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Inspiration. Row

By Emma B, Galloway,
Toronto.

T was Christian Endeavor night at the
League. Ruth Hudson, the convener
of the Lookout Committee, had

been working late at the office, and de-
cided to have dinner down-town and go
direct to the church. This plan would
save the long walk from home down to
the church, and give her a little time
for rest and thought before the meeting
opened. Time to think—that was just
what she wanted. She was thoroughly
in en t, and always on the “lookout "
for ~ays of promoting the highest
int of the League.

* Huth Hudson Is too terrily in earn-
est,” complained one easygoing mem-
ber to another; “ it was always easy
enough before, but now she must not
only look out and plan out work, but
she actually insists on us working out
all those plans. I don't believe in get-
ting things down so fine in church work.
She makes a regular business of it.
You might think she was paid for it."”

She was paid for it. The Master pays
well for good work.

At seven-thirty Ruth walked into the
lecture-room, and seated herself in one
of the easy chairs on the platform. The
room seemed so quiet and restful after
the noise and rush of a busy day at the
office. As she looked at the rows of
chalrs before her she thought, “How dif-
ferent it will look in a few minutes!
The side seats and those toward the
back will be well filled, but those front
seats will still be unoccupied.”

“You are early to-night, Miss Hud-
son,” sald the caretaker, when he came
in to turn up the lights. He was a
kindly old man, who had been at this
church only a few weeks.

“ Mr, Brown, do you know those front
seats worry me,” said Ruth. * They are
always empty, and they seem to be a sort
of barrier between the leader and the
members of our lLeague. Of course,
they are as comfortable as any of the
chairs, but I always think,’—she stop-
ped abruptly, with a nervous little
laugh. She was not in the habit of
telling her thoughts to strangers. Per-
haps he would think her very queer.

**May I hear what you think about
it?" asked Mr. Brown, quietly.

“Well, 1 always think those chairs
must be disappointed. If I were a chair
I should consider it an honor to be at
the front, to bring the people near to
the leader, and the music,” and then
she added, softly, ' and perhaps nearer
to the Master. But the people don’t
seem to like front seats, and come very
reluctantly when the leader asks them
to fill up the front chairs.”

“Let me tell you a story that may
help solve your problem,” said Mr.
Brown. ' We always had the same diffi-
culty in my old home church until two
years ago, when we got our Iuspira-
tion Row."”

“‘An Inspiration Row!’ Oh, Mr.
Brown, please tell me all about it,” ask-
ed Ruth, eagerly.

Mr. Brown sat down on the edge of
the platform, still holding the taper in
his hand.

“ One Monday night, as I was lighting
up the lecture-room, 1 was surprised to
see Mabel Burton rush inand count the
front row of chairs—' Two, five, ten; I
need two more,’ I heard her say, as she
was hurrying out. ‘ Two more of what?'
1 called after her. I was sure it wasn't
two more chairs, for those front seats
were never used. ‘Two more inspira-
tions, Mr. Brown. I'll tell you after
League!' My curlosity was aroused. I
had known Mabel all her life. She was

a tall, falr girl, with a very bright, lively
disposition. There was always some-
thing doing where Mabel was. She was
the leader of her crowd, but not u leader
in League work. 1 often thought what
u good leader she would make if she
only used her talents for the Master.
At five minutes to eight she re-entered
with two other girls, and found tour
young men and three young ladies wait-
ing tor her. She had just returned
from her vacation on Saturday, and was
warmly welcomed by her friends. They
were all so glad to see her, but she sud-
denly stopped them, and in a few words
told them what she wanted. Two of the
girls evidently knew all about it. The
others had to walit for further explana-
tion, as 1 did. Leaving me at the door
with instructions to ask the members
coming In to take seats near the front,
she took her friends and filled up that
front row all the way across,

“ When the pastor came in and saw
that row of bright, happy taces, he
smiled, and kept on smiling. He knew
the secret. The president looked rather
bewildered at first. Then he leaned for-
ward, and said, ‘ I thank you all. You
have no idea how lonely it has been up
here!’

** It was the Consecration meeting, led
by the pastor. When the opportunity
for testimony was given, Mabel arose at
once and sald, ‘I have given my life
to the Master, to be used by Him in #&ny
way or place where He wants me, and
1 do want you all to love and serve
Him, too!' One after another on that
front row quickly followed their leader,
voices that we had not heard in League
before. Such a thrill went through that
whole meeting—1 shall never forget it,
nor how they sang the Doxology that
night.

“ At the close of the service the pas-
tor requested the Executive to tarry for
a few minutes with the members of the
front row., When all were ready he
turned to Mabel, and said, ‘It Is your
story, and I want you to tell it yourself,
please, just as you told it to me!’

