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FIVE DOLLARS

Will be glven each Woek for the Best
Pisoe of Poetry Sultable for Publi-
oation in This Page,

In order that we may secure for our Poetry
fPage the very beat productions, and as sn
incentive to incroased interest in this de-
partment of TRUTH, we will give sack week
» prizo of X1vE (§5) DoLLARS to the persou
sonding us the beat plece of poetry, olther
scloctod or original. No conditiona are at.
tached to the offer whatever, Any reader
of TROTH may compets, No money is re-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
the sender of the best poem, irrespective of
person or place, Address, “Editor Poet's
Page, Truta Office, Toronto, Canads.”  Be
sure to nots carefully the above addreas, as
contributions for this page not so addressed
will bo liable to be overlooked. Anyone
can compete, as a selection, possessing the
neceasary merit, will stand equally as good
a chance of securing the prize as anything
original, Let our readers show their appre-
ciation of this liberal offer by a good lively
competition each week,

SPEQIAL OYTER,

The publisher of Trutn will give a spe-
cial prize of ten dollars for the best original
poem for “Dominion Day” (July lat), The
contributiongarenot to exceed 100 linescach,
and to be sent in, addressed to Publisher of
Troura, not later than June 15th.

THE AWARD.

The award for the following beautiful
poem is given this week to Edward Storr,
Esq., Superintendent of the House of Com-
moas Reading Xoom, Ottawa, to whom $5
will be paid on application,

A largo number of excellent poems, both
original and selected are in, which we
would very gladly publish if space only
permitted,

——

Heaven's Rewards,
Light after darkness,
Galnarter locs,
Streakth alter weakness,
Crown after cross;
Sweet after bitter,
8ong atter fears,
Homse titer wandering,
Joy atter tears,

Sheaves atter sowing,
sun‘uur rala,
Aftor mystery,
Poace alter pain ; ©
Joy alter sortow,
Calm afte!

! 4
Nest after wearinoee,
Jweet rest at last.

Noar alter dlstant,
Gleam after gloom,
Love after lonclincss,
Mulo atter tomb ;
et long agoey
of bile

ik g

—For Truth,

~For Truth,
Forgive and Forgot.
DY BESSIR URQUIIARY,
Oh, forgive and forset,
Yor thiglise is t00 fleeting
To wante It In broodiog

To forgive and forges.

In the path wemust tread,
Loadlog down $0 the valley,
and trials

Are Crosecs

To L1t and Lo bear

And the challoe of 11t
From vhlchwmd:‘nhl
O1ft boars 0 our lips
Drops o sotrow and care,

But this life ls a0 short,
Be {t e

To brood o'er & wrong.
Lt us lits Sp our durdses,

g

No prayers to night! Nolgolden hesd
To lie In my lap with {4 glittering light,
Bub » broken heart, and n sigh Instoad :
Al | mo—ah! me—no prayers to-night!

No llsplog tongue, no dimplod hands
To siog and etrike in ka:n delight;

No bafr to plait {n glisten'ng strands;
Ab) mo—ah}! me—no prayers to-night !

No prayers to-night, no bright eyes shine,
No cradted hoot tocatch oy sght;
No rosy lips pressed close to m!no;
Al ] me—ah| mo—no prayers to-night !

No trusting love, no pearly tears,

No smile, no l‘u&hmlom and biighy;
No little volco to whlaper fean ;

Ab! me—ah| me—no preyers to-night!

No prayers to-n{zbt—an achlng hea

Allfe that s (\fll of care .ndzb"‘br:;,
Alifo that has sorrow in every part ;

Ah] me—ah! me—no prayers to-night |

Kindness.

One shord word in kindness spcken,
Conugg scarce a moment s breath,

Msy bind up a heart that's broken,
Save a sloking soul from death,

Cupe of cooling water given
’E:tho \vw by t,hy%’lde,

Sbals be meted back by heaven,
8parkling from life's crystaltide.

nﬁﬂ no matler who may ask It,

are workmanship of God,

There'sa gem in every casket,
Purchased by the Raviour's blood.

Work for Jesus, strive to win it,
Ho bath boaghs for thes a crown,
Thine to place bright stars withia it,
At his feet to lay it down,

The Lsason of Patience.
L

A weavcr sang gally at his loow,
While wc&vfnx .’;abrlc gay, )

When the pattern he was copying “rom
Was toseed by the windaway,

Ho paused awbile in dull despalr,
Hot tears o'er his pale faze ran;
Then Jmt the unfiniehed work aslde,

And another web Legan,

u,

Thls leason of patience to our hearts
How often hard fate doth teach ?

When the things we have been striving for
8he places beyond our reach.

1w,

'xhon&h wo re¢l beneath the cruel shock,

And our hearts grow falnt with pain,

‘We muat gather up the broken threads,
Goon with lite’s work again,

A

For we cannot pattern out our lives §
God hath bis own brigat design,
Which we wil) not Xnow tlll )ifc's finished web

18 ]aid at bis feen divine.

. —For Truth,
(ompensation,
BY NETTIR RERR.

