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The Loet's Page,

FIVE DOLLARS
Will bo given each Week for the Bost
Piace of Pootry Suitaole for Publi-
cation in This Page.

In ordor that wa may securo for our Pootry
Pagoe the very best productions, and as an
incontivo to incrcased interest in this de-
partment of TruTH, wo will give cach weok
a prizo of ¥1VE (85) DOLLARS to tho porsou
sonding us the best picco of pootry, oithor
selocted or original. No conditions are at-
tached *o the offer whatever, Any reader
of Trutit may compete, No money is re-
quired, and the prize will bo awarded to
the sender of the best poem, irrespective of
person or place. Address, “Editor Poot's
Page, Trurh Offico, Toronto, Canada.” Be
suro to note carefully the above address, as
contributions for this pag® not so addressed
will be linble to be overloocked. Anyone
can compste, a8 a sclection, posscssing the
necessary merit, will stand equally as good
a chance of sccuring the prize as anything
original, .ot our readers show their appre-
ciation of this liberal offer by a gcod lively
competition each week.

THE AWARD.

Our offer of 810 00 for tho best poem on
“Dominion Day” evoked considerable en-
thusiasm, and the competition has been ox-
reedingly keen, Thelargo number of really
meritorious productions sent in has made it
somowhat diflicult for the committee to de-
cide as to which was the best poem among
so maoy good ones, Mowever, after
carefully reading the various composi-
tions, iney bave awarded the prize
to the poem entitled, “My Loved
Canadian Home,” written by Mr. Ross
Johnston, of Whitby, Ont. We think the
committco are to be congratulated
upon the poetical taste displayed in
their choice. There is a  hearti-
ness and forcefulness of expression in the
picco which does the author credit, and the
lines breathe the true spirit of patriotism
and love of country. The fact has been
clearly demonstrated by this and our former
competition that we have in our midst poeti-
cal talent of ro mear order, Toall who
have by their productions contributed tow-
ard thosuccess of this competition, wo ex-
tend our thanks, and cxpress the hope that,
whilst all could not xeceive the prize, they
will still continue to grace the pages ~”
TrurH by occasional poetical contributions
thereto, The §10.00 will be paid Mr, Jobn-
ston on app'ication.

~—Lor Truth.
My Loved Canadian Home.
BY ROSS JOIINSTON,

Hail, bread Dominion of tho West!
On this thy natal day
My trombling heart shail wake from rest,
‘Aund breathe a joyons lny.
United now from sea to sca
Qur vast Dominion stands,
And waves tho flag of liberty
With patriotic hands,

What other land bencath the sun
Has richer stores ithan thoun?
Or grander trophics to bo won
By swcat of honest brow?
‘And where, "'mong all the nations wide,
Can truer hearts be fonnd
Than those that now havoe bled and died
On our own holy grourd ?

I'vo stood upon Italia's plains,
Angd dreamed among her flowors,
And listened to tho melting strains
Of music in her bowers.
*T'is classic ground where'er I roam,
But not so dear to mo

I'vo stood upon the vine-clad hills
Of chivalrous old Spain,
And heard the murmur of her rills
Doscending to the plain ;
And faney, with her magio wand
Calls heroes from their sloep,
Whoso sabres flash thro' all the land,
From glen and mountain steep.

But, my own land, my oye still turns
With fondest love to theo;
For well I know within thee burns
The heart of chivalry.
And love of truth and love of right,
And lovo of country dear,
Shall keep thy armor ever bright
‘When danger's hour is near,

I'vo atvod where towering clumps of palm
In solemn grandour rise;
And breathed the healiog breath of balm
'Neath Orlental skies.
But foul oppresasion taints tho air,
And wanton cruclty ;
Away, tall palm and olive fair,
Give me the maplo tree,

I'va stood bencath the ample shade
Of India's banyan wide;
And oft my wandering feet have strayed
Where Ganges' waters glide.
But superstition's shackles bind
The soul in darkest night ;
Give me the freedom of the mind,
Tho land of goapel light,

