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FIVE DOLLARS

Will be given eaoch Weok for the Best
Picoo of Pootry Buitable for Publi-
ocation in This Pega.

In order that we may securs for our Pootry
Pago tho very best productions, and as an
Incentive to increaaed interest ip this de-
partment of TrurH, we will give each week
a prizo of FIvE ($5) DOLLARS to the persou
sending us the best plece of poetry, elther
selcoted or original, No conditions are at.
tached to the offor whatever, Any reader
of TrutH may compote. No money is re-
quired, and the prize will be awarded to
the sondor of the beat poem, irrespective of
person or place, Address, ‘‘Editor Poet's
Page, TruTH QOffice, Toronto, Canads.” Be
sure to note carefully the above address, as
contributicns for this page not so addreased
will be linble to be overlooked, Anyone
can compote, as a solection, possessing the
necessary merit, will stand equally as good
a chanco of sccuring the prize as anything
original, Lot our readors show their appre.
ciation of this liberal offer by a good lively
competition each week.

SPREOIAL OFFER,

The publisher of TrRUTH will givo a spe.
cial prizo of ten dollars for tho best original
poem for “Dominion Day” (July 1st), The
contributionsare not to exceed 100 lineseach,
and to be scnt in, addressed to Pablisher of
Trurh, not later than June 15th,

ACINOWLEDGMENTS.

Mnrs. H, Ixxres, 378 W, Munroe St., Chi.
cago, acknowledges, with many thanks, a
cheque for $5.00, the prize for her selection
of poetry on “Kindness,” published in TrUTH
of May 9th.

Rv. Srewarr, Chiof of Police, Hamilton :
I have to acknowledge tho receipt of $5.00
for poem lately sent you, and which was
awarded a prize, Many thanks for your
promptness,”

Mzs, Wu, Noruis, 20 Alexander 8t.,
City : *‘Many thanks for the $5.00 re-
ccived for prizo poem, published in TruTH
of May 16th, And allow me to say, I look
upon the paper as a delightful companion
in tho home circle, pleasantly instructive
a1d decidedly useful, Should a week go by
without my receiving it, I know I should
fcel very much disappointed.”

THE AWARD,

The following original poem, from the
pen of 3{r R. Jamieson, Perth, Ont., is
awarded the prize this week, and the amount
will bo paid on application to this office.

Tho Editor again regrets thata number
of prizes cannot be awarded, as a number of
pocms, origioal and sclacted, have been sent
in of much more than ordinary merit,
TroTi has, undoubtedly, a larger number
of really good poetical contributors than any
other journal in Canada,

~For Truth,
The Dying F.ro of Batoche.
BY R. JAL 1X80X, I'ERTII, OXT,

In Saskatoon, at (lose of day,

A woundod soldie’ dying lay;

The sands of lifo hd nearly run,
Hio star was sinking with tho sun,

With des brave, a valiant band
As evor fought on sea or land,

This noble youth had lett his hall

1n answer t0 his country s call

Long, weary marches he had made
2droughdrifting snows,through wood and glade,
O’or pralries vastand foe-bound lakos,
Throv'gh marshy pools and thorny brakor

At last the covert {oe is secn
In thickets closo and dark ravine ;

A van ground Uy oature formed,
Which by our heross mues be stormed.

For days hs fought through wood and dell,
While comrades round bim bLleodlog tell;
Hitll on he presaed o foremost rank,

Nor ever from his duty shrank,

Thelr pits, well formed to test our strergth,
Ao rebel forces sotk at ""{ﬁ N

Atrd from this stronghold there dely

All hut tho boldest chivalry

Galled hy tho fosmen's deadly firo,
And burning with true pateiot's {vs,
Each chafed to let the rebels teel
The potency of burulyhed steel,

From rank to ruek the word is od
And glittering swords in sualight flashed,
While bayonets bristling, Oxed secure,
Foretold a bloody oonflict sure,

TLu signal's given— through storme of lead
Our gallant soldiers forward sped—

'Mid rioging cheors they dash below

With headlong tury on the foe.

Tho tebels from thele trenches fly,
White scores are loft to bleed and dio
Batoche {s won—but, sad to tell,
Mauy a Leave one with [t fell,

“Twas In this chns:e our herofell—
Whllo leading nobly, Aghting well,

A bullot from a rebel gun

Had Jald him low—Dbls work waadone.

