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The Poet's Puge,

FIVE DOLLARS

Will be given each Week for the Best
Pieoo of Poetry Buitable for Publi-
oation in This Fage.

In order that we may secure for our Poetry
Page the vory best productions, and as an
inoentive to incressed intorest in this de-
partmont of TRuTH, wo will give cach week
a prive of 7ivr ($5) pOLLARS to the persou
sending ns the best plece of poetry, elther
selooted or original, No conditions are at-
tached to the offer whatever, Any reader
of TroTH may compete, No money Is re-
quirsd, snd the prizs will be awarded to
the sender of the best poem, irrespective of
porson or place. Address, “Editor Poet's
Page, TrutH Offico, Toronto, Canada.” Be
sure to note carefully the above address, as
contributions for this page not so addressed
will be liable to be overlooked, Anyono
can compete, as a selection, poasessing the
necessary merit, will stand equally as good
a chance of securing the prize as anything
original.  Let our readers show their appre-
cistion of this liberal offer by a good lively
competition eack week,

-

THE AWARD,

The following beautiful little posm,
““Better Things,” from the pen of Nettio
Kerr, Wheeling, Weat Virginia—a frequent
contributor to Trutit's Poet's Page—is
awarded the prize this week, The &5 will
be paid on application to thy publisher.

Better Things.
BY REITIR KXRR.
Better to smell the violet cool than aip the glowing

wine,
Betur‘tﬁn hatk 8. bidden brook, than wasch adiamond

= Por Truth.

Betw the :love of gentle heatd, than beauty’s favors
Bcturzhoroua living seed, than roses in a crowd.
Better to lovo {n lonaliness, than to bask fn fove all

Better tho 'fountala in the heart, than the fountain
by the way.

Better bo !ed by mothor's hand, than eatalone at

witl
Better totrust {n God than say: "My goods
storehouse f1lL." AR A i

Better to Lo a little wise, than In knowledge to

und §
Bamnomcix a child, than {oll to 011l perfoction’s
round.

Bemrsto':lt at & master’s feet, Lhan thriil a listening

Bettor to nuypect that thon art proud, than bs sure
that thou are greas.

Better to walk tho real unseen, than wa'ch thehour's

vont
Better the “\Vell dons [* a% the Iavt than the alr with
shouting rent.
Betler to bave a quiet erief, than a burryicg de-

bt 3
Betunhe txilight of the dawn, $ban be noonda;
burning bflg ht. '

Betuxad:a.vr& a0tk s Gone, than earth's most
nouernohdd mood‘agrmhcmemmkh(ol
all the earth.

—For Truth,
Nature's Harmonies.
WY ARS8, JAMRD W'INNIS,
All Thy works ahall pralse Thee 0 Loxd; a2d Thy
salats shall bless Thoo,—Psalm’s

mo-umlnx ‘woodblne
m 1o -u‘?:u“ﬁ'
*n! I
&z ‘dmpo {alr,

!‘omt tm‘ bcndln;;

Jo om blrdl blondlnx
oir wardling lays.

Fleocy clonds siling,
Spodud white:
Verdant fle
Mutled in lighs,
alamv vgnda blowing,

(T3] show!
&?ly?ﬂlﬂlt ckm."

Mighiy seas telling
Wonders 20 d"f

Torir2 waves swe l(ng.
Lamony k. ep,

Ransomod men joining —
Olesrer thelr volce—

Natare's God hymnlog,
Also rejolce.

Sommer and Urightaess
Falthfulness sing 3

Winter and whiteness
Equal pralse bring.

Wisdom, might, Godhud.
Nature doth prove ;

Christ hath unfolded
Inflolte lovel”

MiopLe SackviLus, N B

The Dying Mother.

Lay the gom ‘gon my boscm,
¥ me feel the sweet warm breath,

Fora strange chlil o’'er me passcs,
And I know shat it 1s doath.

I would gaze upon tho reasure
Scardely given ere 1 go;

Feel her TO8Y, dimpled fingers
Wander o'er my chesk 0 sa0w.

Iam passing through the waters,
Bus & blessed shore appears;

Kueel besids me, husbane dumt,
Lot me kise away thy tears.

Wrestle with thy grl«f, oy husband,
Strive trom mlﬂn!ght upto day;

It may leave an cogol bles.dog
When it vanisheth nway,

h the gem upan my bosom,
0ot loog she om bethete;
Sul how to nf hears she xmuu,
'Tis the pearl 1 love t0 wear,
If 12 atter years beside thos
8it¢ another in my chalz,
Though ber voice be sweeter music
her fa00 than mice more talr, —

It & cherub call thee *'father”
Far more besutltul than
Love thy first-born, O my husband |
‘Tarn Hot from the motherless.
Teﬂ her sometimes of her mother,—
Toucan call her by my pame —
Shldd her from the winds of eorzow,
It ahe errs, O gently blama!

