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EACH SUMMER the church gave an outing. It usually took
place on the Fourth of July, that being the day when
most of the church-members were free from work; it began
quite early in the morning and lasted all day. The saints re-
ferred to it as the ‘whosoever will’ outing, by which they
meant that, though it was given by the Mount of Olives Pente-
costal Assembly for the benefit of its members, all men were
free to join them, Gentile, Jew or Greek or sinner. The Jews
and the Greeks, to say nothing of the Gentiles—on whom, for
their livelihood, most of the saints depended—showed them-
selves, year after year, indifferent to the invitation; but sinners
of the more expected hue were seldom lacking. This year they
were to take a boat trip up the Hudson as far as Bear Moun-
tain where they would spend the day and return as the moon
rose over the wide river. Since on other outings they had
merely taken a subway ride as far as Pelham Bay or Van
Cortlandt Park, this year’s outing was more than ever a special
Occasion and even the deacon’s two oldest boys, Johnnie and
Roy, and their friend, David Jackson, were reluctantly thrilled.
These three tended to consider themselves sophisticates, no
longer, like the old folks, at the mercy of the love or the wrath
of God.

The entire church was going and for weeks in advance
talked of nothing else. And for weeks in the future the outing
would provide interesting conversation. They did not consider
this frivolous. The outing, Father James declared from his pul-
pit a week before the event, was for the purpose of giving the
children of God a day of relaxation; to breathe a purer air and
to worship God joyfully beneath the roof of heaven; and there
was nothing frivolous about that. And, rather to the alarm of
the captain, they planned to hold church services aboard the
ship. Last year Sister McCandless had held an impromptu
service in the unbelieving subway car; she played the tambou-
rine and sang and exhorted sinners and passed through the
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train distributing tracts. Not everyone had found this admir-
able, to some it seemed that Sister McCandless was being a
little ostentatious. “I praise my Redeemer wherever I go,” she
retorted defiantly. “Holy Ghost don’t leave mé when I leave
the church. I got a every day religion.”

Sylvia’s birthday was on the third, and David and Johnnie
and Roy had been saving money for her /birthday present.
Between them they had five dollars but they could not decide
what to give her. Roy’s suggestion that they give her under-
things was rudely shouted down: did he want Sylvia’s mother
to kill the girlP They were all frightened of the great, raw-
boned, outspoken Sister Daniels and for Sylvia’s sake went to
great pains to preserve what remained of her good humor.
Finally, and at the suggestion of David’s older sister, Lorraine,
they bought a small, gold-plated pin cut in the shape of a
butterfly. Roy thought that it was cheap and grumbled angrily
at their combined bad taste (“Wait ll it starts turning her
clothes green!” he cried) but David did not think it was so
bad; Johnnie thought it pretty enough and he was sure that
Sylvia would like it anyway; (“When’s your birthday?” he
asked David). It was agreed that David should present it to
her on the day of the outing in the presence of them all.
(“Man, I'm the oldest cat here,” David said, “you know that
girl’s crazy about me”). This was the summer in which they all
abruptly began to grow older, their bodies becoming trouble-
some and awkward and even dangerous and their voices not to
be trusted. David perpetually boasted of the increase of down
on his chin and professed to have hair on his chest—“and
somewhere else, too,” he added slyly, whereat they all laughed.
“You ain’t the only one,” Roy said. “No,” Johnnie said, “I'm
almost as old as you are.” “Almost ain’t got it,” David said.
“Now ain’t this a hell of a conversation for church boys?” Roy
wanted to know.

The morning of the outing they were all up early; their
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father sang in the kitchen and their mother, herself betraying
an excitement nearly youthful, scrubbed and dressed the
younger children and laid the plates for breakfast. In the bed-
room which they shared Roy looked wistfully out of the win-
dow and turned to Johnnie.

“Got a good mind to stay home,” he said. “Probably have
more fun.” He made a furious gesture toward the kitchen.
“Why doesn’t he stay home?”

Johnnie, who was looking forward to the day with David
and who had not the remotest desire to stay home for any
reason and who knew, moreover, that Gabriel was not going to
leave Roy alone in the city, not even if the heavens fell, said
lightly, squirming into clean underwear: “Oh, hell probably be
busy with the old folks. We can stay out of his way.”

Roy sighed and began to dress. “Be glad when I'm a man,”
he said.

Lorraine and David and Mrs. Jackson were already on the
boat when they arrived. They were among the last; most of the
church, Father James, Brother Elisha, Sister McCandless, Sis-
ter Daniels and Sylvia were seated near the rail of the boat in a
little semi-circle, conversing in strident tones. Father James
and Sister McCandless were remarking the increase of laxity
among God’s people and debating whether or not the church
should run a series of revival meetings. Sylvia sat there, saying
nothing, smiling painfully now and then at young Brother
Elisha, who spoke loudly of the need for a revival and who
continually attempted to include Sylvia in the conversation.
Elsewhere on the boat similar conversations were going on.
The saints of God were together and very conscious this morn-
ing of their being together and of their sainthood; and were
determined that the less enlightened world should know who
they were and remark upon it. To this end there were a great
many cries of “Praise the Lord!” in greeting and the formal
holy kiss. The children, bored with the familiar spectacle, had
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already drawn apart and amused themselves by loud cries and
games that were no less exhibitionistic than that being played
by their parents. Johnnie’s nine year old sister, Lois, since she
professed salvation, could not very well behave as/the other
children did; yet no degree of salvation could have equipped
her to enter into the conversation of the grown-ups; and she
was very violently disliked among the adolescents and could
not join them either. She wandered about, therefore, unwill-
ingly forlorn, contenting herself to some extent by a great
display of virtue in her encounters with the unsaved children
and smiling brightly at the grown-ups. She came to Brother
Elisha’s side. “Praise the Lord,” he cried, stroking her head and
continuing his conversation.

