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LA MARSEILLAISE

jLoxnox MiNsTneL.]

One hundrod years ago, in the
bitter Deoember of 1701, two men
wore standing faco to fase in the
denwingroom of & prand house in
the old oity of Strasburg, Tho time
waa stormy and dsngerous, and theao
of whom 1 writo represented in their
porsony tho two conflioting eloments
of that carthquake period, for tho
cldor man was the Baron do Launsy,
& noble of the ancient rogime, and tho
jounger was & oor lwugm‘umi of
ingi an ardent Republ by
name Rouget do Lisle.

The drawing room was large and
full of mirrors. A pair of silvor
Qupida, poised on thoir brands, sup-
ported the wood fires in the doop
chimnoy, The bare oak floor shone
liko glass. Hangings of Gobelin
tapestry wero there, and high-baoked
chairs surmounted with gilded coro
neta.

On one side of the firo siood tho
baron—a smell spare man, with a
laughty, high-featyred faco, Io
wore 8 white peruke and a suit of
dark shot velvot. Point lace rufiles
fell all over his whito hands and
diamond Dbuckles glitterod on his
ghoes, He was calmly taking snuff
from a golden snuff box,

At the Jpposito end of thcZhearth
stood the licutenant—a palo, slendor
outh, with chestnut hair ourling
foouo about his nlear-out serious face.
He wore a long blue redingote, gict
apout the waist with a (tricolored
soarf, and his cocked hat was tucked
under his arm.

« Sir,”" said the baron, in a disdain.
ful voice, “*it ig teue that the times
are bad—that the noblee of Franco
bave suffored, and are still suffering,
unspeakablo ingults from the canaille;
but, thank Heaven! the day has not
yot dawned when we give our
daughters to peasants. Parbleu! go
your way, fellow—you must be mad "

The pale face of the lleutonant put
on a look, resolute, defiant,

+ Baron, [ will take no answer from
you |” he said, I love your daughter.
1 ask permission to tell her ro with
my own lips."

“ You love my daughter” repoated
the baron, in a withoring tone.
« Yes, you sent her amorous verses—
you pu{ strauge aira within the
sound of her windows by night—for
you are s poot and musician, it seems,
a8 well as a soldier Ma fol! With
other sans oulottes and revolutionari

Monslour, your suit is rejested, T
give you permission to withdraw at
onoe."

With a mooking smile, the baron
looked at hig visitor, Dalo aa death,
De Lisle dropped tho unfortunate
veraes into tho five, and cast a look of
raging anguish and reproach at Mdlle
de Launay, She answerod with those
words:

« Monsicur, I am the daughter of &
raco that may bo cast down, but
nover humbled, Wo shall carry our
pride to tho prison and tho seaflold.”

Tle knew tbat sho apoke tho truth,
Beied with an unutterablo despair he
turned and rushed out of tho room—
out of the houso,

1t was a bleak Decomber night, A
young moon shoue upon the oitidel,
the bastionod line of ramparts and
the soven getes of Strasburg, The
famous oathedral tower of hown stone
stood up sgainat the sky—s dream
of beautyf over which the whole world
hiad narvolled for conturios.

Two hundred and fifty miles, away
Pariswasinan uproar. Llero,in thisan-
ciont city, tho rovolution also walked,
‘Phe ontire frontier wag aflamo with it;

to move up to the table with his
friends.

The {nung lioutenant aroused him-.
solf & littlo, Elanood with a_friendly
air at tho dark, brilliant.oyed gitl on
tho othor side of the board,

“ 1 will write it, my good Diorlek,"
he answered, Old Andro passed his
guost a glass of wine,

* Lot ua drink,” he said solomnly,
“ to Liborty and tho new day that g
drawning upon France.”

 With my wholo heart I"* answored
Rouget, and ho tossed off tho wino
with enthusiasm.

Ag Dierick put down hig glass a
shadow fell upon his thin old face.
lilukussumeﬂ a gloomy introspective
ook,

+ Citoyen Rouget.” he bogau, ** with
your oyes you havo soen in more than
one villlago tho caraean ercoted, with
the ohain an iron gollar, symbol of the
arrogance of the nobility and the
slavery of this miserable people,

« was born in the capitanerie of
Montooau, By grant of the King, a
prince of the blood,was given control of
all the game theroin—the samo to be
preserved for his own oxolusive

1 . Droves of wild boars and

but tonight an outward app of
poace reigned everywhere.

