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A DAY OF SMALL THINGS|
By A. Fraser Robertson.

The Reverent Mark Sylvester paced
the floor of his library. His Sunday
services were over, but the evening of
his busy day brought the feeling of dis-
content and irritation that was begom-
ing all too familiar to him since he had
accepted the “upanimous call” to Bt
Bernard's, Moreton.

His brows were furrowed—his eyes
bent gloomily on the floor and his hands
dug deep in his pockets.

“Iy's incomprehensible!”
to himself at last.

The minister had a handsome face,
with deep-set, dark eyes. The wmwouth
and chin conveyed an earnest purpose,
but as he threw out the impatient ex-
clamation, an expression of bitterness
momentarily marred it.

A slight girl, pale and indeterninate
in colouring, with lips curved in a die-
conteated droop, looked up friom @
books whose leaves she Wwas fluctering
hetween yawns.

“What's incomprehensible, Mark (" she
demanded. “Oh, 1 know—the empty
church, you mean,” €he added quickly,
replying to her own question.

“who was it said it required an ex-
ceptionally clever mun to preach to an
expanee of timber?"” Mark went on, with
a cynical laugh. “Th.s much at least I
can vouch or —it takes a clever one
than I am.”

Hie sister made no attempt to comfort
him.

“Hadleymere has spoilt you,” she ob-
served.

The remark did not eerve
irritation.

“What is the explanation of it?"” he
demanded almost fiercely, and a8 if his
sister were to blame. “1 take as much
pains with my sermons as 1 ever did.
God knows, 1 exchanged Hadleymere
for this, with no thought of eelf advance-
ment—simply becalise I believed it was
a door opened to me, I had no right to
close. 1 am mot consaious that my
spiritual life is at a lower ebb than it
was in Hadleymere,” he added, half to
himself.

Maria Sylvester stretched out a patent
toe and examined it thoughtfully, before
ehe spoke.

“It has nothing to do with any of
these things,” she said at last, deliber-
ately. “It is one of those enigmas that
cannot be explaimed. I have noticed it
in other spheres besides the pulpit. A
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 is simply
that he has not ‘caught on.' I cannot
quite express what 1 mean, It sounds
a ridiculous thing to say—but it seems
to me that popularity is, to some ox-
tent at least, a local thing.”

An accentuated furrow on the minis-
ter's brow appeared to point to his
having derived small comfort from his
sister's explanations. He took several
turns up and down the room in silence.

“Olive won't like itI" he obeerved at

he muttered

to allay his

last.

“She'll get accustomed to it return-
ed his panion, with the phil hy
with which a sister, ousted from hor
brother's houee, “eontemplates possible
unpleasantness in store for the inter-
loping wife.

“8he won't like it!" he reiterated. “She
has seen me minister of a crowded con-
gregation—a centre, in a small way. 8he
isn't in the least prepared for the mea-
gro attendance here. I don't know how
to break it to her.”

“Don’t break it at alll” advised the
counsellor. “Let her find out for her-
gelf, Her love isn't worth much if it
will be influenced by the pumbers of
your congregation.”

Mark dropped the subject, feeling un-
reasonably aunoyed with his sister. But
the nightmare of his eparsely-filled
church and how it would afiect his
young wife continued to weigh upon
his spirits—to an absurd degree, as he
told himself in his more rational
moments.

He knew that his hearers in Moreton
were a spiritually-minded set, but even
this consideration, from which he might
have derived consolation, was swamped
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 speciaily appealed
to him, but simply because no other
course suggested itself to for him to fol-
low. But throughout the subsequeut
wedding preparations and the attendaut
bustle, the taing hung like a brooding
cloud on his soul. He even took it
into his head that Olive, when she came
to kuow the real state of the case,
might accuse him of inducing her to
marry him under false pretences |

The firgt Sunday after the minister
brought home his young wife was a
giorivus one in July. but Mark was
soudly absent at breakfast. Bowething
preveuted him giviug undivided atwu
tion to the girlish hgure in the white
diess behind the coffee-pol. Olive noticed
it, but ascribed it to prevccupied
thoughts of his Sunday services. Mean-
tine the minister was asking himself
whether his young wite would look upon
him with less partial eyes, when she
should discover ihat he was no longer
a widespread intluence—a brilliantly
shining ligat—but the humblest, most
modest of luminaries.

“Have you gut the heads by heart?”
Olive asked him with a smile.

“Heads have gone out of fashion,” he
returned, swiling back at her absently.

