[ had the strange feeling when I was suddenly
catapulted into the leadership of the bus protest
In Montgomery several years ago that we would
have the support of the white church. I felt that
the white ministers, priests and rabbis of the
South would be some of our strongest allies.
Instead, some have been outright opponents,
refusing to understand the freedom movement
and misrepresenting its leaders; all too many
others have been more cautious than courageous
and have remained silent behind the anesthetiz-
Ing security of the stained-glass windows.

In spite of my shattered dreams of the past, I
came to Birmingham with the hope that the white
religious leadership of this community would see
the justice of our cause, and with deep moral
concern, serve as the channel through which our

just grievances would get to the power structure.
[ had hoped that each of you would understand.
But again I have been disappointed. I have heard
numerous religious leaders of the South call
upon their worshippers to comply with a desegre-
gation decision because it is the law, but I have
longed to hear white ministers say, “follow this
decree because integration is morally right and
the Negro is your brother.” In the midst of bla-
tant injustices inflicted upon the Negro, I have
watched white churches stand on the sideline
and merely mouth pious irrelevancies and sanctk
monious trivialities. In the midst of a mighty
struggle to rid our nation of racial and economic
injustice, I have heard so many ministers say,
“those are social issues with which the gospel has
no real concern,” and I have watched so many
churches commit themselves to a completely
other-wordly religion which made a strange dis-
tinction between body and soul, the sacred and
the secular.

So here we are moving toward the exit of the
twentieth century with a religious community
largely adjusted to the status quo, standing as a
tail-light behind other community agencies rather
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than a headlight leading men to higher levels of

justice.

[ have travelled the length and breadth of
Alabama, Mississippi and all the other southern
states. On sweltering summer days and crisp
autumn mornings I have looked at her beautiful
churches with their lofty spires pointing heaven-
ward. I have beheld the impressive outlay of her
massive religious education buildings. Over and
over again I have found myself asking: “What
kind of people worship here? Who is their God?
Where were their voices when the lips of
Governor Barnett dripped with words of inter-
position and nullification? Where were they when
Governor Wallace gave the clarion call for de-
fiance and hatred? Where were their voices of
support when tired, bruised and weary Negro
men and women decided to rise from the dark
dungeons of complacency to the bright hills of
creative protest?”

Yes, these questions are still in my mind. In
deep disappointment, I have wept over the laxity
of the church. But be assured that my tears have
been tears of love. There can be no deep dis-
appointment where there is not deep love. Yes, |
love the church; I love her sacred walls. How
could I do otherwise? I am in the rather unique
position of being the son, the grandson and the
oreat-grandson of preachers. Yes, [ see the
church as the body of Christ. But, oh! How we
have blemished and scarred that body through
social neglect and fear of being nonconformists.

Disturbers of the Peace

There was a time when the church was very
powerful. It was during that period when the
early Christians rejoiced when they were deemed
worthy to suffer for what they believed. In those
days the church was not merely a thermometer
that recorded the ideas and principles of popular
opinion; it was a thermostat that transformed the
mores of society. Wherever the early Christians
entered a town the power structure got disturbed
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