Wrn¥EsDAY, Avgust 9, 1882.]

THE CHURCH GUARDIAN.

11

Family Department.

—_——

PROMISES OF HEAVEN.,

O Low Thy promises exceed
All that we can desive,

All that our deepest seuse of need
Could of Thy love requive !

They are not merely for this life,
Phy heautiful supplics

Of light for darkness, peace for strife,
And joy for long-drawn sighs,

T'hough they who love Thee even here
Amid the shades of sin,

Oft see Thy heavenly swmiles appear,
Shining their gouls within.

But in the nther life beyoud:
The boundaries of time,

No poet's drenn, no faucy fond,
No intellect gublime,

Has ever reached the height of joy
Prepared, dear Lord, by Thee,

The blessedness without alloy,
The undimmed purity !

No summer’s heat shall ever burn,
No withered fields be there ;

No furious windw, or winter's storm,
Shall ruffle the calm air,

No hope #hall die, no fear be born,
No sorrow overwhelm,

No patient heart by pain be torn,
In that celestial realn.

And this, Thy promises declare,
Our future home shall he,

Ours, free from toil, and sin, and care,
Ours, just for loving Thee.

O without this, beloved Lord,
We love Thee, and adore,

Yet du Thou Thy rich grace affurd,
And we shall love T'hee wore.

To love Thee is our hieaven below ;
What will it be ubova?
T'hee, face to face, to see and kuow,

And love as Thou dost love !
—Sdlected,
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CLAIRE.

A TaLE.

(\‘\'rx'.ttcn for the Church Guardian).

By T. M. B.
( Continucd.)

And hitherto Claire had drifted on from day to
day with but little time to commune with herself,
still less with an opportunity of coming to an un-
derstanding with her father. A round of trifling
amusements, new faces on all sides, a lifo so difler-
ent in all its aspects from what her's had been—
she had found herself in a sort of maze from which
it required effort end determination to escape, even
for an hour's solitude and introspection. To-day
there had been a beating party on the river, and
Claire, at the very last, had begged to be oxcused,
she was not well, and a little quiet was what she
" peeded- The Marquis with every expression of
unwillingness was perforce obliged to accedo to her
request. With a long drawn breath of satisfaction
she had watched the party descend the sloping
lawn towards the river and had heard the distant
stroke of the oars, and then, surrounded by the
calm beauty and serenity of this autumn day, sle
bad looked into her own hecart, she had prayed for
strength, she had formed the determination which
her eonscience as well as her heart approved.
Though her knowledge of her father's character
was of the slightest, she felt that in opposing his
will she would bring down upon herself a very
storm of wrath and indignation, but though she
shrank from this and siill more from tho thought of
his disappointment, she did notfor a moment waver.
Felix himself, with all his firmness, was not capable
of a more fixed purpose than the slender girl,
standing like a flower, in the soft light of the
western sun. That evening, on the plea of indis-
position, she remained in her own room. It wag a

-the cxcitement of anticipation.

‘child, I understand myee

true plea, for her tomples throbbed paiufully with
She had deter-
mined to seek an inferview with her father in the
morning. Very pale was Claire, with tell-tale
ghaduws, speaking of a sleepless hight round her
eyes, asshe approached her father. The Count
was leaning back in a luxurious chair, playing a
game of ecarfe with the Marquis, to while away a
tedious hour before the arrival of some other guests.
A little inlaid tabie stood between them, on which
the elder nobleman’s lean Dbut jowolled fingors
rested, as Claire came up. Never before had she
interrupted one of their Zefe a fefes, or indeed
approached the Marquis at her own freo will, and
hoe started up at the sound of her voice with almost
arotesque pleasure, and offered hor his scat. Cluiro
courteously declined, saying that she had ventured
to interrupt them as she wished for a short inter-
view with her father. The Cotint with some sur-
prise, but graciously emough, prepared to follow
her, while the Marquis detained him for an instant
to aasure him that any request of Claire ho should
himself csteem it a delight and honour to gratify.
Doubfless he said to himself the bele enfans wished
for something which money was needed to procure,
aud poor Du Plessis, he added with a shrug, world
find it pretty hard just now to gratifly a woman’s
fancies. In silenco Claire led the way through
some stately rooms, out into the hall and portico.
“You will not mind coming out into the garden,
mon pere 7 1 want to foel sure that we are quite
alone.” -

The Count looked puzzled, but still good natured-
Iy consented, and so they traversed the broad drive
and the western garden, until they reached a little
secluded arbour, formed of some deuse yew trees
which had been clipped and trimmed into a groen
chamber with a vaulted roof, Through the en-
trance there was a peep of the pleasant landscape
and the glistening river. Scats were placcd here,
and the Count and his daughter sat down, facing
each other. “Eh bien!’ said the Count with a
shade of impatience in his tone, “herc wo are then,
now for your weighty secrel wmademaoiselle ma fille,
you have certainly chosen 2 spot whero wo are
sccure from caves dreppors, hul make haste, for we
aro scarcely courleous to the Marquis.”

Claire howover remained long enough silent for
her father to look al her with some vexation and to
tap with his heel the pebbles with which the floor
of the little arbour was inlaid. *Father,” her
voice was low with emotion; there was something
in the tune that made the Count look at her again
with a sudden angry suspicion.

