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His Mother's Sermon.

(FROM ** HRSIDI THE NONNIR BRIER BUSH." )

He was an ingenious 1ad, with the callow simplicity of
a theological college still untonch; and had arrived on
the preceeding Monday at the Free Kirk mans with four
cartloads of furniture and a maldenannt,  For three days
he roamed from room to room in the excitenient of house
holding, and made suggestions which were received with
hilarious contemipt ; then he shut himwelf fpin his study
to prepare the great serpon, dnd his aunt went about on
tiptoe,  During meals. on Priday he explained casually
that B own wish was to proactt a simple sermon, and
that he would have done so hatl he been a private ine
Aividual, but ax he held the MacWhammel scholarship o
deliverance was expected by the country. Ile would be
careful and say vothing rash, but it was due to himself to
state the present poxition of theological thought, and he
might have to quote once or twige from Kwald,

His aunt wos & saint, with that firm grasp of truth and

tender mysticlsm, whose combiuation s the charm of
Scottish plety, and her face. was troubled. Whilé the
minister wan speaking in his boyish complacency, her
thoughts were {0 4 room where they had both stood, five
yvears before, by the deathbed of his mother,
" e wes broken that day, and his sobs shook the bed,
for he was his mother's only son and fatherless, and his
mother, brave and faithful to the last, was bidding him
farewel! :

 Dinna greet Hke that, john, nor break yir hert, for
{t's the-will o' God, and that's aye best

“ Here's my wateh amt ehatn' placing them  beside
her son, who coutd not toueh them, noer would Hft his
head, *and when ye feel the ehain about yir neck it will
uiind yo o' yir mother's arnw

o \';‘l‘\ no forget we, John, 1 keh that  well, and '
uover forget you, I've loved yo here, and I'll love ye
vonder, Th'ill no be an ‘oar when 'l no pray for ye, and
') ken better what to ask than I didd here | sae dinna be
comfortiess 5

Then she felt for his head and strokt it once more, but
he conld not loaRK nor speak

wyeill follow Chrlst, and gin He offers ye His crom,
ye'ill no refuse it, for Heaye carries the heavy end Him-
sell.* He's guided yir wother a' thae years, and been as
uvul 1 an & hushand since yir father's death, and He'ill hold
me fust taethe end.  He'ill keep ye too, and Joha, I'll
be watchin' for ve, Ye'lll no fail me," and her poor cold
hand that had tonded him all- his days tightened on his
head 3 2

But he could not speak, and hey volce wan falling fast,

« 1 canna sbe yo noo, John, but 1 know yir there, and
1've just one other wish, 11 God calls ye to the ministry,
ve'ill no refuse, an' the first day ye preach in yir ain
i\rk\ wpeak a-gude word for Jesus Christ, an,* John, I'l
hear yeo that day, tho y¢ 11 no see me, and 1'1 be satis-
fied ™ :

A minute after she whispered, * Pray for me," and he
cried, ** My mother, my maother

It was a full prayer, and left nothing wnaskt of Mary's
Son

“John,'' said hix aunt, ' your mother i with the
Lord,” and he saw death for the first time, butit was
beautiful with the peace that passeth all understanding.

Five years had past, crowded with thought and work,
and his aunt wondered whether e, wi' yir flattery, 1
ken ye ower weel,"" and as she canght tfie likeness in hia
face, her eyes filled suddenty

“ What's the matter, auntie ?

Will ye no tell me?"

“Dinna be angry wi' me, John, but a'm he remembers
ed the last request, or indeed had heard it in his sorrow,

W What 4re you thinking about, annt?  Are you afraid
of my theology I

\ No, John, it's no that, laddie, for I ken ye'ill say
what ye believe to be true withoot fear o) man," and she
hesitated.

«Qome out with it, auntie; you're my only mother
now, you know," and the minister put his arm around
her, ‘:“ well as the kindest, bonuiest, goodest auntie
ever man had."

Below his student self-conceit hé was a good lad, and
sound of heart.

