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“SOUNDING BRASS.”
By A. Fraser Robertson.

The Reverend Maxwell Farquhar was
polishing his sermon. It was Saturtlay,
the day dedicated to the revision of hic
Sunday discourse. Those duties of his
profession «f a strictly pastoral mature
played a secondary and subservient part
to the sacred business of his sermon.

“The pulpit is the place of power!”
was a favorite aphorism of his.

As it happened, the sermon in ques-
tion had a peculiar interest attaching to
it, for by the train from the North, due
to arrive in Mudbury that evemning, the
minister expected his mother, and she
had not heard him preach for years—
not since that to her memorable occas-
jon when, fresh from the Divinity Hall,
he had vigited the old home church in
the faroff Scottish glen. “A poor, im-
mature affair!” he had mamy a time re-
fleoted, looking back pityingly on that
early production.

His mother had mever been (o Mud-
bury. Only the echo of her son’s re-
markable popularity had reached her in
her distant Highland home. She had.
to be sure, followed his brilliant carsar
with closest interest. Her maternal
heart had beat high as he had climbed
rung after rung of the ladder to fame.
Recognizing that the world held slip
pery places for his feet, from her quiet
side-eddy in life she had prayerfully
committed him to God as he struck out
in mid-stream.

Now, as Maxwell realised her near
presence, he suddenly yearned for her

pprobation, her jation, her sym-
pathy. Hiz wife, it is tree, was by
his side to wonder and admire. Her
attitude was as it should be. She wor-
shipped him blindly, openly showing
her pride in him. Tenaciously she
counted the crowds who flocked to hear
him. She accepted all he did with un-
questioning faith, and was touching'y
content to shine with his hght, Tl
he had known of his mother's coming,
it seemed to the minister he had beea
conscious of no want. Though too loyal
to admit even to himself that he miss
ed anything, now suddenly his wife's
admiration seemed incomplete.

With eager amticipation he pictured
his mother's rejuicing in his popularity
—her shining eyes; the tremor in  her
dear voice: above all, her understandir.g !

For, shunted away as she was, in her
quiet corner of existence in the Jar
North, she had yet not been content (o
stagnate. She had reached out to the
large world, with broad sympathies and
an opea mind. She had raked in what
part of its surging life she could, by
means of hooks -She had kept
abrefist of the intellectual and religious
thought of the day. She had exercised
her koen insight into hvmar nature
upon what materials lay at her hand.

The Reverend Maxwell Farquhar was
the shining pulpit light in Mudbury.
The «rowds in St. Cuthbert’'s hore
abundant testimony to this fact. All
sorts came to hear him—the elite of tho
adjucent county, set down in smart car
iages and motors; the well-to-do trades
1eople of the town; even the 1 bl

his hearers—it might be an abrupt final,
a subtle raising or .dropping of his voice.
There was no point t0o minute, too in-
significant, to master, if thereby he
might acquire the reputation for which
he thirsted.

His progress had been a sort of tri-
umphal onward march, promoted as
he had been from charge to charge.
Upon only one occasion had anyone at-
tempted, so to speak, to bar that pro.
gress. One day he had been the re
cipient of that “snake in the grass’—
an anonymous letter. He had opened
and read the vile thing, instead of com
mitling it to the flames, as had been
his first impulse. And this is how it
had run: *“Give us less of your
spread eagles and more of the Gospel!"

He had reddened as he crumpled the
paper into a ball—cheap, flimsy note
paper it was, the contents penned in
an illiterate hand—and tossed it inw
the fire, but the vulgarly worded phrase
had lodged disagreeably in his mind.

On the following Sunday, however,
the church had been as well filled as
usual, proving oconclusively that that
sourrilous note had mnot in the least
voiced popular opinion.

The minister's mother came. Odd
how, after years of mixing with his
prosperous fellows, she should strike
her son, ag she stepped from the train,
as strangely homely in figure, anti
quated in dress, provinecial in accent-—
far removed, in short, from the ac-
cepted ideal of a fashionable preacher's
mother! But he put the notion from
him as soon as conceived. His heart.
not yet overlaid with suocess, thrilled
to the thought that she was his mother.
Hig home—poor, humble, unpretending
—still dwells in his memory, in the
odor of sanoctity, and she had been its
essence.

By and by, when she had had time to
fit into her unfamiliar setting, the sense
of incongruity left him. Her eye
kindled, her tongue unloosed, and
again between mother and soon there
was the old rapport, the subtle oneness.
the power to see eye to eye!