Lorraine and Mrs. Jackson met Johnnie’s mother for the
first time as she breathlessly came on board, dressed in the airy
and unreal blue which Johnnie would forever associate with
his furthest memories of her. Johnnie’s baby brother, her
youngest, happiest child, clung round her neck; she made him
stand, staring in wonder at the strange, endless deck, while she
was introduced. His mother, on all social occasions, seemed
fearfully distracted, as though she awaited, at any moment,
some crushing and irrevocable disaster. This disaster might be
the sudden awareness of a run in her stocking or private
knowledge that the trump of judgment was due, within five
minutes, to sound: but, whatever it was, it lent her a certain
agitated charm and people, struggling to guess what it might
be that so claimed her inward attention, never failed, in the
process, to be won over. She talked with Lorraine and Mrs.
Jackson for a few moments, the child tugging at her skirts,
Johnnie watching her with a smile; and at last, the child be-
coming always more restive, said that she must go—into what
merciless arena one dared not imagine—but hoped, with a
despairing smile which clearly indicated the improbability of
such happiness, that she would be able to see them later. They
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watched her as she walked slowly to the other end of the boat,
sometimes pausing in conversation, always (as though it were
a duty) smiling a little and now and then considering Lois
where she stood at Brother Elishas’ knee.

“She’s very friendly,” Mrs. Jackson said. “She looks like you,
Johnnie.”

David laughed. “Now why you want to say a thing like that,
Ma? That woman ain’t never done nothing to you.”

Johnnie grinned, embarrassed, and pretended to menace
David with his fists,

“Don’t you listen to that old, ugly boy,” Lorraine said. “He
just trying to make you feel bad. Your mother’s real good-
looking, Tell her I said so.”

This embarrassed him even more, but he made a mock bow
and said, “Thank you, Sister.” And to David: “Maybe now
youll learn to keep your mouth shut.”

“Who'll learn to keep whose mouth shut? What kind of talk
is that?”

He turned and faced his father, who stood smiling on them
as from a height.

“Mrs. Jackson, this is my father,” said Roy quickly. “And this
is Miss Jackson. You know David.”

Lorraine and Mrs. Jackson looked up at the deacon with
polite and identical smiles.

“How do you do?” Lorraine said. And from Mrs. Jackson:
“T'm very pleased to meet you.”

“Praise the Lord,” their father said. He smiled. “Don’t you
let Johnnie talk fresh to you.”

“Ob, no, we were just kidding around,” David said. There
was a short, ugly silence. The deacon said: “It looks like a good
day for the outing, praise the Lord. You kids have a good time.
Is this your first time with us, Mrs, Jackson?”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Jackson. “David came home and told me
about it and it’s been so long since I've been in the country I
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just decided I'd take me a day off. And Lorraine’s not been
feeling too strong, I thought the fresh air would do her some
good.” She smiled a little painfully as she spoke. Lorraine
looked amused.

“Yes, it will, nothing like God’s fresh air to help the feeble.”
At this description of herself as feeble Lorraine looked ready to
fall into the Hudson and coughed nastily into her handker-
chief. David, impelled by his own perverse demon, looked at
Johnnie quickly and murmured, “That’s the truth, deacon.”
The deacon looked at him and smiled and turned to Mrs.
Jackson. “We been hoping that your son might join our church
someday. Roy brings him out to service every Sunday. Do you
like the services, son?” This last was addressed in a hearty
voice to David; who, recovering from his amazement at hear-
ing Roy mentioned as his especial pal (for he was Johnnie’s
friend, it was to be with Johnnie that he came to church!)
smiled and said, “Yes sir, I like them alright,” and looked at
Roy, who considered his father with an expression at once
contemptuous, ironic and resigned and at Johnnie, whose face
was a mask of rage. He looked sharply at the deacon again;
but he, with his arm around Roy, was still talking.

“This boy came to the Lord just about a month ago,” he said
proudly. “The Lord saved him just like that. Believe me, Sister
Jackson, ain’t no better fortress for nobody, young or old, than
the arms of Jesus. My son’ll tell you so, ain't it, Roy?”

They considered Roy with a stiff, cordial curiosity. He mut-
tered murderously, “Yes sir.”

“Johnnie tells me you're a preacher,” Mrs. Jackson said at
last. “T'll come out and hear you sometime with David.”

“Don’t come out to hear me,” he said. “You come out and
listen to the Word of God. We're all just vessels in His hand.
Do you know the Lord, sister?”

“I try to do His will,” Mrs. Jackson said.

He smiled kindly. “We must all grow in grace.” He looked at
Lorraine. “T1l be expecting to see you too, young lady.”
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“Yes, we'll be out,” Lorraine said. They shook hands. “It’s
very nice to have met you,” she said.

“Goodbye.” He looked at David, “Now you be good. I want
to see you saved soon.” He released Roy and started to walk
away. “You kids enjoy yourselves. Johnnie, don’t you get into
no mischief, you hear me?”

He affected not to have heard; he put his hands in his pants’
pockets and pulled out some change and pretended to count it.
His hand was clammy and it shook. When his father repeated
his admonition, part of the change spilled to the deck and he
bent to pick it up. He wanted at once to shout to his father the
most dreadful curses that he knew and he wanted to weep. He
was aware that they were all intrigued by the tableau pre-
sented by his father and himself, that they were all vaguely
cognizant of an unnamed and deadly tension. From his knees
on the deck he called back ( putting into his voice as much
asperity, as much fury and hatred as he dared):

“Don’t worry about me, Daddy. Royl see to it that I be-
have.”

There was a silence after he said this; and he rose to his feet
and saw that they were all watching him. David looked pitying
and shocked, Roy’s head was bowed and he looked apologetic.
His father called:

“Excuse yourself, Johnnie, and come here.”

“Excuse me,” he said, and walked over to his father. He
looked up into his father’s face with an anger which surprised
and even frightened him. But he did not drop his eyes, know-
ing that his father saw there (and he wanted him to see it)
how much he hated him.

“What did you say?” his father asked.

“I said you don’t have to worry about me. I don’t think I'll
get into any mischief.” And his voice surprised him, it was
more deliberately cold and angry than he had intended and
there was a sardonic stress on the word ‘mischief” He knew
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that his father would then and there have knocked him down
if they had not been in the presence of saints and strangers.

