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TRUTH.

The Loet's Puge,

FIVE DOLLARS
Will be given eanch Week for the Best
Piooe of Poetry Suitable for Publi-
oation in This Page,

In order that we may secure forour Poetry
Page the very best productions, and as an
incentive to incressed interest In this de-
partment of TruTi, we will give each week
a prize of ¥IvE (85) DOLLARS to the persou
sending us the best pleos of poetry, either
solected or original. No conditions are at-
tached to the offer whatever, Any reader
of TROTH may compete. No maney s re-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
the sender of the Leat poom, irrvespective of
gersonor place. Address, “Editor Post's
Page, TRUTR Office, Toronto, Canada.” Be
sure tonote carefully the above address, as
contributions for this page not so addressed
will be lisble to be overlooked, Anyono
can oompete, as a selection, possessing the
necessary merit, will stand equally as good
s chance of securing the prize as anything
original, Let our readers ahow their appre.
ciation of this liberal offer by & good lively
competition each weok,

8PEOIAL OITER.

The publisher of TrUTh will give a spe-
cial prize of ten dollars for the best original
poem for “Dominion Day” (July 1at). The
contributionsare not to exceed 100 lineseach,
and to be sent in, addressed to Poblisher of
Trurge, not later than June 15th,

AUKKOWLEDGKENTS.

A. D, Stewart, Euq., Chief of Police,
Hamilton, acknowledges, with thanks, the
receipt of $5, the prize awarded for best
poem published in TruTH of April 23.

J. H. Macdonald, Boom, Nova Scotis,
also acknowledges the receipt of & for beat
selected poem published in TRuTH of April
11th,

s

THE AWARD.

As TrUTH is now issued one day previons
to “‘Queen's Birthday,” it was thought de.
sirable to offoar a special prize for the best
poem relating to Her Majeaty. Thoughthe
notice given was short, over thirty poems
have been sent in, a number of them pos-
seasing good literary merit, The committee
decided in favor of the following,by Rev. J.
H. Chant, Methodist minister of Collins
Bay, Out., to whom §10 will be paid on ap-
plication. Boveral others are also here giv-
en, which, wo are sure, will be read with
pleasure.

Srse—

Queen Victoria.
BY RV, J, Il CUANT.

Wo do not sing of vast domalp—
Lmylnun Vast &4 OUTS ATe 9OCD,
And o'et ihelr millions despots reign 3
‘We olog the pralses of our Queen,

Wo thlok of her,wheg, but & maid,

The message came, *"The King isdeall”
Add at berfoet a Crown was H

in great distrem of mind, shosald :

“In wy dehall, 1 ask your prayers.”
Then falling on ber knees to pray,
£ba told the her fears nnJ Oares,
And soughs from Him steength for her 5hy.

Hoe seemed to sy, *'Chlld, do not fear;
$ will tphold thee with my hand,

Avd 1 wili make thﬁ rethway clear,
Thy throns establish io the 1a0d.”

*Twas thus began Victoria's reigo,

And God has nade ber throne secuire ;
Her encmies sdall plot In Yalg,

For It la destined to endure.

But whileshe site throne,
Do

—For Truth,

And acts fall woll &
8he reigns not ob the throve slode~
Bae reigns to-day (n Englapd’s hoart.

Har queenly beart with pity throbe
R AT AR
She Jta" ray of sunshlac goes

Asswest petfume by outward galo
Is oudg fap o'eryoea and lm?.
8o queenlg vigtues nevor fall
To reach true hearts on every strand,

In every land her name fa blest,
8he i3 boloved by old and yourg;
From pole to pclo, irom caat to west,
The song,**God 8ave the Queen,” ls gung.

Throuvgh sorrows deep her path has led,
And tendertics have sundered boen

Bright hopos wero butiod with her dead,
And love bas kept their memory greets,

By grietsecluded trom the world,
For many years sho looely trod §

And oft her {ite hag boon lmpedle&.
Bus she hag leanod upon hor Ged.

