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Introduction
My mother passed away suddenly last year. My kind, strong-willed, unflappable
mother who was a force to be reckoned with was with us one night and the next
morning gone. I was in my home in Minnesota when I got the news and rushed
back to my home state of Texas to manage all the details of her death — the
funeral arrangements, the autopsy, the flowers, which freaking casserole
dropped off at our door were we going to eat that night, the final goodbye. All
of it. And, oddly enough, in the busyness of death, I didn’t really miss my mom.
It wasn’t until two days later, after I said goodbye to her body and signed the
paperwork for her cremation, that I realized what I had done: her body, the one
thing that kept her tethered to this world was no more. Ashes and dust; this was
my Mama. My first home, her body, the thing that tied me to this world was no
longer in it, and for the first time in my adult life I felt adrift. How do I live in a
world that doesn’t have my mom?
Family matters. Jesus gathered a rag-tag group of misfits, questioners and activists, doubters and know-it alls, do gooders and sinners. He gathered them
together and asked them to become a family. His idea of family was nothing less
than the Kingdom of God, a community of shalom and belovedness, and he
said, “follow me”. And they did. The disciples whom I’m sure felt adrift in so
many ways found their home in Jesus and his Beloved Community. Then he
died. Jesus died a gruesome, terrible death that many of them watched and
most ran and hid from. I wonder: Did they look at each other and ask, “How do
we live in a world that doesn’t have Jesus?”

.04

Tethered
is a collection of prayers, seeking to find our peace in a world where we often
feel adrift. From the mestizo poet to the Korean prayer warrior, the Latina
mother and many other beautiful cultural expressions of the Body of Christ,
these prayers breathe hope over those of us that feel lost.
Thankfully, while the disciples felt their own sense of disconnection from
peace as they shared in the collective trauma of losing their Lord, this was not
the end of the story. In fact, Jesus rose again on the third day, retethering his
disciples not only to himself, but to the mission of his Kingdom. He did this to
create belonging and home for all who feel lost. We are no longer adrift; we
are tethered.
This book is designed with three sections: Look Up, Look In, and Look Out.
These sections help you name your pain, struggles, requests, and dreams.
They are written from various places on our journey with the hope that you
feel empowered with words to pray even when, and quite possibly especially,
when words have completely failed us. We invite you to open your heart and
prepare yourself to be tethered to the God who loves you and calls you by
name.
Osheta Moore
Spiritual Director, Pax
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START HERE

LOOK UP

I CAN HAVE PEACE WITH GOD
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SECTION 01

Looking Up Tethers Us to God’s Love for Us
They asked her, “Woman, why are you crying?”
“They have taken my Lord away,” she said, “and I don’t know where they have put him.”
At this, she turned around and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not realize that it
was Jesus.
He asked her, “Woman, why are you crying? Who is it you are looking for?”
Thinking he was the gardener, she said, “Sir, if you have carried him away, tell me where
you have put him, and I will get him.”
Jesus said to her, “Mary.”
She turned toward him and cried out in Aramaic, “Rabboni!” (which means “Teacher”).
John 20:13-16