Lead per times where I'm uleeplog,
I will answer it sho calls,

And my breath shall lﬂr her rluxliu,

‘When 1y voice in blesslng falls.

Thea her sofs black eye will brighten,
8he will wonder whonce it came 3

1n her hears, when years pase o'or her,
8he will fin * her mothers name,

1t §¢ sald that every mortal
Walksbetween two angels here,
One records the {11, but b oult
1t belore the midnight drear
Man repenteth ; if uncancellrd,
Then ho seals it for the skiea}
And the righs hand angel vocpeux,
Bowing low with velled oyes,

I8 will be h!.lrlght han4 angel,
Baaling up the good for hunn,
Striviog t.hnt the midaight watch
Find 0o misdeed unforgiven,
You wm nos forgoet we, husband,
When I'm aleeping ‘eath the sod ;
L;\\'e t.ho 1lttle jewel given us,
1 oved th.e~next to Gol!

Over and Over Aga.n

Over and over
Nomattar which way I turn,
Talways find in the book nrt lite,
Somae lesson X bave to I m.
I most takem I turg st the mill,
T must grind oot the golden grain
- 1 must work out iny taak with a zesclute will,
Over and over agaln,

Wa cannot measuve the need
Of even the tioiest flower,
Norcheck the fiow of the golden sands,
run throuth s eingle bhours
But the morning dew must fail,
And ths yun avd the summer rain
Mugt do thelr workead petform It all
Orver and over again.

Overand over again

The brook through 1homudor flows,
And overand over Alf

'n- nderous mil.-whesl goes.

olog will not suffics,
tgh doln;( bepotin valn:
alllng ua onoe or twics,
l:y oome lt wo try aguin,

The path that bas once been trod
s neverso roughto the foed;
And the lessons we 00oe have Jearned
Are Dover 00 hard to npeu%
Thovgh sorrowfaltears must fall,
An(! the 2eart 10 the depthe ve tlnn.
With storm and tempest, we need them all,
To rendsr us mees for hearea.

—For Truth,
Maxims_in Rhyme.
BT REV, J, CLARK,
Truth :(:hemr ol:h may grapple, Yot we know that

a wbo one greatest sinnars, makes no com-
od, Munx 1%, D

Bhonlq. a ‘?‘n uldo tho gospal, “What,” 1 sk,

No btighl mu-‘o oqml 10 1§ ever vey bag reached

One may gally, saloly Joaruey over oceans wido and
v
Only In the end to perish near his native 1and af laat

Though our deares! triend be abeens, be may lovens
uone the loes;

Some poor dosd we ocunt & fallure God may oall a
gtoal sucooss.

Many “Ai wut and noble spirit lowliest sphers
Lilles umn ln s..0dy placee, roses grow on thorus.
Not in valn wo toll u:d suffer through the switlly

He who zu&‘u the -leus and placels hath & recom.
penss {or tears.

It iy well-otentioned puipren be not destined to

suoce
Though 1 s¢om 1o be tho toser, Heaven, at leaat ro.
oonds the deed.

Noune l;ut‘;ﬂnb:;wt chlldren dread thelr Heavenly
ve
Men may nt away {rom places, not {rom consclence,
not from God.

weeDs
lhrkenl—" In Oodl solemn presence ¢seh Ais
Master's fam reaps.

Nicravx, N &

Which is {maur, gatherer, slnging, orthe man that

When the Boys Como Home.
(4 Song for our Volunteers,)

There'e s hn y ${me coming,
When the yc ccme dome,
There's s glorious day osming,
When the boys ocome home.
We will end the dreadful story
Ot $hls trva30n dark and gory

Ina tunburl\ ofglory,
When the boys come home.

The day will seem b:lghur.
Whea the boys home,
For our hearts will be lighter
When ths boys come home,
Wives and swesthearts will press thum,
1n thelr arme will caress them,
Aund pray for God to blees them,
Whon the boys come home,

Ths thinned ranks willbe proudut.
When tts boys come hom

And thelr choor wlill elog un loudut.
Whea the boys come hom.

The mll ranks will be ohnund.

And the bright arms will Le battered,

And the battie-atandard tattered,
Whou the boys come home,

Thelt bayonets may be rusty,
When th2 boys come homo,

And thelr unltorms dusty,
Whea the bo’looma heine,

O babdlers royl graces

o' Yoy

In the brown mw taces,

When the boys come home.

Our love shall £o 40 meet dhem,
When the Loys come home,

To bless them and to greet them,
When the boys come home.