And as she wept, a nation’stears
1n heartfelt eympathy were shed ;
Forgetting their own griefe and bices,
They wept besldo the royal dead,

With grateful bearts her natal day
We loysl Britons hall aga'n,
And joln with mlllions as they pray,
*God Lless our Queeu—long rmayshe reign I*

And when at last life’s glories tade,
And robea of state are lald asido,
And nature’s dobt to dust {s pald,
And charms no more ‘s pomp and pride,

~For Truth.,
All Hail to the Mom!

BY KRS, M. 4. MATLAXD, STRATIORD, ONT.

All hail to the morn when to England wag born
A sovereign the noblest and best ;

Whose honor and name, whose glory and fame
Resound from the esstto the west;

Whoeo sceptro of might never swerved from the

ght,
But in wisdom has ever been nr:?ed.
Whoee arm to the foo who would faln overthrow,
Has been prompt to uncover the blade,
All hall to the happy May mornlog that gave
Victox1A to rule o'er tho land o1 the bravel

Long, loog on her trow roay as proudly as now
Ress tho crown sbo 80 nodly has worn ;
Long, long o'er her lands may the ‘‘Aye, ready.”

Bear the flag they 6o bravely have borno ;
Apd may the samo hand that has eped on the {and
‘The cause of the just ard the true,
Aye favor the broeze to the Queen of the Seas,
Apd compass her **fackets of blue.”
All hall to the happy May morniog that gavo
VICTORIA to rule O'er the of the brave)

May the Soverelgn ol Love from His kingdom above,
Wi(th true riches abundantly blees

Qur monarch revered, by her virtues endeared,
A Queen, dut & woman nons less.”

May cach year to ber bring with the blossoms of

spriag,
A nation’s good-wiil and regard 3
Till her sceptze and crown are in hooor !aid down,
And tho righteous hag found her roward.
All hail to0 1ho happy May morning that gave
VicToR:A $0 rulo o'cr the land of the brave!

~~Por Truth.
Queen Viotoria.
BT ALEXAXDER M'LACIULAY, IR,

This is an age whenanclent thh:sa
From ptide of place aro hurled;

And intellect, a8 well as kings,
1s rullog in the world.

An age nos overawed by towors,
Or aught an hg!r foheritas

& * ‘nd ¥
Most stand on thelr own merits

Am!nted by tho Powers above,
11 Boverelgn of the feee,
Who reigneth overus iniva,
And henoe we honor ths
A loysl pecple's love sincero
1s gusrdian of thy throne,
For thou art to tho nation dear
For virtues of thine ows,

Wae honor thoe with loyal mlea,
For thou art good and truoe,

Because thou art indeed a Queen,
“And yet & woman, to0.”

Not to thy titles orthy fame
Bows any leal and true man;
He honors thee, yoa, in the came

Of every virtuous woman,

Not that thou refin’st o’er kingdoms great,
The highest in commnand 5

But because thou art, apart from state,
Firstlady ip the land.

The day of abject loyally
1s goue, forever cone ;

Men won't bow to Jepravity
Tho’ scated OB & throne,

Sarely thy tears of sympatby
Thy jewcle tar outabive,

For tears that flow for othiers’ wos
Come {rom & souroe divine,

The power thot wield'st was bull by wito
Herolo hearts and sagec,

Through many yaars of toll and teary,
The outcome of the ages.

There Bacon's wisdor {e enabrined,
Burk s mental troaaures vas,
And a lopg llco of bards divice
A halo round 1t ot §
That gover‘a unsuilied in thy hands,
And losg, Joog way’et thou be
Great Emyprves of the mafling
Qreat, glorious and freo!