«Shame on you, John, to make a fule o' an auld dune
body, but ye'ill no come round concerned aboot Sabbath,
for a’ve-been praying ever ayue ye were ealled 1o Drum-
touchty that it micht be a great day; and that I micht see
ye comin' tae yir people, laddie, wi' the beauty o’ the
Lord upon ye, according tae the anld prophecy :  * How
Beautifn upon the mountains are the: feet of Him that

“ bringeth good tidings, that publisheth peace,’ " and

'mﬁ.ﬁk\)ﬁ:in. go on,'" he whispered ; ' say all that's

{nyir mind." :
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“It's no use for me tae advise ye, who am only a sim-
ple auld woman, who ken's nacthin' but her Bible and
the catechism, and {t's no that a'm feared for the new
views, or aboot yir faith, for I aye mind that there's mony
things the Speerit hes still’ tae teach us, ancd I ken weel
the man that follows Chirist will never lose his way in ony
thicket. But it's the fouk, John, a'm anxious aboot | the
flock o' sheep the Lord hea given ye tae feed for him.""

She could not. see his fuce, but she felt him gently

press her hand, dnd took courage. ‘' Ve maun mind,
laddie, that they're no cléver and learned like what ye
are, but julst plain conntey fouk, lika ane wi' his ain
temptation, an’ o' sair trachled wi' mony cares o' this
world, They'll need a clear word tae comfort their
herts and show them the way everlasting. Ye'll say
what's richt, nae doot o' that, and a'body '{ll he pleased
wi ye, but, oli, laddie, bewsure ye saya gude word for
Jeaun Chrlst,” ‘.
. 'The minister's face whitened, and his arm relaxt, (e
rose hastily and went to the door, but in going out he
gave his aunt an understanding look, such os passes be-
tween people who have stood together in a sorrow, The
son had not forgotten his mother's request,

The manse garden lies toward the west, and as the min-
{ster paced ita little square of turf sheltered by fir hedges,
the sun was going down behind the Grampians, Black
masay clouds had begun to gather in the evening and
threatened to obscure the sunset, which was the finest
sight a Drumtochty man was ever likely to see, and a
means of grace to every sensible heart in the glen, But
the sun had beat back the clonds on either side, and shot
them through with glory, and now between piled billows
of light he went along a shining patlway into the Gates
of the West. The minister stood still before that spect-
acle, his face bathed in the golden glory, and then before
hik eyes the gold deepened into an awful red, and the red
past into shades of violet and green, beyond painter's
hand orthe imagination of wan, 1t seemed t6 him as if
a victorious saint had entered through the gates into the
city, washt in the blood of the Lamb, and the after glow
of his mother's life fell solemnly on his soul. The last
traces of sunset had faded from the hills when the minis
ter came in, and his face wan of one who had seen a vise
fon, He askt hia aunt to have worsliip with the servant,
for he must be alone in his study.

It was a cheerful room in the daytime, with its southern
window, through which the minister saw the roses touch-
ing the very grass and dwarf apple trees lining the gar
den walke; there waa also a western window that he
might wateh each day close, It wasa pleasant room
now, when the curtaing were drawn, and the Nght of the
lamp fell on the books he-loved, and which bade him
welcome, One by one he had arranged the hardsbought

troasures of student days in the little bookecase, and had
planned for himself that sweetest of pleasures, an evens
ing of desultory reading. Rut his books went out of mind

. a® he lookt at the sermon shining beneath the glare of the

lamp and demanding judgment, He had finisht its last
page with honest pride that afterncon, and had declaimed
it, facing the southern window, with a success that
amazed himsell, His hope was that he might he kept
humble, and not called to Rdinburgh for at least two
years ; and now he lifted the sheets with fear. The brilli«
ant opening, with ita historical parallel, this review of
modern thought reinforced by telling quotations, that
trenchant criticlam of old-fashionad views, would not de-
liver, Forthe audience had vanisht, and left one care
worn, but ever beautiful face, whose gentle eyes were
waiting with a yearning look. Twice he chusht the ser-
mon in his hands, and turned to the fire his aunt's care
had kindled, and twice he repented and smoothed it out,
‘What else conld he say now to the people? and then in
the stillness of the room he heard a voice, ' Speak a gude
word for Jesus Christ,”

Next minute he was kneeling on the hearth, and pross
ing the magnum opus, that was to shake Drumtochty,
into the heart of the red fire, and he saw; halfsmiling and
half weeping, the impressive words " Semitic environs
ment" shrivel up and disappear. As the last black flake
fluttered out of aight, the face lookt at him again, but this
time the sweet brown eyes were full of peace,

It wan no masterpiece, but ouly the crude production
of & lad who knew little of letters afd nothing of the
world,  Very likely it would have done neither hurm nor
00d, but it was his best, aud he gave it for loves' sake
and I suppose that there is nothing in human life oc'\
precious to God, neither clever words nor famous deeds,
as the saerifices of love g :

The moon flooded his bedroom with silver light, and he
felt the presence of his mother. His bed stood ghostly
with its white curtains, and he remembered how every
night his mother kuelt by its side in prayer for him, He
i3 4 boy once more, and repeats the. Lord's Prayer/ then
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he cries again, '' My mother, my mother I and an in.y
cribable contentment fills hia heast, 4

His prayer next morning was very short, but afterw.-q
he stood at the window, foraspace, and when he tarn.
his aunt said ;

' Ve will get yir sermon. and it will be worth hearin .

