
CALL TO WORSHIP1 

Children of God, 

It's time to take off your shoes, 

Step out of your comfort zone, and 

Wade with trust into the stream of God's mercy. 

Stand still for a moment, barefoot, on holy ground. 

Let the healing waters wash your feet. 

Take a deep breath as Love soaks into your soul. 

Be silent and listen for God's word to us today. 

 

He has showed you, O human, what is good; 

and what does the Lord require of you 

but to do justice, and to love kindness,  

and to walk humbly with your God? 

 

How shall we worship our God? 

We have heard what the Lord requires of us. 

Leave empty talk and pride behind. 

We must walk the walk. 

Prepare to step out in faith, even into troubled waters. 

Only God knows where we might need to go. 

Don't be afraid. 

Jesus will guide our steps along the way, 

Teaching us to walk humbly, 

To love boldly, 

To serve God with body, soul, mind, and strength. 

Let us pray for the humility and courage 

To follow where the Spirit leads. 

 

LITANY OF LAMENT AND CONFESSION2 

Let us not rush to the language of healing, before understanding the fullness of the injury and the 

depth of the wound. 

 

Let us not rush to offer a band-aid, when the gaping wound requires surgery and complete 

reconstruction. 

 

Let us listen for the deeper story, for the many stories, even if they are painful to hear. 

 

Let us believe one another when we talk about our pain, even if it is not a pain we know. 

 

Let us see that systems are broken, that relationships are broken. Let us be willing to be the 

healing we wish to see in the world. 

                                                           
1 Written by Mary Jo Bowman, Mount Solon, Virginia. 
2 Adapted by Chelsey Hillyer from a litany by Dr. Yolanda Pierce, Elmer G. Homrighausen Associate Professor of 

African American Religion and Literature and the Director of the Black Church Studies Department at Princeton 

Theological Seminary. 



 

Let us not rush past the loss of this mother’s child, this father’s child...someone’s beloved son. 

 

Let us not value property over people; let us not protect material objects while human lives hang 

in the balance. 

 

Let us not value a false peace over a righteous justice. 

 

Let us not be afraid to sit with the ugliness, the messiness, and the pain that is life in community 

together. 

 

Let us not offer clichés to the grieving, those whose hearts are being torn asunder. 

 

Instead… 

 

Let us mourn black and brown men and women, those killed extra-judicially every 28 hours. 

 

Let us lament the loss of life, whether at the hands of suicide bombers, officers of the law, those 

who break the law. 

 

Let us call for the mourning men and the wailing women, those willing to rend their garments of 

privilege and ease, and sit in the ashes of this nation’s original sin. 

 

Let us be silent when we don’t know what to say. 

 

Let us be humble and listen to the pain, rage, and grief pouring from the lips of our neighbors 

and friends. 

 

Let us decrease, so that our brothers and sisters who live on the underside of history may 

increase. 

 

Let us pray with our eyes open and our feet firmly planted on the ground. 

 

Let us listen to the shattering glass and let us smell the purifying fires, for it is the language of 

the unheard. 

 

God, in your mercy… 

Show me my own complicity in injustice. 

Convict me for my indifference. 

Forgive me when I have remained silent. 

Equip me with a zeal for righteousness. 

Never let me grow accustomed or acclimated to unrighteousness. 

 

In the name of Christ, you are forgiven. 

In the name of Christ, we are forgiven. Thanks be to God. 