** During my vacation,” she said, ‘I
attended the great missionary conven-
tion in Philadelphia. As you all know,
1 didn’t care anything about the conven-
tion. 1 simply took advantage of the
convention rates to go and visit my old
friend Bessie Curtis, She married the
Rev. Dr. John Holmes and lives in Phil-
adelphia. Dr. Holmes met me at the
depot and welcomed me as “ our very
own missionary delegate.”

“*1 am not a delegate. I just came
to visit Bessie!' I said. You all know I
have always been a little afraid of min-
isters, and 1 didn’'t want my visit spolled
by being preached at, so I hastened to
add before he had a chance to say any-
thing, “ and, please, Dr. John, I don't
want to be talked to on any serious su-
jects at all while I am here.”

“*He looked at me for a moment,
and then said, “ Very well, 1 shall leave
you in God’s hands. If you change your
mind and want to talk about them, I am
at your service, I expect you will want
to before the week is over.,” I felt quite
safe after securing his promise not to
preach to me, so we talked of other
things, and he was really very entertain-
ing. They had a beautiful home, and I
settled down to enjoy myself. It was
£0 nice to be with Bessie once more. Of
course, we attended the convention. Dr.
Holmes almost lived there. Bessie and
1 went when her home duties would per-

it.
“The first speaker I heard was a re-
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turned missionary from South Americs.
1 forget his name, and iem>mber but
very little of what he said, but I didn’t
like him. He told of the condition of
the people of South America, and seemed
to be uying to convince me that it was
my tault that they were heathen, 1If 1
was a Christian, why did 1 not go and
tell them about Jesus? * The idea of
such a thing!” 1 said to myself; *of
course I am a Christian. [ am sorry for
the heathen, too. I always give what I
can convenlently to missions, and often
wish it were more. It isn't my ftault, 1
don’t belleve it.”

“+ At another meetiag I heard him
again. Had I known he would be there
1 should never have gone. 1 was very
uncomfortable and very angry at him
tor talking so foolishly. The idea of it
heing my fault was so ridiculous! 1 did
« lot of thinking that night, Of course,
1 didn't say anything to Dr. John or
Bessie about it,

1 heard many other speakers, both
home and foreign missionaries, some of
whom 1 liked very much. As they told
of the condition of women in other
lands, and the privilege of helping them,
| began to see how narrow and small
my life was and 1 longed to live a life
that was worth while, God was speak-
‘ng to me on serious subjects, and I was
listening. The climax came one evening
when Bessie and 1 attended a woman's
meeting and heard a lady wmissionary
from China, It was a very quiet, solemn
service. As we all bowed iu prayer at
the close ot the se e, the leauer asked
all those o stand who were willing w
give themselves to the Saviour for ser-
vice in any land where He might want
to use them, 1 stood up; at that moment
a deep, sweet peace filled my heart,
and | knew that I was saved to serve.
Of course, Bessie was delighted. I asked
her not to tell Dr. Johu. 1 must tell
him myself. She said he would see it
in my face, and he did. When I entered
the drawing-room that night I was hum-
ming that hymn, “ 1'll go where You
want me to go, dear Lord; I'll be what
you want me to be,” He looked up, and
smilingly asked, ' What is it, Mabel?"”
I said, ** Oh, Dr. John, isn’t it wonder-
ful, but 1 can’'t talk about it just yet."”
As I passed on to my room 1 heard him
say, * Thank God. 1 knew our prayers
would be answered."”

«+ It was the best vacation I ever had.
That is my story,’ said Mabel, us she sat
down beside one of the girls.

“ ¢ That is the best part of your story,
but that is not all,’ said our pastor.
“7Tell them about the Inspiration Row,
just as you told me yesterday. Don’t
jeave any of it out, Mabel. It works
well, and 1 want it continued.’

“+ 1t was the last night of the Con-
vention,” said Mabel. We were all pre-
sent, Dr. John, Bessie and I, and Bes-
sle’s brother Walter, who lives with her
while attending college. It was an in-
spiring meeting. The whole theme in
song and was, "' Do hi
and do it now!” On our return home I
told Dr. John that I wanted to talk.
Bessie brought our chairs out on the
verandah. She gave me a small rocker
that Walter always claimed as his
* thinking " chair. He sald it rested
his body and left his mind free to think.
We three were having a good, serious
talk, when we heard Walter going from
the sitting-room into the drawing-room,
back through the sitting-room across the
hall to the den, and Bessle said, *' Wal-
ter is looking for his chair. He has
something on his mind to-night.”” I was
telling Dr. John how I longed to work,
to do something in our League, but 1
said, “ You know I cannot sing, and I
cannot speak, so what can I do?” Just
as 1 stopped Walter bounded out onto
the verandah, whistling one of the Con-

“ All may not live by preaching, but all may preach by living 2
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