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A CIRY FROM IRELAND. THE D'ALTONS
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Wliat message is flaslied througli the occan, -.
Froi' neaitàUs billows and foain-

Theni over prairie and iiiolintain )A' O f.MER
T..... d Wo

0 our istaLLt esteri home
A cry froim our dcar mnother Erin,

Out of tie deptlhs of tie iain
'Tis a cry of pIeading and anguish-

The Famiiinc's cominîg agaii r'
1s thiS, tien, O, just God of Nations t

Is this the wYork of Thy hand ?
No1-Famine's a curse thit the Laindlord

Broigitq Io our beali|ul land
W resting the soil fro.n the people

By force or legalized lie,
Je reaped all the fruits ofouir labor,

WVC lcarned to lIabor-andl die i"

'lue liarvest lias failed, vet the landlord
Deiands, like Shylock, his gold-

Pay the rent or vour liomesteads forfeit
Go perislh of htiinger or cold ;

The ox an1d the slieep muiist be fattencdl,
Orscant the Sassenacli's board ;

No roomu for bioth peasaits and cattle-
Awny vith the fiiiiisliiig horde

, God ! in a land fair and fertile,
Coinfort aid spendour so nighI,

On the soil once owned by our fatliers
Mist'a nation perisli ind'die

H1ear you not the cry of tie people
Out froin the delptls of tle wave
T'e Fam7)ii eis coin ig ipon ls,
ilastei to aid and to save t"

Why, strangers have coine to the rescîue-
Strangers in blood and iii race,

Shall our lcarts not feel for our nothter
Oic touch of pitying grace ?

Then iarkle thi s cry, , my brothers i
lHarken, mnatron and mîaid 1 --

Our people are cnlling let's lnsten,
Nor be too late vith o ai 0 ity
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JAMlES THE PIltM.-MR MELDON MAKES

ANoTiHERt V[SIT To THE CRAG -- FATHEtt
JOHN IAYES.

WiE proinised in the last chapter to say
soieth iig of the strang.'o main w,'ho met
Mi D'Alton Barron on the road as he
caino froi the great meeting. Tho
same man had boen emoviig about the
localities foi thiree or foiur and twenty
years, from the time he was five and
thirty tutil lie htad toached sixty-thc
age he was when we introduce himvt te
ou1r rcaders. James Feron was above
the middle ieiglt evei now, wheln
rcacling th hCavy tree. seorci and
his strctngth at ene time must have been
hoCuCttloani. Butit ho- bane tcarly lost his
sight, and could nicroly sec* his way se
as to avoid collision with coaches, herses
and cars. Ja0mes. vas a prodigiouts fa-
vorite withu youing anldl amd, what
was More wonderfult, lue was quite wvor-
thy of the regard which greete( hi
whrevoi lie vont. He entertained the
young lie gave coutnsel te the mature,
and ho prayed with ail.

Jamlles Fcrona vas among the last, wo
bclieve, of the expoients of grcat pon-
ance and illustrations of beautiful char-
ity which cold tealitios and haird selfish-
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