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ent.liusiasm 11a-4lîing out att finies, fas. witli devout tliaukfutlness, lie speaks of
God's wondirois' mercifîtil (eleings wvitli hlimysel. 'HLe tells how lie, t1w SOU
of a poor wool-coomher, hiad boon ealled by the Iliihst One to a mighity wor.k,
such as is seldomn given to mnax to îrnrforui ; anîd obtained strength and gnid-
ance to do it, and to tinlocký the poudorous gates of' oceain thiat hadtç benci eýlosed
'rom the beginîîing of' timie. 1)evoutly lie recouints liow hoe w. s led, stop by
stop, to his great enterprise. Mien lic goes on to -ive -%ise and tend(er conui-
sels to bis chldron : nd litLviIi sottled tilt his earthily concerns, lie ttarned hi.;
wvliole tlîoughts hoavcnward. On thie 2Otil day of' Mlay, 1506G, lie lies dead-
being alrnost seveluty yoars of agoe-tlîc liail-storms ail over, the quiet hiaven
reaelîod at last

Ilis remains were iuterred at first in Valladolid; aýftcrwa-rtls were carried
to Soville ; t-ixen, iii accordance withi a requüst, exprcssed iu bis will, thcy %ver(.
borne to H-ispaniola, and finally to 1-avanna, iii the îsland of Cuba. lIeue, a.,
wvas litting, lu the land hoe discovered, lus aslios found a final rostiug-place.
In the time-wvorn Catîxedral Cliurchi of tlecliavanina, on the riglît hand of flic
higli altar, is an insiguificant mural tablet, Nvitl a Latin inscriptioiranid a rude
.Iikeness carved upon it. T1lîoîýc is notlîing cisc to mark the grave of the Dis-
coverer of the 'New World. lu flie -w.al1 bcbind bis romains are buit Up.
fIe, wvliose monument is a -wholo continent, necds no inscription on mrarbie to
perpetuiate luis decds, wli are indclibly inscribcd on the memory of' mankind.

Whiat hiailows ground where hoeroos sloep?
*Tis not tho seulptured eiles you iuoap!
In dews tixat hocavons for distant weop,

Thieir turf may bloom:
Or geni tivine bonoatl the deep

Their coral tomb.
But strewv lus asiies to the ivind,
Whose swvord or voice has served nuankind,-
And is hoe doad whoso glorious mind

Lifts thine on.high?
To livo in luearts we leave behiind

Is flot to die."

N 0 MORE.

BY C.

Sad mentory turns the louves
Thiat toit of a fruitbess lifé;

And my wcary spirit griovos
Tmat it can endure the strife

No more, no more.

For dead is the bloom of my days-
Doad as the withercd flowers:

Ilopo's rosy, ihlusive rays -
Enligliten the dreary hieurs

No more, no more.

On tlirough the dark-enod years
1 pass te tie unknown shor2,

Stili seokingz, througlu blinding tourB,
The love that returns no more,

No more, no more.


