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FIVE DOLLARS
Will be given each Week for the Best
Pieoe of Poetry Snitable for Publi-
cation in This Page,

In order that we may secure for our Poetry
Page the very best productions, and as an
Incontive to increased interest in this de
partment of TRuTH, wo will give each week
& prize of FIVE ($5) DOLLARS to the person
sonding us the best plece of poetry, either
solocted or original, No conditions are at
tachod to the offer whatever, Any reader
of TruTnt may compete, No money is re-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
the sonder of the best poem, irrespective of
person or place, Address, “Editor Poet's
Page, Truth Office, Toronto, Canada.” Be
gure to note carefully the above address, as
contribntions for this page not so addressed
will be liable to be overlooked. Anyone
can compete, as a sclection, possessing the
nccessary merit, will stand equally as good
» chance of securing the prize as anything
original. Let our readers show their appre.
ciation of this liberal offer by & good lively
competition each week,

A BPEQOIAL PRIZE.

The publisher of Tauru will give a prize
of ten dollarsgold for the best original poem
having reference to her Majesty Queen Vie-
toris, suitable for publication for May 24th,
the lenzth not to exceed a hundred lines,
Any person may competeand the Publisher
reserves the right of usingany aent, whether
awarded the prize or not. All competitions
to be sent in not later than May 14th.

A prize of ten dollars will alao be givenfor
the best original poem suitable for Dominion
Day, (July l8t) to be sent in not later than
June 15th,

The proper name and address to accom-

pany each poem sent. Addrees all direct],
to Pabllah&of)f Truru, Toronto, y

8o strevgihen your arm for tho lnz dear,
T11 nod wish You back ‘ere the figh

Bhall declde or you, oountry and comrades,
In favor of hoaor and xlrht.

Don’t oome back uasil quist contentment
Fills the homes, now desertod, out west;

And the true song of peace finds aa echo
In oach sturdy seitlor’s broast.

Shen when you are homeward retuming,
With hoart that hag nevey known fear;
Remember thelovo-light s burning
Uo %ly. constantly, hero s
And ** bright oyes " will giye you a welcomo
Which even a soldier may prize
Walle the lips will bs smliing with pleasure
That have prayed in your absence with sighs.

And the whole world will sing with tha pra'ses
0f Canada’s noblest and bess,
Who, shaulder to shoulder, defonded
And esaved the unhsppy korthwm;
While In coming yeatrs, found sho hearthstone,
Will betold how the dark oonts, and red,
Routed every robel Indizn and Haltbreed,
And avenged both the living and doad.

——

Lofc Alone.
BY MRS, I. L. YRTIIRRSTIN,

I amsitting to-night by my window,
All alops lo my cheerless rcom §
Tho evening shadows are fallin
Fast guthors the de:renlnf

n
7,

—For Truth,

foom.

But my thoughts, on ‘pinions
Are swittly wandering J: )

To the great North- » et Rebellion,

Totheloved one goneto the war,

I plcturs bim anxfously longlog
For the comforts of home sodear;
1 see how hig oye fondly glistens
Ashs thinks of the loved ones there,
Bat, scorning to tuen from hiscountry,
In her hour of peril and paln,
He murmurs & prayer {or thelr safety,
Then onward to duty sgain,

But a picture more dark comoa before me,
, death, and danger surround ;
Wherever his Atoout:‘m” wacder

Those p

Oh 1 if harm should befall ! but quickly
1 turn from the heart-sickenlng sight,

Drive back trom my wind the dark fancles,
And call up & vislon more bright.

The gloom and the shadows are deepening
And without darkness reigos supreme;
But my heart beats lightly and joyous,
For lovingly, fondly 1 dream
{ the time when the war wlil bo over,
And traltorous foes will be o'ercoms ;
Then, with honor and pride can my darliog
Return ¢o his wife and his home.

—For Truth,
My Boy's Last Request,
Y J. M P,
Half-ralsed upon his dylng couch, his head
Dro o’er his mother's bosom,—like a bud
WhP , broken from ite parcat stalk, ad hetey
By some att te fibro. His tbin hand

AUKNOWLEDGMERT.

