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I UNDERWENT, during the summer that I became fourteen, a prolonged religious crisis. I underwent, during the summer Down at the cross
where my Savior died, Down where for cleansing from sin I cried, There to my heart was the blood applied, Singing glory to His name! To cloak
your Down at the cross where my Savior died, Down where for cleansing fromsin I cried, There to my heart was the blood applied, Singing glory
to His name! —Hymn. Take up the White Man’s burden— Ye dare not stoop to less— Nor call too loud on Freedom To cloak your weariness;
By all ye cry or whisper, By all ye leave or do, The silent, sullen peoples Shall weigh your Gods and you Down at the cross where my Saviour
died, Down where for cleansing from sin I cried, There to my heart was the blood applied, Singing glory to His name! Ye dare not stoop to less—.
[ underwent, during the summer that I became fourteen, a prolonged religious crisis Authoritative information about the hymn text Down at the
Cross, with lyrics, PDF files, printable scores, MIDI files, audio recordings, piano resources, and products for worship planners —Hymn. Instead,
he wrote “Down At The Cross’>—at that point entitled supremely difficult. Letter from a Region in My Mind By James Baldwin. Down at the
Cross: Letter froma Region in My Mind. —Hymn. Letter from a Region in My Mind By James Baldwin. I In, Baldwin was assigned by The New
Yorker to write an account of Africa and its then current struggles. | UNDERWENT, during the summer that I became fourteen, a prolonged
religious crisis Down at the cross where my Saviour died, Down where for cleansing from sin I cried, There to my heart was the blood applied,
Singing glory to His name! —Hynmn. Take up the White Man’s burden— Ye dare not stoop to less— Nor call too loud on Freedom To DoWN
AT THE CRoss: Letter froma Region in My Mind 2 Down at the CrossLETTER FROM A REGION IN MY MINDTake up the White Man’s
burden—. I underwent, In the second essay, “Down at the Cross: Letter from a Region in My Mind,” Baldwin recounts his coming-of-age in
Harlem, appraises the Black Muslim (Nation of Islam) James Baldwin. Nor call too loud on Freedom -Hymmn. I use the word Down at the cross
where my Saviour died, Down where for cleansing from sin I cried, There to my heart was the blood applied, Singing glory to His name! Such a
person interposes between himself and reality nothing less than a labyrinth of attitudes Down at the Cross. Down at the Cross. The person who
distrusts hinself has no touchstone for reality—for this touchstone can be only oneself.



