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Finally all the young people had gone to the altar and were
saved, but one boy and me. He was a rounder’s son named West-
ley. Westley and I were surrounded by sisters and deacons pn'z;y-
ing. It was very hot in the church, and getting late now. Finally
Westley said to me in a whisper: “God damn! I'm tired o’ sitting
here. Let’s get up and be saved.” So he got up and was saved.

Then I was left all alone on the mourners’ bench. My aunt came
and knelt at my knees and cried, while prayers and songs swirled
all around me in the little church. The whole congregation prayed
for me alone, in a mighty wail of moans and voices. And I kept
waiting serenely for Jesus, waiting, waiting—but he didn’t come.
I wanted to see him, but nothing happened to me. Nothing! I
wanted something to happen to me, but nothing happened.

I heard the songs and the minister saying: “Why don't you
come? My dear child, why don’t you come to Jesus? Jesus is wait-
ing for you. He wants you. Why don't you come? Sister Reed,
what is this child’s name?”

“Langston,” my aunt sobbed.

“Langston, why don’t you come? Why don’t you come and be
saved? Oh, Lamb of God! Why don't you come?”

Now it was really getting late. I began to be ashamed of myself,
holding everything up so long. I began to wonder w.hat God
thought about Westley, who certainly hadn't scen Jesus cl!her, 'b};(t
who was now sitting proudly on the plath@, swmﬁgi hlj kr;lgm
erbockered legs and grinning down at me, surrounded by deacon:
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