“How did ye know " ¥iling

But she only smiled, ‘' I heard you pray."

When he shut himself into the study that Saturiay
morning, his aunt went into her room above, and e
knew she had gone to intercede for him,

An hour afterward he was pacing the garden in such
anxious thought that he crusht with his foot a rose 1y ing
on the path, and then she saw his face suddenly lightcn,
and he hutried to the house, but first he pluckt a bunch
of forget-me-nots, In the evening she found them on Lis
sermon, ;

Two hours later—for atill she prayed and wacht in
faithfulness to wother and son-—she observed kim come
out and wander aroun! the garden in great oy, He lit.
od up the soiled rose and put it in his coat { he releast o
butterfly caught in some mesh ; he buried his face in
fragrant honeysuckle. Then she understood that his
heart was full of love, and was sure that it would be well
on the morrow,

When the bell began to ring, the minister rose from his
knees and went to  his aunt's room to be robed, for this
was a covenant betweeu them,

His gown was spread out in its black silken glory, hut
he sat down in despair,

* Auntie, whatever shall we do, for I've forgotten the
banda

* But I've not forgotten them, John, and here are six
pairs wrought with miy own hands, and now sit still uud
1'll tie them round my laddie's neck."

When she had givén the last touch, and he was ready
to go, a sudden seriousness fell upon them,

 Kisa me, auntie," :

‘ For your mother, and her God be with you," and
then he went through the garden and underneath the
honeysuckle and into the kirk, where every free church
man in Drumtochty that could get out of bed, and half
the Hetablisht Kirk, were waiting in expectation.

Tsat with his aunt in the minister's pew, and shall o
ways be glad that T was ‘at that service. - When winter
Yies heavy upon the glen I go upon my travels, and in
my time have sceu many religions functions 1 have
been in Mr, Spurgeon’s Tabernacle, where the people
wept one minute and laught the next ; have heard Canon
Liddou in St, Paul's, and the sound of that high, clear
voice is atill with wme, “ Awake, awake, put on thy
strength, O Zion" | have seen High Mass in 81, Peter's,
and stood in the dusk of the Duomo at Florence when
Padre Agnoatine thundered against the evils of the
But I never realized the unseen world as I did that da\ in
the Free Kirk of Drumtochty,

Itis impossible to analyze a spiritual effect, becaus. it
is largely an atmosphere, but certain circumstance: as
sisted. One wes instantly prepossesset in favor i 1
young minister who gave out the second paraphres. a
his firat service, for it declared his filial reverence .ud
won for him the blessing of a cloud of witnesses. o
Scottish man can ever sing, :

“God of our fathers be the God
Of their succeeding race,”
with a dry heart, It satisfied e at once that the w s
ter waa of a fine tomper when, after a bhrave attem;! to
join, he hid his face and’ was sllent, We thought one
the wotee of him that he was nervous, and twe or e
old people who had suspected self-suficlency took him
to their hearts when the minister concluded the 1. nli's
prayer hurriedly, having omitted two petitions. 1.t he
knew it was not nervonsness which made him pau  for
ten seconds after praylug for widows and orphans, « | in
the sllence which fell upon us the divine Spirit ha ' iree
access. His youth commended him, slnce he wo %0
modest, for every mother had come with an inartic late
prayer that had the “ puir laddie wud dae weel o his
first day, and him only twenty-four."  ‘Pexts I can o ver
remember, nor, for that- matter, the words of ser ns:
but the subject was Jesus Christ, and before h had
spoken five minutes I was convinced, who am o dde
dogmas and churches, that Christ was present. The
preacher faded from before one's eyes, and there o the
figure of the Nasarene, best lover of every human <oul
with a face of tender patience such as Sartog ¢ the
m..hlhth::hd the Annunzista, and str . “‘"f
out | o folk w eltiidyen as 110 did,
L e
} - % e 2
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