I've atood on dear Brittania’s shoro,
And Eriu's isle 80 green ;
I've climbed Joved Scotia’s mountains o’er,
And suony France have seen.
Buv yet . land where'or I roam
Has charms so sweet for me
As my uwn loved Canadian homo,
And bright gre :n maplo tree,

Yo sea-girt isles, yo “hely fanes,”
Whera our forefathers rest,
Your gons atill hug the golden chains
That bind them to your breast,
And well the dear old flar th== love,
Whose folds, in living light,
In Freedom's cause otill float above
The zhadows of tho night,

Como, then, ye aons of honest toil,
From overy foreign shore ;
Come, find a home upon the soil,
Which freedom’s flag floats o'er.
From broad Atlantic on the cast
To far Pacific’s strand
We'll spread for you a gladsome feast
Of welcome to our land,

Wuirsy, Ont,

———

Osnada so Oharming.
(4n Ode for Dominion Day )
BT A. M'RILLOP.

Ancther year has passed away
And thousands throng In grand array,
To celehrate Dominion Day

In Caoada, 8o charming.

The muslc stralag, tho banners bright,
Tho stirriog ioyo of sound and sight
Evince a natlon’s fond delighs,

In Canada, 80 charmliog.

From eea {0 sea and slde by eldo
Tbe Provinces ave great and wide;
And grand in her colonlal pride

Is a, 80 charming,

Be ours the pride of wealth and worth,
Not royal rank, nor titled birth 3
‘Tho{reost, falrest, 1and on carth

1s Canada, %o charming,

Well may the French and Germans boast

Thoe gloties of the Rbinlsh coast;

Butthere's a land we love the most!
'Tis Canada, 80 charming.

At war's alanms the d ingdoms 1lso,

*Noath yonder cloudless easiorn skics,

Let peace bo our’s, for peace wo prizo
In Canada, 80 charming,

The great war cloud hay rolled away,
Tho weary doubt and dark dismay
Dispelled, before a brighter day

In Canada, so charming.

Qur troops have conquered savago bands,
‘The rebel chicts are in tholr hands,
Aund wo posscss the praftio lands

Ia Canada, 80 charming.

Our Volunteers, tho true, the bravo,

Havo wept o'er many & comrado’s grave 3

‘They rlskod thelr prescious lives to savo
Our Canada, %0 charming.

And they bave done tholr work 5o wolt
That Xiddleton subdued Riel;

As my own loved Canadian home —
Swoct homo of liborty,

A3 tuture history shall tell
1n Canada, 80 charmling,
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Tho teavs of grief aro freely shed,

The wooe of war ars widely spread

Weo mourn for frionds and herces dead,
In Cauada, 8o charming,

The wise have sald wo nusé endure

The ovlls that wo cannot cure ;

Let frecdom’s bulwark stand secure
In Canada, eo charming.

The swarthy rebels of tho west

\Who have thelr loyalty exprossed,

Shall have their grievances redresged,
In Canada, eo charming,

As matriots, our hopes are strong

That right shall triumph over wrong,

The whole rebellion crushed ere long,
In Canada, so chamlug.

Then lot us sing a union psalm

As wo rally round cur maplo pal

With brighter hopes aud joys more calme~
Ia Canada, 8o charmling,

For, the maplo tree may st''l be seon

As tlrm and fas® as it o’cr bag beon:

Its shadow, ample and sereno,
Makes Canada so charming.

In citles, ahops ard stores abound,

And great and wealthy folks aro found,

Bu.the farmers* toll, withwealth hascrowned
OQur Canada, so charming,

On beauteous felds and farms oo clear—
Thtir stately mansions do appear;
Nor lalrd, nor factor need we fear

In Canada, socharming.

Aund men and women, {rafl and old,
“ Thereare, whose praise was ntver told
For they mado this land what we behold,
And Canada 80 channing,

Aud Iads and Iasses 1alr and young,
Doservo a better~-nobler song,
With inspiration on my tongue,

Ia Canada, so chanmlng,

True knowledge {s a source of power,

And the teachers' deeks this very hour

Aro fouad by, many a grove and bower
In Canada, 80 charm!ing

God's zoodness fills this favored land,

And Zlon’s horalds take thelr stand—

Proclaliming truth on many a strand
In Capada, 80 charming.

