
"Don’t break it at «111" advised the 
her find out for her- 

isn't worth much if it 
the numbers of

A the face ofA DAY OF SMALL THING8-I £iaW,h,,un,hew.,”“b.t did'n« trust hta-U 
to glance in the direction ol the mini»- 
tor's pew. He gave out the final hymn, 
tod hia voice was a shade unsteady -at 
the benediction.

counsellor. "Let 
eelf. Her love 
will be influenced^ by 
your congregation."

Mark dropped the subject, 
reasonably aunoyed with his sister, tiut 
the nightmare of his sparsely failed 
church and how it would atlect his 

wife continued to weigh upon 
absurd degree, as he 

rational

By A. Fraeer Roberteon.
The Reverent Mark Sylvester paced 

the flour ol his library. **•» 8““d*J 
cervices were over, but the evening 
bis busy day brought the feeling ofdB- 
oonteuL and irritation that wsa beeou^ 
iug all too familiar to him since he had 
accepted the “unanimous cal, to 
Bernard's, Moreton.

feeling un-

Olive wae waiting for him at the close, 
and they walked home, but almost in 
silence. Supper, too, was a «tant nwjL 

heavy depression hung on Murk like 
pall, as his mind insisted on reading 
in his wife’s his own sensations.“w tha, his hearers in Moreton ^ .upper was o,„ he couki eland

iU-aSly, aHndtrtoPwhe,8. .he

have derived consolation, was swamped sat. 
in the feeling that Olive would consider 
him a failure.

He took his sister's advice about not 
breaking the unpalatable fact to her, 
not that the counsel specia.ly appealed „baa 
to him, but simply became uo other wae urger 
course suggested itself to for him to fol- pjpular preacher here 1 was low liu?8 throughout the subsequent more, I don't pretend to be able to ex 

frfom e wedding preparations and the attendant plai,i the why or the wheretore. I may 
«uttering bustle, the mmg hung like a brooding hïV0 deteriorated-and I may f-

cloud on his soul. He even took it lbe young wife raHed blue, question
t-ïM-k^ r^wb mr,:a,o,i:rho7

-h-it, youh-,.0.: .hL.ud.d quick-,, mtgh, 1 52SL*»

replying to required an ex- bumlfcy after the minister g^e croa3ed to the hearthrug and

y» ri.“,u™;.'i-:"-" :v=,:e •»r.r.=.' ~
c,n vouchMu, -It take. pme.J ^ ugute | tb. hll. ^ ^ ^ Mark-not sal. to trust

al ai^r med. no e,tempt to comfort J.s.fchind 
hl™f.dl„m.r. he, spoflt you," she .b- thought. -J**-* *5

should discover that he was no 
a widespread iuUueoce—a brilliantly 
ehiniug light—but the humblest, most 

ol luminaries. " „
the heads by heart!

young
his spirits—to an 
told himself in his more

tit.

furrowed—his eyes 
the Hour and his handsHis brows were 

bent gloomily on 
dug deep in hie pockets.

incomprehensible l" he muttered"It's
to hivteelf at last.
.iïï-d^r

elemation, en expression of biucroee. 
momentarily marred it. .

A slight girl, pate and indeterminate 
in colouring, with bps eurved in a dis
contented droop, looked up 
hooky whose leaves sue waa

"You see, Olive," he said, with almost 
a touch of detiance iu his toue, it » 
as 1 said. 1 am not the fashion in More- 
tuu. You were astonished at the amall- 

,8 <*i the morning’s cougregauou. It 
than usual. 1 am not me 

in Hadley-

demanded. "Oh

Inwardly astonished at her words, the 
defended himself against the

iiuplied' reproof. "A man wants to sue- 
coed in whatever he puts his hand to. 
In the cure of souls, as in other spheres, 
ambition is-is pernmsiblfr-eyeu laud
able, to my thinking. There w such a 
thing ae 'a divine discontent.

•*1 know—1 know," she agreed quickly, 
and her handd stretched up and clasp
ed themselves about bis arm. But is 
suocess—real, true, lasting succe§s-to be 
measured by-by crowds!"

The queetiou staggered 
he had married 
an unexpected light.