The next merning, among his fash-
jonable audience, it was the quaint
figure in the black “dolman,” with its
odd provirecial cut, that appeared most
vividly to the minister's inward eye.
His head turned magnetically to his
own pew as he wound up l'nlu diuoum

yearned. But somehow it did not come!
It might be, he thought, that his wife's
presence prevented his mother speaking
frankly, but presently she laft the room,
and still there was none of the confi-
dential intercourse between them he
had reckoned on.

A little hurt feeling rose like a cloud
in his mind. A touch even of offence
crept into his heart. He stiffened into
il or 1 Wounded
pride forbade his introducing a subject
she plainly avoided.

But during the week that followed she
was the same tender, symfathetic com-
panion as of yore—the same clever wo-
man who lent a tinge of inspiration to
vommon talk, who illumined all she
touched with the glow of her own vivid
pereonality. Fepecially did she display
a genuine interest in all connected with
8t. Cuthbert's.

“My dear boy,” ehe objected more
than once when the minister was lioniz
ing her in Mudbury, “you must not let
me distract you from your work. You
have your sick to visit—your meetings.
You must not neglect any of these for
me."”

“I leave the work outside the pulpit
chiefly for my assistant,” Maxwell had
replied.  “I think a minister is not
called upon to diesipate his energies. T
concentrate mine upon my sermon. The
pulpit, you kvow, is the place of power.”

“But, Mak. you are a pastor as well
as a preacher—a shepherd with a flock
to tend.”

“Po every man his work!” the minie-
ter had responded. Then, with a touch
of unconscious arrogance, he had added :

“Some are apostles, some prophets. 1
am, before all elee., a preacher!”

He looked at her with thinly veiled
complacency. The smile she gave him
in return was strangely wistful,

Sunday came round again. Again, on
this second Bunday of his mother’s stay,
the usual crowds attended 8t. Cuth-
bert’s.  And never had the minister
¥ hed a more elogq di ‘His
graceful diction, his finished phrases,
his flighte of fancy, his wealth of im-
agery—these tickled his hearers’ intel-
lectual palates. It was gratifying to
them to find that they could take their
religious food thus without uncomfort-
able soulsearchings, Again, it was
pleasant for those over whose heads the

He had a thrilling
he had surpassed himself. He sat down
with a glowing conviction that she
would be proud of him!

At the mid-day meal he waited with
inward omnphmm:ly for her vu(hcl;—
her eulogy upon his sermon, on his
church, on the goodly congregation.
But she was silent on these heads.
Jeaving all such comments to his wife.
who dutifully purred approbation. At
last even she was vaguely penetrated
by her mothérin-law's silence.

“Jen't Max's church beautiful?” she
asked her.

“I—] suppose it is,” assented the
elder woman half absently, “but 1 am
not one to set much etore by the aesthe-
tics of worship.”

The minister went to his evening ‘u:
Iv di inted, but

factory “hands.” Week by week the
capacity of the huilding was strained to
its utmost.

To the eminister, Sunday was ever the
pulse of the weekpreaching, as the
breath of his nostrils. Upon his sermon
he grudged no labor. He committed it
to memory that the dramatic effeet
might thereby be enhanced. He esti
vated a fine literary taste. He was en
dowed with a deep-chested, musical in
tonation. He had the trick of oratory.
He made dramatic points that startled

vice vag P
ing that his mother meant to wait till
evening before she said her say. He
knew her high ideal of the incmd office.
She probabl tdeed )
openly to eriticize his eermon. Or she
might fear to distract his thoughts from
his evening duty. His second eggvice
was even befter attended than the morn-
ing one. Again he was acutely consci
ous of one listener.

After supper he drew up his chair to
the fire and prepared for 4hat com-
munion of souls for which he secretly

her soared h ly to feel that

' t'hoy were lhleninltm something very

grand and elevating, if not altogether
lucid!

Following the service came again that
perplexing silence on the part of his
mother. Now, for the first time, in
proportion as he was hurt, did the min-
ister realize how he had been counting
on the appreciation and understanding
she would give bhim. But he proudly
stifled the boyish impulse to contfide.
She who had joyed and sorrowed with
him as long as he could remember—this
attitude of hers was incomprehensible!

But, in the end, as the y for her
leaving Mudbury drew near, his wall
of offended dignity—of wounded pride
~—crumbled. There never had been a
shadow between them. There should
be none now,

“Mother,” he sald to her, the last
evening, “something has come be-
tween us. I cannot tell what it is.
You have given me no word of com-
mendation since you have come. My
pride in my own success somehow lacks
the crown of your approval.”

The furrowed face before him
flushed, then paled. It was evident its
owner was deeply moved. At length
she rose and came to him, sat un the
arm of his chair, and smoothed his hair
fondly as in the days of his boyhood,




