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THANKS BE UNTG GOD.

Tender mercies on my way,
Falling softly Hke the dew,

Seut me f eshly every day,
Mush [ bless the Towd for you!

Thongh I have nod ol 1 waald,
Theugh to greater bliss 1 go,
Every present gift of good
To cternal love I owe!

Source of all that comforts me,
Well of joy, for which T long,
Liet the cong | sing to Theo
Be an everlusting song.,
— Seleeted,
D

CLAIRE.
A Tann

(Wrilten for the Chureh Guardian).

By T. M. L.
( Continucd. )

It wasa strange and  touching meeting,  These
two, nearest in the world to eaeh other, mel {o
share ench others perils, as they alrendy shared the
fate whieh had deprived themof their ancient her-
tage. Butthe strangeness of the civcumstanees whicl,
surrounded them and the excitement of the mo-
ment, Jeft no time for rvealizing this. The Count
hastily embiaeed bis doughter, while glaneing with
surprise winl suspicion at her unexpected  com-
panions. ¢ Where is Dartel, and who are {hese
persons P he asked, in his old imperivus manner,
“huat fur them, I should not be here” veplicd Clahie
“Bartel has Letrayed uns; do yon not remember
Marthe? Masthe Duval? and this is Felix.  They
have helped me to escape and wili help us further,”
But the name of Duval was no weleome  one tu
the Couul's wvos ] will tust pone of toe
name,” he s:id  passionately. -“Wiit of your
futher, young wian—the cowardly villuin who has
betrayed my trust and stirred up the ignorant hoors
against their master ?” 1 saw enough at our last
meeting to know how he has since acted in my
belalt, How dare you imsult me by your presence'?
* Monsieur Le Cawle” replied IFelix, sternly and
coldly, “there Is no time to waste in recrimifmlviun;
1 have brought you your danghter, which should
be a proof of my honesty at least. 1 have told her
and tell you that 1 am wil ing to sacritice my hife
for heror you at any motuent o atone, in some
measure for my fathe’s misdeeds, - B want to take
my sister awny irom France while these loirois
last, and yon, by twavelling with us, will 1un far
]gss visk than in puwsuing vour journcy alone.
For yourown sake I urge you to put up with our
compuntouship, and to aveid one moment’s unne-
cess.ry delay,  The viliagers of Du Plessis are now
a frantic mob, aud {f Drtel has iudeed betiayed
you, might well flluw you to this place.”
“They are my friends futher,” il Clire, in
rapid, agitated toues; *“the only friends I have ever
had.  Iurust them as [ tiust wysell; do jou not
sec the sacrifice they make fn woing with us 2" she
added, “ for #eir sukes I wonld indeed imglors
them to leave ns” ¢ Let us at least leave this
spot,” exclaimed Felix, * we cannot tell how near
danger may be; Monsicur e Cumte. suiler me o
explin whut Ilad purpesed.”  The gravity and
perfect self-conutrel of Felix did nut fail of heir
elicet upon the Ceunt, full as ke was of passionate
anger, and he tacitly consenied, though stiil mut.
tering wrathfully to himsctf; Felix then leading
the way, the little party again hetovk themsclves
to Lhe woods.  llcie, in the solemn b If-light, with

the linnumerable {rees around lending a sense of

comparative safely and protection, Felix, Drictiy
and urgently, represented to the Count the greatn
likelihuod of reaching in safety the ¥Flemish fion-
tier, beyond which they miight feel themselves
secure, than in the journey to the French sca-
coast, which would take them hy a route wmuch
more exposed than that proposed by Felix, which
passed, for the mnost part, through forest lanls,
little frequented. It was by this way, as Dbeing

the most direet, that ke had travelled on his return
from Leyden. partly on foet, parily on horseback.
e knew the ronte well, he would be their guide,
it Monsicur Le Comie would consent to this ar-
rangement,  The Count  replied, ungraciously
crough. that his objeet was to reach Enuland as
speedly as possible, and that the way by whieh
the fewest visks to his dunghter's life and his own
hal (o e enownwtered would suit him hest. #In
Gon’s name then,” said Felix, *let us hegin our
juiney. Dy day-bresk we shall reach a forester’s
hut, whore we ean rest fora while and take some
refreshient. Come Marthe, we will Tead the way.”

