink, pretty birds, In sunny hours,
Without tofl or money. 8s Matt, vl , 80,
Thoe Flowers
Wo are thiretiog, pearly dew.drope,
o Foryourkissoflove. Job, xxxvilf., 20, 23,
Tho Dew. °
Wo are coming, beautcous flowers,
Sent you from abovo. St. Luke, x!i,, 27, 28,
Tho Earth,

1am thinting, clear blusheaven ;
Lroope the golden graia, e, Ixv., 0,
The Hoeaven.,
Tendor showers God hath given
He s¢nds the gracious nfn Jof:, xaxvih, 11, 13,

The Son.
Lo 1 I thirst foe man’s salvation,
Dylog on tho cross. 8t. John, xix , 28,

The Father.
Tholr salration,$3n beloved,
Thou hast won by los.

The Christian,
1am thinting, Omy Saviour,
Fortrue righteousness.

Hed. iL.. 9,

8%, Matt, v, 0,

Jesus,
Lo thst hungereth thus, and thirstetd,
1 will surely bless.

All Crestion.
We azo thirsting, heavenly Fatber,
For thy gracious love. Iaa., AL, 17, 18,

Tho Creator,
Bleeslog, mercy, never-arding,
1 pourdown in love.

Oanadian Spring.
(4n EngluAman‘zopinien of (he deceitful Siron.)
BY R, 1, U., LOXDON, OXT,
3

Of chavgefal spring’s delusive charms beware |
How bright 'soc ¢r tho dar, the balmyalr

1a but the fickle beauty & Lalefut hreath,

With dite dissater {raught, diseasc, and death.

Boware! If thqiu thy faith upon her pin,

She will thy faith betray, and take theo in,
With blangl-hments to-daysho teinpts thee out,
To-morro s3rikes with rheumatism and gout,

F on sagacious birde sho will decelve,
Ternpted. on the bl oy breeze, 10 loave
Thelr bybernating hatnta o youthern clime,
She for thelr 80459 provides a boary rime.

i,

Tho mavis i the leaflcss woods. issloging

Laye sweetor far than strains of Orpheus’ lute
By gon al sun entloed, wild Sowers aro epringing,
Adventurous buds allured eseay to shoot.

\3

Could I but wara the uasuspecting bud
Of harm o'er hanging its devoted head.
For, n{r&d by frost (who holds eacbained the

s
*Twlll ‘neath jto-morrows sun bo blackened, dead
vl

Tha rquirrel. tha robls, and tho rook, she bringe
To listen, whilo the frost-proof rodin sings

The dylor winter's dlirge, but halt {a doubs,
Whether ‘twould be wisc to veature out,

vk
Asad coquotte ls our Canadian spring.
Let n¢ ¢ her wary wiles disaater briog,
Nor muretricious charms, nor tendor smilo
Thes from thy winter's salo rotreat beguile,

wiit,
Above, the sky ls binc and clos  and bricht,
The vemal cquinox {9 here, with shortenod night,

Tho sun's envivening beams thelr warmth giffase—
These arethe fascinations sho wall use,

ix.

Unhsppy wigbt ! who Laws In homaze thers,
Tho falr enchantrees i3 as falee as fale,
Thou'lt jiited be, ag thousands were beforo—
Retist tho Circe’s wiles or ruo it evermoro,

X
Holding In cold embraoe the woods. the streawms,

Nocked by smiling Sol's lilnsive heams,
Relenticss monster £r0st, with folded arms

Qur own dearland.

Blds defance ¥ tho Sixen's charme,

xl,

Yet she s harblager of summer still,

Her part In Nature's drama she must 6l

To sing her pratses | would faln eseay,

But awift-winged Pegasus has borne my muse
away.

Nought is Lost.
MARY &, HUNTER,
Nothiog s lost ; the drop ot dew,
Which trembies on the leat or flower
Is but exhaled to fall anew
In suminers thuuder shower;
Perchanco to shine within the bow
That fronts the sun as fall ot day;
Porchance to sparkle lnthe tiaw
01 fountalas far awsy,

Nothing 1s Joat—tho tinleat seed
By wild birde Lotus oz breezes blown,
Finds something sultcd to ita need,
Wherein ‘ts sown and grown,

.  Tholanguags of soms household song,

Tho perfutmo of some cheristied tlower,
Though gone {rot ocutward sense beloog
To wemory's sfter hour.