It’s hard to see with tears in your eyes. I don’t know from which maudlin poet
or punk rocker I first heard this phrase, but it’s truth has always stayed with me.
We often feel most untethered when we cannot see the point or purpose of
our pain. We blame God. We feel disconnected from him. We reject him
because he doesn’t show up in the way or manner we want. And we decide
that we can figure out this life and all her wild stressful complexities on our
own. But when it comes down to it, we’re grieving.
Mary, one of Jesus’ disciples, knows a thing or two about grief. Having come to
Jesus’ tomb to anoint his body just days after his execution on a Roman cross,
she found the tomb empty; her Lord was missing. How often do we look for
Jesus in one place and, when we don’t find him there, the heartbreak is almost
too much to bear? This is Mary. Lost in her pain, spinning out with anxiety and
fear, she looks around and dismisses the first person she sees as nothing more
than a gardener, when in fact, it is Jesus. Nothing clicks until she hears his voice
and responds to him with her own.
There is something about this first section of prayers that requires us to speak
them aloud to help us look to God for our tethering. They invite us to not rely
on our own grief filtered perspectives, but to engage full throated and fully
ourselves as we cry out to God for our comfort in our grief.
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DAY 1
“All who hate me whisper together about me;
they imagine the worst for me.” Psalm 41:7
O God,
My soul’s been abused by sin—mine and theirs. Bitterness took root like wormwood,
and though I’ve confessed it, the shame lingers.
It whispers in my heart,
“You won’t recover.”
“You’re a fraud.”
“You’re hopeless.”
My own heart plays the enemy, imagining the worst for me. When I would come to you,
I shy away. What if all my “coming” is just fake?
O Lord, bring shalom to my broken soul.
Please make my feeble attempts to come to you mean something.
by Quina Aragón
DAY 2
Eternal Three-In-One,
Within your divine dance is the geommu [1] of justice –
Father to the orphan,
Servant to the lowly,
Comforter to the widow –
The rhythmic janngu [2] resounding shalom
Into this broken world.
Bring me into your dance,
To bring shalom to my neighbor’s pain.
Bring me into your dance,
To bring shalom to my neighbor’s fear.
Bring me into your dance,
To bring shalom to my neighbor’s need.
Bring me into your dance,
To bring shalom to my neighbor’s tears.
May the shalom I receive in Christ
Be extended through me for the sake of the world.
Amen.
--[1] Geommu (검무) is a traditional Korean group sword dance incorporating a dynamic and graceful performance with costumes,
weapons, and music.
[2] Janngu (장구) is a traditional Korean drum with an hourglass body with two drum heads that have different pitches. The
instrument is used in geommu.

by Timothy Cho
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DAY 3
My God,
Pain and Suffering ravage across the earth; dominating everything in their paths.
And Death is never too far behind them.
That is why I mourn for Humanity.
There is much sorrow.
Then, I mourn Humanity itself
Because even though we despise the outcomes of our actions,
We love the journey just the same.
I’ll be the first to admit it.
But my trust remains in you for my salvation!
O Lord, what other option do I have?
Who else is there to turn to?
What can possibly distract me from this simple, yet glorious truth:
You raised Jesus from the dead.
My trust remains in you because of your salvation.
You will not only save me from Pain and from Suffering but also Myself.
For that I am eternally grateful
And peace sets in like as though you were right here
Because you are.
by Isaac Rowry
DAY 4
God of all power -Whose presence is not bound,
Whose words are not weak,
Whose identity cannot be owned.
I am Your child but I am unlike you -My presence feels invisible,
My words feel empty,
My identity is both owned and disowned.
I need Your peace to tell me the truth
About how You can heal a girl with many parts.
Part angry,
Part anxious,
Part antagonistic,
Part Anglo,
Part Asian,
Part 破. [1]
What can You do with the parts of me that feel at war with the world?
--[1] Broken or damaged. This character is used in both Cantonese and Mandarin/Standard written Chinese.

by Maggie Johnson
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DAY 5
Father,
I come with balled fists,
Clenched in frustration, anger, pain.
I need your shalom.
Father,
I come with a tight grip,
Grasping things that I want to keep.
Give me your shalom.
Father,
I come with curled fingers,
Tense with worry and fear.
Remind me of your shalom.
Father,
See my clasped hands.
I don’t even want to be here.
The last thing I want to do is pray.
But I remember:
You have covered me with your shalom.
Transform my broken hands into
Open
Surrendered
Lifted
Praising hands
That live in your shalom.
by Hannah Chao
DAY 6
Lord,
In the midst of a scary, uncertain season, in what seems like a heavy drought during the middle
of a peaceful summer, let your abundant peace shine through the darkness. I know that you are
the King of all Kings, who can bring silence to my fears. As an African-American Christian girl, let
my hope not rely on what the world tells me, but only on your loving and unfailing Word. Let
me be like a wildflower that doesn’t sway from the wind. I believe in you!
Thank you for being our Miracle Maker.
In your heavenly name,
Amen.
By Chase Williamson
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DAY 7
You know the story before my story.
Because you have loved me, I am.
You have loved my father and my mother in all of their pain;
the generations before me you have counted and seen.
Generations of trauma
of warfare
of separation
of defending our right to exist
of survival.
Generations of courage
of conquering fears
of persisting community
of eventual triumph
of sacrifice for the next generation.
You do not forget, O Lord.
The ashamed will answer to you;
life and death are yours alone.
Those who seek your counsel receive honor;
in our brokenness you refine us as gold.
In the depths and in the dawn you are with us.
Teach us to reclaim our heritage.
Comfort us with visions of the future.
Shatter the idolatry of our aspirations apart from you
in the wilderness of learning to live in freedom.
by Jessica Chang
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LOOK IN