Mr, F. . Beypon, St. Catharines, Ont.,
acknow'edges, with thanks, the receiptos
fivo dollars, prize awarded for posm pub.
lished in TrutH, March 28th.

—

THE AWARD.

The following original poem from the pen
of Mra. W. D. Norris, 20 Alexander St,
‘Toronto, it awarded the prize this week.
It will bo revd with real interest just now,
when 80 many absent patticts—many of
whon may never 1eturn—ate being so dear-
ly remembered.

—For Truth,
To One of the Absent.

BY MRS, W. D, XORRIS,

You Lade me good-bye with a smlle, dear,
And away to the west, wild and drear,
At the sound of war's dugloe, ehrill calllng,

You went »i{thoot ehadow of fear;
And when 1 complaloed of your going
To tave dangers untold in the wees,
You ch ded me gentl by n{lu :
** Encourage we, love, ‘twill bo besd.”

1 know every hour you will miss me;
You'l) griove whilo I'tn far, far away,

But it's duty e demand, and I'm ready,—

nc. uld I show the ** ‘-bmb'r::g“ odw day?

tre, BOW, JOU ré WY Own eyed blessing,

Andshow the true iplm withias >

Thoss sye8 now go feariessly fashing
8hall gulde one through war's crash and din

\“jrth %n;;mudyglk wout cbgrtlgl and willing,
‘0 defend an ¢ poare 0 poor
Helptess chlid prl o o  poo o,
W20 bad homos on Siskatchewan's shore ;
And now I'm 80 proud of you, darling,
I can worship a Beroeo brave ;
While 1 pray for your safe home-returniog,
When the peace fiag shall quletly wave.

lll‘\{::uttl are now maurning for loved oacs
‘Wbho dled at thelr post, true and brave,
In deBance of one heartless rebe

Whoso life not ¢’on ** wilifons™ should save,
Lat justics be done 1ow, untalline;

Naugzht but death can atone for hisaln §
Let tha fato he has metod to others,

By Our Dauatiess be meted L0 him,

From ‘nesth the downy plllow drew a book,
And slcwly prossed It 30 her bloodless lip,

¢ Mother, dear mother, sce your birthday gife,
Fresh and unsolled, yet have I kept your word,
Aundere I slept eachnight, and every morn,

Dla readsits with m, humbls prayer,
Untilthis olckness came.”

Heo pauged—{for breath
Came scantily, and with a toilsomo strite,—
' Brother or sister have { none, or el
I'd Iay this xil‘lble onthelr hearts m‘t’h n‘;{, .
Como, resd it on my grave, among the flowery;
8o you who gave u)mﬁ take it back again,
Aud love it for my sake,” *‘My son l~my son,”
Murmured the mourner, In that tender tone
Which womap, in her steamest agony
Commands, to s00the the pang ot those she loves,
1 The sonl ! the soul!—-%0 whose charge yleld you

that
"\ other,—t0 God whn aave it

8o that soul,
With » slight shudder and a llngerisg smilo,
Latt the paleclay for its Creator'sarms.

Woodstock, Ont.

Only.
BY W. PLETCUXR JOLIXBOX,
Only a trifle, yet broken
A¥o sealgshat were hoavy and strong ;
Ooly a word, lightly Xen,
Yen the soul burnte forth lnto wong.

Only & dsw-drop, yot balghter
T{OVOI’dﬂ!. og'mudow and

Ooly a sunbeam, yet lighter
Ang fairer the Tosy-hued dawn.

Only a day, a mere glicomer
Of t'me, an it vanishes {ast;

Obly a Jay, growlog dimmer
')l{ld oh&’&on :n(f gloom of the past.

Only a day, ye {orever
lt!o im fﬁ.’e shall with thee remaing
And the trolt of its labors shall never
Be given to ripen again.

Time was, when it glittered before thee,
A part of fosurity’sdream

And vrighter the heavens were o'er thee,
With hope-star’s Utopian

Timo s, when it hovers around thee,
And Jiogers an hour Dy thyslde;

‘While spells of falr promise that bound thee,
Go drifting away with the tide.

