THE MASTER’S CALL.V 13

fear and trembling the request was made and granted to
visit the head dressmaker, an opportunity was given of
speaking to the girls personally and soon they made her
feel quite at home. One sitting by a machine saxd
“Girls, I think it would be just lovely, let’s go.”

Inspired with a new hope from this visit, all the leading
houses and printing offices were then visited.and invita-
tions distributed.

At length the long-looked for Sunday arrived and im-

'mediately after Sunday School the rooms were opened

and, seats’ carefully arranged, while she wondered if her

o audience would censist of eighty or one hundred. Surely,

she thour»ht there would not be less than forty, for hun-
dreds of 1nv1tat10ns had been given out. After lookmg E

_ nervously“ ovet spme carefully prepared notes on the text,

“ “The Lord is my Portion,” shé waited for the first sound of
footsteps' in the long corrid'or, but the only sound that
broke the awful stillness was the ticking of a large clock
whlch soon caused consxderable uneasiness by stnkmg .
five, half an hour after the appointed tu:ne of meetmg and
no one had appeared. What ceuld it rqean? Surely .

there eould be no mistake about the call. It seerﬁed se

. , clear andﬂ definite. Almost. overcome with ‘the nervous
. strain of the previous few days, she threw herself at His feet

and poured forth her grief and dxsappomlment
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