Qur blessinges cverywhere abound,

From shore to shoro gre !, <vealth {3 tound ;

And the maplotieo with laurels crownod—
In Canada, 80 charming.

All honor to the noble hest

That sw ept rebellion from our cosst ;

We own their zcwwer, our pride and boast
In Cauada, &0 charing,

To these seturned —and those anay—
A trinute duo, we gludly pays
Be thelrs a bright Donuinlon Day

In Canada, so chammlog.

Bosaxquxr, June 12th,

R —For Druth,
Our Dominion.
BY JRXNIK M'DOUGALL,
“God bless our fair Dominion 1" each loyal hoart
witl pray,
And echolug tﬁrough the mighty land, greet thls,

our natal day ;3
On cvery sldc, afar and near, wo hear with loud ac.

m

The loyal words resounding, linked with Canada’s
falr namo ;—

On overy sidetho b try's flag I

fly, our
soen,—
“God bless oxl:r falr Dominlon! God bless our nodle
uces {*

Tho Maplo Leat floatso'er us, true cmblem of our

land
Ripe with 'SFrlng’a buddivg beauty, touched by her
wand ;

enia
The l%:ggr;zlgru zo carceses with lingoring touch
0
Then v::tu t0 border nations wealth of loyalty un.
While uprﬁlzg {from our natiop, fromthls Canada of
u

ours,
heer on cheer Is heard resounding, through the
golden summer house,

Fanoed bl)lv lito-giving broezes, where the calm Pacific
smiles,

And laves with Iavish hand tho coast of rugged rocks
AN c8,

Oclumb]n. we find enthronod, reflecting Heaven's

ow

From §.m of unsung loveliness, acd cresis of spot.
less snow.

Across the mo=ntaln barzler, Lathed In summes's
golden sh.

Wo sond our volees ringlng for our country and our
Qucen.

Far to the cast, along the coast, where tho Atlaatic
raves,

Ya find & trlo of falr names, Rashed by the ceascless
WAVCS

Wo find in utx:m good men and true, we flad thelr

s falr

And onewand all for Canada thelr best will do and
daaro.

Sturdy and strong a8 are {he rocks upon thelr fretted
coast,

They work for Qucon and Country, thelr prond and
noble boast. -

Bosido those vast uorivalled Lakes, & queenly Pro-
vioco les,

And lron:x herloyal eons this mom tholoud *“hurrahs®
ariso;

A nau&r‘x'l heart is pulsleg, and ccholng cheer on

(337
From city and from hamlet, thoy rise alar and near:
And thousand volces blend as ons, and shous thro™

out that land
"“God Ddloss our falr Dominicn bless ker with lavish
band

Lulled l;y that mighty river, tho St. Lawronco broad
and deep,

That l;g:m those nland watere, with many a wanton

P.

To greot she mighty ocean, Quebee laviting ies,

And from her population n;llQupwnd to thegskle;

Tho volees of two natlons, blend!ng in full acclalm,

In honor of falr Canads, and of her spotiess namo.

Far Inland lies another, the Praile Pravince falr,

And noith and west tho great “‘Lone .a1d™ spreads
out in beauty raro

Thoso rich and vérdant pastires, those Iakes and
winding streams

Seem ll;(e a glimpae from fairyland, or from the Iand
of dreams;

And though robellion's dastard hund has lately come

view,
The Praitle Province loyal stands, her heart beats
warm and true.

God bless our falr Dominton! God bless our nohle
And ng h_er eons o'er loyal be, an honeat, upright
May ov:: ‘Provl co lond her ald, to keep withont a
The ﬂnaz l:.hat floate above us, aad Canada's falr
Aye cll::llﬂxeé round tho Maplo Leat ur soven stars

are seen,—
God Ll-ss our falr Dominlon! God bless our noble
Quoon |

Mup Bay, British Columbla,

.. —For Truth,
Dominion Day.
BY C, YRANK GILCHRIXSE.