Only a day, vor Yot ever
ltr- mon{'oau orgotton shall be
Til) bubbles of $ime's s3rdem thesrer
Are waelmed in oternity’s sea.

lawn;

The Passion-Flowers of Life.

The setting sun was sloking fash
Behind the heath-clad moor,
And as he fell, his rays he threw

Upon a ootiage door,

An old, old man sas In the porch,
His grey head moving slow,

For olghty years had round it wreathed
Thelr coronal of snow,

A gnndeur tohls aged locks
y the bright sun wae xiven,
8hedding & balo on hls head
As It "twere ripe tor Heaven.

Upon his kuee, by bolisterous play,
To slumber deep Leguiled,

There slept a flower of God's own land,—
A darllog lUttle child,

A tiny llttle velvet hand
Within his own wa:.smud H
Allttlo tiny golden h
Lay nestling on his breass.

The old, old man with trembling lip
Ablessing breathed of love ;

And sure am 1 that old mau's prayer
Recorded standaabore,

Though * Time the Jteapar’ on his brow
His sllver stamp had r:t:

And Heaven aalled one liok of gold
Bound earth to Heaven yet.

0f gold! yos, even angels bow
efore that [nfluence mild,
Qod's dearoet, purest gltt to man,
A loving little child,

And thusthe buds of childhood’slove
Amtid our dally esrife,

Bloom ever in thelr tenderness,
The Passion-Flowersof Lifo !

An Advioe,
BY ALSON W, STRERS,

* A mouth that's always open wide
Bospeaks an empty head,”
Is & fa0% that I have somewhere learned
From somethiog that I've read.

4 A tongue that's always wagging does not
Always speak tho truth,” ¢
Is another fact mny mother taught me
1n my early youth.

A mouth and toogue that alwa3s talk
Of things thas *1™ have done,
Proclaim ao egotist at onco ;
A foolish mother’s son,

1 know the tongue no man hath ta;
Tisan unxulg‘:vu. med,
It 1t you do not try o hold,
"Lwill send you to the dyvil. [

Let others speak ot what you do,

E'en though they do no’; pralse you,
Let others judge if what you do,

Up 1n the wozld should raise you,

And whea you k 0f any woman,

e T
ndly of them al e

p&donoupeakaull. Y '

Your evil words Acresay may be,
Perhaps you could not prove tf:em,

But onoe they're sald and gone my friend,
"Twill be too late rue them.

But when you know it will do good,
An evil work t0 scan,

Stand up erecs ; tell the whole truth,
And tell it like a mra,

—For Truth,

—For Truth,
Iion or Bear?
BY 7. LYNTOX,

Sone of Britain, long renowned
For your deods of might;
Sons ¢f Britaln, over tound
Why has s thy glosy pasesd
y glory p:
From tho earth away ?
Yhy art thou afrafd t0 move
1a the strile to-day?

Lion of Eagland | why not wake {
Art afrald ¢) roar?

Why not let thy thunders break
Over sea and shore?

Hear yo not the Rumlan Bear
Growling loud and doep?

Sce 1 he's rising from his lalr,
While you ¥ sleop !

Britlsh Lion, or Rnmlan Dear,
Which of yo shall reign?

Which sball get the lon’s share ?
Which shall gnaw the chain ?

‘Which shall hold the world In thrall
By the fate of war?

Rusals, with hor glittering stos),
And her foroed command,
Rulis with a relcntiess heel
Dot toeath Dritatns pent!
*neath Britain’s gentlez sway
Natlons piwfot well,
And throughont het realm to-day
Happy psopledwell.

Lat the clond that's ‘round theo cast,
1a its fury burst;

On thee do ite wonst s
11 yo will, ero'tis 00 late,
0 Four danger wake.
Not the Caar, 2 all hig ata,
Can thize empire shaxel

. ~For Truth.
Renunoiation.
BY SIDNRY LOCKWOOD.
A door ha, shut botween thy path and mine ;
Late phaselon flower strewn ;

te
Aod {, th‘:ouxh lifo, thy love must ¢'on rodlgn—
Must live my lite alone !