“You be careful how you speak to me. Don’t you get grown
too fast. We get home, I'll pull down those long pants and
we'll see who's the man, you hear meP”

Yes we will, he thought and said nothing, He looked with a
deliberate casualness about the deck. Then they felt the lurch
of the boat as it began to move from the pier. There was an
excited raising of voices and “I'll see you later,” his father said
and turned away.

He stood still, trying to compose himself to return to Mrs.
Jackson and Lorraine. But as he turned with his hands in his
pants’ pockets he saw that David and Roy were coming toward
him and he stopped and waited for them.

“It’s a bitch.” Roy said.

David looked at him, shocked. “That’s no language for a
saved boy.” He put his arm around Johnnie’s shoulder. “We're
off to Bear Mountain,” he cried, “up the glorious Hudson”—
and he made a brutal gesture with his thumb.

“Now suppose Sylvia saw you do that,” said Roy, “what
would you say, huh?”

“We needn’t worry about her,” Johnnie said. “She’ll be sit-
ting with the old folks all day long.”

“Oh, we'll figure out a way to take care of them,” said David.
He turned to Roy. “Now you the saved one, why don’t you talk
to Sister Daniels and distract her attention while we talk to the
girl? You the baby, anyhow, girl don’t want to talk to you.”

“T ain’t got enough salvation to talk to that hag,” Roy said. “I
got a Daddy-made salvation. I'm saved when I'm with
Daddy.” They laughed and Roy added, “And I ain’t no baby,
either, I got everything my Daddy got.”

“And a lot your Daddy don’t dream of,” David said.

Oh, thought Johnnie, with a sudden, vicious, chilling anger,
he doesn’t have to dream about it/
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“Now let’s act like we Christians,” David said. “If we was
real smart now, we'd go over to where she’s sitting with all
those people and act like we wanted to hear about God. Get
on the good side of her mother.”

“And suppose he comes back?” asked Johnnie.

Gabriel was sitting at the other end of the boat, talking with
his wife. “Maybe hell stay there,” David said; there was a note
of apology in his voice.

They approached the saints.

“Praise the Lord,” they said sedately.

“Well, praise Him,” Father James said. “How are you young
men today?” He grabbed Roy by the shoulder. “Are you com-
ing along in the Lord?”

“Yes, sir,” Roy muttered, “I'm trying.” He smiled into Father
James’s face.

“It’s a wonderful thing,” Brother Elisha said, “to give up to
the Lord in your youth.” He looked up at Johnnie and David.
“Why don’t you boys surrender? Ain’t nothing in the world for
you, I'll tell you that. He says, ‘Remember thy Creator in the
days of thy youth when the evil days come not.””

“Amen,” said Sister Daniels, “We're living in the last days,
children. Don’t think because you're young you got plenty of
time. God takes the young as well as the old. You got to hold
yourself in readiness all the time lest when He comes He catch
you unprepared. Yes sir. Now’s the time.”

“You boys going to come to service today, ain’t you?” asked
Sister McCandless. “We're going to have service on the ship,
you know.” She looked at Father James. “Reckon we'll start as
soon as we get a little further up the river, won’t we, Father?”

“Yes,” Father James said, “we’re going to praise God right in
the middle of the majestic Hudson.” He leaned back and re-
leased Roy as he spoke. “Want to see you children there. I
want to hear you make a noise for the Lord.”

“I ain’t never seen none of these young men Shout,” said
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Sister Daniels, regarding them with distrust. She looKed at
David and Johnnie. “Don’t believe I've ever even heard you
testify.”

“We're not saved yet, sister,” David told her gently.

“That’s alright,” Sister Daniels said. “You could get up and
praise the Lord for your life, health and strength. Praise Him
for what you got, He'll give you something more.”

“That’s the truth,” said Brother Elisha. He smiled at Sylvia.
“I'm a witness, bless the Lord.”

“They going to make a noise yet,” said Sister McCandless.
“Lord’s going to touch everyone of these young men one day
and bring them on their knees to the altar. You mark my
words, you'll see.” And she smiled at them.

“You just stay around the house of God long enough,” Fa-
ther James said. “One of these days the Spiritll jump on you. I
won't never forget the day It jumped on me.”

“That is the truth,” Sister McCandless cried, “so glad It
jumped on me one day, hallelujah!”

“Amen,” Sister Daniels cried, “amen.”

“Looks like we're having a little service right now,” Brother
Elisha said smiling. Father James laughed heartily and cried,
“Well, praise Him anyhow.”

“I believe next week the church is going to start a series of
revival meetings,” Brother Elisha said. “I want to see you boys
at every one of them, you hear?” He laughed as he spoke and
added as David seemed about to protest, “No, no, brother,
don’t want no excuses. You be there. Get you boys to the altar,
then maybe you'll pay more attention in Sunday School.”

At this they all laughed and Sylvia said in her mild voice,
looking mockingly at Roy, “Maybe we’ll even see Brother Roy
Shout.” Roy grinned.

“Like to see you do some Shouting too,” her mother grum-
bled. “You got to get closer to the Lord.” Sylvia smiled and bit
her lip; she cast a glance at David.
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“Now everybody ain’t got the same kind of spirit,” Brother
Elisha said, coming to Sylvia’s aid. “Can’t all make as much
noise as you make,” he said, laughing gently, “we all ain’t got
your energy.”

Sister Daniels smiled and frowned at this reference to her
size and passion and said, “Don’t care, brother, when the Lord
moves inside you, you bound to do something. I've seen that
girl Shout all night and come back the next night and Shout
some more. I don’t believe in no dead religion, no sir. The
saints of God need a revival,”

“Well, we'll work on Sister Sylvia,” said Brother Elisha.