START HERE

I CAN HAVE PEACE IWTH MYSELF
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SECTION 02

Looking In Tethers Us to God’s Care for Us
Now Thomas (also known as Didymus), one of the Twelve, was not with the disciples
when Jesus came. So the other disciples told him, “We have seen the Lord!”
But he said to them, “Unless I see the nail marks in his hands and put my finger where
the nails were, and put my hand into his side, I will not believe.”
A week later his disciples were in the house again, and Thomas was with them. Though
the doors were locked, Jesus came and stood among them and said, “Peace be with you!”
Then he said to Thomas, “Put your finger here; see my hands. Reach out your hand and
put it into my side. Stop doubting and believe.”
Thomas said to him, “My Lord and my God!”
John 20:24-28

There’s something incredibly wise about Thomas. In church lore, he’s called the
doubter, but I don’t buy it. Not at all. Thomas the disciple, who hears from his
brother-friends that they’ve seen Jesus, hold his doubt and hopefulness in
tension with each other. He knows himself well enough to say, “I need to see it
to believe it… this is how I’m wired… this is who I am.” What liberation!
We have so much to learn from Thomas. Looking in for the sake of knowing
who God made us and then molding our words around that reality is what
creates shalom within us. This interior work isn’t always glamorous; it might
even be misconstrued by others (like Thomas who is forever dubbed the
Doubting One), but it’s necessary. The prayers in this section help us examine
our internal struggles and our acceptance of who God made us to be.
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DAY 8
Jesus come.
Into my confusion: Am I from here? From there? Where am I from?
Jesus come.
Into the guilt: “I can’t believe you are forgetting Spanish!”
Jesus come.
Into the invalidation: I’m the only Latina in this room.
I’m from everywhere and nowhere, forever longing for home.
I’ve been racing. I trip, fall, and bruise. Ignore it. Keep on racing - the grit of an immigrant.
And then at times, my vision fogs and fear overcomes my soul. I crumble. I despise everything I
know.
“ .. [I] created [your] inmost being, [mi hija hermosa], [I] knitted [you] together in [your] mother’s
womb,”* Jesus tells me.
Open wounds, oh so real.
My King at the cross.
For me. For all of this.
His scars remain and yet He rose.
He’s now sitting in His Heavenly throne!
Gloria a Dios!
--*Psalm 139:13