A comrade stayed to staunch his wound,
And ralse him {rom the gozy ground ;

* Stop not,” he sald, and waved his hand,
“ Qo, follow with our conqguering band.”

They bore him {rom that fleld of famo,

While still theshouta of victory came

e heatd them, and with mclstencd oye,
'Thank Heaven,” ho said, **I now can dle.”

Forgiveness.
*Forgivences Ia a siruple word,
Yot eloquont, though brlef;
It gently talls fote my heart
I§ke ew upon a leat,

4 Forgiveness is a loving word,
That bide all tumultes ccass:

A well-spring in a dosert wr rid,
An olive branch of peaco.

' Forgiveness s an ange! word,
A flower of sweet perfurc.,

A plllow for a dylog bed,
And gitds with 1ight the tomb,

1401 lot us then forgivo each one
Ero Ute's frall scene !s riven:

Forgive me, Lord, and thea I'll find
Forgivenese dbrings mo heaven.™

“Here am I

XY MI88 PLETCIER.

9 Allah] Allah 17 cried tho sick man, racked with pain
the long night through,

Till with prayer his heart grow tendor, till hlalipslike
honey grew.

But a$ morning camethe tempter ; eald, * Call loud.
er, child of pain,

Seo 1f Allah cver hears oranswers * Here am I'agaln,

Like l‘lhb tho cro.. avil tbrough his brain and

ulses went ;
To hle h:cn an joy coldness, to his b ain adarkness
sen

Thon befors him stands Ellas; says, * My child, why
D :hmdl:za:yc;d) [ 7 Isth 1 of

oat repen onmer fervour? Is thy soul of pray-

er 3':.147-’ ¥ prsy

“ AR 1" no crded, ¢ I'vo called 20 often; never heard

the ‘ Here am I';
And I thought, * God will no$ pity, will nottura on
meo higeye.'”

'l'hen‘tho grave Ellag answered, “ God sald, ‘Rise’
Spui $0 l':l%':tho sorcly tempted ; Ui him from his
qulf of woe ;

*Tell him that hisevery longing iaiteclt an answerin

Ty
That h)b' rayer, ‘Come, graclous Allah! Iy my an.
swering, ‘ Heream 1.*%

Every ininost aspiration {0 God's avgel undefilea ;
Andin overy * O, my Father!” slaombers dcep a
* Hero, my child 1”

. — For 2'ruth,
Jeannie.
LY EMILY X, ARCIIER.

She was an artless, winning chidd,
Whose blue oyes, bosming softly miid
Through thelr long siiken lashes smiled ;
‘Whi'e o’ertbat brow, so arching falr,
Wavelets of sunny, auburn balr

‘Were fann’d by sutnmer’s passing alr.

1 watched her chase with plagful gleo
From bush %0 bush thohoney-boo ;

1 saw her cull, with fond detight

The gems of naturo tioted Lright—

Falr flowerets ~orgeovsly armyed,
Andblossome  asts that lovo tho shado.

Beelde v10 9000 was geotly Iald

The simple bouquet abs had made.
With admiration fond I gazed,

E'en as tomine wore waeu{nbod
Tuiwo Orbs 7 dospest szure hue,
Asyotundirved { 20rrow'es du v,

Yet was it min, \» hrzak the sp.ll

AnA & 30 iriatul spleit tell

A tale, t+2, v'er her youtbtul gladness
¥'ould cast & sids of mournful sadness.
“Teannie,” at lengah I s01tly sald,

1 J0me, reet bealde 100 ; Iay thine head
U,un iny kree.” Th glowing cheeks
Blush decper ore mg auling speake:
“1'd ko 16 stay,” eho sMd, and yor—

“3fother will m'ss her dttlo pet

Timuat away, tor well eho knows,

That every (ll-y her Jeannlo goes

To pluck the violet and rose—

To gather from souto luaty spot

A woo blue flower—Forgot.-me-not—

s that ths oamo you call 1 vy ¥

Dub Auntie, dear, what makes youalgh?
Mothor 1s lfcl. buk Auutle, say,

Won't abo get woll agali somo day?
Sho always teaches e to pray

That Ond may take hor pain away,
And 1 am very, very suro

That He will hear my prayer, and cure
Hor overy paln, and make hee well,”

