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In Memoriam

Hays Jenkins, Jr.
Brother- in- law of K. A. Ellis

June 14, 1949–January 23, 2021
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May 29, 1991–January 11, 2021
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Myrna S. Proper
Mother of Marlena Graves
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November 13, 1957–November 6, 2020

This book was written during the COVID-19 pandemic. Some of our 
loved ones listed here lost their lives to it, along with millions around 
the world. We honor our deceased while lifting up the millions whose 
names may be unknown to us but are certainly known by God. We 
pray for all people as grief continues to move its way through our 
communities.
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FOREWORD

From first contact to the current racial climate in the United States, 
Women of Color have been victims of suppression and oppression. 
As a result, we have been long-suffering. Through the generations, 
our existence has been the source of disdain. Our bodies and our 
minds have suffered through the centuries, but despite generational 
suffering, we have held on to hope and belief that we are more than 
our oppressors’ opinion of us. That belief, that faith and hope in 
God, has filled the following pages of stories, exegeses, essays, po-
etry, and liturgies. 

You are about to be blessed by the faithfulness of Christian women, 
even when God’s timing of true equity does not necessarily mirror 
our own. In these reflections from Women of Color, we are reminded 
that our current and historical cultural traditions and family legacies 
reject the mindset of our oppressors. Individually and collectively as 
diverse people groups, we are created by God exactly as we are, and 
we refuse to accept less.

Natasha Sistrunk Robinson has brought a collection to the fore-
front that shows the beauty and depth of Women of Color voices 
and shared experiences. This book takes us on a journey of pain and 
loss, admiration and respect, inspiration and hope. In the following 
pages we receive an in-depth view of Psalm 37, as the lived experi-
ences and beautiful testimonies of our matriarchs and ancestors are 
brought to life through the historical reflections. 
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Foreword

Many reflections in Voices of Lament immediately resonated with 
me. Some of these stories are familiar because they are a part of my 
story and shared history. Others of them are new, bringing knowledge 
and insight for the important work of bridge-building, for which I 
have committed my life. This is what makes Voices of Lament a classic 
work that is so important for all of us—in it, we see ourselves, and we 
also have the opportunity to become students of our sisters. 

This book is an anthem of the power of Indigenous, Black, Asian, 
and Latina women, and indeed Women of Color across the world. It 
is a gift to each of us and a reminder that we are still here standing, 
fighting for justice, speaking the truth, and purposing to hope for 
such a time as this. Our strength and resolve have been initiated by 
God, inspired by our ancestors, and supported by the women who 
continue to influence us.

This book is for anyone who is broken, longing for justice, and 
trusting that “Jesus is a rock in a weary land.”1 These insights invite 
you to feast, fellowship, listen, and learn at the table of the marginal-
ized. Read the powerful words of these women of faith and witness 
how God leads and uplifts the blameless, no matter how the systemic 
structures seek to weigh us down. Our cries of lament are also cries 
of strength and resolve as we continue on the journey of justice. For 
you to pursue justice, you must first have eyes to see, ears to hear, 
and a heart to understand injustice.

This is the work of building bridges: when we come together, will-
ing to learn from one another, we begin to understand how we are 
interconnected and why we need one another. In this work, we gain 
strength and unity by embracing our individual and collective sto-
ries. That’s the deepest gift that this book offers; may we embrace it. 

To the Women of Color, I love us. Let us rejoice that Voices of 
Lament shows our love for us. 

Latasha Morrison, founder of Be the Bridge  
and author of Be the Bridge
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INTRODUCTION

Answering the Call to Lead in the Dark

The world was on fire again, not only because a global pandemic 
was taking thousands of lives each day but also because there was 
another incident of racialized violence on a Black body in the United 
States of America. This time it was the knee of a police officer on 
George Floyd’s neck for nine minutes and twenty- nine seconds. Mr. 
Floyd called out to his deceased Black mother before his body lay 
dead in the street.

There was a video that I did not initially watch, because even 
without it, this incident reinforced generational racialized trauma. 
I know the wilderness of this fight for racial justice all too well. But 
this time was different. This time a Black man was dead, and all over 
the world, cries and protests rang out in the streets.

