
Christian Church (Disciples of Christ) in Nebraska 

Telephone:  402.476.0359 
www.disciples-ne.org  

 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

237 South 70th Street, Suite 221 
Lincoln, Nebraska  68510 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Rev. Chris Morton 
  Regional  Minister &  
  Cotner College Director  
 253-363-1599 (cell phone) 
 regmin@ccnebr.org 
 
Carol Burnley 
 Administrative Assistant 
 adminasst@ccnebr.org   
 

Teresa Olberding 
Disciples Women’s 
Ministries 

 Coordinator 
 teresadwm@yahoo.com  
 
Paul Few 
 Disciples Men’s Ministries 
 Coordinator (Volunteer) 
 pefew@hotmail.com 
 
Holly Gage 
Youth Ministry 
Coordinator 
youthministrynebraska@gmail.
com 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

June 19, 2020 

 

Dear Church: 

 

With God’s Love and Peace, I greet each of you.  During my first two years as 

your Regional Minister I have tried to be in “right” relationships – with you as 

individuals, churches, partners, and friends.  Sometimes, however, I have donned 

the mask of “Regional Minister,” with whatever perceptions, expectations, and 

demands that role has placed upon me – by me, by you, by others.  Today, I will 

strive to take that mask off while still being your Regional Minister, and share 

with you my heart as Chris Morton.  

 

Geroge Floyd was murdered!  In the midst of CoronaVirus/COVID-19, a time of 

great loss and grief because of the changes imposed by social/physical distancing, 

a time that lacks human contact with people I know and love as well as with 

strangers, a time of great frustration because I am/we are not “allowed” to do what 

we are used to being able to do, a time of fear that I or someone I love will 

contract the virus and suffer and even possibly die.   There are so many personal, 

communal (e.g., church), and social (i.e., broader geo-political) losses that it’s too 

hard to name them all in a single sitting.  And, yet…Loss is the signature of 

ending.  Ending is an invitation into transitions, or that in-between, already-not yet 

space before a new beginning.  A great thought. But getting real with the feelings 

that are involved in such a transition is not my favorite thing to do.  I’d rather 

reflect theologically, or reason a path forward, or cite an author’s views on fear, 

sadness, and anger. 

 

Into that not-yet space, though, I am faced with another reality. Another transition. 

Another not-yet space.  We experienced the murder of yet another Black man by 

Minneapolis police officers, and by the department that is their, and our system.  

In the wake of police shooting and killing Breonna Taylor in March 2020, and 

vigilantes killing Ahmaud Arbery in February 2020. In the wake of 

Minneapolis/St. Paul police shooting and killing Philando Castile in July 2016, 

and Jamar Clark in November 2015, a few weeks ago we heard about, and we 

again experienced the murder of George Floyd. Then, a few days after George 

Floyd was killed, a Black man who was protesting in Omaha was shot to death by 

the owner of a business.  History has taught us that Black people in this country 

have experienced the “lynching mobs” made up of vigilantes and police forces 

joining together to kill African American men and women.  And here we are, 

again! This is a part, and only one part, of what I understand, and know to be 

systemic racism that surrounds us all on a daily basis. Mr. Floyd’s murder has 

shattered our defenses, barriers, and distancing --- may it be so! 
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Following Treyvon Martin’s killing in 2012, I walked across the street to be a part of a community gathering 

hosted by Shiloh Baptist Church in Tacoma WA. All of the reading that I had done previously, and the Black 

and white dialogue groups I developed in 13 communities throughout Kentucky, and the anti-racism training 

that I had attended, and the cultural sensitivity training that we brought to Associated Ministries, and the 

trainings and work on intersectionality had not prepared me to hear the raw truth spoken by a local judge who 

walked to the lectern in that sanctuary with the hood on his sweatshirt pulled over his head.  With his hood 

remaining in place, this beautiful man talked from his heart about the historical trauma that every African 

American in that sanctuary was feeling in that moment.  What I heard, and came to better understand in time, 

was that it is nearly impossible to separate today’s vigilantes and police forces from yesteryear’s vigilantes and 

police forces following the period in American history known as Reconstruction (1865 and following).  

 

Americans could not imagine African Americans being free, so they began to create and impose what became 

known as Jim Crow laws that limited Black bodies from being able to be themselves.  Instead, Jim Crow laws 

imposed further limitations on Black bodies, and when anyone in town thought that a Black body was not 

complying with the Jim Crow laws, or any other limitations placed upon African Americans, they would take it 

upon themselves to enforce those limitations.  In addition to police arrests, vigilante groups would lynch 

African Americans simply because of the allegation that a Black body may have done something suspicious.   

 

Just like the grocery store attendant who called the police because George Floyd may have tried to use a 

counterfeit $20 bill.  That was all.  Mr. Floyd may have tried to use a counterfeit $20 bill.  Please take a moment 

to let that simple fact sink in.   

 

From that allegation, the police felt it necessary to constrain Mr. Floyd, and then further constrain him by 

holding him down on the ground with a knee on his neck.  That sounds an awful lot like days of old and Jim 

Crow laws that, for African Americans, was not yesteryear but has continued in many different forms since 

then, and continues to this day.   The voices calling for an end to such vigilantism in the past need to rise again.  

We need to speak up, and speak out.  And say, “not again.”  This will not, cannot, and shall not continue.   

 

Since Mr. Floyd’s murder, nothing has felt the same inside.  When I let the simple fact that a human being took 

another human being’s life in the way that this all went down has deeply disturbed my soul. When I go about 

my normal routines, whether for work or to relax, life doesn’t seem the same.  It’s not a sense of being 

overwhelmed with feelings.  It’s not that something “else” is being demanded of me.  It’s not even those old, 

haunting feelings that “I am not enough.”  It’s the sense that I, too, am suffering.   