Child of feail mortality eom&hln not thou of God,
Becauss somie thorns and briare now are strowa along

\\‘h.\t,%)y(mxh li thee hero bel but ¢oll and
o give theo hero belo u
uibuhxiomf( s
Hercafter Ho will - s it right, and grant the com.
peomation.

Conndle in Jesus’ watchful caro, snd trust & Fathers
ove,
To lsad thee through this wilderness, to endlcas rest
ve §
To gala in Heaven of bappl, the
matlon,
Accon::ng %0 hia righteous plan of cqual compensm.
on,

oot

~For Truth.
Legend of the Forgot-Me-Not.

When flowers first bodecked the earth,
1n Edon’s happy bowen‘

The Lord, 'tis said, in c0of of day,
Camo down among tho flowers.,

"o each Ho ‘uma fittlog name;
To cach a loving word 3

And blesred the gatden Ho had made,
Behaldlog it was good.

Agaln He care la 000l of day,
And walked amozg the flowers;
But_ono. ho saw, a blossom falr, N
Was sad tn Eden's bowers,

Theloving Lord bent tendetly,

And rateed ity drooping hesd 3
When *Lord my oame I bave forgot,”
The blue-oyed blossom said.

No uoking word the Master sald;
vForget- me-not,” said He
And smiling on the sed, aweet flower,

And bear them on b,
We'll ay hen aw&&%y.
1% cannod be Joog.

151 thle thy namo akall be.”

The year's fimt blmh(nf )
Were decking the prairies broast,
the summor garb of beauly
Mado fair tho wild north-weet,
1t flushed In the wedgy hollows,
“l& ;;nilc'd;(linl tl;o wood’l‘nnd goll,
whispered 1o low, 8ott zephyre
That breathed c'er the laxo and fell,

How {t glowoed In the myatio star-shine
Of the clear bluo northern sky;
How 1% crimson’d and flushed Jn andeur
In the suneet's sweet sLye
And gaudy birde from the southland
Madoe Utliliant the poplar grove ;
And plaintive calls catio sonndiog
From the haunts whers the plovers rovo

With dream.notes In the gloaming
Tho wind-lutes swept the bdughs,
8weet songe from the distant strotches,
Where toe mocse and bison browse,
And we lay 1o our camp and llstened,
And thought of the wilds untrod;
Of the misty, lonely futuro,
Of the homes on the stranger sod,

e, S tatrun e
ur eager tho would stea
To w:‘gomn Augd scenes, 0 tho Joves and

hopes,
Of the yout: -time, faraway |
We alept to dream of the mortow—~
‘O Twill be Sunday at home,” we sald,
*'But our church must be the Pnlxls
With the blue sky ovethead I

The Sabbathdawned in besuty,
With a calm, whoss breath of peace
Mado a solemn, grand cathedral
Of the wild, vast wilderness,
The woods were tho soft-tonod onznn:l
And the winds through thete alleys dim,
Naw raised some high, glad anthem,
Now chanted some low, swoet bymn.

And we came from our tents together,
And 32004 on tho lone hill slde,

To joln the sougs of Nature
That Sabbath momiog-tide,

With one consent letall the earth
Swelled 0a the suany a's;

And then, how each home-sick heart weatfc ¢ .
In that strange hour of prayer.

A-<d tho text the preacher gave us
Was, ¢ Rejoics 1o the Lord always,"
Alike in the sumimer sunshine
Axd the gloom of Winter days;
And the clouds of our %Ioom were banished
Like the mist from tho morniog alr,
We had strength for the untried future,
For God 1s everywhero!

The Brave at Home.

o mald who binds her warrio™~s sash
Th\\‘nh smile that well hor paln dissemibles,
The while beneath her droopleg Iash,

One starry teaz-drop haogs and trembles;
Though teaven alone records the tear,

And fame shall pever know her story,
Her hearthaashed & dmr asdear

Ase’er bedewed the fleld of glory |

The wifo whoglsds her husband’s s¥xord,
M1 Uittlo obes who weep and wonder,
And bravely speaks the cheerlog word,
What though her hoart be rent asundcer.
Doowmed nightly in her dreams to hear
The bolts ot death around him rattle,
Hath shed as sacred blood as o’er
Was poured upon the Scld of cattle!

Tho mother who conceals her grict

While to her Lreast hicr son sXo piesses,
Then breathes a few brave worde,and Lrisf,

Kissing the patrict brow she Licsecs,
‘With no one but her secret God

To kuow the paln that welghs upon her,
8hed holy blzod as e'cr tho

Recelved on Freedom's tleld of honor!

~For Truth.
Samson ard Delilah.
BY 8. XOORE.

Whit {s Samson’s boasted strength
Before Dfl{(l‘;gohaxt lt tength

He muat yle! cratlen
And geit her all hig heart,

8ho has got hissecret now,
Got his head upon her lsp,

And oats the locks which shado his brow,
Then wakes him {rom his nap.