Thuy were a silent party.  The Count’s bitter-
ness of spirit, wrath and indignatlon, could find
no fitling vent.  Claire’s gentle heart was wounde-l
by the treatment which JFelix, in his unselfish devo-
tion, had received from her father, and the events
which had ernwded npon her within the st fow
hours had stirred cmotions too deep for words,
while Telix, with a passtonate sense of his fathor's
crim-=, was fillell wilh a Lurning desire to atono
for it Alas? in huw small a measure couwld ho
atone for it !
a full Learl, would loek every now and then into
Lix stern, set face, to assuye heraelf that she was not
dveaming, and would feel a thrill of comfort in his
presenec. The forest roied was carpeted, layer upon
lnyer, with the fallen necdles of the pines, which
rendered i even and elastie Lo the tread ;) the air
was delizions, the rilenee deep amd unbroken, save
by thie gecazivust. mefnncholy hooting of an owl.
[ was possilie 1y wallk thas for many horrs with-
vttt Teeling mueh fotigue, awd Cliie and Maathe
were counley Lorn and bred, and in the full vigonr
of yourth mud health.
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It was the e afternuvon of a fine autanm day
sote few weeks Titer. Fie level sunheams wore
SAroaming through the wide open window of an
npper room in one of the host'eries of the mmaltrac-
tive town of O«tendes and from that window there
was an unimpeded view of the blne water, just
reliled by a slizht breeze and sparkling in the sun-
siife. A Tew v els were Iving by the shore,
appatently nuking 1eady for theiv departure, for
there was more or Loss hustle abont them, sud now
and then a sheul frem the sailors on their decks
was awdible cvon in thet reom where Claire Du
Plussis sat lost in thonght and gazingseaward, Yes,
thauks to Folix, Lis unwearicd watchfulness, his
anxiong, conatant cuw, the noble courage and per
feet presenee ef saind which hwl again antd again
saved them from diffienlty or actuad danger, they
conkil nt Tist hecathe {reely in the consciousness
shad they were vo fonger fleeing for their lives from
thuatt who were Jiteral'y thinsting for their Llood.
Yoz, by Gon's mevey, the danger was past ;oand yet
thuse davs when they lad wanderad as fugilives
had not beeu unhapr y ones, The dear compations
of Claire’s youth had shared their perils, and
althutisiy the pacsenee of her father harld scemed at
first tu maise an intangible barier between them
vet, s tne went o, it was impossible hut that the
devation of Folix had to some extent hroken down
that Lurrier of bitterness and naughty pride and
marte the Connt first olenate, then rely o anideven
show fhivor o his seif-constituted guide aml pro-
teetor. There hal beeu hours when the Count had
altnoat forgotien the Bnmeasurable distunce which
separated a noble of Tis exalted rank from the son
of his futbless steward—when, to  beguile the
tedionsness of the way. he hiad so far unbent as to
converse freely with the young student, and fouud
Limsell marvelling not o lit le at the stores of
varied knowledme nneonsciously displayed.  Then
Claire and Marthe had walked or rested side by
side, and, with o loving glance or pressure of the
hand, had told eash other that nothing could cver
lessen or change thicir affection.

It was but seblom thet Felix had addressed the
voung Demoiselle, yot Claire knew by an unfailing
instinct that he was never unmindful of her pre-
cence.  There I d been times, too, when they had
been thrown nore imanediately  together—when
Claire had conquesed his calm aeserve and made
Lim talk 1o Ler almost with the happy freedom of
the Felix of old.  Door Felix! and she had never
yct thanked him.  To-morrow—jyes, by sunrise to-
morruow—they were a'l to sail to Iingland in one of
the vessels which were being laden yonder. A
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Atarile, walking by his side, with a!

little while and they would all be in a foreign land,
separated from cach other, perbaps only meeting ab
long intervals.  What were her father’s plans ?
She I d questioned him more than ouce, but had
received vague and unsatisfuctory answers, as
thourh he were concoaling his intonlions from her.
Clajre sighed wearily as shio looked out upon the
shining water.