Canada, glorious Canada, the land

Whero Freedon waves hor banuers o'es tho free !
To-day thero swells, voluminously grand,

Tho anthem of the Sons of Liberty |
And ¢n each bosom throbs united oy,

Which overy thoughtof * Patrla” imparts ;
Dere nativo Canada t without alloy,

We Lring the homags ¢f a nation's hearts.
Vihile in the crown of England many a yem

Of purest lustre scintillate and gleam,
Yot Canada, of all that dladem,

Would realize an Indlan Prince's Dream—
Stil), Mother Queen, we gladlv own thy away
On this, Confederaiion’s Natal Day.

From where the Atlantic with resonant roar,
Rushes its feantlo tides on Scotia’s shore,

To whero, on broad Paclfo's placid hreast,
Vancouver rocks her form In peacetul rest §
From where eternal winter wraps tho Pole,

To whore the yaunmerbreathes away itg soul,
Our falr confederation bright eatends,

Aud smiles beneath a day that never enda.
Laved Canada we gladly sing thy praise,

Aud to thy namo our joyful voices raise;

For {o Canadians how dear thou art,

Tho central foy of avery loyal heart |

Thx vast lakes i+ thelr greeny depths could hide
Old Eogland ; and her flceta their surface rido.
The sun‘s descendiog raye smile on fair streams,
His morning rays salute Jhe rivers’ gleams;

He rises whero thcir waters mect the deep,

And In their dancing founts his Jast beams pecp;
Thy forests grand, thelr umbrage clad extend,
And in their depths a thousand colors blend ¢
While fancy weaves & dres s withia thelr shades,
For fairlea roaming in shur sylvan glades,

Sons of those sives, who, trite to Fatherland,

Forsook tho homes their industry had won,
Became a wandering and a care-worn band

To find new homes beneath a kindlier sun,
Oh, sous of Canada | with earnest toll,

Seck out new honors for your countrv's weal,
Letting no traitor win from you the soil

Won a~d maintalned by Empire Loyallsta' stecl. -
But, oh | You'vo proved your worth ~ Undying fame

Has chronicled your every valorous doed,
And tuture ages shall repoat your nawme,

‘' Our volunteers,” thelr Infant lips shall read;
For when rebelllon, with ita rumors rife,

And with its distant thunder’s muttered roll,
Threatened Canadlan borders with fierco strife,

And kindled Indignation In each sow,
Our volunteers gave all they hed, n-r thought
With what a ; rico must peaco again be bought !

80, when to-day, with all your "sys complete,
You measuro cvery rlwure‘: fancy fleet,

Tho Trades' Procession. or the grand Parade,
Or other proudly prancing cavalcade,

And all the other arte, tho feats and games,
The smiles of merry malde and witching dames
That %reet the conquering heroes: when you faln
Your brimming cup of ecstasy would drata,

O, let a thought cf somo Cansdlian heart,

Made desolate by war's debasing art,

Of soms Canadian mother's sorrowing breast,
Mourning bes!deher soldler bov's last rest ;

Of some Canadian father's statlier grief,
Yearoiog for Mm, of all his joy’s the chief ;

Oh, let thelr tears, the dew drops of the heart -
To a'l this day & holier joy impart,

Joy that Confederation but retains

Tho remory of rebellion’s sordid stains §

Joy that Canadiane, Now, Forcver! may

Units In honor of Deminjon Tay 1

WxLLAXD, Oat

—For Truth,
Ode on Dominion Day.
BY NRX. KDJAR JARVIS.

Hall to thee, Canada, anothor year
Has como and goao, In Time's precession by 3
¥ rielles wo © ta the bler,
A1d Iay It on tho shelves of memary.

Sadly and tenderly, with thanktulness

For all it was; all that it mightbave been
Is not for us to aay, who cannot guces

Tho hidden counscls of tha greas Unacen.,

Safe In our bark, wo sail through calm or sterm,

And dukness, wavos may threaten to o’'ormhelm,—
‘The lightoing’s flash reveals one falthtul form,

Ard ono scatred hand, forover at the helm,
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