Sbe dld not seo my bosom swell

With fnward griet ¢ sho li{tle knew
Her prayer was answored, all too truo §
With lagering steps 1 alowly led
2hrough gardon walk and flowor-bed,
By bloowning bower ar d trollls'd shade,
Whero critmeon rose and leafiet mado
With {ragrance delicate and aweet
Tho scono delightful.  Calny retreat!
How sad that o'or thy higheat bloom
Should hang the silenco and vho gloont
0f lone bereaversent. Cruol loes |
E’en such s life. Tho marble cross

As solenmn symbol of demlse

3d wreathing gen.s o seen to g0,

Aud s0 I thought as onward still

My tootsteps wandored— pleasure’s theiil
1¢ dashed with pain, forcold and chill
In marblo death, all e\lmly sl?l

Tho form Leloved. Whilo kledred wept
Around her couch, and gazed upon

The Yeatures falr, where swectly shono
The purity cf peacefvl doath,

I tricd to tell {n whispered breath

Of earth’s most solemn scene  Hwecet child §
8ho looked up In wy face and smiled

As all unconscious of the fato

0f orphanago, so desolate

Blest innocence § 1w thought, forsoon,
Butalltoo. =~ will sorrow shroud.

Thy fate youog life, as brightest June,
ladimm‘'d bf many a thunder cloud
That hursts 13 tetupests, flory, wild,
Yet Qod can overrule, my child,

The fury of the m&" ’ Llast ¢

Tho' summer clouds bo overcaat,

Tho fitful storm subsides at last,
When far more bright, and cool, and clear
Becomes the heated atmosphoroe.

So uuyth( splrit sorely tefed

By illsof life, be purified,

Til) sorrow'scloud and tempest past,
1t gairs that Heavenly homoat last.

Clare, Landraga, Ireland,

Trustivg-

Theso lines were found under the pillow
of a goldier, who was lying dead in an hos.
pital, near Port Royal, S. C. :—

I l:‘y me down to sleep,
{thout a thought or caro
Whettior tho waking flod
Mo here or there,

A bowling, burdened head
That only asks to reot

Unquestioning, upon
Aloving breast,

My good tight haud forgets
1ts cunning now—

To march the weary march
I know not how,

1 am not eager now,
Nor strong—all that is past ;
1 am ready not to do,
Atlaat—at last,

My halt.day's work 1s dono,
And thiyis a)l my part;

I give a paticot God
My paticnt beart,

And grasp His banner still
Though all its biue be dim ;
Thess stripes, 00 lcse than stars,

Lead after Him,

Priends in Heaven.
BY RERN R, RRXYORD,

A brown-baired, bluc-oyed wes one,

Qrown weary, and tirud of play,

Climbed up on my koco to ask me

1a hor slmplo, chiidish way,

¢ Have you any fricuds in Heaven,

That y0u sometimes want tosee?*

Oan yo:lfneu how the qucstioa thrilled e
Liko a minor melody ?

I thought, as 1 sat lo tho twilighs,
With that weo ooe on my kate,

O! my )ittle bluo-eyed Lab,

‘Whoee summar numbe three.
She went from my arws to Beaven
Ono spring-time ycars ago,

And lett Jo my hear? that sorrew
‘That only motbers know.

1 thought how tho baby's father
Grow loccsome, and longed to hold
Once mors on his breast our baby
With halr of sun-get gold,

And onc snininer cve he lettme

To soarch forour bab{ of three,
And 1 know full well o found hor,
But benever camo back to me,

Do I ever want to sco them?
Oh1l child of the violet oyes,
My hecart has yono on before mo
To tho bills of Paridise,

Somo day I sball {ee' thoir kisscs
Drop bale ontny weary hoart,
Mine only, and mino forever,
Though earth azd Heavon apart.

DProscott, Ont,

~—Nor Truth,
Truth.

RY NKTTIT ARAR, WUERLXG, W, \ 4,

Oh\._ l»;n%:lrb‘mlno )nm 1,

o rotigh twan's di

1 hope tor Truth :nd u).. i wars
Thy haod, Oh Uod, and gaze

Out o theclash ot doeds;
A, all for Truth, men say §

*Tis not Thy hand thas leads
Boule grappled In the way.