“Ihere is a fashion in preaching as
in other things, I suppose?” she mused
aloud. “Are you the fashion here, as
you were in Hadleymere, Mark?"

The minister winced. The words had
struck home. Al the moment, the firet
toll of the ehurch-bells floated out on
the still summer air, and secretly re:
lieved, he abruptly dropped the conver:
sation.

Anxiously surveying his audience from
the pulpit, the Reverend Mark knew _in-
stinctively that the unusually latge “at-
tendance was due to the presence of his
bride and to curiosity. At early dinner,
Olive asked innocently :

“Have the people left Moreton for their
bolidays? Somehow 1 did not think
they would have, gone 60 early;" and he
answered feebly:

“Why, no! They don't leave till Au-

st.”

“\What was the reason of the poor at-
tendance, theni” she persisted ; and he
lacked the courage to tell her it was
better than usual.

But at evening service numbers had
dwindled to their normal.
downstairs were sparsely
gallery showed depressing 8aps. Yet,
strange to say, the minister, unaceount-
ably uplifted, surpaseed himself. He
preached a stirring and epiritual dis-
course, although all the time doubly
conscious of the state of affairs—seeing
them, not through his own merely, but
also, 8s he believed, through Olive’s
eyes. What would she feel? Inevitably
ehe would be astonished, disappointed,
chagrined.

As the service drew to @ close, afraid
of what he might see on the face of
his young wife, he did not trust himeelf
to glance in the direction of the minis-
ter's pew. He gave out the final hymn,
and his voice was a shade unsteady “at
the benediction.

Olive wae waiting for him at the close,
and they walked home, but almost in
silence, Supper, too, was a silent meal.
A heavy depression hung on Mark like
a pall, as his mind insisted on reading
into his wife’s his own sensations.

When supper was over he could stand
it no longer. He stopped pacing the
floor abruptly, and camwe Lo where she
sat.

“You see, Olive,” he said, with almost
a touch of defiance in his tone, “ly i
as 1 said. 1 am not the fashion in More-
ton. You were astonished at the small-
ness ¢i the morning's congregatlon. It
wie larger than usual. 1 am not the
popular preacher here 1 was in Hadley-
mere. 1 don’t pretend to be able to ex-
plain the why or the wherefore, 1 may
have deteriorated—and I may not.""

The young wife raised blue, question-
ing eyes to his. He had reueated o
the hearthrug. BShe was puzzled, even
a little startied. Then gradually they
filled with a dawning comprehension.
She crossed to the hearthrug and stood
by him, laying one hand caressingly on
his coat-sleeve. There was silence be-
tween them. Then she spoke.

“Popularity has always seemed a fic-
kle thing to me, Mark—not sale to trust
to.”

Inwardly astonished at her words, the
minister defended himself against the
implied reproof. “A man wants to sue-
ceed in whatever he puts his hand to.
In the cure of souls, as in other spheres,
ambition is—is permissible—even laud-
able, to my thinking. There is such a
thing ae ‘a divine discontent.’”

1 know—1 know,” she agreed quickly,
and her hands streiched up and clasp-
ed themselves about his arm. “But is
suocess—real, true, lasting succegs—uwo be
measured by—by crowdst”

The question staggered him., The girl
he had married was showing herself in
an unexpecied light.

“I thought you would mind,” he said
at last, the words wrung from him, as it
were, in his astonishment. -

“I—mind?” she echoed, surprised in
her turn. “‘Why should I7 And what
is there to mind? 1 was proud of you
to-night—as proud of you as 1 have ever
been in Hadleymere, when the pews were
packed and chairs in the aisles, Mark,
you seemed to me to have grown——ap'un-
ually. I do not count crowds as a crit-
erion.”

He cohtinued to stare down at her in
his surprise. What strange new light
was this young wife of his shedding on
things —revolutionising his  ideas—lay-
ing bare to the day a host of unsuspected
motives—ehowing him his inmost self in
its unlovely nakedness! He was con-
sclous of a slowly-dawning sensation of
shame. 4

Olive fingered the lapel of his coat in
some confusion, as if shy of expressing
further sentiments.

When she spoke it was evidently with
an effort.

“It has sometimes struck me, Mark,"”
ghe said slowly, “we are too much for
wide fields and big reeults. It may be
the vanity in us—I do not know, But
it seems to me that should only “‘the
comer to shine " be granted us, we
need not feel it too narrow & sphere!
Oh, Mark, if you can influence a few
souls deeply—for their spiritual good—
it is more worth—a thousand times more