Directly before and behind them stretched nothing but the
river, they had long ago lost sight of the point of their depar-
ture. They steamed beside the Palisades, which rose rough and
gigantic from the dirty, broad and blue-green Hudson. Johnnie
and David and Roy wandered downstairs to the bottom deck,
standing by the rail and leaning over to watch the white,
writhing spray which followed the boat. From the river there
floated up to their faces a soft, cool breeze. They were quiet
for a long time, standing together, watching the river and the
mountains and hearing vaguely the hum of activity behind
them on the boat. The sky was high and blue, with here and
there a spittle-like, changing cloud; the sun was orange and
beat with anger on their uncovered heads,

And David muttered finally, “Be funny if they were right.”

“If who was right?” asked Roy.

“Elisha and them—"

“There’s only one way to find out,” said Johnnie.

“Yes,” said Roy, “and I ain’t homesick for heaven yet.”

“You always got to be so smart,” David said.

“Ob,” said Roy, “you just sore because Sylvia’s still up there
with Brother Elisha.”

“You think they going to be married?” Johnnie asked.

“Don'’t talk like a fool,” David said.
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“Well it’s a cinch you ain’t never going to get to talk to her
till you get saved,” Johnnie said. He had meant to say ‘we.” He
looked at David and smiled.

“Might be worth it,” David said.

“What might be worth it?” Roy asked, grinning,

“Now be nice,” David said. He flushed, the dark blood rising
beneath the dark skin, “How you expect me to get saved if you
going to talk that way? You supposed to be an example.”

“Don’t look at me, boy,” Roy said.

“I want you to talk to Johnnie,” Gabriel said to his wife.

“What about?”

“That boy’s pride is running away with him. Ask him to tell
you what he said to me this morning soon as he got in front of
his friends. He’s your son, alright.”

“What did he say?”

He looked darkly across the river. “You ask him to tell you
about it tonight. I wanted to knock him down.”

She had watched the scene and knew this. She looked at her
husband briefly, feeling a sudden, outraged anger, barely con-
scious; sighed and turned to look at her youngest child where
he sat involved in a complicated and strenuous and apparently
joyless game which utilized a red ball, jacks, blocks and a
broken shovel.

‘Tl talk to him,” she said at last. “He’ll be alright.” She
wondered what on earth she would say to him; and what he
would say to her. She looked covertly about the boat, but he
was nowhere to be seen.

“That proud demon’s just eating him up,” he said bitterly.
He watched the river hurtle past. “Be the best thing in the

world if the Lord would take his soul.” He had meant to say
‘save’ his soul.
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Now it was noon and all over the boat there was the activity
of lunch. Paper bags and huge baskets were opened. There
was then revealed splendor: cold pork chops, cold chicken,
bananas, apples, oranges, pears, and soda-pop, candy and cold
lemonade. All over the boat the chosen of God relaxed,; they
sat in groups and talked and laughed; some of the more
worldly gossiped and some of the more courageous young
people dared to walk off together. Beneath them the strong,
indifferent river raged within the channel and the screaming
spray pursued them. In the engine room children watched the
motion of the ship’s gears as they rose and fell and chanted.
The tremendous bolts of steel seemed almost human, imbued
with a relentless force that was not human. There was some-
thing monstrous about this machine which bore such enormous
weight and cargo.

Sister Daniels threw a paper bag over the side and wiped
her mouth with her large handkerchief. “Sylvia, you be careful
how you speak to these unsaved boys,” she said.

“Yes, I am, Mama.”

“Don’t like the way that little Jackson boy looks at you. That
child’s got a demon. You be careful.”

“Yes, Mama.”

“You got plenty of time to be thinking about boys. Now’s the
time for you to be thinking about the Lord.”

“Yesm.”

“You mind now,” her mother said.

“Mama, I want to go homel” Lois cried. She crawled into
her mother’s arms, weeping.

“Why, what’s the matter, honey?” She rocked her daughter
gently. “Tell Mama what’s the matter? Have you got a pain?”

“I want to go home, I want to go home.” Lois sobbed.
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“A very fine preacher, a man of God and a friend of mine
will run the service for us,” said Father James.

“Maybe you've heard about him—a Reverend Peters? A rea
man of God, amen.” z

“I thought,” Gabriel said, smiling, “that perhaps I coul ,
bring the message some Sunday night. The Lord called me a
long time ago. I used to have my own church down home.”

“You dont want to run too fast, Deacon Grimes,” Father
James said. “You just take your time. You been coming along
right well on Young Ministers’ Nights.” He paused and looked
at Gabriel. “Yes, indeed.”

“I just thought,” Gabriel said humbly, “that I could be used
to more advantage in the house of God.”

Father James quoted the text which tells us how preferable
it is to be a gate-keeper in the house of God than to dwell in
the tent of the wicked; and started to add the dictum from
Saint Paul about obedience to those above one in the Lord but
decided (watching Gabriel's face) that it was not necessary

et.
¢ “You just keep praying,” he said kindly. “You get a little
closer to God. He'll work wonders. You'll see.” He bent closer
to his deacon. “And try to get just a little closer to the people.”

Roy wandered off with a gawky and dazzled girl named
Elizabeth, Johnnie and David wandered restlessly up and
down the boat alone. They mounted to the topmost deck and
leaned over the railing in the deserted stern. Up here the air
was sharp and clean. They faced the water, their arms around
each other.

“Your old man was kind of rough this morning,” David said
carefully, watching the mountains pass.

“Yes,” Johnnie said. He looked at David’s face against the
sky. He shivered suddenly in the sharp, cold air and buried his
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face in David’s shoulder. David looked down at him and tight-
ened his hold.
“Who do you love?” he whispered. “Who's your boy?”
“You,” he muttered fiercely, “I love you.”

“Roy!” Elizabeth giggled, “Roy Grimes. If you ever say a
thing like that again.”

Now the service was beginning, From all corners of the boat
there was the movement of the saints of God. They gathered
together their various possessions and moved their chairs from
top and bottom decks to the large main hall. It was early
afternoon, not quite two o’clock. The sun was high and fell
everywhere with a copper light. In the city the heat would
have been insupportable; and here, as the saints filed into the
huge, high room, once used as a ballroom, to judge from the
faded and antique appointments, the air slowly began to be
oppressive. The room was the color of black mahogany and
coming in from the bright deck, one groped suddenly in dark-
ness; and took one’s sense of direction from the elegant grand
piano which stood in the front of the room on a little plat-
form.