The unfortunate licutenant rushed
blindly away through the moonlit
streets—whither ho neithor knew nor
cared. o wes mad with disappoint.
ment and despair. He could not re-
turn to hiz quarlters, The same
justitiot that drives the wounded wild
beast to bide from his followors was
goading this man to seek refuge in
solitude and darkness—apart from his
own kind,

Presontly ho came to & street in a
pooror part of the cily—narrow,
gloomy, dilapidated, and without lamp
or foot pavement. The roofs of the
old houses almost metovorhead ; the
moonlight fell freely betwixt the un-
even lines of wall and bulging
windows.

In the treachorous gutler below the
wayfater slipped and tumblod De
Lisle paused where the shadows of
the tumble-down dwellings wero dark-
est, and leaning againat a crumbling
wall_of masonry, dropped his he
on his breast in an attitude of utier
dejeotion.

Hour after hour went by—he did
not change his position. The oold
grew bitter—he was ohilled—bonumb
ed—he did not know it. The hot
anguish in his heart deadened him to
all outward discomfort.

The moon begau to sink bebind the
forﬁﬂoa'ﬁons, sod the lacelike work of

you are seekinglto doltl:x the nobility,
At tho same time you adove it in the
person of Mlle, de Launay. Abomi.
nable paradox I

Thore was 8o much trath in these
words that the lieutenant hung his
head and remained silent,

« Well,” ocontinued the baron
sternly, *since you will have it so,
monsiour, my daughter shall be

d to tho drawi "

Ho rang the bell sharply, A
moment after Mlle, de Lsunay
ent-red.

She wae & true daughter of the

bl a dazzling blonde, graceful
and slender as & reed. Bhe wore a
dress of dull blue brooade, of Louis
XV. paftern, over a petticoat of
figured satin. In her fair hair was &
spxinkﬂugmof powder, which, as
Georges d says, gives a noble air
to all women., At sight of hor De
Lisle grew as pale as ashes, He
made & deep, silent bow.

< Mademoiselle, you see this man 1"
#sid tho baron, with a contemptuous
s::turo towards lis visitor.  He

lares himself to be a suitor for
your hand, He has had the audacity
to write to you madrigals and
rondeaux—to follow your carrisge
through the streets—to adore you in
your box at the theatre—to play

" musical instruments by night on the

_terracos of the garder, And now he
‘will take no answer from me—your
father—but demands that you give

~ him one yourself.”

_ All the raoe spoke in her o
“.eurled lip, in her cold and queenly | Was simply &
: 08, wixt the daughter of the

Mademoinlle drew quickly baok.
Over her face awept a look of horror,

the dral tower, Then a sound
of approaching footsteps eohoed in the
narrow street. A slender, dark girl,
in a shabby pelisse, paused boside the
fied man, Bhe touched Lis arm
deubsfully, ‘Two.largo, lustrous eyes
peered in to his half unconscious face.
« It is Citoyen Rouget, Father," she
ssid, addressing an old man, who was
trsmping behind ker bearing s violin
osse, ‘‘Mon Dieu! something is
amiss with you."”
Old Andre Dicsick hurcied forward
8¢ fasi ua his fecble legs could carry

im,

“Rouget I he cried, shaking the
inert figure lustily ; **are you aeleep,
man, or have you been drinking wine?
No, that oannot be ! Qiel| The cold
ling gone to your head—you are per-
ishing here ; arouse yourself!

At the voice of friends, De Lisle
started—stared like a man dazed.

«Dierrok!" he muttered, *and
little Bettino | I seo. The hour is
late—you are returning from the
theatrs, Pass on, and leave me alone.”

t-No!"” aaid Bettine firmly; * you
ara freezing. The night is terrible.
Some evilis upon you, Rouget. Come
with us—ocome at once.”

Hor warm {riendly hand olosed upon
his own, He made no resistance, but,
suffered her to load him along the
nsrrow street and on to the door of &
small, poor house where tho Dierioks
lived. 'The trio entered a room on
the ground foor. The walls wers
whitewashed ; the wind whistled
through-the chinks in the doors.

