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of these arcades. One fancies the-delighit the nionks must have
taken lu these cloisters, and in the view froxu the windows over
tlhe igrèùve." The world looks so sinali a t this distanc.

Our guide wvent into the Chapcl of St. Martin, and- unlocked a
door, inside wvhich 'vas a spiral staircase. Hie told us to mountîtas
quickly as possible. At the first hait of tixese giddy, winding
steps w'e came into the open air on a 'staircase thrown across,
bridge-fishion, to the roof of the choir. Frorn liere we mountedl
to the parapet of the towver, cailed " La Petite Tour des Fous," be-
cause, aithougx it is very giddy ivork to walk ail round this plat-
form, stilli t is a less foolish attempt than to walkc round the.
Grande Tour des Fous, stili higher up. But the view fromn this
last platform, at suehi a fearfully giddy height-four hundred
feet above* the sands-is worth climbing to sec.

"ITHERE IS NO DEATH."

BY LORD LYTTON.

TuElux. is no death ! The stars go dowvi
To rise upon soie Lairer shore;

And bright in heaven's jeweled crown
They shine for everniore.

There is no death 1 The dust we tread
Sh.aH change, beneath th~e sunimer showers,

To golden gyrain or meliow fruit
Or rainbowv-tinted flowcrs.

There is no death! The leaves nmay fali,
The flowers inay fade and pass away,

They ouiy wait through wintry heurs
The coming of the May.

There is no death ! An angel forni
Waiks o'er tho earth with silent tread;

He bears our best-loved things awvay;
And then we cali thieni I'dead."

Hie leaves our licarts ail desolate,
Hé piucks our fairest, sweetest flowvers;

TrxLsplanted into buis, they now
Adoru immortal bowers.

And ever near us, thougli unseen,
The dear inimortal spirits tread;

For ail the boundiess universe
Ie life-there are no dead.