Women of Color know about crying over our dead and making 
public protests. We do not turn away when our loved ones die pre-
maturely or are murdered and crucified unjustly by the state. We 
are Rizpah (2 Sam. 21:1–14), who stood watch when several of her 
family members were murdered by the king, and Naomi, who lost 
her husband and her two sons (Ruth 1:3–5). We are Jochebed, Miriam, 
Shiprah, and Puah, who cried out and worked tirelessly to preserve 
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Introduction

the lives of their brown baby boys, who were violently under attack 
by the empire (Exod. 1–2:11). We are Mary looking up at the cross, 
and Martha, who was the first sister to cry out to Jesus, “If you had 
been here, my brother would not have died” (John 11:21). Whether 
we are heard or not, Women of Color have learned how to cry out 
to God in our darkest moments.

The year 2020 brought COVID-19, and I was in yet another wilder-
ness. I thought, God is trying to get our attention. I was reading through 
the book of Jeremiah and the book of Psalms. The focus of Jeremiah is 
to present God’s judgment to God’s people because of their covenant 
infidelity and worldwide sin. It is a historical reflection of Israel’s ex-
perience. It expresses God’s faithfulness and their shared hope for the 
future. In the good biblical practice of corporate confession and Lam-
entations, I read and repented my way through the book of Jeremiah. 
When I came across Jeremiah chapter 9, the truth of the words from 
the “weeping prophet” and a call to leadership kept tugging at my heart.

Where Are the Women Leaders?

In verses 17–18, Jeremiah shares the Lord’s command:

Consider now! Call for the wailing women to come;
 send for the most skillful of them.
Let them come quickly
 and wail over us
till our eyes overflow with tears
 and water streams from our eyelids.

These wailing women were most likely professional mourners. 
Notice, however, that God and Jeremiah are not calling the women 
emotional or insignificant. The women are not silent. They are not 
nice to have around. No, they call the women “skilled” because the 
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women had learned and practiced the spiritual discipline of mourn-
ing. They are called upon to lead the community in wailing because 
they had been there before! They know exactly what to do when 
death and destruction are all around.

I believe that God’s women must rise quickly now to lead us and 
show us all how to respond to this present darkness.

Jeremiah continues speaking directly to the women in verses 20–21:

Now, you women, hear the word of the Lord;
 open your ears to the words of his mouth.
Teach your daughters how to wail;
 teach one another a lament.
Death has climbed in through our windows
 and has entered our fortresses;
it has removed the children from the streets
 and the young men from the public squares.

The first call to the women is to listen to God. Then they are called 
to teach their daughters and their generation while they are in their suf-
fering so they don’t forget God’s faithfulness. The women must teach 
their community about how God showed up to meet them in the dark.

I know what it feels like when the thief of death uninvitedly climbs 
in through my window. I am a Black woman who is the daughter 
of a Black man, the wife of a Black man, the sister to my mother’s 
Black son. From poor education to mass incarceration, Black women 
know what it is like for our men to be taken out of the public square. 
When a Black man is shot in the streets, I don’t care who pulled the 
trigger— that is cause for our wailing.

As a collective, Women of Color know that we are vulnerable, and 
the people whom we love are vulnerable too. We know that there is 
no fortress, no police, no policy, no president, no government that 
fights for us. God is our Strong Tower!
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Introduction

Women of Color know about our children being taken out on 
the streets. So, whether we wanted to or not, we have taught our 
daughters how to wail. Picture now: the unarmed thirty- two- year- 
old Black man Philando Castile, sitting in the driver’s seat of his 
car after being pulled over by the police for a busted taillight. Next 
to him in the passenger’s seat is his Black girlfriend, Diamond 
Reynolds, recording the aftermath of the incident on her phone 
via Facebook livestream because they are Black, and she knows 
that there is no fortress for any of them. The phone is her effort to 
show the lack of security and safety that she feels. In the back seat 
is their four- year- old daughter, who watched calmly as the cops 
shot her father multiple times at point- blank range in cold blood. 
After the murder, it is the Black girl—a little child— who comforts 
her mother, “It’s okay, I’m right here with you.”1 While in the police 
car, she continues her plea, “Mom, please stop saying cusses and 
screaming because I don’t want you to get shooted.” And then this 
baby says to her Black mother, “I can keep you safe.” Through her 
tears she cries out, “I wish this town was safer. I don’t want it to be 
like this anymore.”2

Whenever our men are taken out of the public square, Women of 
Color are the ones left behind to uphold our reputations and guard 
our legacies, to speak against the slander, to care for our children 
and grieving mothers, to figure out how bills will get paid and how 
we are all going to eat. We are the ones who lead our families and 
communities, showing them how to pick up the bloody pieces be-
cause we have been through this suffering before.