There were oak chairs, with rush
bottoms, stending about, aud the tsble
board laid on eross-bars,
d and some rolls of musie

£ ~
i Launays and s Republican

: lioutenant yawned a desp

e L

and
impaseable . But the heart of
o Lisle was buming like a
ooal in his breast. Nothing daunted
by the mien of the young beauty, he
broke out, wildly:

“I love you, mademoiselle! I
olaim the right to tell you of that
love! It is not & time to discuse
questions of rank. Iam'a man, you
ar0 & woman ; that is enough. It is
4euo that I have followed your earriage
,Mhd'hm in y&ux. og’oﬂn box—
possed in [
and down by thmm which sh urg
you, Can you condemn me for shese

"thioga? 1 live only In the thought

of you, What is the accideat of birth
#o love like mine? As sand under

the hoofs of & desert horse!”

His passion choked him. He held'
out hand imploringly, 8he
repulsed him with a gesture of scorn.

* Monsisar,” snd her violet eyes
flnshied. ominoualy, “ do ot
the word ‘Jove * in my presenoe ; it is

unpardonableinsolence. I atill believe
in rank, for I am an aristoorat, not &
revolutionary, and women of my
station do not marry men like you,

Heore are your verses.” Bhe held
toward him a roll of pa&cu. “ They
e contrary, I

did not amuse me ;. on
found i

- e ly tiresome.

filled & oorner. Bettine, kuesling on
the hearth, stirred the desad sshes, and
uncovered a few red embers. On
these she flung an armfalof wood. A
bright flame lesped up, and diffused »
ir:hml warmth through the place,

tine led Citoyan Rouget to a chair
by the fire,

“8it here,” she ssid, *and thaw
yourself, I see that you are ill.”

For months the yonng lisutenant of
Enginesrs had boen a frequent guest in
this poor house. Old Dierick played
the violin in the orohestea of the
Btrasburg Theatre; his ‘motheriess
daughier ssng on the stags. Bouget
himself was no mean He

hords of deer, confined by no wall or
pale, wandored at will over the whole
country aud destroyad the orops of the
wrotolied peasants, i

“Mark you, thore was an ediot
which probibited weeding and hosing
lest the young birds should be disturb.
ed; another against mowing before u
certain Jate and taking away the
stubble, which might deprive the
birds of shelter. Our tyrants broke
the hand-mills with which we ground
our grain, and forced us to buy of the
siegnour the annual tight to bruise
betwixt two stones & measurs of buok-
wheat or barley.

« Under pain of various fines, every
man was forced to buy a certain
amount of salt per annum, whother he
wantod it or not—to press his grapes
at the seigneur's press—to bake his
bread in his opprogsor’s oven. There
wad a geignourial tax upon firoa—upoa
every half sestier of corn—upon the
smallest morsel that passed our miger-
able lips.

« Bervitude, outrage, violence, were
our daily portion, The seigneur's
deer trampled my father's scanty feld.
In teying to save food for his children
he one day killed a stag. For that
orime he was sent to the galleys.
When, at the age of thirty,\my mother
died of migery and despair, she bad
the bent body ard the white head of &
woman of seventy.”

Rouget shrugged his shoulders
moodily.

# Aud the King and the nobles,” he
said, [ wondered at the Revolation!
They sre amazoed that the people
should complain of the fsudal syster !
Go on, Dierick."

¢ After my mother's death,” con.
tinued ihe old man, “ I was sent tosn
unole in & neighbouring parish. The
cure thers gave me musival instenotion
—iaught me many things. My uncle
was arrested for smuggling s few
}xmnds of the salt which we were

oroed to buy, often againet our will.
Ba; was fined three hundred livres.
Hae could not pay the sum, and was
flogged and {branded. Great Godl
when life becomoes one long day of
wrolohedness men cease to value it,
My unole lm\;ggled salt a second time,
He was hanged.” .

Ho arose and wont baok to the fire,
Rouget followed. Perhaps the old
musioian had gnoessed the oause of the
younger man’s silence and gloom, at
any rate, he oried in a loud voice *—

' These soigneurs! Their horrible
law, their oppression and oruelty,their
rotten justico—yes, T know it all!
Mon Dieu ! this'is no time for a man
to think of his own plessure or his
own sorrow.  Feanoe 18 in the throes
of & new birth ; in her misery we must
forget our own.*’

He leaned wearily back in his chaiz,
8oon after he fell asleep.

