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Religious in the municipality, and arbitrary, meaning, which means that I have discovered God, I saints and angels of him, and the hell of him flaming him. And since I was born in a Christian nation, I accepted this god as unique. I should have that there was only within the walls of a church, in fact of our church, and I would have also supposed that
God and safety were synonymous. The word & € cesicuritya € takes us to the true meaning of the word a € celigiosaa € as we use it. Therefore, to affirm it in another way, more accurate, I became, during my fourteenth year, for the first time in my life, feara € "fract of evil within me and fear of evil without. What I saw around me that summer in
Harlem was what I always saw; Nothing had changed. But now, without prior notice, whores and pimps and the Racketeer on Avenue had become a personal threat. It had never occurred to me that I could become one of them, but now I realized that we had been produced by the same circumstances. Many of my companions were clearly direct to
Avenida, and my father said I was headed even in that way. My friends began to drink and smoke, and embarked, first greedy, then moaning, on their sexual careers. The girls, just a little older than me, who sang in the choir or taught Sunday school, the sons of the saints, they suffered, before my eyes, their incredible metamorphosis, of which the
most disconcerting aspect was not the Their sprouting breasts or their rounded shoulders but something more deep and more subtle, in their eyes, their warmth, their smell, and the inflection of their voices. As strangers on Avenue, they became, in the twinning of an eye, unlikely and fantastically present. Because of the way I was raised, the abrupt
discomfort that all this has aroused in me and the fact that I had no idea what my voice or my mind or my body was likely to do after he made me consider One of the most depraved people on earth. The matters have not been helped by the fact that these holy girls seemed rather to enjoy my terrible turns, our sad experiments, guilty, tormented, who
were just like jealous and without joy like the Russian and warmer steppes, by far, by All fires of hell. Yet there was something deeper than these changes, and less definable, which scared me. It was real both in the boys and in the girls, but it was somehow more vivid in the boys. In the case of girls, one there By turning into matrions before they had
become women. Started begun manifest a single mindset curious and really rather terrifying. It’s hard to say exactly how this was carried: something relentless in the set of the lips, something farting (see what?) in the eyes, some new and overwhelming determination in the walk, something peremptory in the voice. They didn’t tease us, the boys,
more; they rebuked us sharply, saying, “You better think of your soul!”For the girls they also saw the evidence on the street, they knew the price would be a false step for them, they knew they had to be protected and that we were the only protection. there was. They understood that they had to act as decoy of God, saving the souls of the boys for
Jesus and binding the bodies of the boys in marriage. That’s why it was the beginning of our burning time, and “it’s better”, said St. Paul, who elsewhere, with a more unusual and astonishing accuracy, described himself as a “forsaken man” “to marry than to burn.” And I began to feel in the boys a curious, distrustful, bewildered despair, as if they
were now programmed for life’s long and hard winter. I didn’t know then what I was reacting to; I put it to myself that they let go. In the same way that the girls were destined to gain as much weight as their mothers, the boys, it was clear, would not get up any more than their fathers. School began to turn out, therefore, as a child’s game that could
not be won, and the kids dropped out of school and went to work. My father wanted me to do the same. I refused, although I no longer had any illusions about what an education could do for me; I had already met too many college-graduates. My friends were now downtown, engaged, as they put it, “fighting the man.” They began to worry less about
the way they looked, the way they dressed, the things they did; now, they were two and three and four, in a hallway, sharing a pitcher of wine or a bottle of whiskey, talking, cursing, fighting, sometimes crying: lost, and unable to say what it was that they were oppressed, except they knew he was “the man” the white man. And there seemed to be no
way to remove this cloud that was between them and the sun, between them and love and life and power, between them and whatever they wanted. You didn’t have to be very bright to realize how little you could do to change your situation; you didn’t have to be abnormally sensitive to being consumed to the edge by the humiliation and incessant and