So with our woids ; or harsh or klnd,
Uttered they are not all forwot
They bavethelr loflaence on the mind,
Paes on but perish not.
8o withour deeds ; for good or fl,
Thoy bave thel? power, scarce understood,
Then let us uss our better will,
To make them rife with good.

Ths Old Bard.
BY 8, XOORR.

1t heppencd 1n tha olden time

Ere 1t was deemed a sin torbymo—

or c.sullnf critiolcarned the art

0f torturing the poets heart—

A lonely miostrel on his way

Saug %0 himself 8 zustio lay.

The peoplo caught the soothing straln

And {fstencd o the oard’s sefraln,

Aud begged that ho would stop awhile

And »iog, their sorrows to begulle.

Thoe bard attuned his much-loved Jyre,

And ran his Gogers o'er tho chords |

Slow, soft and sweet, then higber, higher,

And soon his thoughts ges vent ia words.

Heo sang of laviehed beauties sprosd

Boaeath, around and o’er bis head,

Tho bles:ings of the fertile sol),

The houeat men of cheeitul totl.

Heo sang of chaste, self-blushing love,

Pure as thoe light that shines above,

The malden falr, tho modest youth

\Whoses bosoms glow with love and truth.

He sang of virtuous love matured,

The cholcest balm of life secured—

The awects of matrimouiel Lliss,

The love revealed In every kiss.

Q 1 happy state, divinely sweet

With every hallowed ;oy replate;

Where man and wifo i heart agree,

A love-united family.

Beneath this great o’er archlog dome

The fale spot on honie.

Home, whero our Eden ig complete,

Where all the social virtues meet.

Home ! Sweetest spot tomortals given,

Falottype of thatloved home {n heaven,
ahadow dimmed tho poct's {ace

Whtle sing!ing of our suined raco—

Tuo cold dark deeds of wickeduees,

Oppremlon, sorrow and d'stress,

Tho tyrant's frown, the suffering slave,

The traitor, thictand palnted koave;

Thosavagcs «t alcohol

Deatroy Ing dody mind andeoul ;

Drlnk with Its twice ten thousand woes

Ta robthe soul of its repcas;

Accuracd drink carth sgroatest blight,

Thy frults our mo t revolting s'ght,

On'l say when shallthe world ve froe

Fiom thisdecrading miscry?

The poet breathed a softer straio,

Aud eany hlg dulcet notes agala ;

And lcoking upward toths skies,

Whilo tear drope glistened in his oyes,

He sang of patient faith’s reward,

Tho m- ed of evcrﬁ honest bard ;

And polnung to the pligrim band,

Hesang the glories of taat land

O'er stretched bevond the misty gloom

Which mortals ses around the towab.

And then he soothed ae sufferiog poor,

Who meekly, patiznilv eadure

Thesc noble herces in the staifo

Who triumpl o'er the {tls of life |

Who onward urge thelr rapla course

And even take the crowa by force.

Tho poet ralucd bis glearning eses,

Which seemod to penetrato tha skies,

When musing a8 I{ lost {n theught;

Bat what be saw ke told us not.

For suddenly ho cessed to slog;

I1is muse had dropped hor weary wiLg,

And then ho bowed his hoary head

Aud then was numbereod withthe Jud;

And with hislyre u¥on bls breast,

They lald the dear old bard to rest.

——

—=For Truth.
The Unheard,

Y W, 3, GROW,

Many the songs that are sudg bul as many sweet
songs that are voiceless

Silent yet throbbing for llfc, aad their eilenco 4
sweeler than dinging s

Sweot a8 thomusic of birdy when the morning aAwakes
and yot nofseless §

Swoct an the hymne that are heard when the great
wide cathedral Is ringing,

Music of words and of sousty there's amuslc, &
rythm ot motion s

Muslc 200 grandly subllme for bumani{y’s beart to
approvo it

Sweetncss we can't comprehend, thero's a vastaees of
loveand dovotion,

Falihless tho world cannot soe, heartitss the world
docs n‘?l lovo it

Many a Foet has lived—llved and died without pen.
n nf, {nditing

Songe that aroso on his soul—songs of swcetnees be.
yound earthly #'n,," 2r 5

Gazing with raptureanu faithas the visionfrom hea-

Yen was l%hdug—
Lighting his soul till all nature wiih melody sweotly
was elnging.

Many a poot has llved —1lved and diod without break

log tho slience,

When it the sang bad beon sung—had Leen given, the
world all would pralse 1t

Men would break out K) one voice, throughout earth,
to its tartherest lelands;

Whom they call mad ere ho slnge; and the song not
another can ratso it.

Thus {8 the prafvo of the world, aud its fudgment as
lkely to error.
Merit, it clamoriog on, will at length give a measure

of pralecs ;
8ilonce. though ever so swcet, and expression briogs
not the moed nearer;
Crowned though the singer may be, yot its after he's
under the dalsfes.

Voiceless and silent, alono; there {s many anobio
heart breaking,

Boaring with pain and with alijhs, that the world
puts on then: unthinking ;

Creatures above common clay, with thelr faults and
thelr vietuce partaking

Loss O{ldﬁ earth that {s earthly ; man nearer to dicty

oking,

Notin the tesr drop alone, nor in monrnlog is seated
eep sorrow,

Loud ls the scream of tho eagle, tho song of the
thrush is diviner ;

83, 10 the hoart that s silent, hops way be dead for
to-niorrow,

Borrow may heavier lle than is shown mirrored from
the hoart of repiver.

To these, the unheard and unknown, is the song thas
1 rafso dedicated.
Nothlng {3 given in valo, even sorrow will bring the
AT DEArer—
Nearer $0 heaven than foy; to the Creator brlng near

the crea
*Till Ho Jitts up thocross from the heart, of our load
beeoming the bearer.

—For Truth.
A Triend For Me.

BY MRS, 4, NODD,

The f1lend who with a flat!. - og tongue
Pretends so true to be,

But is a false deceitful one,
Is not the tricnd for me,

The tricnd who, In tho hour of grief,
A comforter will be,

And strives the mourner to relieve,
O that's thefriend for me.

The friand who when distretses come,
Will then In terror fice,
Ag:ln in search of flmum roam,
not the fricad for mo,

Tho {zlend who Jong will true remain,
Through want and poverty ;

Through storm and tunshino still the same,
O that's the {riend tor me, .

~For Truth,
Our Volunteers.
BY MR8, 7, STREET,
When snow falls \-I)lnlhe and chill, oer praftie wastes
at wi
And storms {lm. thickly down,
As far from homes' red Gre, fond mothor aad proud
site
Orsweet wife, manhood'scrown ;
When yearns b‘hka‘plm bold, forsounds from love'sfar
o
Tosootho his stralning cars,
Then Josu—tender, kind, speak to his Inner mind,
Comtfort our volunteers.

When alowly marching on, pralse sllvery echoes
D

Fone
Duty hia gl'xlding star:
Bearing hungor and thirst, with long roads at their
w0

3t
Tho battlo sceot atar,
Of present joyé ’bcren. and manya bright acone
[

And framed {n stony tears:
Then, O spirit dislne, into tito’s grimuess shlao,
Gladden our volunteers.

When tho moving columnashalt, «ad form with scarco
a fault

Fitm 'neath their loader's eye,
Whils thro' each living line, runs the awful thought,
the timo
Draws near whea some mustdie,
1t with hearts tlerco and hot, thoy should meet tho
1afning shos
And the encmy sppears,
Then, God of wight and right, amid the cruel fight,
Lorer our voluntecrs,

Should one, u;o thought {s woe, bo wounded, Licod.
t

5 10W,
Cruthiug each feverish moan,
Suﬂeﬂng the pityless palo, Jonging, tho' all Ia vaip,
"OT onhe uout’s rest at home -~
When carth h:“ﬂoucd past, aod death with Iron

Intoh!s pressnce nears,
Tren Saviour, who didst biced, to thy pierced bosom

0 3avo our voluntecrs.
Twas 20 their c{iuntry‘l call, they answered, onc and
a

Not hatewnor empty fame
To defecd the vcattered, weak, 1o talot hearts, courage

peak,
Check alauchter, plunder, fame,
80 as thelr causels Just ;i mcet the foa they niuss
Thls thought our mlm cheers §
Trusting we look to Thee, the God of vietory,

Tocrowa our voiunteers,

P Y~ |