The fire was now burning low, The
ocandles oast a siokly light in the room,
Beitino sat on cne side of the hearth,
silent, motioaless, watohing Rouget
with her groat sad eyss. Her alender
brown hands were locked sbout her
knees. Her long hair curled, black
and lustrous, upon her shoulders. In
her thin brown face the fire of genius
smouldered.

. Suddenly Rouget seized old Dierick's
vxluhn from ita oase, and began to
play.

. The words came with the musio—~
which was born fivst in bis brain be
never xnew. His heart burned, his
bead seemed bursting Now the air
raced beforethe words ; then the words
took form and sound before the air.
gmm.:h‘ 3 dered tram blod

'ears gathored in her great ¢ 8he
bardly 2ared to bm&o. The room
seomed full of baitle and vengeance.,
u'l‘hc mmof ages oried out o

wrots excellent pooiry, he composed
rood musio. In his tedious gacrison
ife he oftan sought the sosiety of the
Diericks ; kindred tastes united the
trio in firm friendship,

Now, in aplte of his sirsnge
AppoRranoe, !::\ur and  denghter
forebore toaunoy Roget with questions.
The old mad, with thread-bare sait of
muff-ooloured oloth whiok seemed but
s poor Emmﬁon sgainst the oold of
the night, put down his violin case and
basteued to warm himself by the fire.

" Suprr. Battine 1 he called, and
the dark girl spresd the oloth, and
placed on the board a loaf of bread,
some sliess of ham, and & bottle of
vin du peys. Rouget wes compelled

- t the wrelohed people
were rising againet their-tyrants. A
sivange and terrible intoxication filled
thomir, The Revolution had found
yoioa! Bomthin, that was never to
dis— fragment of immortality—was
siruggiing into birth bemeath old Andre
Dieriok's humble raof,

Inatinotively the girl seized & burnt
ooal from th_o{mnni‘ sud on the wall
beside her joited down the song as
Rouget composed it.

Ol Dieriok slapt on. The eandles
weut out. Oaly the fire gave light in
the room. Outalde the windows the
wind walled and complained, as if in
symspathy with the mood of the
musioian.  And etill the pair aet thers
on the beatth, and the man composed

and the girl listoned and weate both
words and musio on the wall beside
her. In tho east dawn at last bogan
o appear. Rouget, deadly pale, put
down the violin, DBettine was looking
at him with dilated eyos,

s+ At Inst,* sho said, ** you hiave ful.
filled your promise-—you bave written
a song for me to sing ["

He did not scom tv hear her, e
aroso to his feot like & man in a droam,
goized hig hat, and, without & word,
staggered ovt of Dioriock'a house, and
home to his quarters.

* * = 4 *

On tho following night Bottine
Dierlok sang Rougel's song at the
Strasburg Theatro, Hor voico was
the first to givo tho Hymn of France
to the world,

At the same Lour the young lout.
enant sat to hio dreary lodgings, &
prey to errible depression, In crossing
one of the public squares at sunset he
had encountered the carriage of Mlle.
de Launay. The lovely aristocrat
turned upon him a look full of cold
ocontempt ; it was like a8 dagger in his
hoart. The Diericks were now for-
gotten and all that had bappened at
thotr ficoside on the previous night.
A frienzy of misery seized him-—ha
longed for death,

Tho night wore on, Ho sat alone
at a table, on which a solitary candle
buraed. Before him lay a loaded
pistol. Iis hand elatched it convul.
sively, A deadly purpose filled his
haggard youug face. .

«\Vhy should I live ?* he mutter.
ed. “ This ineane passion dighonours
me, yet I cannot cast it out, Ilave,
in return I am despised! Oh, weak
fool that 1 am—in death alone can I
find reloase from my folly "

He was very poor, but sush valu-
ables as ho possessed he made into &
bundle, wrote a letter of farewell, and
directed both to his mother at Lonsle-
Saunier in tho Jura, Taen he grasp.
ad the pistol and turned the muzzle to
his forehead,

As he did 8o a great uproar arose ia
the street outside—a noise like fue
raging of the ses, Rouget listen.d.
Nearer drew the sound, and nearer.
He heard his own name shouted by a
multitude of volces: He drogpei the
pistol and rashed to tho window.