«~ For Trutl.
Queen Victoria’s Birthday.
BY B, MOORE, QUEBEC,

In va’'n the poet tunes his tyre,
And breathos his soul In sonK,
And valn his efforts to asplre
‘To rouse the rapturous throng
Whoso loyaity assumes tho sway
On Queen Yiotoria’s natal day,

No elequence la needed now,
Nor yet the poot's lore ;
Thoe people in devollon bow,
And gratetully adore
That God whose goodnese they have seen
Long focused ia thelir nobls Queen.

e hail with heartfelt loyalty
The Twenty-tourth of May,
And in & rapture tull and {ree,
Applaud the natal day
Of our loved Queon, the gilt of heaven
Toall who prizethe bleseing given.

Queen, Empress, all her titles aro
Less than her human heart,
Which gives a lustro, brighter far
Than crowns or works of a1t
Abovo her rank we love to traco
Her plety, love, truth and grace,

A loviug mother’s watchtul care
Prepared herla her youth
To seck the Lord by earnest prayer,
To love and hold the truth.
Thus through lite’s changes God has been
The leader ot our loving Queen,

As wifo ard mother eho hay prived
An hopor to her pame,
A queen 3o loving, 80 beloved,
Of such unsullied tame
Ilas Doversat on any throne,—
And this loved Qucen we call our own.

Her vist dominionsown her sway,
All nations speak her worth ;
Thea letus her natal day,
A&ngh eel;'b‘n&e heltlblnh. Q
out, ‘'Leng live our gracious Queen
To be what she hgo always been.” !

Forforty.seven years her name
Has been a household word,

And stil] ebe gaing Increasiny fame,
As all with ono accord

Declare she {e, and still has been

A loving, wiso, and model Queen.

In valn we scarch through ancient lore
A better Queen t0flnd ;

All other queens she stands before,
And leaves them far behind,
vi court, a stalnlees throus

Belong to her—to heralone.

What tho’ some wretched robels may
Thelrdisaflection show,

Qur scntiments declared to-day
Mustallence every foe.

Our miilion-volced great shout shall be

Yictoris, love, and loyalty,

God bless onr Queen, loog may sho reign
To sharo her pecple’s love ;
And atter death, O may she galn
A A brlg}‘x’t:;emné sblot;o—
crown mmed with every grace
Which in her virtuous life vo,{uee.

Andmay her few declinlog years
Be poacetul and screne;

NRor war's alarms, nor anxjous feare
Disturb our dear old Queen.

Until at last the angels como,

And bear her blood-washed splrit home,

—For Truth,
Song for Queen's Birhday.
HISS JEXXIR LTOV X, TORINTO

Rall, glorlous Twenty-fourth ot May 3
1t is Victoria’s natal day 3

And 'm!idst the cannoa’s roar
From those who call her Queen azd friend,
e hoar a thousand prayers ascend

To dless her as ot yore,

For many years fair Albion's islo
Has prized hor gentls wonis and emile,
‘And watched bor Christh N

So now throughout her closin, yoln'
18 mottrps her widowhood and tears,
And weeps their motual Joss,

Then hali, bright, glorlous morn of May,
That ushers {n this patal day;

For Victorla bas everbeca
Throughous ber useful, noble lifo
A pertect daughter, triend and wile,

A truo mother and good Qucen.

—For Truth,
Victoria.
BY NRY, C, JEWKTT, RAST DENMARR, MAISR.

Across the sea, across tho sea,

Wo send our greetings usto thes.,
Qur loyal fteclln gracious Qacen,
Frowm the tar land thou hast 0ot seca.

Long havo we hold thy vame,

And thy ungullied fame,

Thy stainlom honor, thy reLown,
Qur nias on 9 Joy, our natidn'e crown,

In all thy wide domaln ,
Thore stands no noblor namo; ™ -
No sweeterand no truer Ido
Asmother or as wite.

A Queen In very truth,
¥iret in thy earnest youth,
Thean thy golden prite,
Now 1o that after-time,

Whean from Jifo’s deepened root

ng the ripened frufs,
That Rives thy history’s Iator psgo
The acded dignity of age,

Bomething still of graclaus sweetness,
Of thy royal hor-+'s completeness,
Crowny, as nothing levser could,

All thy noble womanhood,

Baby 8ogers st thy breagt

All the heart of nghnd pretsed,
Widow's tears from out thine eyes
Darkened all the Eogllah skles.