“Vygons,” he said, “you are too dramatie. I
did not come hare for a scene de theatre, s1y what
you have to say without loss of time.”

“I hesitate,” said Claire, “bacause I must begin
with a question;, which I am ashamed to ask you,
for it scems like an insult to yourself and me.
Father, if I have wronged you 1 will ask your
pardon oun my knees—have you any thought of
giving me in marriage to the Marquis ds Saumar}”

The Count broke inte an angry laugh, while ai
the same time a slight flush mounted to his eheck.
“You speak in riddles, mademoiselle,” he replied
with an ominous flash in his handsome eyes, *‘you
speak in one breath of insult and in the next of
the possible honour of your becoming ILa Marquise
de Saumar—one thing at a time if you please.”

“Nay, this is one and the same thing,” said
Clairo, nnd she looked straight into her father’s
oyes—‘“to give me in marriago to the Marquis
would be as degrading to yourself as to me. Hear
me, mon pere,” she continued, stretching out her
hand with a passionate gesture, as the Count, heside
himself with surprise and anger, burst forth with
a furious exclamation. “I am a woman and your
only child, at least suffor me to spcak—if indced
you have purposed this, it is best thal we should
underetand each other now. The Marguis is your
friend, he has received us with generous hospitality,
wo owe him & debt of gratitude which I should
gladly repay, yet so far it has only been what an
ald friend in misfortune might accopt from one more

fortunate, without feeling himself oppressed by ob-

ligation, but to incresse this debt would be un-
worthy of us, and you must not remain under the
false impression that you can cancel it by making

me the wife of the Maquis. d.I am _ncl>1 bic-:—ngea: i
and my rnghteand 1

tell you father that I will never be the wife of the
Marquis de Saumar !”

Tt would be impossible to describe the wrath of
the Count as ho listoned to his daughter. *“Ha!”
he said, after a few moments of specechless rage, ‘I
congratulate you, Mademoisello, you are a bright
example of fillial duty, the line of Du Plessis cul-
minates nobly in such a daughter, it is well seen
that you have imbibed the spirit of tho age. Was
it from your friend tho young doctor of Leyden or
his honeoured father that you learned this admirable
contempt for the traditions of your class? and
amongst them for tho common respect due from a
daughter to her father? What!” and he struck
with his clenched hand a rvustic tab'e, “are you
insane enough lo suppose that you can interfore
with any plan I may have formed for your futurs?l
In a month from this date you will bo the wife of
tho Marquis of Saumar. Do you think that a
nobleman will break his word for the whim of a
brain-sick girl? do you think,” and he lowered his
voice to awhispor of intense passion, *that I will
consont to be a beggar for your sake §”

(To be continwed )
-

Tue Rev. John C. Hill says in the Zwvangelist
(Presbyterian) : “The older generations of ministers
and elders may inveigh against the idea of re-intro-
ducing an optional liturgy into our own Church as
much as they choose, but the fact remains there
is a growing demand for a liturgy on the part of the
people and the younger ministry, that must in time
be met.”

SERMON

-

THE REV'D.

LOBLLY.

A Sermon preached in Bishop's College Chapel,
Lennoxville, at the Visitalion of the Lord
Bishop of Quebee, July 5, 1882, by thé Rev.
/. Lobley, M.A., D.C.L., Principal of Bishop's
College, formerly Fellow of Trinily College,
Cambridge.

“Let everything that hath hreath praise the Lord."—
Psuim cl. 6.

Tue argument for that fundamental truth of sll
religion, natural or revealed, the oxistenco of a Sup-
reme Creative Power and Intelligence, which is de-
rived from the marks and traces of design to be
found in nature, has suffered greatly in the minds
of many from the discoveries of modern seience,
and the conclusions of that physical philosophy
which may almost Le eaid to be the creation of our
own age. And, if we are to boliove the Materialist
School, no man has dene more to damage this argu-
ment than that eminent physiologist, so remarkablo
{or patient investigation, for comprohensive synthes-
is, and for bold yot sagacious induction, wha has
lately beon taken from us—Charles Darwin. They
tell us that he has established two facts which cbm-
pletely and satisfactorily account for all the phen-
omena which formerly seemed to require the hypo-
thesis of an Intellizent Author of Nalurs ; the one
that, in the groat conflict for existence among the
multitudes of living creatures, there iz and must bs
a natural tendency to the continuation and develop-
ment of such details of organism as are more use-
ful to the life of the individual, and thoerefora of
the specics ; the other, that in fhe same great con-
flict such details of organism as are less useful, or
which might be ir any way prejudicial to the life
of the individual and of the species, must of necess-
ity, in the course of many generations, be utterly or
to a very great extent crushed out of existonce. Thus,
they say, if we find a set of creatures whose organie
stracture and instinots are just what we can foel to
be most desitable for their particular place and
functions in the world of being, we are to explain
this phenomenon to ourselves mot by supposing
that a Supreme Intelligence by some exercise of
will and power moulded these creaturcs- in their
present state, or with the capacity of attaining to
that stato ; but by remembering that, through along
line of ancestors, organs and properties which were
useless have been of necessity gradually dropping
off, and those that were useful have been gradually
developed and strengthened. Now, without stop-
ping to enquire how far the eminent investigator
himself (who was never very explicit on this mat-
ter) would . have accepted these comclusions, it
may be woll to point out, as it has often been point:
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