An immense orowd, with the Maire
of Strasburg at its head* stood before
Rouget's door , swinging aloft lighted
torches, and calling upon the_young
lioutenant to come forth, In the
midst, of the dense muss of people,
borne on s triumphal chair, he saw
Bettine Dierick, her brown head
orowned with & lsurel wreath. The
vast throng shouted, wept,roared with
enthuisam,

 Long Jive Rouget de Lisle ! Long
live the man who has given us the
Hymn of France!”

Till that moment he had quite for-
gotten the song. Even now he was
too smared and bewildered to under-
stand. DBut the people surrounded
bhim, 6lled his ears with a thunder of
praise, and orowned him with laurel,
as they already crowned Beitine Die-
slok. “In the very act ot seeking death
Rouget found himself famous. By
the flaring torchlight he looked into
Bettine's lsrgo, soft eyes.

 And you oarried my song to the
thealre ¢ he said. ' While I was
shut up here meditating s sowardly
ovil, you brave, aweet child, were win.
ning renown for us both

Bhe smiled sadly.

« I sang it well, Rouget," she ans-
wered simply, ** beoause I loved you.”

The young soldier never thought of
suicide again,

That night at Btrasburg was only
he beginaing of the dous ap-
plause whioh everywhere greeted th
new song, Like wildfice it flow
through the cities of France. It was
sung at all public gatheriugs, at the
olubs and at the theatres, by soldiers
in the field, l:{v victime on their way
to the scaffold.

The terrible men of Mavseilles
thundered it all the way, on their
{amous marsh from the Mcditerransan
to Paris, In notes alternately sbar,
and flat, they shook the kingdom wil
this hymn of glory, whish wasalso the
shriek of vengeaunoe and death. That
wild, bronzed horde, with eyea of fire
their head orowned with the ** bonnet
rouge,” anhri Paris by the Faubourg
8t. Autoine on the 80th of July, 17902,
and. hesded by Santerre, the brewer
marched to the Oham| Elysess, drag-

their nd them, making
e eagital tremblo with Do Lisles

ymn,

It wai the mon of Marseilles who

ve the song the name by which it

at ever 8inos boen known ; and at the
hour when they roared * Aux armes!”
in the street of Paris the laat remnant
of royalty perished.

The Revolution moved rmpidiy,
Like Saturn, it began to devour its
own children, Old Aundrew Dierick
went o the guillotine to the sound of
the song which had written st
his own fireside. The Baron de
Launay and his boautiful young daugh-
ter also perished together on the soal-
fold to the musio of Rouget's hymn.

De Lisle himself so0n fell into mis-
fortune, His unhappy Junon for
Mlle. do Louanay reached somehow,
the urln of the b-.\athorlﬁu’..rno (v)m

mpily proscribed as a royalist. One
:go hs?‘ii » peasant's hut, where he

taken refuge from s violeat temp-
est, he heard the clildren of the plaoy
singing his song. Shudderiog be
listened,

' What is that hymu oalled 2" be
inquired of the p t
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“The Marseillaigs,” answered tho

man. In this way Roguet ficet heard
the name by which s immortal off
spring had been christenod by the
nation.

He wagapprehanded in the peasant’s
hut, and thrown into prison. For
awhile it scemed certain that the
author of tho song which Jrance has
engraved on her heart was destined to
go to the puillotine, to the accompani-
ment of hig own martial strains, But
Fato orderecd otherwise, Rouget de
Lisle was saved by the 9th Termidor.

Alter the Reign of Terror ho went
to Paris. There ho again mot Bettine
Dierick, who bad become a favourite
actrees at tho Theatre Francais, The

OCTOBER MAGAZINES,

Anericsn Catholle (narterly Nteviow.

Au oxhaustive articlo from tho pen of
Mr. John S Ewart, Q.C. on the Schth
Qaestion in Manitoba is adistinguishing
fraturo of tho uew number of the Amori-
can Catholis Reviow.  Mr. Fwart fakes
up tho historica! nelicols cane on tho lut
July 1867, and cluculates Lvery dovelop.
ment of 1t down to the present timo
winding up with the following remark :
* It is to Lo hoped that the ‘\’mvincia\
Government will, daring tho mterval,
agreo to romedy the grievances, If it
do not, there can be Tizl.lc doubt that
remedial legistation will be pessed at
tho noxt session of tho Federal Patha.
ment. This may, and no doub! will
lead tofurtherlitigat, ub tho

dark, sad-oyed girl had d ped into
a marvellously beautiful woman, At
sig‘ht of Rogust she became deathly
pale.
* You,”" she said. ¢ Ah!I .hought
you had forgottsn me I

¢ For yoars your memory has been
with me continually, Bettine,” he
answered. ** We werelgood friends in
the old days at Btrasburg 2"

A little colout cawe back to hand.
somo face,

‘¢ Yes—ob, yos!”

“Do you remember the night of
that first trinmph, which you won for
yourself and for me? Yon were a
ohild then, and as such not ask d

hand of the Dominion must provail, and
justico and right, so long delayed, bo
awarded totho Romau Catholic minority
in tho Provinco of Manitoba, Tho ghost
must down again,”

Dr. St. George Mivart,tho lcarned and
dotormincd apostlo of a religious system
of evolution, contributes to tho Roview
tho paper whick is given the placo of
honor. ~ This i3 an indication that the
English giant is not_content to bear in
silenco the sovore criticisms of his views,
which many American Catholic writers
have indulged in. If they fly high, ho
will fly higher. Hero ho ‘takes the
ground that the truosystem of ovolution
will justify tho name it bears, Ho says:
* To all tho kunowledge which is msmly
directand i Liat sl i

‘o say that you sang my song well
because you loved me. Those words
have followed me ever sinco—in
prison, in war, in peace. I have kept
them in my inmosat heart. You are
now & woman, Deitine famous and
besutiful—ah, do you love me still?"

A solomn light shone in her large

eyes.
¢ My hearthas never helda thought
for any other being,"” she anawered.
“I love you, Rouget, and you only!"”
He married ber soon after, and oar-
ried her away to Looe le-Saunior on
the Jura,

Kidney

Talk.

Why is & person over seriously ill?
Impure blood, nearly every time.
What is pure blood ?

1t is the vital fluid which, in

A88iD),
through the kidneys, as it must do mmg
times every hour, carries with it no im.
pnm{—perlootly fittered.

Will tho kiduoys always do this?

Yes, it thoy are not weak, or over-
worked, or injured by accident, or con-
gestod and inflamed by cold.

So long as the ki!noys are in good
Lealth, so long will you be quite well
an y.

What happons when the kidnoys are
o
y, any forn: of illness may happen.
You can never know whore oyr hgll: it
m:y end. @ called
1 case tho warnings called symptoms
are ignored and.the tissues o(yt.hg kid.
peys break down, the doctor will tolt
§ou that it is diabetes sud jucurable or
right's diseaso and a hopoless case.

But after that ?

Well, watch this paper and you can

of mwany great curesof theso so-
called incurable diseases by using
Dodd’s Kidnoy Pills.
. But greater cures, we think, arg the
simplo ones, the cures of the <mall be.
nnings, whore the wmisery and the
arm to the constitution is escaped.
What & happy thing cure is}
Hl:w endlessly people will talk of their

cane

With what smiles and enjoyment !

Some of our grateful patieuts never
cowe to the city without calling to talk
over thair cures.

A man by the name of Joshua Clark.
son, living st 114 Robert sireet, this
city, came iu the othe: day.

@ had saved his life by using two
boxes of Dodd's Kiduey Pills.

What was the disease ?

tos.
Yes ; he had lost thirty- i
'oxl“mng‘:  loat & y-one pounds in
& seven weeks to regain hi
health and avoirdupots, *
No one could hear him talk and not
take courage, be hie evar 8o mick.
A full aocount of this case will appear

in this paper,
Then, n long aﬁo Samuol Murray
came iu, looking well, too. He it was

who was parslyced for a whole year,
given up b{’ ever 80 many doctors and
‘was cured by twelre boxes of Dodd's
Klinoy Pri&l. ¢
roporter of a city paper saw him,
Seemed to think 1"6 impossible that &
mau ocould recover from such an illness.