They sat in small rows with one wide aisle between them,
forming, almost unconsciously, a hierarchy. Father James sat
in the front next to Sister McCandless. Opposite them sat Ga-
briel and Deacon Jones and, immediately behind them, Sister
Daniels and her daughter. Brother Elisha walked in swiftly,
just as they were beginning to be settled. He strode to the
piano and knelt down for a second before rising to take his
place. There was a quiet stir, the saints adjusted themselves,
waiting while Brother Elisha tentatively ran his fingers over
the keys. Gabriel looked about impatiently for Roy and John-
nie, who, engaged no doubt in sinful conversation with David,
were not yet in service. He looked back to where Mrs. Jackson
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sat with Lorraine, uncomfortable smiles on their faces, and
glanced at his wife, who met his questioning regard quietly,
the expression on her face not changing.

Brother Elisha struck the keys and the congregation joined

in the song, Nothing Shall Move Me from the Love of God,

with tambourine and heavy hands and stomping feet. The
walls and the floor of the ancient hall trembled and the can-
delabra wavered in the high ceiling. Outside the river rushed
past under the heavy shadow of the Palisades and the copper
sun beat down. A few of the strangers who had come along on
the outing appeared at the doors and stood watching with an
uneasy amusement. The saints sang on, raising their strong
voices in praises to Jehovah and seemed unaware of those un-
saved who watched and who, some day, the power of the Lord
might cause to tremble.

The song ended as Father James rose and faced the congre-
gation, a broad smile on his face. They watched him expec-
tantly, with love. He stood silent for a moment, smiling down
upon them. Then he said, and his voice was loud and filled
with triumph:

“Well, let us all say, Amen!”

And they cried out obediently, “Well, Amen!”

“Let us all say, praise Him!”

“Praise Him!”

“Let us all say, hallelujah!”

“Hallelujah!”

“Well, gloryl” cried Father James. The Holy Ghost touched
him and he cried again, “Well, bless Him! Bless His holy
namel”

They laughed and shouted after him, their joy so great that
they laughed as children and some of them cried as children
do; in the fullness and assurance of salvation, in the knowledge
that the Lord was in their midst and that each heart, swollen
to anguish, yearned only to be filled with His glory. Then, in
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that moment, each of them might have mounted with wings
like eagles far past the sordid persistence of the flesh, the
depthless iniquity of the heart, the doom of hours and days
and weeks; to be received by the Bridegroom where He waited
on high in glory; where all tears were wiped away and death
had no power; where the wicked ceased from troubling and
the weary soul found rest.

“Saints, let’s praise Him,” Father James said. “Today, right
in the middle of God’s great river, under God’s great roof,
beloved, let us raise our voices in thanksgiving that God has
seen fit to save us, amen)”

“Amen! Hallelujah!”

“—and to keep us saved, amen, to keep us, oh glory to God,
from the snares of Satan, from the temptation and the lust and
the evil of this world!”

“Talk about it!”

“Preachl”

“Ain’t nothing strange, amen, about worshiping God wher-
ever you might be, ain’t that right? Church, when you get this
mighty salvation you just can’t keep it in, hallelujah! you got to
talk about it—"

“Amen!”

“You got to live it, amen. When the Holy Ghost touches you,
you move, bless God!”

“Well, it’s sol”

“Want to hear some testimonies today, amen! I want to
hear some singing today, bless God! Want to see some Shou-
ing, bless God, hallelujah!”

“Talk about it!”

“And I don’t want to see none of the saints hold back. If the
Lord saved you, amen, He give you a witness everywhere you
go. Yes! My soul is a witness, bless our God!”

“Glory!”

“If you ain’t saved, amen, get up and praise Him anyhow.
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Give God the glory for sparing your sinful life, praise Him for
the sunrhine and the rain, praise Him for all the works of His
hands. Saints, I want to hear some praises today, you hear me?
I want you to make this old boat rock, hallelujah! I want to
feel your salvation. Are you savedP”

“Amen!”

“Are you sanctified?”

“Glory?”

“Baptized in fire?”

“Yes! So glad!”

“Testify!l”

Now the hall was filled with a rushing wind on which for-
ever rides the Lord, death or healing indifferently in His hands.
Under this fury the saints bowed low, crying out “holy!” and
tears fell. On the open deck sinners stood and watched, be-
yond them the fiery sun and the deep river, the black-brown-
green, unchanging cliffs, That sun, which covered earth and
water now, would one day refuse to shine, the river would
cease its rushing and its numberless dead would rise; the cliffs
would shiver, crack, fall and where they had been would then
be nothing but the unleased wrath of God.

“Who'll be the first to tell it?” Father James cried. “Stand up
and talk about it!”

Brother Elisha screamed, “Have mercy, Jesus!” and rose
from the piano stool, his powerful frame possessed. And the
Holy Ghost touched him and he cried again, bending nearly
double, while his feet beat ageless, dreadful signals on the
floor, while his arms moved in the air like wings and his face,
distorted, no longer his own face not the face of a young man,
but timeless, anguished, grim with ecstasy, turned blindly
toward heaven. Yes, Lord, they cried, yes/

“Dearly beloved . . .”

“Talk about it!”

“Tell itl”

47 The Outing

“I want to thank and praise the Lord, amen . . .”

“Amen!”

“. .. for being here, I want to thank Him for my life, health,
and strength. . . .”

“Amen!”

“Well, glory!”

“... I want to thank Him, hallelujah, for saving my soul one
day. ...

“Onr

“Glory!”

“..for causing the light, bless God, to shine in my heart one
day when I was still a child, amen, I want to thank Him for
bringing me to salvation in the days of my youth, hallelujah,
when I have all my faculties, amen, before Satan had a chance
to destroy my body in the world!”