And tte fame of thelr endeavour

Time and chmgo shall not dlesever,

F:om the uation’s heart forever,
Whet the boys come home,

@oin’ Home To-day,
BY WILL CARLTOX,
My bu&nm on the jury's done, the quibblin’ all is
I've "'e?&.’d the hw:en, right and lef$, and give my
I stuck 20 lonx !nto my chalr, I thought f would
And hq do not know mysell, they'll get me there
But now thcogtml adjourned for goodand I havegod
I'm 1o§££:;h& and, thank the Lord, I'm goin’ home

I've -%mehow felt uneasy like, since first day I come
Itls an Awkvud game {0 play the geatleman in
And t::?n 'en 8aaday sult of mine 0o Sunday rightly
But vhen I weat the stuff & week it acmehow galls
T'd rather wnr my homespun rig of peppar-salt and
Tl avoth on 1o halt a I, when T got Booos So-day.
Ihare nodoubt my w{!o locked out, as well as any
As ‘mn“ nny vomn oonld—to seo thas things were
For zh h Melloda, when I'm shere, wen's so$ Ler

00t out-deors,
Bhuvuyesum,vhonlm goue, $0 tend $0 all the

But no\hlngpmpm balf 90 well whan 1 go ol %0

And 1 vlS put things into thape when I go home $o-

Tbe mornin' that T come away, we had a little
T ooou;otoh mY hal and left before the show was
For w!:‘l.l u:dna vaught whereat she ought to
And aho vu xlwm quisk at words and resdy to
But thon -ho " nm one to give up whenahe has had

nermy;
And \h‘;d vilixnm me with & kiss when I get home

Y.

My umho boy-l'll glve 'em leave to match him,

4y can
1¥s fun 10 see him sirut aboct and 1o be s man;
Tha gameet, cheetlont Litle chap yo ‘qd aver want o

900,
And |:enbllhoy laugh bacause I ibink the child re-
The um?: ymnn l be goes for me like robbers forthele
Re'll ?m my pockels Inside cut when I ged hame

My mu: gitl—1 cans contrive bow {4 should happen
That %%d oogullok that sweet bouqued and ding 14
My wite, she ':f' that Mn'some face will some day

3

And then 11sugh beoause he thinks the obild ra-
ssmbleg het.

She'll xnoet x,m uu -xay down the hill and kiss me,
And} ht my b
Ig yd:;n up with her emiles when I gob

] uun; & heaven above the earth, a fedlow knows 1y
He's bun nu{ from home & we:X, and then gete
It shere'sa :'uven upca the eartd, then olden, 11l te
Some bom ck fellow mestobily folks, 1 4 hugsthem
But let my orood be right or wrong, or be ¢ ae {4
Hy hoa:;n {e just abead ¢f me—I'm gotxn' home to.

Uanadian National Hymn.

The following is the hymn compossd
Lord Lorne and dedicated to Canada,

God blexs our wide Dominion,
Our fathors’ choacn land ;

And bind in lut.ln union
Each coean's dlntmt strand,

From where Atlantio terrors
Our hardy sear.en train,

To where the salt sea mirrors
The vaat Pacifio chain,

0 bleu our wide Dominlon,
True freedom’s falreat scene;
Defend our people’s union,
God save our Emplro 's Queen.

Falr days of fortune aend her,
Be thou her shield and aun!
Ouar Land, our flag’s defender,
Unite our hearts as one!
One flag, one land, upon he®
May ev :{ bleuing reat !
For loyul faith and hononr
Her children’s deeds attest,
bless, eto.

No stranger’s foot, Inmltlng.
Ghall tread our country’s soil
Whlle stand her sons exulting
For ner to live and toil,
She hath the victor's wurtore,
Hers are the conquering hours,
No foeman's stroke sball hurt her,
¢ This Cavada of ours.”
O bleas, eto,

Our sires when times were sorest,
Asked none but aid Divtne,
And cleared the tangled forest,
And wm:ght ths buried mine;
They tracked the floods and fouztunl,
And won, with master hand,
Far more than gold ia mountains—
The glorlous Prairie land
bless, eto.

0, Giver of earth's treasure,
Make Thon our Nation atrong :
Pour forth Thine hot dhpleuure
On all who woik our wrong |
To our remotat border
go nty still mcrou' :
Lst Liberty and O
Bid ancient Iends to osane,
bless, etc,

May Canada's falr daughters
Keop homes for hearta so bold
As theirs who o'er the waters
Came hither first of old,
The ploneers of nations,
They ahowed the world theway ;
Tic ours to keop their stations
And load tho vaa to.day,
O blus, eto,

Inheritors ~? ulory,
0 cour a{m on [ we swear
asr-{ the flag that o'er ye
8 all oaward victory bear,
Where )x.through earth’s fer regions
Ita tciple crosses fly ;
For Gol, for bome, our legicna
Shall win or ﬁfhﬂng dle
bloss, etc,