There was no miracle about it. He
B i
ol s e are talking to
ech other about m A g :‘iﬁh plessuro

which is moro and more reflective, sell.

conscious and deliberate till under, and

through Divino inter-position, uo less
tont + *blo, th

i becauso p , the
highest activities of which human nature
is capable are attained. Since the Uni-
verse,asbeing cssentially one,could nover
have been submittted to the action of
any sort of natural selection, its power
and propertics must havo been due to
the creativo will of God, and tho results
of their action (the perverse results of
man’s freo will excepted) must have
been likewiso pre.ordained. Qur know-
ledge is His gift, and our most important
kuaowledge is that of our true relation-
ship to Him, and thus what is at once
the most importaut agent as well as the
bighest end, of evolution, as rationall
understood, {s and must be, that wi
roveals tousour dutics and our priveleges
—nanely religion,

Popular Astronemy,

This most excellent guide to the
heavens is as usual full of practical and
most interestivg information. Ove of
the best articles treats of the planets
andconstellations for November,and tells
ug that after the middle of this month
all the plavets will bo in one halt of the
celestial sphere. At sunrise all will be
above the horizon, at sunset none, A
beautiful object in the morning sky now
is Venus, which 18 in its best position
for observation during this mouth, She
is scen after 8 o'clock a. m, towsrds the
east. Tho phase of Venus will be an in.
creasing crescent until the evening of
the last dsy of the month, when she
reachies hior greatost distance west from
tho sun, and just half of her disc will be
illuminated. ~ A planisphore map of the
constellations for 9 o'clock p.m. on Nov-
cmber lat is issued with the present
number, Tho most important article
deals with the discovery of the continnos
variation of latitude. ~ This constituies
& trivmph of patient axd laborious ob-
sorvationg centinued through man
years, and in po less degree a hiun.p{
of skilfnl mathematical aualysis,

Gedor's Magasine,

Goday's Magazine makes a point of
having ‘st least one article of woighty
importanco each month. The Nov-
ember pumber containg a timely and
suggeative discussion of *“ The Vaiican
and the Poace of Europe,” by Jeese
Albert Locke. A narrative that will be
read with espocial intcrest in Canada is
Cloveland Moffett's’s impartial descrip-
tion of “ The Miracles of Gaint Anne.”
This atticle is beautitully illustrated.

Lsdles® Nome Journal.

Not long before his death the poet
Lovgfellow told Hezokish Butterworth
one evening in his library how he came
to write “The Psalm of Life,” *The
Bridge," “Excelaior” “Hiawatha,” “The
01d Clock on tho Stairs,” and some of
hisothor great poems, Mr. Butterworth

now embodied the ovening's talk in
an article on ** How Longfellow Wrote
Hie Best-known Poems' which The
Ladies Home Journal will publish in its
next number.

ASSRSSMENT SYSTRM.
Prompt and Liberal,

Mxarorp, 0;:)10“ th, 1895,

E. S, Miller, Secrotary Provincial Pro.
vident Iustitution, St. Thowas,

Certificato No. 907, W. H. Bell.
Dxag Sig—I to ackuowledge the
reoeipt in full of the sum of $2,000, be-
i tga amount of the above Cerbificate
held by my late husband. It gives me
at the samo time to

th s nedicine, and these pills are nllmg
everywhero,
they always cuve.

Toboa

*———e
comforter, & {emn mus
ry hies; bub profound

bave i y u

sympathies are always in sssociation
with keen sensibilities, and keen seusi.
bilities expone their a sense

dge tho prompt and liberal
wanner in which my claim has been
dealt with, your Institution having pad
over the smount aa soou as the proots
wero completed without waiting for the
90 days to which they woro entitled
under the terms of the Cortificate.

I am, yours very truly,

(S) Renxcca Bruy,

Adwinistratrix, &o.

ood canvassers wanted fo represent

possessot to
of apguish utterly unintelligible to ordi-

heavenly comforber, such

nary souls. As is tho oa) ‘htyh bea
%0 be au awful ainnee. e.qwdtyl

G

the P. P, 1. 1.« all unoccupied territory.
Write the Sec for particulace.
Libersl terms to meq,



