
Hey God, it’s us. You know that words are powerful. You spoke and the world was made. You 
spoke and we were made. You spoke and named us good. You spoke and called us your children. 
Your very word became flesh that we might have life. 
 
Yet our world is filled with evil words. They demonize us for being who you created us to be. They 
legislate and litigate away our rights. They lie about our humanity. They ask how anything good 
could come out of us. They create false stories about us and sensualize our needs. They refuse to see 
the truth if it doesn’t get them votes or money. They even revel in the suffering of our children.  
 
First, they lie. Then they come for people we don’t know. Then they call our friends illegal. Then 
they take away our bodily autonomy. Then they call us groomers and perverts, and they ban our 
books. When that isn’t enough, they keep our allies from voting. 
 
They tell us that they are trying to protect us. They call burdens necessary. They restrict when, how, 
and for how long we can vote. They turn suppression of our democracy into a goal. They argue that 
voting is a privilege, not a right.  
 
God where are you amid our troubles? You are in the migrant, the immigrant, and the refugee. You 
are in the person of color and the person whose ethnicity makes them not quite white. You dwell 
among the Muslim, the Jew, the Hindu, and the Buddhist. You are in words of magic to the old gods 
and the ancestors. You are alive among the Queer community, even before we know you made us 
Queer. You escort Trans people through their self-discovery and transition. You hold close adults 
and children seeking medical procedures outlawed by the government. You lift up those whose 
disability is called a barrier rather than the system which wasn’t built for them. You live among those 
experiencing homelessness and food insecurity. You support the allyship of Christians, white people, 
straight people, cis-gender people, and men. You implore the oppressor to let your people go.         
 
God of many names, the compassionate, the merciful, the loving. God who is so great that human 
language can neither contain nor encapsulate you; may our words be your words. May you 
strengthen our words and orient our rhetoric toward the arc of justice. May we speak prophetically 
and may we speak compassionately. And when our words are not your words, may those who hear 
us know the difference. We ask this because we trust in you and we trust in each other. Amen. 