 

George Floyd’s body is my body on the ground.  I, too, am gasping for air.  The frustration of not being able to 

move my body leaves me flaccid today.  The fear that I, as a European American, have felt from time-to-time, 

event-to-event, person-to-person, is no longer intermittent but constant and is now a fear that is drowning me, 

too. 

 

Violence is the underlying issue.  Along with a string of related causes and conditions that lead one human 

being to kill another human being as if it is OK because of the color of their skin.   

 

“The ultimate weakness of violence is that it is a descending spiral, begetting the very thing it seeks to 

destroy. Instead of diminishing evil, it multiplies it. Through violence you may murder the liar, but you 

cannot murder the lie, nor establish the truth. Through violence you murder the hater, but you do not 

murder hate. In fact, violence merely increases hate...Returning violence for violence multiplies 

violence, adding deeper darkness to a night already devoid of stars. Darkness cannot drive out darkness; 

only light can do that. Hate cannot drive out hate; only love can do that.”  Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, 

Jr.  

So, I am scared. That the killings of James Scurlock in Omaha, George Floyd in Minneapolis, Ahmaud Aubrey 

in Albany (Georgia), Dreasjon “Sean” Reed in Indianapolis, Breonna Taylor in Louisville, along with many, 

many other Black men and women who have been killed at the hands of police and vigilantes are adding up to 

current day lynching’s.  Emotions stir deep within me when I consider that these acts of violence are fueled by a 



deeply-held hatred expressed as a dismissiveness of a person’s humanity and dignity.  And I fear that such 

hatred and dismissiveness is held deep within me.  That that that part of me needs healing but I’m too scared to 

touch that part of me.  I fear that such hatred and violence will be responded to with violence – violence of 

which I am capable, too.   

 

Within me is both the George Floyd who was pressed to the ground and suffocated, and a man who is so angry 

that he could violate another human being.  

 

As Rev. Dr. King said, “through violence you murder the hater, but you do not murder hate.”  Within the police 

and vigilantes, and within me.  To kill the police or the vigilante will not end the hate --- within them, or others 

including me.  And so, the loss, the grief, and the anger is too much to bear!  I can barely bear it.  Certainly not 

alone, isolated by the quarantine imposed upon me/us by COVID-19.   

 

Yet, I do sit alone.  A white, male, minister.  And I do have time.  To sit with myself, thanks to COVID-19, I 

am not pressed to be on the road to do ministry in partnership with one of our churches in Nebraska.  I can do 

that from the comfort of my virtual office at home.  I do have the comfort of sitting at home as I prepare for my 

day ahead.  And I have the comfort of contemplating and reflecting and inventorying those comforts: the ability 

to remain silent in the comfort of his own home; the ability to feel sad and scared that does not become 

combustible fuel for anger; the ability to be pastoral and understanding without experiencing these killings with 

compassion and empathy; the ability to read and write about the issues while engaging them from a distance; 

the ability to pray and meditate about the events, and about anger, and feel like I’m “doing” something by 

learning how to “be;” the ability to “offer” insights and resources and ideas and experiences in place of my 

heart and body; the ability to talk about past experiences of fighting racism and improving race relations while 

also addressing systemic changes as a demonstration of how I am (or was) an ally, but not stepping forward 

today except at the distance of “administering” information about what others are doing and how others can 

become active. This is the hard work of a contemplative white man who is a minister.  And it is hard, personal 

work.  But it is not enough.   

 

Contemplation is not an end in itself.  Reflecting on who I am in this moment is not enough.  Inventorying what 

stirs underneath the fear and sadness is not enough.  Going shopping to distract myself from these emotions is 

certainly not enough.  And, yet, into that message that what I have offered is not enough, I have to remind 

myself that I am enough.  Who I am is enough.  Who I am is enough is true, and yet who I am needs to be 

engaged more fully, more vulnerably, more authentically in conversations, at protest rallies, in church 

gatherings.  Because who I am, alone and isolated, is always in relationship to and with other people who are 

also enough.  I cannot sit in the comfort of my isolation.  We need each other.  So, I am asking myself . . .  

What is the work that I am to do, now?  On myself? With my family, friends, the Church, the recovery 

community, and society?  There is no freedom.  I can’t watch Netflix or Prime Video or PBS News Hour 

without that sense that I am being asked to change, and that our social structures and systems need to, and are 

already beginning to change.   

 

And I’m asking myself, what about my African-American, LatinX, Asian-American, and Native 

American/Indian family and friends?  What are they having to bear?  And bear alone?   

And interwoven into this misty web is the question of what connects me with and to People of Color?  Not only 

the People of Color whom I know, but all PoC?  Not only of today, but for all generations?  And for generations 

to come? 

 

Really big, looming questions.  That create distance from today.  The very real pulsing heart of this day. 

Juneteenth (June 19th).  So, I will not only let other clergy in Lincoln NE know about the Juneteenth Rally at the 

Indian Center in Lincoln, I will be there.  I will offer myself in whatever way is most useful to the organizers of 

the rally.  And I will listen.  I will seek to learn.  But most importantly I will be present. 

 

And I will continue our work as your Regional Minister in partnering with our Local Churches in seeking ways 

for all of them, and us, to engage in learning about, dialoguing about, and taking action on race and racism in 



America.  The stakes are high.  The weightiness of this moment is too great.  Sitting still in the same place I was 

yesterday, or a year ago, or ten years ago is not sufficient for this moment.  So, I will continue to ask myself, 

and my family, friends, and colleagues, where I need to stand in this moment.  To turn my face towards the 

reality of this moment in history.  And bear the weight of this time.  Will you join me? 

 

As always ~ ~ ~ 

With God’s Peace 

Chris 

 


