
There is so much lost in this world, O Lord, 
 so much that aches and groans and shivers 
 for want of redemption, so much that 
 seems dislocated, upended, desecrated, 
 unhinged—even in our own hearts. 
 Even in our own hearts 
 we bear the mark of all that is broken. 
 What is best in this world has been bashed 
 and battered and trodden down. 
 What was meant to be the substance has 
 become the brittle shell, haunted by the 
 ghosts of a glory so long crumbled that only 
 its rubble is remembered now. 
 God, our hearts are broken. 
 We have been listening closely to the experiences 
 offered to us by the people we have met along 
 what should have been the way of love... 
 And we have come to recognize 
 that much has been lost 
 by the pain inflicted on our LGBTQIA+ family. 
 We pause now to hold space for our shared brokenness, 
 that which we have experienced 
 and that which we have caused, 
 naming all that we feel: 
 Disappointment, fear, disbelief, rejection, shock, exhaustion, betrayal . . . Meet us here in the silence. 
I am here. God is too. We are not alone. 
  We acknowledge and recognize 
 those in this space with us, 
 both in person and virtually, 
 and remember together: 
  For those of us who identify as LGBTQIA+, 
 and for those who do not but who love them dearly, 
 we grieve publicly and corporately our failures and losses. 
 We weep for the prayers, presence, gifts, 
 service, and witness in them that 
 the institution of the church has so often 
 refused through the lived gospel of exclusion. 
 So many longed to be home, God. 
 But home did not want them. 
 
They longed for your family to be theirs. 
 But were turned away. 
 Restorer of all things, redeem 
 the damage we have done. 
 Restore, remake, rekindle, rebuild. 
 Heal, comfort, and repair. 
 Knit together that which we have rent, 
 both intentionally and due to lack of intention. 
 Where some would prioritize belief over belonging, 
 rather than belief as belonging, 
 remind us that we already belong 
 and that nothing can separate us 
 from your love and calling. 



 Where some would prioritize obedience over neighbor-love, 
 rather than obedience as neighbor-love, 
 remind us of the Rabbi who left the 99 to find the one. 
 Where some would prioritize truth over grace, 
 rather than truth as grace, 
 remind us again about how free it all is, 
 about unconditional love, 
 and the liberation of relinquished judgement. 
 Where some would interpret love as behavior management, 
 rather than love as welcome, 
 Remind us again that Jesus was rejected unto death. 
 And still, he rose. 
 Our siblings looked for home, God. But did not find it. 
 They longed to be home, God. But home did not want them. 
 We who are your children feel 
 this empty space where home should have welcomed, 
 and we pine for that glory, 
 and 
we pine for all the wasted stories in our world, 
 and we pine for these present wounds. 
 We pine for our children and for their children too, 
 knowing each will likely prove how this universal pain 
 is also personal. 
 But our true home is bigger than this home. 
 It is both here and on its way. 
 When we are quiet, when we are still, 
 we can hear the call of it on the wind, 
 in the song of the birds, in the pure laughter of a child, 
 who took no inventory of actions or intentions 
 before including all who would laugh with them. 
 So tell us again, Way-Maker, 
 
Who is the Creator of all? 
 Who knitted us, our bodies, our vastly deep souls, 
 our complex and diverse sexualities, 
 our hunger for beauty and connection 
 “and restoration within our mothers’ wombs? 
 Who called the slaves as chosen, 
 And made a home among the oppressed? 
 Who parted seas that threatened an ending 
 And brought down walls that blocked a path? 
 The Lord our God is his name. 
 And tell us again, Change-Maker, 
 Who elevated the weak to the strong? 
 The tradesmen to disciples? 
 The prostitute to anointer? 
 The sinner to saint? 
 Who condemned anyone who would try and 
 throw stones at the one whose story was needed? 
 Who said that the downcast, the mourning, 
 and the meek would inherit the earth and the kingdom? 
 Who said that the merciful would receive mercy 
 and the peacemakers would be God’s children? 



 Who had enemies and loved them? 
 Who had enemies and died for them? 
 Who took on the sins of the world so that 
 we might release our need to be the Judge? 
 Who is alive again today? 
 Jesus, the Son of God, is his name. 
 And tell us again, Home-Maker, 
 Who hovered over the waters, turning chaos into order? 
 Who filled the tabernacle and tore the veil 
 and danced in tongues of fire on the Church? 
 Who leads us into the Word of God 
 and leads the Word of God into us? 
 Who is our dynamic, ever-present counselor and friend? 
 Who is teaching us still? 
 Leading us still? 
 Changing us still? 
 Meeting us still? 
 Calling us, still, to be a body that can listen 
 to where God is moving today? 
 The Holy Spirit is his name. 
So Way-Maker, Change-Maker, Home-maker, 
  Meet us in our brokenness. 
 Lead us to the way of love. 
 Change us from who we have been into who you created us to be. 
 Call us out of the comfortable. 
 
Help us. 
 Help us give space to the unsure and mercy 
 to those with whom we disagree. 
 Help us to remember that we are always at once 
 the Good Samaritan, the robber, and the wounded. 
 Help us be honest and graceful, filled with righteous anger and supernatural warmth 
 Help us to hold fast to the image of God within us, in our community, and in those who fear our community to 
 be unfaithful. 
 Help us have joy over what is ahead, 
 though we see only in part. 
 Help us have ears to hear and eyes to see 
 and courage to navigate the way of love 
 that you have set before us faithfully. 
 And since you have gone before us, 
 Help us be love to each other, as Christ was love for us. 
 We long to be home God, but home is still calling us. 
 We march on, together, until we all are there. 
 Father God, help us keep listening today. Help us to know just how important this work is. Give us ears to hear 
 and hearts to respond to all you are telling us. As we learn how holiness heals when we navigate the way of 
 love holding the tension of the already but not yet, give us grace for ourselves and for those around us. Be 
 here in our midst. 
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