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Then she made her final statement, “You are
through! I have done all I am going to do. You can
get out and earn your own living at the first oppor-
tunity.”

With all sincerity I expressed my gratitude for all
she had done for me and told her that I was sorry
I had not pleased her.

Feeling somewhat like the little orphan girl back
in the country I turned and left her office. Step by
step I made my way down the great stone stairway,
praying fervently and urgently as I went, “Please, God,
shall I go back and apologize? Shall I tell my guardian
I am sorry and that I will try and be more broad-
minded? Maybe I could take the occasional cigarette
and the occasional cocktail and go to the good shows
once in a while. Please, God, if I am just being stub-
born and narrow-minded, let me know. I'll go back
and tell her that I am sorry.” If ever I needed an
answer, I needed it then.

I was down the stairs and on my way to the
streetcar stop. God had not given me an answer.
I heard no voice and felt no unusual impression. But
I remembered a young people’s service that I had
been in where I had stood with my hand raised,
singing, “Take the whole world but give me Jesus.
T’1l not turn back. I'll not turn back.”

I had my answer!

Now my step was more firm. To myself I sald.
“Alright Gerard, you sang it. Go ahead and prove
that you meant it.”