“Talk about it!”

“He saved me, dear ones, from the world and the things of
the world. Saved me, amen, from cardplaying . . .”

“Glory!”

“ .. saved me from drinking, bless God, saved me from the
streets, from the movies and all the filth that is in the world!”

“I know it’s sol”

“He saved me, beloved, and sanctified me and filled me with
the blessed Holy Ghost, hallelujah! Give me a new song, amen
which I didn’t know before and set my feet on the King’s
highway. Pray for me beloved, that I will stand in these last
and evil days.”

“Bless your name, Jesus!”

During his testimony Johnnie and Roy and David had stood
quietly beside the door, not daring to enter while he spoke.
The moment he sat down they moved quickly, together, to the
front of the high hall and knelt down beside their seats to pray.
The aspect of each of them underwent always, in this company
a striking, even an exciting change; as though their youth,
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barely begun, were already put away; and the animal, so viv-
idly restless and undiscovered, so tense with power, ready to
spring had been already stalked and trapped and offered, a
perpetual blood-sacrifice, on the altar of the Lord. Yet their
bodies continued to change and grow, preparing them, myste-
riously and with ferocious speed, for manhood. No matter how
careful their movements, these movements suggested, with a
distinctness dreadful for the redeemed to see, the pagan lust-
ing beneath the blood-washed robes. In them was perpetually
and perfectly poised the power of revelation against the power
of nature; and the saints, considering them with a baleful kind
of love, struggled to bring their souls to safety in order, as it
were, to steal a march on the flesh while the flesh still slept. A
kind of storm, infernal, blew over the congregation as they
passed; someone cried, “Bless them, Lord!” and immediately,
honey-colored Sister Russell, while they knelt in prayer, rose to
her feet to testify.

From the moment that they closed their eyes and covered
their faces they were isolated from the joy that moved every-
thing beside them. Yet this same isolation served only to make
the glory of the saints more real, the pulse of conviction, how-
ever faint, beat in and the glory of God then held an under-
tone of abject terror. Roy was the first to rise, sitting very
straight in his seat and allowing his face to reveal nothing; just
as Sister Russell ended her testimony and sat down, sobbing,
her head thrown back and both hands raised to heaven. Im-
mediately Sister Daniels raised her strong, harsh voice and hit
her tambourine, singing. Brother Elisha turned on the piano
stool and hit the keys. Johnnie and David rose from their knees
and as they rose the congregation rose, clapping their hands
singing. The three boys did not sing; they stood together, care-
fully ignoring one another, their feet steady on the slightly
tilting floor but their bodies moving back and forth as the
music grew more savage. And someone cried aloud, a timeless
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sound of wailing; fire splashed the open deck and filled the
doors and bathed the sinners standing there; fire filled the
great hall and splashed the faces of the saints and a wind,
unearthly, moved above their heads. Their hands were arched
before them, moving, and their eyes were raised to heaven.
Sweat stained the deacon’s collar and soaked the tight head-
bands of the women. Was it true then? and had there indeed
been born one day in Bethlehem a Saviour who was Christ the
Lord? who had died for them—for them/—the spat-upon and
beaten with rods, who had worn a crown of thorns and seen
His blood run down like rain; and who had lain in the grave
three days and vanquished death and hell and risen again in
glory—was it for them?

Lord, I want to go, show me the way!

For unto us a child is born, unto us a son is given—and
His name shall be called Wonderful, the mighty God, the ever-
lasting Father, the Prince of Peace. Yes, and He was coming
back one day, the King of glory; He would crack the face of
heaven and descend to judge the nations and gather up His
people and take them to their rest.

Take me by my hand and lead me onl

Somewhere in the back a woman cried out and began the
Shout. They looked carefully about, still not looking at one
another, and saw, as from a great distance and through intoler-
able heat, such heat as might have been faced by the Hebrew
children when cast bound into the fiery furnace, that one of
the saints was dancing under the arm of the Lord. She danced
out into the aisle, beautiful with a beauty unbearable, graceful
with grace that poured from heaven. Her face was lifted up,
her eyes were closed and the feet which moved so surely now
were not her own. One by one the power of God moved others
and-—as it had been written—the Holy Ghost descended from
heaven with a Shout. Sylvia raised her hands, the tears poured
down her face, and in a moment, she too moved out into the
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aisle, Shouting, Is it true then? the saints rejoiced, Roy beat the
tambourine. David, grave and shaken, clapped his hands and
his body moved insistently in the rhythm of the dancers. John-
nie stood beside him, hot and faint and repeating yet again his
struggle, summoning in panic all his forces, to save him from
this frenzy. And yet daily he recognized that he was black with
sin, that the secrets of his heart were a stench in God’s nostrils,
Though your sins be as scarlet they shall be white as snow.
Come, let us reason together, saith the Lord.

Now there was a violent discord on the piano and Brother
Elisha leapt to his feet, dancing. Johnnie watched the spinning
body and listened, in terror and anguish, to the bestial sobs. Of
the men it was only Elisha who danced and the women moved
toward him and he moved toward the women. Johnnie felt
blow over him an icy wind, all his muscles tightened, as
though they furiously resisted some imminent bloody act, as
the body of Isaac must have revolted when he saw his father’s
knife, and, sick and nearly sobbing, he closed his eyes. It was
Satan, surely, who stood so foully at his shoulder; and what,
but the blood of Jesus, should ever set him free? He thought of
the many times he had stood in the congregation of the righ-
teous—and yet he was not saved. He remained among the vast
army of the doomed, whose lives—as he had been told, as he
now, with such heart-sickness, began to discover for himself—
were swamped with wretchedness and whose end was wrath
and weeping. Then, for he felt himself falling, he opened his
eyes and watched the rejoicing of the saints. His eyes found his
father where he stood clapping his hands, glittering with sweat
and overwhelming. Then Lois began to shout. For the first
time he looked at Roy; their eyes met in brief, wry wonder and
Roy imperceptibly shrugged. He watched his mother standing
over Lois, her own face obscurely troubled. The light from the
door was on her face, the entire room was filled with this
strange light. There was no sound now except the sound of
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Roy’s tambourine and the heavy rhythm of the saints; the
sound of heavy feet and hands and the sound of weeping.
Perhaps centuries past the children of Israel led by Miriam had
made just such a noise as they came out of the wilderness. For
unto us is born this day a Saviour who is Christ the Lord.