‘Wakee him feom his plessing elecp
And sclls him tohis toes:

Now, 200 late, he comes to reap
2he harvest of his woos

ock’d by cruel onciulos,
Fetterd with tho captive’schaln,

Hemouros tho Joss ot both hlsoyes
And groaos with laward pain,

Samaon’s Is no lonely case §
We have Delilah’s still—
Mon who could a lion tace,
Yet bead to woman's wifl H
Meaq, tho' physically strong,
Nado s woman's williog slave,
' To vios and 1uln urg’d along,
And dragg’d down tothe grave,

1t you wish yourstrength to hoep,
Bowaro of D'e NAP,

Never ui\; your hcad to slocp
Upon Delilah’s lap ;

She will ply her cunalog art,
Making you her oas; 3

R ]
And marked a boauteous rogo
That deep within te graceful loavos,
Ltll held tae dew drop close.

Aud gally bright the fower bloomed,
Upon {ts tragilo stem ;

Bweet tragranco flllod the alr around,
Dow drops its disdem,

But when ths sun with mid.day power
1 thouei 13 e s deen)
oug s8¢0 thoqueenly fowor
Quito dead, or wl'.geud l{e

Amazed with rapt delight, T acon
‘r'l'ohe {buxnnbl‘n’dena ‘r-t' . ont
m tho sweet rote, with atren oW
More graceful and more falr, gth Fnewed,

Thus with the Christian on lte's road,
8hould grace }ke momling dew;

Sustalu him for the mid.day strito,
And all his powers reoow,

—For Truth.
Right end Wrong. T

BY MRS, JAMEKS M'INNiS,

Virtue and vico can ne'eragres,
Asright and wrong still onward glido,
8witt currents in the human 803,
Forever warring alde by alde.

It la wartare strong and deep,
Whoea fairost Icus swell the strifo,
Whero youthand age their pulses beat,
With all tho streagth of esroost lfe.

No tofling slave la darksomo mincs
Can foel a docper senso of woe,

Th:p mashood, 1n his sttength sublime,
Whea crimo has Inid its ventur:s low.

Has 1ald each high and daring plan,
JMagured by years of toll and care,
Which marks thetrue and noble maa,
Benesth too spell cf dark despair.

O1 then be carnest in the right,
Aﬂtind r:t;unéhtbe ‘pn.bo u\:hl’cg lead to crime,
prove the strength of human nigh
Aloog the battle n’:lus of timo, ght

For virtus bringe a rich behest,
And blooms unfading in the soul,
When truth {s sought with earnostiiess,
Aad vico 14 held {n strong contro),

————

Some Other Day.
BY SUSAN COOLIIOR,

Ol all tho words that grown folks say,

Tho saddestaro theee, “*Soms other day,”

80 canily, carelesaly, often safd,

Bat to childish ears they are words of dread,
To hope a knell, aud to wish a door,

A trost on cxpectancy’s tender bloota;

¥ar evca the baby who scarce can crawl
Kuoowaa g romiso lfkathatis no promlsoatall,
Andthat out of sight and of mﬁ;d alway

12 that mecking mirsgo *'Some otherday.”

Tho years flit by, and wishes fado,

And south ln the grave of ago is Iald,
And tho chlld who bent his youthtul wil]
1a a child 0o more, but Is waitiog stil),

07 the plessuro defersed, thelott-ous gane,
Though {t caine at last, 13 nevor the samo;
The bubbdle has died on the mantling cup,
Toe draughtisdull as we ditnk it vp;

Aud old hopes laugh at us aswo aay,
At Iast it has come, that ‘otherday.’”

Ah 1 1ittlo hearts which beat and fict

Agaioat tho bounds by patiencoact,

Yours {s but univenal tate

And tho old as thesoung all havo to walt.

You wil} learn like us o bo stout in pain,

And not tocry when your wishes prove valn,
And :.he’-’mngu: that grows froni a thwarted

W
Aud that servicols donc by standing atill,
And to bravely 100k up into Heaven, and say,
*' shall Oad it all there, ‘Somo other day.' **

Ob ! Beapers of Life's Harveat,

KRNT BV ANOTS ¥, ODRUN, MINZRAL ROCK, C.B,, N.8

(This poem was a favorite with T'regident
Garfield ; it was o cause of great regret, ho
axid, that ho did nct know the authorship.)

Ho, roapers 0f life’s harvest !
Why stand withrusted blado
Until the night draws round theo
Angd day begios to fade?
Why stand yo Idle, walting

For reapers more to cor ~*
The golden mom fs pasing,
Why sit yo idle, dumb?

Thiust In your sharponed atskie,
Andgather in tho graing

Tho night ie tast approaching,
And soon wiill como azalp,

Tho daster calls tor reapers,
Aud shall He call {a valn?

Shall sheaves lothore, ungathered,
And wasto upon the plain?

Mount up tho hefghts of wisdom,
And crugh cach ezzor low,

Keep back po words or knowledgo
That human heartashould kr.ow,

Bo taithful to thy mislon
In theservice of thy Loxd,

y tool
And when yon'vo $0}d her all your heart,
Shell spurn you s a {00k

e

And thena golden chaplet
55all bo thy fout roward,