•1 thought you 
at last, the words wrung 
were, in his astonishment. , . *

"I—mind I" she echoed, eurprised in 
her turn. "Why should It And what 
is there to mindt I was proud of you 
to night-as proud of you as I have ever 
been in Hadleymere, when the pews were 
packed and chairs in the aisles. Mark, 
you seemed to me to have grown-spiHt- 
ually. I do not count crowds ae a crit
erion."

He cobtinued to stare down at her in 
What strange new light 

wife of his shedding on

served. . .. . •
The remark did not eerve to allay nts 

Irritation. h.
"ft hat is the explanation of it, he 

demanded almost fiercely, and ae If his 
sister were to blame. "1 lake as much 
pains with my «■'»■"" 15 I «*“ d'~ 
God knows, I exchanged Hadleymere 
for this, with no thought of eelf advance- 
ment—simply became 1 believed it wae 
a door opened to me, I had 00 ****** 
close. I am not conscious that my 
spiritual Hie Is at a lower ebb than a 
was in Hadleymere," he added, half to 
himself. . . . .

Maria Sylvester stretched out a patent 
nd examined it thoughtfully, before

tuodesi
••Have you got 

^"Headi'have’goni out oHuMon." he

iu other things, 1 suppose 1" »b« ™u,ed 
aloud. "Are you tne fashion here, as 
you were in Hadleymere, Mark!
' The minister winced. The words had
struck home. At the moment, the Orel 
toll oi tile church bell. Boated out on 
the still summer an, and secretly 
lieved, he abruptly dropped the couver-

him. The girl 
waa showing herself in

would mind," he eaid 
from him, as it

ehe spuke. ,
"It has nothing to do with any of 

these things," she said at last, deliber
ately. “It is one ol those enigmas that 
cannot be explained. I have noticed it 
in other spheres besides the Pf'^. * 
man may draw crowds in one place 
and be confronted by figuratively empty 
benches In another. And yet the man 
himself hasn't changed. It la simply 
that he has not 'caught on. I cannot 
quite express what I mean. It sounds 
a ridiculous thing to say—but it seems 
to me that popularity », to some ex- 
tent at least, a local thing.'

An accentuated furrow on 
tor's brow appeared to point to h e 

derived small comfort from his 
He took several

SliAnxiously surveying 
the pulpit, the Reverend Mark knew to 
alinctiveiy that the *
tendance was due to the presence 
bride and to curiosity. At early dinner, 
Olive asked innocently: ,

“Have the people leh Moreton or then
holidays! Somehow I did not think
they would have.gone eo early, and he
answered feebly t . .mi a ...••Why, nol They dont leave till Au
gust."

hie surprise, 
was this young 
things —revolutionising his ideae lay
ing bare to the day a host of unsuspected 
motives—«bowing him his inmost self in 
its unlovely nakedneesl He was con- 
•clous of a «lowly dawning sensation of

the minis- Whet was the reason of the poor ahKrsr-L.-Lir£i r- «- „-iml w „ u. „
-*.«-»•“ sltss£ " •'

dwindled to their normal.fl,Tbe wh6n slle ipok, it was evidently with

accustomed to IV retur v w *»,•"£; Ionl.l!mM ltn]ck me, Mark ''
ïis’ter oust'd from I, ,t strange to sty, the minister unsco ^ ^ ^ .,owly> „„ too much for
'contemplates possible ably uplifted «^aseed ^ n„. wWe «.id, and big r»ults. *‘
- ■-» the lnter- r« u.S”u ir™.g ue..v.m^ ”»•

conscious of the .1.1» of *“« l shi„. In" be granted «,, w.
them, not through hie need not feel It too narrow a spheral
also, ae he bell®’ed' ‘ÎLis8 Inevitably Oh, Mark, If you can influença » <>» 
eyes. What would she feel I InevUaWy ^ dMply_|or their ap|ritual good-
ebe would be astonished, die pp ^ m0Te wotth—a thousand timee more
chagrined.

sister’d •xplanatlons. 
turns up and down the room in silence.

won't like ft I" he obeerved at"Olive
last.

"She'll get 
ed his companion 
with which a 
brother's house 
unpleasant nees
ln"Sb,e won't like 111" he reiterated. “She 
he. seen me minister of • crowded com 
gregatlon—a centre, In e small way. She 
isn't In the least prepared for_ the mea
gre attendance here. I don t know how 
to break It to her."

' '
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