Yet, in the copper sunlight Johnnie felt suddenly, not the
presence of the Lord, but the presence of David; which
seemed to reach out to him, hand reaching out to hand in the
fury of flood-time, to drag him to the bottom of the water or to
carry him safe to shore. From the corner of his eye he watched
his friend, who held him with such power; and felt, for that
moment, such a depth of love, such nameless and terrible joy
and pain, that he might have fallen, in the face of that com-
pany, weeping at David’s feet.

Once at Bear Mountain they faced the very great problem of
carrying Sylvia sufficiently far from her mother’s sight to
present her with her birthday present. This problem, difficult
enough, was made even more difficult by the continual pres-
ence of Brother Elisha; who, inspired by the afternoon’s ser-
vice and by Sylvia’s renewal of her faith, remained by her side
to bear witness to the goodness and power of the Lord. Sylvia
listened with her habitual rapt and painful smile. Her mother,
on the one side and Brother Elisha on the other, seemed al-
most to be taking turns in advising her on her conduct as a
saint of God. They began to despair, as the sun moved visibly
westward, of ever giving her the gold-plated butterfly which
rested uncomfortably in David’s waistcoat pocket.

Of course, as Johnnie once suggested, there was really no
reason they could not go up to her, surrounded as she was, and
give her the jewel and get it over with—the more particularly
as David evinced a desire to explore the wonders of Bear
Mountain until this mission should have been fulfilled. Sister
Daniels could scarcely object to an innocuous memento from
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three young men, all of whom attended church devoutly| and
one of whom professed salvation, But this was far from satis-
factory for David, who did not wish to hear Sylvia’s “thank-
you's” in the constricting presence of the saints. Therefore they
waited, wandering about the sloping park, lingering near the
lake and the skating rink and watching Sylvia.

“God, why don't they go off somewhere and sleep? or pray?”
cried David finally. He glared at the nearby rise where Sylvia
and her mother sat talking with Brother Elisha, The sun was in
their faces and struck from Sylvia’s hair as she restlessly moved
her head, small blue-black sparks.

Johnnie swallowed his jealousy at seeing how Sylvia filled
his comrade’s mind; he said, half-angrily, “I still don’t see why
we don’t just go over and give it to her.”

Roy looked at him. “Boy, you sound like you ain’t got good
sense,” he said.

Johnnie, frowning, fell into silence. He glanced sidewise at
David’s puckered face (his eyes were still on Sylvia) and
abruptly turned and started walking off.

“Where you going, boy?” David called.

‘Tl be back” he said. And he prayed that David would
follow him.

But David was determined to catch Sylvia alone and re-
mained where he was with Roy. “Well, make it snappy,” he
said; and sprawled, full length, on the grass.

As soon as he was alone his pace slackened; he leaned his
forehead against the bark of a tree, shaking and burning as in
the teeth of a fever. The bark of the tree was rough and cold
and though it offered no other comfort he stood there quietly
for a long time, seeing beyond him—but it brought no peace—
the high clear sky where the sun in fading glory traveled; and
the deep earth covered with vivid banners, grass, flower, thorn
and vine, thrusting upward forever the brutal trees. At his
back he heard the voices of the children and the saints. He
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knew that he must return, that he must be on hand should
David at last outwit Sister Daniels and present her daughter
with the golden butterfly. But he did not want to go back, now
he realized that he had no interest in the birthday present, no
interest whatever in Sylvia—that he had had no interest all
along. He shifted his stance, he turned from the tree as he
turned his mind from the abyss which suddenly yawned, that
abyss, depthless and terrifying, which he had encountered al-
ready in dreams. And he slowly began to walk, away from the
saints and the voices of the children, his hands in his pockets,
struggling to ignore the question which now screamed and
screamed in his mind’s bright haunted house.

It happened quite simply. Eventually Sister Daniels felt the
need to visit the ladies’ room, which was a long ways off.
Brother Elisha remained where he was while Roy and David,
like two beasts crouching in the underbrush, watched him and
waited their opportunity. Then he also rose and wandered off
to get cold lemonade for Sylvia. She sat quietly alone on the
green rise, her hands clasped around her knees, dreaming.

They walked over to her, in terror that Sister Daniels would
suddenly reappear. Sylvia smiled as she saw them coming and
waved to them merrily. Roy grinned and threw himself on his
belly on the ground beside her. David remained standing,
fumbling in his waistcoat pocket.

“We got something for you,” Roy said.

David produced the butterfly. “Happy birthday, Sylvia,” he
said. He stretched out his hand, the butterfly glinted oddly in
the sun, and he realized with surprise that his hand was shak-
ing. She grinned widely, in amazement and delight, and took
the pin from him.

“It’s from Johnnie too,” he said. “I—we—hope you like it—"

She held the small gold pin in her palm and stared down at
it; her face was hidden. After a moment she murmured, “I'm so
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surprised.” She looked up, her eyes shining, almost wet. “Oh,
it's wonderful,” she said. “I never expected anything. I don't
know what to say. It’s marvelous, it's wonderful.” She pinned
the butterfly carefully to her light blue dress. She coughed
slightly. “Thank you,” she said.

“Your mother won’t mind, will shep” Roy asked. “I mean—"
he stammered awkwardly under Sylvia’s sudden gaze—“we
didn’t know, we didn’t want to get you in any trouble—"

“No,” David said. He had not moved; he stood watching
Sylvia. Sylvia looked away from Roy and up at David, his eyes
met hers and she smiled. He smiled back, suddenly robbed of
speech. She looked away again over the path her mother had
taken and frowned slightly. “No,” she said, “no, she won't
mind.”