India'e Erpreas, England's Queen,
Lotty titles, still 1 deem

But the nobloet, truect, best,
Loved and chorlshed east and wegt,

With ite honored placs bespoko,
Dev) in English heart of oak

le Victotia, widowed wife,
Crowned with years of staloloes life.

And to-day we aend to theo
Greotings falr across the sos,
Wish thee joy and length of days,
And that God in pleasant ways

Still shall guldo thy feet arigh
Walking e‘\":r ia llft lighe, ot

May thy years grow and nc. 2180,
May the end thercot Lo peace.

And whon that rad dayshall come,
That sha'l mark thy journey douo,
Moy He blese thee with 1is reas,
Pray thy people in tho Weat,

~For Truth.
Our Good Quosn.

DY HRS, J. CRAWYORD, NEWCASTLY, OXT,

Once more this day returns tous,
Clothed with earth’s chofcest green;

And fiowers fair, both rich acd raro,
On every side aze seen,

And perfume-laden breozes aigh,
Ecetatio as they play,

Beeking with bleurngs bright to crown
Our good Queen’s natal day |

Then shout for Queen Victerlat
Long mway she iivo and relgn |
And mau{‘!yuu brlag back to her

Herratal cay agam!

Her relgn with bleesings has Leen teaught,
And subjects free and glad

Pralse heriaws 200d a0d merciful—
Such Jaws noer Britaln had t

Bat more tha this wo honor ber,
We hold her dear a8 lito,

Tho queen 804 crows of womsshood,
Pure motuer, perfect wifo 1

Then ghout for Queen Victorial
ong 13y she }Mve and relzn |
May many years bring back to her
NHer natal day sgafal

‘Then shout aloud for ourgood Queen
And all our hearts be pay, Qucen,
As hero wo meet to celeinate
Our sovereign's npatal day.
Thank God for Queen Victorlal
Tho best the world has seen !
And may each heart put forth its prayer,—
God guard our graclious Queen

Thea shout for Queen Victorlat
Long oy ehe tive and relgn |
And mavy years bring back to her

Her nata) day again !

emm——

The Natal Day
BY MRS, W, IIAVEXS, 1TAMILTOX, .

The Queen | the Queen! ourgraclous Quecn

Wo ll ralse on hizh our volces,
And let it by our gmiles be scen

That every beart refoleesl
Har natal day we'll celebrats

\With ardor and devotion,
And Britaln’s festal cmulato

1n our Canadian pation,

“Now let 014 Eogland's flag be spread,
That flag long famxesd ia story ;

And a8 It waves above our head,
We'll think upon §ts rlory 1

Our nodle Queen | wo'll fire the gun
And set too bel's a-tloging.

An® “hien, 4vith hearts ana volces one,
e llall unite In einging,

*The Queen! the Queen! God bless the Queen
And all her 1oyal kindred 3
Prolonged and peaceful bo her reizn,
By 8 )rrow naver hindered !
May high and low, tho rich and poor,
Tho hap, JY or distreseed,
O'er her -r 6 rialm, from shoro to shore,
Arire and call her blessed 1°

————

- For Truth,

’ ) —For Trulh.
The Queen’s Birthday.
BY JOUN IMRIB, TORONTO.

All hall] moet gracious Queen,
On this thy natal m;-? '

Fullmmaoy thou hastscen,
Dear Twenty-fourth of May.

From every clime on earth
Thy son8 send ;:rcexluﬁa fall,

And proudly own thele hirth
Beneath thy soverelgn rule.

In many (cenes of lile

Our hearta round theo entwing;
Asmother, Queen, OF wife,

Thy virtucs nobly shine.

Let rebels polnt with scorn,
Or cowards quake with fear;

Thy sabjccte, Britleh born,
18 menoTy bold theo dear.

God spare thes msn{ years,
10 troudlo send rellet;

At laat, a nation's toary
8hall wet thy grave in griel,



