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and olq Women on their knees praying. God had not struck We,_

€V dead for taking his name in vain or for lving in the temple So
I decideq that mavbe to save further trouble, I'd better lie, tog,
and say that Jesus had come, and get up and be saved.

So I got up. )

Suddenly the whole room broke into a sea of shouting, as they
SAW me rise. Waves of rejoicing swept the place. Women leaped iy,
the air. My aunt threw her arms around me. The minister took me
by the hand and led me to the platform.

When things quieted down, in a hushed silence, punctuated by
a few ecstatic “Amens,” all the new young lambs were blessed in
the name of God. Then joyous singing filled the room.

That night, for the last time in my life but one—for I was a big
boy twelve vears old—1 cried. I cried, in bed alone, and couldn?
stop. I buried my head under the quilts, but my aunt heard me.
She woke up and told my uncle I was crying because the Holy
Ghost had come into my life, and because I had seen Jesus. But I
was really crying because I couldn't bear to tel] her that I had lied,
that I had deceived everybody in the church, and I hadn’t seen
Jesus, and that now I didn't believe there was a Jesus any more,
since he didn't come to help me. )