As sha sat there, her slonder hands lying folded
on her knee, her fair iresses, no longer hidden
nmder the peasant’s cap, but falling wpon her
shonhlers, her pale, pure face resting against the
window-Trame, there was a low knock at the door
amd Felix entered.  No longer the roughly attired
way-furer, with the heavy growth of heard, but
carefullv, though plhinly attired, as became the
young ductor of the University of TLeyden. His
brown beard, partially shorn away. his broad, white
forehead which had lreen so constantly covered hy
tho slouching lat. contrasting strangely with the
hronzed hue of his checks. Cliire's face Iad
brightened with a look of gladuess as she saw hiny,
and shie had zona, with autstretehed hand, 1o meet
him, but Felix had but touched the profiered hand,
Lowing low as he did so. “Mademoiselle,” he said,
in those cold, deferoutial tones waich Claire hnow
so well and which always unaccountubly fo bher-
self, perplexed and hurt her, “you will pardon me
fur coming when you must be needing rvest, but I
saw MWonsienr v Coute just now on hoard the
Liiganting”—he pansed for a moment—"and I
desived {o say farewell to you alone, To-morrow
Marthe and 1 also set ont on our vuyage, a longer
one than yours. We lhayve determined o go to
America,”

(7o be continned )
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THOUGHTS FOR FIFTIT SUNDAY ATTER
TRINITY.

V.

"

“And Jesus said unto Simou, Fear nat

Overwhelined with the sudden realizition of the
majeaty of Christ, and with the recognition of his
own unworlthiness fo stand fu that Grent Presence,
Simon had er ed : “Dhepart from me, for 1 am a sin:
ful man, O Lord.” Can we naot feel with him the
awe which hrought Lim tremeliling to Jesus' knees ?
Ioach thinking of onr own sins, Jdu we not feel with
deepest self-abasement what it wust have Leen to
staned face fo fnce with 1lim who knew no sin—
the Holy One and the Just?  “Depart from we,
for L am a sizful man, O Lord. Thou who ait of
purer eyes than to behold iniquily, how canst Thon
sufler such sn oneas 1 am in Thy DPresence? 1t
was (he first lalf despairing  utterance of i1 soul
stitten with a consciousness ol Gow’s greatness, hut
not vel capable of realizing His Love.

The one feehing of awe pessessud the frambling
soul, but what was Christ’s reply T “Fear not,” 1o
sail, Benign and Dlessed words, which lifted up the
st.mer frow the dust of humiliation vestored him
to hiope, implanted in him a high and glorious ain.
“Fear not, from hienceforth thon shalt cateh men.”
That allsecing cye beheld i the awe-struel self-
abmsement of the fisherman, Simon, the pledge of
future perfect devotion, when the strengthening
amd refining isflaences of the Spitit of Graee should
bavs parged the imperfections of his passionate
heart, The Wlind el despuiring ery -Depart from
me” wag acerpied in itk deeper weaning by Him
who diseerns the thoughts we caunot even clothe
in words. Never will He depart from Iis ser-
vant, for thuugl he deny the Lord whom row he
adores, yet when he returns in o penitence He will
receive him with the arms of 1iis mercy and be
with him elways, even unte the end of that life,
ever aflerwards Jevoted to Jls Service,

O to fed! like Peter to the [ull, (nol in the
sympathy ol iiagination, but in realily) the greal-
uess of our Gob, otr own unwgrthinesss ! for, most
surely, if we thus cist onrselves at His knees, the
Vyice of Love will say to us, as it said to Peler,
¢ Fear not,” [ know thine heart and I account theo
Mine, to do My work here and to be with My here-
after,
————t e

“The Lord is my light und my salvation ; whom
shall T fear? the Lord is the strength of my life;
of whom shall I be afraid ¥'—Psalm xxvii., 1.