But when tho full.orbed sun
On msaand treo doth glow,
With 1ite tor overy one,
And makes the winde to Llow,

Andlirings the worm that klils,
Tho chlliing blast to freese,
The sutlerinis and theills
Of cverything that Lreathes.

The hand of Truth I see,
. We, weeplog hero In Joum,
Nor hooks, noe bended knoo
Shall wipe our sorrows out.

But when our summer's o'vr,
Whon chilly Death doth come,
Truth etandsat lcaven's door.
Thou, Lord, hast broughs ns home.

An I1i-Kept Secrot.

Spring has cou.s, though nobody yet yr.owe lt—
h)o y but 1 and pest Misa lhhyr:'

Urlar-rose, and Mrs. Willow Trce.

'I:hey aro secrct-keepors, bat they show {t,

For each blushesred asyou pass by her,
Blushes gulity red for all 1o eeo.

And tho Robin knowa [t also, bless him ?
Hocamo back assoon as ho suapected,

And he hopaand tlicksand winks and chatters,
Till tho voricet owl that flies would guess hin §
Full of secrets which he feats suspected,
8oecrets touching other people's mattery.

And the Tullp knows it and the Crocus,

For 1 heard them whisper to \ach other

In the drowsy darkness whote they hide them .

“Somo one knocked! Who was it knocked and
wokous?

8urely, mothor,t  ing bas come, my brothor,”

And they roused the Daffodils beslde them,

And the wintor gueeses.  Dark and grlml
Frowned hiy fcy face, and florce bis growling

An »2 angry lion e crouched to Lite ner,

As the dainty spring, all {+Ir xnd telinly,

Brushed hiim by, and fled before the howling
Winde and cold sloet which ho flung tofright hisr

Wo all know it, and each glad tale-Learer

Speeds the happy news, 109 good for kocplng.
inter ¢cowloth wrathfully and citrses §

Robln goselpe loud to cach wayfaror;

Willow blushes, Crocus can's help peeplng,

And I teh the secret In these verscs.

Srte—
~For Tru
The SBon of a King.
BY RRV, R, WRKNCH, AT, 1GNACK, MILlf,
L.

My Fa.her in Heaven {s King of all kings,

efore hiin Law seraphs, with thelr folded wings;
Big riches aro great Lieyond all compare,

And In these vast treasureal havo a tich sharo,

Cito.—1'm tho son of a King, of Zim 1do eing,
And Ohrlst lsmy Brother,'m the son of a King |

My Father's high palace is bullt ot purce gold,

Its walls aroof jseper, ita splendors untold ;

Ita foundazions darzlo withall precicus stones,

1171 g;’!‘u aro twalvo pearls, and euch saint has a
.rone.

Cuto.—**1'm tho Son,” ctc,
ne,
He gavo His own Son a ransom tor all,
Tosave Adam’s raco fromn the curse of the Fall ;

In Heaven oxalted for us He now pleads
Through both waterand fire His own ho doth fead,

Cuo.~*1"m the Son,” ctc.
tv,

Tonco was a rehxe), a ainner, & slave,

But Christ's blood hath looscd me, fror. sin Ho now
saves;

I'm on my w'ay honie, with shouting 1 go,

And look with dlsdain upon alt things below.

Cuo.—*'I'm tho Sop,” cte,
v,

A wanderer on carth 1 walk In disgutso,

Yet the child of a King I'nt bound for tho shiea;
An exilo, a strangor, a pllgeim, 1 afog,
IIallclujah | now shouta tho son of & Kiogt

Cuo.~—*I'm the Son,"” ete,

v
Though oft clad In bomespun, or russet, I sing,
Despite & coarse gath, 19n the child of & Kfoy ;

Beneath this disgutse thers is purple I know,
Hallclufah agrin! ag onward1 golT

Ciio.~ **I'm tho Son,” ete.
Vi,

Beforo nie thero rolls tho Jotdan of death,

U, Jestis, I'll praiso theo with my Iatest breath ;
flo shouts mo a weloome ; Horays U'm Risown,
1 rush through tho tiver, and 1y to the throvo |

Cito,.—I'm tho son of a King, of lim I do eing,

And Cheiet is oy Brother, I'm the son of & King