Then there was silence. David shifted uncomfortably from
one foot to the other. Roy lay contentedly face down on the
grass. The breeze from the river, which lay below them and
out of sight, grew subtly more insistent for they had passed the
heat of the day; and the sun, moving always westward, fired
and polished the tips of trees. Sylvia sighed and shifted on the
ground.

“Why isn’t Johnnie here?” she suddenly asked.

“He went off somewhere,” Roy said. “He said he'd be right
back.” He looked at Sylvia and smiled. She was looking at
David. :

“You must want to grow real tall,” she said mockingly. “Why
don’t you sit down?”

David grinned and sat down cross-legged next to Sylvia.
“Well, the ladies like em tall.” He lay on his back and stared
up at the sky. “It’s a fine day,” he said.

She said, “Yes,” and looked down at him; he had closed his
eyes and was bathing his face in the slowly waning sun.
Abruptly, she asked him:

“Why don’t you get saved? You around the church all the
time and you not saved yet? Why don’t you?”
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He opened his eyes in amazement. Never before had Sylvia
. mentioned salvation to him, except as a kind of joke. One of
. the things he most liked about her was the fact that she never
. preached to him. Now he smiled uncertainly and stared at
. her.
B ‘ * “T'm not joking,” she said sharply. “I'm perfectly serious.
Roy’s saved—at least he says so—" and she smiled darkly, in
. the fashion of the old folks, at Roy—“and anyway, you ought
. to be thinking about your soul.”
. “Well, I don’t know,” David said. “I think about it. It's—
‘ f‘ well, I don’t know if I can—well, live it—"
. “All you got to do is make up your mind. If you really want
| to be saved, He'll save you. Yes, and He'll keep you too.” She
. did not sound at all hysterical or transfigured. She spoke very
| quietly and with great earnestness and frowned as she spoke.
| David, taken off guard, said nothing. He looked embarrassed
| and pained and surprised. “Well, I dont know,” he finally
. repeated. ,
“Do you ever pray?” she asked. “I mean, really pray?”
- David laughed, beginning to recover himself. “It’s not fair,’
. be said, “you oughtn't to catch me all unprepared like that.
. Now I don’t know what to say.” But as he looked at her ear-
. nest face he sobered. “Well, I try to be decent. I don’t bother
. nobody.” He picked up a grass blade and stared at it. “I don’t
know,” he said at last. “I do my best.”
. “Do you?” she asked.
. He laughed again, defeated. “Girl,” he said, “you are a
' killer.”
~  She laughed too. “You black-eyed demon,” she said, “if I
' don't see you at revival services I'll never speak to you again.”
| He looked up quickly, in some surprise, and she said, still
- smiling, “Don’t look at me like that. I mean it.”
u . “All right, sister,” he said. Then: “If I come out can I walk
'you home?”
. “T got my mother to walk me home—"
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“Well, let your mother walk home with Brother Elisha,” he
said, grinning, “Let the old folks stay together.”

“Loose him, Satan!” she cried, laughing, “loose the boy!”

“The brother needs prayer,” Roy said.

“Amen,” said Sylvia. She looked down again at David, “I
want to see you at church. Don'’t you forget it.”

“All right,” he said. “I'll be there.”

The boat whistles blew at six o’clock, punctuating their holi-
day; blew, fretful and insistent, through the abruptly dispirited
park and skaters left the skating rink; boats were rowed in
furiously from the lake, Children were called from the swings
and the seesaw and the merry-go-round and forced to leave
behind the ball which had been lost in the forest and the torn
kite which dangled from the top of a tree. (“Hush now,” said
their parents, “we’ll get you another one—come along.” “To-
morrow?”—“Come along, honey, it's time to gol”) The old
folks rose from the benches, from the grass, gathered together
the empty lunch-basket, the half-read newspaper, the Bible
which was carried everywhere; and they started down the hill-
side, an army in disorder. David walked with Sylvia and
Sister Daniels and Brother Elisha, listening to their conversa-
tion (good Lord, thought Johnnie, dont they ever mention
anything but sin?) and carrying Sylvias lunch-basket. He
seemed interested in what they were saying; every now and
then he looked at Sylvia and grinned and she grinned back.
Once, as Sylvia stumbled, he put his hand on her elbow to
steady her and held her arm perhaps a moment too long.
Brother Elisha, on the far side of Sister Daniels, noticed this
and a frown passed over his face. He kept talking, staring now
and then hard at Sylvia and trying, with a certain almost
humorous helplessness, to discover what was in her mind. Sis-
ter Daniels talked of nothing but the service on the boat and of
the forthcoming revival. She scarcely seemed to notice David’s
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presence, though once she spoke to him, making some remark
about the need, on his part, of much prayer. Gabriel carried
the sleeping baby in his arms, striding beside his wife and
Lois—who stumbled perpetually and held tightly to her moth-
er's hand. Roy was somewhere in the back, joking with Eliza-
beth. At a turn in the road the boat and the dock appeared
below them, a dead gray-white in the sun.

Johnnie walked down the slope alone, watching David and
Sylvia ahead of him. When he had come back, both Roy and
David had disappeared and Sylvia sat again in the company of
her mother and Brother Elisha; and if he had not seen the gold
butterfly on her dress he would have been aware of no change.
She thanked him for his share in it and told him that Roy and
David were at the skating rink.

But when at last he found them they were far in the middle
of the lake in a rowboat. He was afraid of water, he could not
row. He stood on the bank and watched them. After a long
while they saw him and waved and started to bring the boat in
so that he could join them. But the day was ruined for him; by
the time they brought the boat in, the hour, for which they had
hired it, was over; David went in search of his mother for more
money but when he came back it was time to leave. Then he
walked with Sylvia,

All during the trip home David seemed preoccupied. When
he finally sought out Johnnie he found him sitting by himself
on the top deck, shivering a little in the night air. He sat down
beside him. After 2 moment Johnnie moved and put his head
on David’s shoulder. David put his arms around him, But now
where there had been peace there was only panic and where
there had been safety, danger, like a flower, opened.
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