God hath deorsed that I must walk ; alone
The bleak and barten plain §

Nor on thy loving breast inay hush my moan.
Not rest 1o foy or paln,

We two, on earth, must journoy far apart;
Ot love I may not think :
Renuvclstion e'er must by mi! K‘!rt B
But, just thig glde the brin

Come to mo, friend of youth's bright happy morn,
When § & dylog lle,

And with thy fond arms round wy tading torm,
Recelve my latest sigh,

And when thou comest to the Fadoless and,
In weddlog garmetts drese'd,

Besldo the pearly portal I (hall stand,
To welcome thoe 10 rest.

A Poem by Milton,
[The following sublime and effectiog pro.
duction was discovered among the romains
of the great cpic poet, and is published in
the recont Oxford edition of Milton's

worke:]
1amold aod blind |

Men polnt at e as smitten bi' Qod's {17 3
Afiioted and deserted of my kind §

Yet I am not cast down,

1 am wealk, yet strong;

I murmur not that I no losger soe §
Poor, old, and helplcss I the more bolong,
Fatber supremo o theo.

O mereltul Oge,
When men are furtheet, then thou art ot near;
When {rlends pase by me. and my weakness shun,
Thy chariot 1 hear.

Thy glorious tace
Is leaolng towards mo, and its boly light
8hines upon my lonely dwelllng-place—
And thore 18 5o more night.

I oo thy bened Keany ah

trocoZnize thy purposes clearly shown |

My vislon thou Kut diumed that I may seo
Thysel{—Thyeel? alone,

I bave nought to fear,
This datkness ls the thadow of thy wing;
Beneath it 1 am almost gacred, hero

Can come DO evil thing,

Oh ! 1geem to atand,
hembllug; where £00% 0f mortal ne'er hath been,
Wrapp'd in the radiance of thy slnless lana,
‘Which sye hath never seen.

Vislons come and go:
Shapes of rosplendent beauty around me throng ;
From aogel'slips I se¢m to hear the flow

01 soft and holy eongs.

I8 1t nothing now,
When heaven is oponitg oo my sightless oyes ?
Whon airs from paradiso refresh wy brow

Tho earth {adarkncss Hed.

——
Waitiog.
Leam to walt, 1i{0's hardest lesson,
nod perchaacs, through blindlng tears,
 ocho

Con
Whilo tho heart-throbs gadly och
To the tread of Pasl g Fears,

Leam to walt hope'salow truitlon ;

Faint nos though the way scems long ;
Thers {s joy In each tondition,

Hearde though suflering may grow strong.

Corstant sunshine, boworer welcome,
Ne'er would ripetlrult or flower;

Giant oake owe half thelr greatness
To the scathing temapost's power.

Thus a souluntouched by sorrow
Almg not at a higher state:

Joy secks not a birighter morrow,
Ooly sad hearts learp to walt,

Human strength 804 human greatacss
8priog not from lite’s '““f} aido,

Heroes must be more than driftwood
Float ng on a wavelegs tide,

. —For Truth,
Such a Friend!

Tvefound airie-d; O, sucha frisnd,
Heloved me ero 1knew him,
Hedrow ms with the cords, of lovoe,
Aud thus he boundme to hitn ;
And round my heart gtiil closely twing
Thoso ties which naught can ssver,
Forlam Hls and Hets mice,
Folever and {,revor.

I've found a frlend § 0, such a fricod §
Hoe bled, he dicd ty gavo mo,
And not alons the gitt of lite,
But hie own self o gavo no §
Naught that I have my ownl call,
T hold 1t for tbo giver.
My beart, my strength, my lito, myall,
Ave Bis, and Hts forever.

I'vefound a friend ; O, such a felend,
S0 kind and t1ue, and tender;

8o wiso & counsellor and guide,
80 mighty a defender:

From him who 1oves mo now so well,
* hag pOwer ty %ul osn sever,

Shall lito or death, Or esrth, or hell

%00, Lam B, torover,