Sisters, we must encourage ourselves and each other now to un-
learn the ways of the white colonizer. Our wounds are serious. May 
we never call for peace, when there is none (Jer. 6:14)! May we learn 
how to lead ourselves better and set an example for our daughters 
and communities about the redemptive ways of self- love, self- care, 
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rest, and rejoicing in the mourning as we unapologetically pursue 
healing for ourselves and our communities.

As many people are being awakened to the systemic injustice of 
racism for the first time, the church can lead them toward righteous 
acts and a biblical understanding of justice that would first require hu-
mility and a willingness to sit at the feet of and learn from the women 
who know the ways of journeying through the dark. We have the pulse 
of our children and our collective communities. We have learned how 
to persevere through our righteous anger and lots of tears, while being 
ignored, abused, and silenced. We know that our children are angry 
and the temptation to hate is boiling over the rim so that all they want 
to do is yell, protest, or do anything but remain silent.

At one point during this global pandemic, I heard Pastor Charlie 
Dates share his concern that “we have raised up a generation that 
knows how to protest but doesn’t know how to pray.”3 That doesn’t 
reflect the Women of Color authors who are featured in this book. 
We are people of strong faith. We are also a praying and lamenting 
community of leaders. In the face of darkness, we stand with assur-
ance, saying, “Because the Sovereign Lord helps [us], [we] will not 
be disgraced. Therefore [we] have set [our faces] like flint, and [we] 
know [that we] will not be put to shame” (Isa. 50:7). As leaders, we 
cry out to the only one that we know can help us. I am hopeful that 
the collective church in the United States will rise from the ashes 
and become the leaders that our country and our world desperately 
need at such a dark and difficult moment in history. And we need 
the leadership of Women of Color to do so.

The Call, the Culture, and the Church

I grieve this toxic environment of performance allyship and a weight-
less solidarity that social media has allowed our culture to create. 
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Introduction

The urgent, knee- jerk response is always in the moment to appear 
relevant, “woke,” or socially conscious. Real leadership and social 
change take long- term commitments, strategy, and planning, and 
the investments of resources and time. I’m looking for all people 
of goodwill to make a long- term commitment to justice, love, and 
truth- telling.

I’m looking for white people to shed their tears at home, then 
publicly confront the systems of oppression with their own families 
and personal and professional networks, and then put their money 
where their mouth is concerning this justice work. I’m looking for 
them to take ownership of and responsibility for the social, political 
(because it is always political), and historical problems that their 
people have created so that Black, Indigenous, People of Color 
(BIPOC) can have time and space to grieve when our lives, live-
lihoods, families, churches, and communities are in danger. This 
book is a response to “why” we all need to make this commitment 
to leadership.

In my prayers to the Lord during this season, it dawned on me 
that the church in the United States appears irrelevant to some and 
is not leading in this moment because she generally doesn’t know 
what to do. By and large, Christian denominational, parachurch, 
seminary, missionary, and nonprofit leadership in the American 
church— like every other system and sphere of cultural influence in 
America— is dominated by men, most of them white. And just like in 
Jesus’s day, although women have been faithful companions on this 
journey— supporting the work of ministry with our lives, resources, 
wisdom, and hospitality— generally we are not sitting at the tables 
and we are not the last ones in the rooms when critical decisions 
are being made that impact our lives, churches, communities, and 
families. Yet, we are often the ones who stand watch in the darkness, 
and who rise early to care for the living and the dead. Generally, we 
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do not abandon our Savior when we do not understand or when 
things do not go our way. We are the faithful servants. Let us not 
forget that it was the women who did not scatter but followed Jesus 
into the darkness of the cross and the cave until the very end (Mark 
15:40–41; Luke 23:55, 24:1–11, 24:22–24; John 19:25–27, 20:10–18). In-
deed, Mary of Bethany was the only disciple to welcome the darkness 
of the cross. Being faithful to the suffering in the dark is what forever 
attached her name to the gospel of Jesus Christ!4

Therefore, let us learn from the leadership of Women of Color 
as we answer God’s call to follow him and listen to his instructions. 
Women of Color can lead the dirges and the ditties, the songs of 
justice and lament. We can lead our communities in cultivating the 
spiritual disciplines, as they protest and fight for justice. We can 
educate and teach our children and the coming generations. We 
can tell them about the goodness of the Lord in the dark. Our God 
has not forsaken us; he is our Strong Tower indeed!

About This Book

This book is a collaboration from Women of Color who have an-
swered the call to leadership. Through our reflections on Psalm 37, 
we speak of Yahweh’s faithfulness to respond to the righteous and 
the wicked. We are not simply sharing how God has met us individu-
ally in the darkness; we are also revealing God’s faithfulness to our 
communities across time and throughout generations.

Psalm 37 is an acrostic poem— following the twenty- two letters of 
the Hebrew alphabet— that traces the themes of justice and lament. 
It is organized into seven strophes. “A strophe is to poetry what a 
paragraph is to prose. . . . [It is] a group of related lines . . . that focus 
on a common theme; or one idea that holds the verses in the strophe 
together.”5 In this book, each strophe is introduced with a poem or 
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Introduction

liturgy written by a Woman of Color that captures the theme of 
the strophe. The essays and prayers are presented as outlined by 
the Hebrew alphabet. Modeling the Psalms and the Wisdom books, 
these essays invite us to hear the cries of the oppressed, and grow in 
our empathy and human understanding, while drawing us all into 
deeper intimacy with God.

In the historical profiles at the end of each essay, contributors 
share the faithfulness of image bearers— some are Christian and 
some are not— who have embodied the verses’ theme and have 
modeled this way of leadership. I invite you to sit at the feet and 
learn from the testimonies of these Women of Color, the elders and 
ancestors who have gone before us. My prayer is that these stories 
of brokenness shared in truth about our horrors, laments, and re-
silience will offer you the light of hope and love in the darkest of 
times. I also pray that you, too, will stand for justice and will teach 
your communities, your children, and the coming generations to 
answer this call to leadership.
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PSALM 37

A Psalm of David

Do not fret because of those who are evil
 or be envious of those who do wrong;
for like the grass they will soon wither,
 like green plants they will soon die away.
Trust in the Lord and do good;
 dwell in the land and enjoy safe pasture.
Take delight in the Lord,
 and he will give you the desires of your heart.
Commit your way to the Lord;
 trust in him and he will do this:
He will make your righteous reward shine like the dawn,
 your vindication like the noonday sun.
Be still before the Lord
 and wait patiently for him;
do not fret when people succeed in their ways,
 when they carry out their wicked schemes.
Refrain from anger and turn from wrath;
 do not fret— it leads only to evil.
For those who are evil will be destroyed,
 but those who hope in the Lord will inherit the land.
A little while, and the wicked will be no more;
 though you look for them, they will not be found.
But the meek will inherit the land
 and enjoy peace and prosperity.
The wicked plot against the righteous
 and gnash their teeth at them;

_Robinson_VoicesofLament_KK_jck.indd   23_Robinson_VoicesofLament_KK_jck.indd   23 4/21/22   8:45 AM4/21/22   8:45 AM

Natasha Sistrunk Robinson, Voices of Lament 
Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2022. Used by permission.



24

but the Lord laughs at the wicked,
 for he knows their day is coming.
The wicked draw the sword
 and bend the bow
to bring down the poor and needy,
 to slay those whose ways are upright.
But their swords will pierce their own hearts,
 and their bows will be broken.
Better the little that the righteous have
 than the wealth of many wicked;
for the power of the wicked will be broken,
 but the Lord upholds the righteous.
The blameless spend their days under the Lord’s care,
 and their inheritance will endure forever.
In times of disaster they will not wither;
 in days of famine they will enjoy plenty.
But the wicked will perish:
 Though the Lord’s enemies are like the flowers of the field,
 they will be consumed, they will go up in smoke.
The wicked borrow and do not repay,
 but the righteous give generously;
those the Lord blesses will inherit the land,
 but those he curses will be destroyed.
The Lord makes firm the steps
 of the one who delights in him;
though he may stumble, he will not fall,
 for the Lord upholds him with his hand.
I was young and now I am old,
 yet I have never seen the righteous forsaken
 or their children begging bread.
They are always generous and lend freely;
 their children will be a blessing.
Turn from evil and do good;
 then you will dwell in the land forever.
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For the Lord loves the just
 and will not forsake his faithful ones.
Wrongdoers will be completely destroyed;
 the offspring of the wicked will perish.
The righteous will inherit the land
 and dwell in it forever.
The mouths of the righteous utter wisdom,
 and their tongues speak what is just.
The law of their God is in their hearts;
 their feet do not slip.
The wicked lie in wait for the righteous,
 intent on putting them to death;
but the Lord will not leave them in the power of the wicked
 or let them be condemned when brought to trial.
Hope in the Lord
 and keep his way.
He will exalt you to inherit the land;
 when the wicked are destroyed, you will see it.
I have seen a wicked and ruthless man
 flourishing like a luxuriant native tree,
but he soon passed away and was no more;
 though I looked for him, he could not be found.
Consider the blameless, observe the upright;
 a future awaits those who seek peace.
But all sinners will be destroyed;
 there will be no future for the wicked.
The salvation of the righteous comes from the Lord;
 he is their stronghold in time of trouble.
The Lord helps them and delivers them;
 he delivers them from the wicked and saves them,
 because they take refuge in him.
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PSALM 37

ד׀ לְדָוִ֨
ה׃ י עַוְלָֽ א בְּעשֵֹׂ֥ קַנֵּ֗ ים אַל־תְ֝ ר בַּמְּרֵעִ֑ אַל־תִתְחַ֥

שֶׁא יִבּולֽוּן׃ ֗ לוּ וּכְיֶ֥֥רֶק דֶ֝ ה יִמָּ֑ חָצִיר מְהֵרָ֣ י כֶ֭ כִּ֣

ה׃ ה אֱמוּנָֽ רֶץ וּרְעֵ֥ יהוָה וַעֲשֵׂה־טֹ֑וב שְׁכָן־אֶ֝֗ ֽ ח בַּ֭ בְּטַֹ֣
ךָ׃ ךָ֗ מִשְׁאֲלֹ֥ת לִבֶּֽ תֶן־לְ֝ ל־יְהוָ֑ה וְיִֽ ג עַַ נַּ֥ וְהִתְעַַ

ה׃ יו וְה֣וּא יַעֲשֶֽׂ לָ֗ ח עָ֝ ךָ וּבְטַֹ֥ ל־יְהוָ֣ה דַרְכֶּ֑ ול עַַ גֹּ֣
יִם׃ צָּהֳרָֽ ךָ כַּֽ ךָ וּ֝מִשְׁפָּטֶֹ֗ יא כָא֣ור צִדְְקֶ֑ וְהוצִ֣

ל ל֥ו ום׀ לַיהוָה֮ וְהִתְח֪ולֵ֫ דֹ֤
ה מְזִמּֽות׃ ישׁ עשֶֹׂ֥ אִ֗ יחַ דַרְכּ֑ו בְּ֝ תְחַר בְּמַצְלִ֣ אַל־תִ֭

׃ עַַ ר אַךְ־לְהָרֵֽ תְחַ֗ ה אַל־תִ֝ ב חֵמָ֑ אַף וַעֲזֹ֣ רֶף מֵ֭ הֶ֣
רֶץ׃ ירְשׁוּ־אָֽ מָּה יִֽ ה הֵ֣ הוָ֗ י יְ֝ רֵעִים יִכָּרֵת֑וּן וְק וֵֹ֥ י־מְ֭ כִּֽ

נּוּ׃ ל־מְקומ֣ו וְאֵינֶֽ נְתָ עַַ ע וְהִתְבּונַ֖ ין רָשָׁ֑ טֹ וְאֵ֣ עַַ וְע֣וד מְ֭
ב שָׁלֽום׃ ל־רֹ֥ נְּג֗וּ עַַ הִתְעַַ רֶץ וְ֝ ירְשׁוּ־אָ֑ ים יִֽ וַעֲנָוִ֥

יו׃ יו שִׁנָּֽ לָ֣ ק עׇָ יק וְחֹרֵ֖ שָׁע לַצַּדִ֑ ם רׇ֭ זמֵֹ֣
א יומֽו׃ ֹ֥ י־יָב ה כִּֽ אָ֗ י־רָ֝ אֲדנָֹ֥י יִשְׂחַק־ל֑ו כִּֽ

רֶךְ׃ טְֹב֗וחַ יִשְׁרֵי־דָֽ הַפִּיל עָנִ֣י וְאֶבְי֑ון לִ֝ ם לְ֭ שְׁתָ֥ תְח֣וּ רְשָׁעִים֮ וְדָרְכ֪וּ קַ֫ רֶב׀ פָּֽ חֶ֤
רְנָה׃ ם תִשָּׁבַֽ קַשְּׁתותָ֗ ם וְ֝ רְבָּם תָב֣וא בְלִבָּ֑ חַ֭
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ים׃ ים רַבִּֽ הֲמ֗ון רְשָׁעִ֥ יק מֵ֝ עַטֹ לַצַּדִ֑ טֹוֹב־מְ֭
ה׃ ים יְהוָֽ ךְ צַדִיְקִ֣ רְנָה וְסֹומֵ֖ שָׁעִים תִשָּׁבַ֑ י זְרוֹ֣�ות רְ֖ כִּ֤

ם תִהְיֶֽה׃ ם לְעולָ֥ נַחֲלָתָ֗ ם וְ֝ י תְמִימִ֑ עַַ יְ֭הוָה יְמֵ֣ יוֹדֵ֣
עוּ׃ י רְעָב֣ון יִשְׂבָּֽ ה וּבִימֵ֖ ת רָָֹ�֑ בשֹׁוּ בְֵֹּ�֣ א־יֵ֭ ֹֽ ל

י יְ֭הוָה דוּ וְאיְֹבֵ֣ ים׀ יאֹבֵ֗ י רְשָׁעִ֙ כִּ֤
לוּ׃ ן כָּֽ ים כָּל֖וּ בֶׇֹ�שָׁ֣ ר כָּרִ֑ כִּיְקַ֣

ן׃ ֥ן וְנותֵֽ יק חונֵ֥ צַדִ֗ א יְשַׁלֵּ֑ם וְ֝ ֹ֣ שָׁע וְל לוֶֹ֣ה רָ֭
תוּ׃ יו יִכָּרֵֽ רֶץ וּ֝מְקֻלָּלָ֗ ברָֹכָיו יִ֣ירְשׁוּ אָ֑ י מְ֭ כִּ֣

ץ׃ נוּ וְדַרְכּ֥ו יֶחְפָּֽ בֶר כּונָ֗ צְעֲדֵי־גֶ֥ יְהוָה מִֽ מֵ֭
ךְ יָדֽו׃ ה סֹומֵ֥ הוָ֗ י־יְ֝ ל כִּֽ א־יוּטָֹ֑ ֹֽ ל ל י־יִפֹּ֥ כִּֽ

חֶם׃ זַרְע֗ו מְבַקֶּשׁ־לָֽ יק נֶעֱזָ֑ב וְ֝ אִיתִי צַדִ֣ לאֹ־רָ֭ נְתִי וְֽ קַ֥ יתִי גַּם־זָ֫ נַ֤עַר׀ הָיִ֗
ה׃ זַרְע֗ו לִבְרָכָֽ יֹּום חונֵ֣֥ן וּמַלְוֶ֑ה וְ֝ כָּל־הַ֭

ם׃ ן לְעולָֽ שֵׂה־טֹ֗וב וּשְׁכֹ֥ רָע וַעֲֲ סֹ֣וּר מֵ֭
סִֹידָיו ֲ ב אֶת־חֲ֭ זֹ֣ טֹ וְלאֹ־יַעֲֲ ב מִשְׁפָּ֗ הֵ֤ ה׀ אֹ֘ י יְהוָ֨ כִּ֤

ת׃ ים נִכְרָֽ רוּ וְזֶ֖֥רַע רְשָׁעִ֣ לְעוֹלָ֣ם נִשְׁמָ֑
יהָ׃ לֶֽ ד עָָ רֶץ וְיִשְׁכְּנ֖וּ לָעַ֣ ירְשׁוּ־אָ֑ ים יִֽ צַדִיְקִ֥

טֹ׃ ר מִשְׁפָּֽ ה וּ֝לְשׁונ֗ו תְדַבֵּ֥ דִיק יֶהְגֶּ֣ה חָכְמָ֑ י־צַ֭ פִּֽ
יו׃ ד אֲשֻׁרָֽ א תִמְעַ֣ ֹ֖ יו בְּלִבּ֑ו ל ת אֱלֹהָ֣ תורַ֣

שׁ לַהֲמִיתו׃ יק וּ֝מְבַקֵּ֗ שָׁע לַצַּדִ֑ ה רָ֭ צוֹפֶ֣
נּוּ בְּהִשָּׁפְטֹֽו׃ רְשִׁיעֶׁ א יַ֝ ֹ֥ נּוּ בְיָד֑ו וְל יְ֭הוָה לאֹ־יַעַזְבֶ֣

ר דַרְכּ֗ו ה׀ וּשְׁמֹ֬ קַוֵּ֤ה אֶל־יְהוָ֨
ה׃ ים תִרְאֶֽ ת רְשָׁעַ֣ רֶץ בְּהִכָּרֵ֖ שֶׁת אָ֑ ירומִמְךָ לָרֶ֣ וִֽ֭
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֥ן׃ ח רַעֲנָֽ ה כְּאֶזְרָ֥ יץ וּ֝מִתְעָרֶ֗ ע עָרִ֑ אִיתִי רָשָׁ֣ רׇ֭
א׃ א נִמְצָֽ ֹ֣ הוּ וְל אֲבַקְשֵׁ֗ ֽ עֲברֹ וְהִנֵּ֣ה אֵינֶ֑נּוּ וָ֝ יַֹּֽ וַ֭

ישׁ שָׁלֽום׃ ית לְאִ֣ י־אַחֲרִ֖ ר כִּֽ ה יָשָׁ֑ ם וּרְאֵ֣ שְׁמָר־תָ֭
תָה׃ ים נִכְרָֽ ית רְשָׁעִ֣ ו אַחֲרִ֖ פֹשְׁעִים נִשְׁמְד֣וּ יַחְדָ֑ וֽֽ֭

ה׃ ת צָרָֽ ם בְּעֵ֣ עוּזָּ֗ ֽ דִיקִים מֵיְהוָ֑ה מָ֝ ת צַ֭ וּתְשׁוּעַ֣
סֹוּ בֽו׃ ם כִּי־חָ֥ רְשָׁעִים וְיושִׁיעֵ֑ ם מֵ֭ ם יְפַלְּטֵֹ֣ לְּטֵֹ֥ ֥יְפַ֫ ה וַֽ ם יְהוָ֗ ֥יַֹּעְזְרֵ֥ וַֽ
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STROPHE 1
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ONE

My Utmost Delight

A Poem by Ifueko Fex Ogbomo, Nigerian Poet

Sunrise to sunset, I pursue
Things

Necessities, naturally
For what’s a belly without food?

A body without clothing?
I say, a life with no means

Is like beauty with no beholders.
And there’s no making a difference

Without first making a living.
But why settle for bare necessities
If one can afford a few luxuries?

Should I strive to amass blame not greed?
But my close acquaintance with dire need

To escape the clutches of indigence
I latched on for dear life to diligence

A day without doing—
Perish the thought!

I discipline myself for I’m certain
If I run hard enough, I’ll catch it:

The big break
The proverbial pot of gold

After which even with my feet up
Nothing is ever again out of arm’s reach.

I seek prosperity
So I rise, morning after morning
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Like a racing rodent with a cheesy crumb in sight
Chasing, my greatest pursuit.

Day and night, I ponder
Thoughts.

Woven from a variety of words
Reprimands parents whispered in my girlish ears

Resounding louder and louder over the years
Comments uttered by supposedly jesting peers
Cutting like double blades of sharpened shears

Sentences stated by revered voices
Sealing my fate as forever inferior

Slurs the sun- shy spit out in a moment
Staining my sun- kissed kind for all time
How is it these are the words that fill me

When they are not the words that formed me?
They’re so certain, so conclusive
I forget from where they come:

Mouths that bless one minute and curse the next
That speak not what they mean or mean what they speak.

I forget these are not the words that will remain
When the heavens and the earth pass away,

Only those spoken by mouths that predate time
Printed on white pages in black or red text

Timeless truths that echo in the silence of still souls
But get lost in the traffic of troubled thoughts.

I seek identity
Yet I dwell, again and again

Upon fading words and fleeting thoughts
Denying, my truest reality.
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Dawn ’til dusk, I desire
Fairness.

Is it really too much to ask
That karma always acts publicly

And reaping follow sowing instantly?
Shouldn’t grace weigh more than gold
And doing right more than doing well?

Children shouldn’t pay for their parents’ choices
Status shouldn’t dictate the validity of voices

Why can’t judgment be based on the hue of hearts
Instead of the shade of skin or the texture of tresses?

If rewards equally matched the colors of deeds
Surely wrongdoers would never outlive weeds!
Would that no matter how badly things begin

Working out for my good is how it all ends
Alas bribe takers grow wealthy

Tale bearers grow famous
Profanity is lauded
Chastity is mocked

Injustice prances arrogantly
Unrighteousness dances brazenly

And the ears that decide never hear my own side
For their eyes have already condemned my dark hide.

I seek vindication
While I swing, back and forth

Like a pitiful pendulum, between anger and envy
Craving, my deepest desire.

Asleep and awake, I dream
Freedom.

What’s it like to be utterly free?
A life without limitations

_Robinson_VoicesofLament_KK_jck.indd   32_Robinson_VoicesofLament_KK_jck.indd   32 4/21/22   8:45 AM4/21/22   8:45 AM

Natasha Sistrunk Robinson, Voices of Lament 
Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2022. Used by permission.



My Utmost Delight

33

A mind without worries
Someone else bearing all my burdens

So I could happily live carefree
That someone would have to be special

Powerful. Truthful. Faithful.
Even if I found a friend so incredible

Ultimately, none is infallible.
Am I so blinded by mortality

I can no longer see the immortal?
God can neither lie nor fail

Why then is it so hard to trust Him?
Do I crave activity when He chooses stillness?

Seek His speaking but spurn His silence?
Perhaps I trust His power but doubt His timing

Didn’t He leave His chosen people enslaved 400 years
And let His beloved son endure a bloody death?
Will He come to my rescue before it’s too late

Or let me remain the ugly girl at the beautiful gate?
Alas divinity can’t be weighed on humanity’s scales

Hence my underestimation of His perfect love
Unrelenting. Unconditional. Utterly undeserved.
A love anyone would term “too good to be true.”
Am I childlike enough to believe the incredible?

Certainly freedom cannot be found without trust.
Strong. Steadfast. Stoic.

The kind that allows a willing fall
Without net or parachute

Falling into Love
I seek liberation

But I struggle, day after day
Beneath back- breaking burdens of fears and cares

Dreaming, my wildest fantasy.
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Moment to moment, I exist
Chasing. Denying. Craving. Dreaming.

Days grow into months
Years stretch into decades

And one question plagues me:
How am I no closer to reaching it?
My mirror tells me I grow wrinkly

My soul tells me I grow weary
Looking back it seems a wanton waste

To have pursued that which is freely given
To the birds and lilies for simply being

After what feels like a lifetime of failing
I have ended up where I should’ve begun:

Seeking Your face
Listening for Your voice

Meditating on Your word
Basking in Your presence

Here, in Your arms, love is unveiled
The resplendence of my righteousness, revealed:

Sure as a new dawn
Strong as the noon sun.

Here, with eyes closed, I finally see
A truth You lovingly concealed for me:

To fulfill my deepest desire I forsake my greatest pursuit
Delighting in You above all else

Liberated by Your love that embraces me just for being.
My wildest fantasy is now my truest reality

I seek no thing.
So I live

Sunrise to sunset
Day and night
Dawn ’til dusk

Asleep and awake
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Soaring on wings of gratitude and ecstasy
Loving, my utmost delight.
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