gratuitous danger you encountered every working day, all day long. The humiliation didn’t just apply to work days, or workers; I was thirteen and he was crossing Fifth Avenue on my way to the library for forty seconds, and the cop in the middle of the street muttered as I passed him, Not negliere to stay in the city where you belong to? "When I was
ten, and I didn't, certainly, other old, two policemen enjoyed it. They enjoyed it. I frisking myself, making comical (and terrifying) speculations regarding my descent and likely sexual prowess, and, to a large extent, leaving me flat on my back in one of Harlem’s empty lots. Shortly before and then during World War II, many of my friends fled into
service, all from changing there, and rarely for the better, many to ruin, and many to die. Others have fled to other states and cities ... that is to other ghettos. Some have gone on wine or whiskey or needle, and are still on it. And others, like me, fled into the church. Diane Pernet A fashion legend and a pioneer of blogging, Diane is a respected
journalist, critic, curator and talent hunter based in Paris. During his prolific career, he designed his own successful brand in New York, as a costume designer, photographer and director. You failed your deal. He was a much better man than I had. It happened, as things do, imperceptibly, in many ways simultaneously. I date - the slow crumbling of
my faith, the pulverization of my fortress - from the time when about a year after I began to preach, when I began to read again. I justified this wish by the fact that I was still at school, and I began, fatally, with Dostoevsky. At this point, I was in a high school which was predominantly Jewish. This meant that I was surrounded by people who were, by
definition, beyond any hope of salvation, who laughed at the traits and leaflets I brought to school, and who pointed out that the Gospels were written long after Christ’s death. This might not have been so distressing if it hadn’t forced me to read the traits and leaflets myself, because they really were, unless I believed it already, impossible to believe.
I remember feeling size that there was some kind of blackmail in it. People, I heard, should love the Lord, because He loved Him, and not because they were afraid to go to hell. I was forced, reluctantly, to realize that the Bible itself had been written by men, and translated by men out of languages I could not read, and I was already, without admitting
it to myself, terribly involved in the effort to put words on paper. Of course, I had ready refutation: these men had all been working under divine inspiration. They? “Everyone? And I also knew by now, alas, much more about divine inspiration than I dared to admit, because I knew how we work in my visions, and how frequently - indeed, ceaselessly -
the visions God granted The visions He granted to my father. I didn’t understand the dreams I had at night, but I knew they weren’t holy. For that matter, I knew my waking hours were far from the Saint. I spent most of my time in a state of repentance for things I had wanted to do but I had not done. The fact that I was dealing with the Jews brought
the whole issue of color, which I had been desperately avoiding, to the terrified center of my mind. I realized that the Bible Bible written by white men. I knew that, according to many Christians, I was a descendant of cam, which had been cursed, and that therefore I was predestined to become slave. this had nothing to do with everything I was, or
that I could become; My destiny had been marked forever, since the beginning of time. and it seemed, in fact, when one looked beyond Christianity, that this was what Christianity actually believed. It was definitely the way he was acting. I recalled the Italian priests and bishops who blessed the Italian boys on their way to Ethiopia. Again, the Jewish
boys in high school were worried because I couldn't find any connection point between them and the Jewish pawns, the owners and owners of harlem food shops. I knew these people were Jews. “God knows that they have told me quite often,” but I thought of them only as white. The Jews, as such, until my arrival in high school, were all imprisoned in
the Old Testament, and they were called abramus, mose, daniele, ezekiel, giobbe, shadrac, meshac and abednego. it was disconcerting to find them so many kilometers and centuries outside Egypt, and so far from the burning furnace. My best friend in high school was Jewish. He came to our house once, and after my father asked, as he asked of all,
"Is he Christian?", by which he meant "He is safe?" I really don't know if my answer was innocence or poison, but I said, coldly, "No. is Jewish." all hatred and fear, and the depth of a ruthless determination to kill my father rather than let my father kill me. and I knew that all those sermons and tears and all that repentance and that joy had changed
nothing. I wondered if I expected to be happy that a friend of mine, or someone, had been tormented forever in Hell, and I suddenly thought, even to the Jews of another Christian nation, germany. They weren't so far from the fuzzy furnace, and my best friend could be one of them. I told my father he's a better Christian than you, and I'm home oyster.
the battle between us was outdoors, but it was fine; it was almost a relief. a more deadly struggle had begun. being on the pulpit was like being at the theatre; I was behind the scenes and I knew how the illusion worked. I knew the other ministers and knew the quality of their lives. and I do not intend to suggest with this the kind of hypocrisy «Elmer
Gantry» about sensuality; was a deeper hypocrisy, more mortal and subtler than that, and a little honest sensuality, or much, would have been like water in an extremely bitter desert. I knew how to work in a congregation until the last cent. It wasn't very difficult to do. and I knew where the money was going for “the work of the Lord.” I knew, even if
I didn’t want to know, that I had nofor people withI've been working. I couldn’t have said it then, but I also knew that if it continued I wouldn’t have any respect for myself soon. And the fact that I was “young brother Baldwina" increased my value with the same pms and chip chipmongers that had helped put me back in church in the first place. They
still saw the kid they were trying to take over. They were waiting for me to come to my senses and they were realizing that I was in a very profitable business. They knew I didn’t understand it yet, and also that I hadn’t even started to suspect where my needs came (they were very patient), could take me. They themselves knew the score, and they
knew the odds were in their favor. And, really, I knew that, too. I was also lonelier and more vulnerable than I was before. And the blood of the Lamb has not cleansed me in any way. I was just as black as I was the day I was born. Therefore, when I faced a congregation, it began to take all the strength that I should not stutter, do not curse, do not tell
them to throw away their Bibles and get off their knees and go home and arrange, say, a rent hit. When I watched all the children, their copper, their brown and the beige faces staring at me while I was teaching Sunday school, I felt I was committing a crime in speaking of the sweet Jesus, telling them to reconcile their misery Earth to get the crown
of eternal life. Were they just niggers to get this crown? It was heaven, then, for just another ghetto? Perhaps I might have been able to reconcile myself even if I had been able to believe that there was some loving kindness found in the paradise I represented. But I’d been in the pulpit too long and seen too many monstrous things. I'm not just
referring to the fact that the minister acquires in the end acquires houses and cadillacs while the faithful keep rubbing the floors and dropping their dimes and quarters and dollars into the dish. I really want to say that there was no love in the Church. It was a mask for hate and self-hatred and despair. The transfigurable power of the Holy Spirit
ended when the service ended and salvation stopped at the door of the Church. When we were told to love everyone, I thought it meant every body. No, no. It applied only to those who believed as we did, and it did not apply to all whites. I was told by a minister, for example, that I should never, on any public transport, under any circumstances, get
up and give my place to a white woman. White men have never risen for nigger women. Well, it was true enough, in the main ... I saw your point. But what was the point, the purpose, of my salvation if he did not allow me to behave lovingly toward the No matter how they acted towards me? What others have had their responsibility, for which they
would reply when he played the trumpet of judgment. But what he did was my responsibility, and I would have to answer even unless, unless there was there was there in Heaven a special dispensation for black benighted, which should not be judged in the same way as other human beings, or angels. It probably came to my mind at this moment that
the vision that people keep of the world to come is just a reflection, with predictable augural distortions, of the world in which they live. And this did not apply only to niggas, who were no longer “simple” or “spontaneous” or “Christians” of anyone else, who were simply more oppressed. In the same way that we, for the whites, were the descendants
of Cam, and we were cursed forever, the whites were, for us, the descendants of Cain. And the passion with which we loved the Lord was a measure of what we feared and distrustful and, in the end, hated almost all strangers, always, and avoided and despised ourselves. ourselves.
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