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had service in one of the houses. Across the road from where
the church is now., The house isn't there any more; corn ther e
now. Like corn will be 2ll over this place in the not too long
future, Me end Grace used to sit out on the gallery--me on

my gellery, Grace on her gallery--and listen to the singing

up the quarters, Pitch black but we used to talk to each other
from the gallery., "You hear all that good singing up there,
Jane?" she would say. "I hear them up there," I would say.

The night wes so black we couldn't see each other, but that
never stopped us from having long conversations. Sometimes
Grace would come over to my place and sit there with me, but
more than often we would just tslk to each other over the road.
One day Grace came up to me and said, "Jane, I'm going to join
church.," I seid, "Oh, Grace, I'm so happy for you." She said,
"Jzne, why don't you join with me. You a nice, decent person.
You belong up there," I ssid, "Grace, you don't know the times
T been thinking about doing just that." I ssid, "Give me a
week or two and let me think,"

Nancy Williams was praying for religion, too. Me, HNaney,
Grace. I think Va'rice--yes, Va'rice was in there. Who else
was there? I think Lobo was there. Yes, Lobo was there; Lobo
had that crazy travel where he saw Manny Hall running Rosa up
a tree, Lord, the church was dying lsughing with Lobo standing
there telling his travels., Everybody laughing but Rosa, Rosa

mad as she could be, Right there in church she called Lobo a
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one there finding her 'ligion."™ I broke after Grace and I
found her kneeling down in one of the rows. "You done come
through, Grace?" I said. ™"Come through nothing," she seid.

"I'm preying to God to keep me from killing Jeacques Toulouse.
The no good dog." I said, "Grece, now you preying for religion

! she said. "But times like

and you cen't think evil." "I know,'
this I wish I hed let Bessie chop his head off with that hoe."
"Grace," I said., "Whet's God going to think hearing you talk
like that. Don't you know Jacques Toulouse was sent here by
the devil to work on your mind?"

We went back where Jacques was weighing cotton. He said:
"Well, you find Him down that patch?"

I could see Grace getting mad again. "Grace," I seid.

But 2 week or so later Grace did find religion. And it
looked like everybody was finding it exceﬁt me. I told it to
Grace. She said, "Just pray harder, Jane," I said, "I'm
praying hard ss I cen now, Maybe I'm just not fit for Glory."
She seid, "That's nonesense. You just keep praying.'

I used to pray all dey and all night. Long as I was up
I was praying. Sometimes I used to go in the field so tired
eand so sleepy I could hardly keep my eyes opened. Then one
Thursdey morning--I won't ever forget it long as I live-=-

I wes on my wey in the field when it hit me. Looked like a

big load just fell off my shoulder,
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"gpracie?" I seid. She was walking little bit sheed of
me. "Graclie, I got it."

"Oh, Jane," she said. "Jane, you feel light? You got
to feel light now. You feel light?"

"I feel light," I said., "I feel light, Grace."

"That's it then," Grace sesid. "If you feel light that's
it." 3he said, "Go back home. Don't go out in the field today.
Go back home snd prepesre yourself for tonight."

That night I told my travels.

T haed a load of bricks on my shoulders and I wanted to
drop it but I couldn't. It was just weighing me down and weigh-
ing me down, but I couldn't let go of it. Then & White man
with long yellow hair--heir shining like the sun--ceme up to
me(he had on a2 long White robe) and came up to me and said,
"Jane, do you want to get rid of that load?" I said, "Indeed,
Indeed. But how come you know my name? Can you be the Lord?"
end He said, "I will not reveal my true neme unto you, now, but
to get rid of that load and be rid of it for always, you must
take it cross yon river."

I looked where He was pointing, and, behold, there was
a river., I turned back to Him, and He was gone., I started
towerd the river with the sack of bricks on my back. And
briars sprung up in front of me where briars hsd never been,
end snakes crawled round my bare feet where snegkes had not

been, and wide ditches and bayous with green water stood before
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alligators snapped at my legs. I looked and, behold, snakes:
hundreds and hundreds ef them swimming toward me., But I kept
moving with the sack on my back, gnd with each step the water
got deeper and deeper. VWhen it ceme up to my neck I looked
up toward the bank to see how much farther I had to go, 2nd,
behold, there was Albert Cluveau. He was sitting on the horse
that hed killed Joe Pittman, he was holding the gun thet had
killed Neds I looked back towasrd the other bank, and, behold,
there was Ned and Joe standing together beckoning for me to
come back to them. But I would not turn back., I would go
on, beceuse the load I was carrying on my back was heavier
than even the wkight of desth, When I got near the bank,
Albert Cluveau raised the gun to shoot me down. But when he
sew I was 'termined to finish crossing, he disappeared just
like the other man and Ned and Joe had done, But soon as
my feet touched solid ground my Savior wes there. He smiled
down at me and raised the load off my shoulder, I wanted to
bow to his feet, but He told me rise, I had been born again,
I rose, and I felt light and clean and good,

That was my kkhkkkk travels, That's how I got over.
And that's what the church sang that night. They was always
so happy when an old person or a young person made it through.

They just sang and ssng and seng. 1Like this:







