






Worship is where we learn 
about the nature of God



Worship is where we learn to 
make sense of our lives



Worship is where we learn how 
to respond to the world



Worship forms us theologically, but also 
forms us relationally & politically



What is liturgy?    

The word liturgy derived from the 
technical term in ancient Greek 
(Greek: λειτουργία), leitourgia, 

which literally means "work for 
the people" is a literal translation 
of the two words "litos ergos" or 

"public service".

In origin, it signified the often expensive offerings 
wealthy Greeks made in service to the people, and thus 
to the city and the state.

The chief sphere remained that of civic religion, 
embodied in festivals. However, groups of rich citizens 
were also assigned to pay for expenses such as civic 
amenities and even payment of warships. Eventually, 
under the Roman Empire, such obligations devolved 
into a competitive and ruinously expensive burden that 
was avoided when possible.

Technically speaking, liturgy forms a 
subset of ritual. The word liturgy, 
sometimes equated in English as 

"service", refers to a formal ritual 
enacted by those who understand 

themselves to be participating in an 
action with the Divine.





How does our theology of worship reflect so?



How might 
this line 
land on a 
dark-skinned 
person?



What embedded 
ideas about God are 

affirmed or disrupted 
by the liturgies of 

your worship?



Whose questions and 
doubts are reflected in 
our liturgies, songs, 
and prayers?

What lessons about 
pain, suffering, death, 

and loss are taught by 
our worship?



Who will feel seen, 
known, and 
unshackled by our 
liturgy?

Who is ignored by 
our liturgy?

Who is harmed by our 
liturgy?

What work does our 
liturgy imply?



By Artist & Poet Jaha Zainabu
Dear Isaac,

What if the story was never 
your father’s?

What if the lesson to the world 
was meant from your vantage?

How old were you?

At what moment did you know?

The story sings his faith and 
courage, but what about you?

Was there no wiggle? No 
struggle to escape?

When did you give in?

Who saw the ram first?

Who heard the voice?

What was it like the second 
after?

Tell me about that kind of faith.

Oh, it is a lovely song, Isaac!

How he had a son, was ready 
to sacrifice his only one…

But you were not, and could not 
have forgotten about Ishmael…

What about your brother?

It’s like that, you know.

Us women with children, we are 
forgotten and dispensable.

Isaac, you ever wonder ‘why 
you?’

Why your life was up for 
gamble?

What if he had not heard the 
voice?

Did he speak on the walk down 
Mariah?

What did he say?

Did you run tell your mother?

Your beautiful mother, who was 
barren for so many years?

Did you trust him after that?

How protected did you feel?

Did your mother sing to you that 
night? Rub your temples while you 
slept?

Did you flinch for years after every 
time he called you “Son”?

What did he tell you about his 
God to make you stay?

Please tell me Isaac.

What words did he say?

Or saw the ram?

What if he acted too 
soon?

Then what?

Then what about you?

Don’t mind me brother. I 
was always inquisitive.

What if the miracle was 
due to your faith and not 
his?

What about others after 
and before you, with no 
last-minute bells to be 
saved by?

Do you ever wonder?



Bewildered we are, and 
passion-tost, mad with the madness 

of a mobbed and mocked and 
murdered people; straining at the 
armposts of Thy Throne, we raise 
our shackled hands and charge 
Thee, God, by the bones of our 

stolen fathers, by the tears of our 
dead mothers, by the very blood of 

Thy crucified Christ: 
What meaneth this?

Tell us the Plan; 
Give us the Sign!

   Keep not thou silence, O God!

W.E.B. Du Bois
A Litany of Atlanta (1906)





#BlackLivesMatter 
worship service

at Phillips 
Theological 

Seminary



In an age of twisted values, we have lost the truth we need.
In sophisticated language, we have justified our greed.
By our struggle for possessions, we have robbed the poor and weak.
Hear our cry and heal our nation;
Your forgiveness, Lord, we seek.

We have built discrimination on our prejudice and fear.
Hatred swiftly turns to cruelty, if we hold resentments dear.

For communities divided by the walls of class and race,
Hear our cry and heal our nation; 

Show us, Lord, your love and grace.

In An Age of Twisted Values
Text: Martin E. Leckenbush

Tune: HYFRYDOL (“Come Thou Long Expected Jesus”)



When our families are broken, when our homes are full of strife,

When our children are bewildered, when they lose their way in life,

When we fail to give the aged all the care we know they need,

Hear our cry and heal our nation; 

Help us show more love, we plead.

We who hear your word so often choose so rarely to obey.

Turn us from our willful blindness; give us truth to light our way.

In the power of your Spirit come to cleanse us, make us new;

Hear our cry and heal our nation;

Till our nation honors you.

In An Age of Twisted Values
Text: Martin E. Leckenbush

Tune: HYFRYDOL (“Come Thou Long Expected Jesus”)



From Cole Arthur Riley (@BlackLiturgies on Instagram)



From Cole Arthur Riley (@BlackLiturgies on Instagram)



From 
Prayers of
the People: 
Things We 
Didn’t Know 
We Could Say 
to God

Terry J. 
Stokes  



From 
“Seasons of 
Survival: 
Liturgies for 
Women with
Breast Cancer”

Diann L. Neu



From 
Liturgies From 
Below: 
Praying with 
People at the End 
of the World

Claudio Carvalhaes



From “Seasons of Survival: 
Liturgies for Women with Breast Cancer” by Diann L. Neu



From “Seasons of 
Survival: 

Liturgies for 
Women with 

Breast Cancer”
By Diann L. Neu



“I Can’t Breathe”

display located at the 
entrance to the sanctuary



This SWEET BROWN 
bread is my body, 
broken for you.





Let’s

Talk!




