
i don’t doubt the pulpit. 
 

I was saved. But at the same time, ​out of a deep, adolescent cunning I do not pretend to 
understand,​ I realized immediately that I could not remain ​in the church ​ merely as another 
worshipper.​ I would have to give myself ​something​ to ​do, in order not to be too bored and  
 
find myself ​among all the wretched unsaved of the Avenue. And ​ I don’t doubt ​that I also 
intended to best my father on his own ground. Anyway, very shortly after I joined the 
church, I became a preacher—a Young Minister—and I remained in ​ the pulpit ​for more than  
 
three years.​ My ​youth quickly made me a much bigger​ drawing card ​than my father​. I 
pushed ​this advantage ​ ruthlessly​, for​ it was ​the most​ effective ​means I had found of 
breaking ​his hold over me. That was the most​ frightening ​time of my life, and quite the most  
 
dishonest​, and ​ the result​ing hysteria​ lent great passion to my sermons ​—for a while. I 
relished the attention and the relative immunity from punishment that my new status gave 
me, and I relished, above all, the sudden right to privacy. It had to be recognized, after all,  
 
that I was still a schoolboy, with my schoolwork to do, and I was also expected to prepare 
at least one sermon a week. ​During what we may call my ​heyday, I preached much more 
often than that. This meant that there were​ hours and ​even ​ whole days ​when ​ I could not be  
 
interrupted ​—not even by my father. ​ I had immobilized him​. It took rather more time for me 
to realize that I had also immobilized​ myself​, and​ had escaped from nothing ​whatever​. 
 

- F ​rom “Letter from a Region in My Mind” by James Baldwin 