by Daniela Lancara
DAY 9
Risen Christ, reconciler of all creation,
Free me from the expectations of others. Calm the storms of not belonging from within.
Whether I feel “not American enough,” or “not Latino enough” your response is the same:
“Be still, mijo.”
As a Mexican-American, teach me to graciously live the hyphen just like your mestizo son: the
bicultural, brown-skinned, God-Man, Galilean-Jew from the backwoods of Nazareth.
Through his shed blood my own renewed.
Peace to the pain. Imposter syndrome casted away.
From marginalization—“ni de aqui, ni de alla” to eternal belonging.
Christ, my redeemer, my life for your glory.
by Frank Espinoza
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DAY 10
Hear my prayer, Oh Lord!
My soul is weary. My heart is heavy.
When I consider the suffering,
When I meditate on the stories of trauma,
I’ve lived years as if they’re not my own.
But now I’m beginning to see,
My soul has been shaped by them.
A Nigerian civil war;
Escape from racism in the South;
Similar treatment in the North;
Stories of triumph;
Stories of trauma;
Stories my ears may never hear;
Stories told but never in full.
This trauma, Lord, is in my bones.
These stories I see in my soul,
In my body.
May you bring healing.
Bring Peace.
Restore these deep places within me.
Amen
by Joshua Igwe
DAY 11
Jehovah,
In your mercy, you see me.
You hear my cries.
My lowly spirit is lifted into Your refuge.
You breathe new life into my chest when I am gripped with worry.
You sustain me when I come undone; You’re never afraid of my thoughts.
Though I’m weary, You fight for me.
When terror thrashes from every side, my soul is kept secure.
Your peace holds my anxious heart still.
Teach me to live and not just survive.
We, your people, have crossed through many lands.
You’ve always been faithful to carry us through.
Generations before me have seen Your goodness, and so will I.
by Rachel Orellana
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DAY 12
“La Paz de Dios!”
Based on Is. 40:30-31
Why do you complain, hermanas?
Why do you say, dreamer,
“My way is hidden from the Lord;
my cause is disregarded by my God”?
La paz de Dios!
He gives strength to the weary
and increases the power of the weak.
Aún los jovenes se cansan
Even our youth grow tired
Pero acaso no lo sabes
Have you not heard?
La paz de Dios!
The Lord is the everlasting God,
El Creador de nuestra tierra
To all who have been broken and weary
La paz de Dios brings healing a su pueblo
To all the lonely peregrinas
La paz de Dios brings comfort and guidance
A todos los dreamers facing uncertainty
La paz de Dios brings assurance y pertenencia
A todos los perdidos y los homeless
La paz de Dios declares, el reino de los cielos es de los pobres
La paz de Dios gives strength to the weak y acrecienta las fuerzas del débil.
Somos su pueblo, y en Él esperamos.
Amén
by Estefanía Hernández
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DAY 13
Father,
The child in me yearns for refuge -- from punishment, from oppression, and from abandonment
-- and for the untainted love from a Heavenly ahbuhjee.
When I feel drowned out by my family’s financial burdens, remind me that You delight in the
smallest details of my life.
When I feel belittled by my earthly dad’s condescending words, remind me that I am seen.
When I feel deserted in my tears knowing that my earthly dad equates emotions to weakness,
remind me that You love me more than he ever could.
Ahbuhjee, restore the familial shalom that you have intended for us.
by Esther Kim
Day 14
Father,
If your word is my bread and your spirit is my water, why do I choose to be empty?
I consume what the world has to offer, or rather it consumes me.
How is it that I’ve forgotten what sustains me?
Your word is my lamp, so no wonder I stumble without it.
Father, teach my generation how to eat again.
Bring us to the table and into your presence to be filled with the spirit.
Lead us from your fullness to walk and love as you did, so that we may know peace.
Amen

by Sarah Lam
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LOOK OUT

START HERE

I CAN HAVE PEACE WITH OTHERS
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SECTION 03

Looking Out Tethers Us to God’s Dream for the World
On the evening of that first day of the week, when the disciples were together, with the
doors locked for fear of the Jewish leaders, Jesus came and stood among them and said,
“Peace be with you!”
After he said this, he showed them his hands and side. The disciples were overjoyed when
they saw the Lord.
Again Jesus said,
“Peace be with you! As the Father has sent me, I am sending you.”
John 20:19-21

Why peace? Why does Jesus show up to his terrified friends and offer them
peace?
Peace, the kind Jesus talks about, is not just surface or shallow peace. No, this
peace is deep and rich; it gets down into the fiber of our souls and heals us. This
peace is Shalom, God’s dream for the world as it should be, with nothing
missing, broken, or unjust. Shalom is the fresh of breath air we all need in this
climate of conflict and anxiety.
The disciples, holed up and worried, received two promises from Jesus: his
peace and a purpose. We who have received the peace of God are encouraged
to create peace right where we are in our lives. I know I struggle with imagining
myself as a peacemaker — I know my sins, my vices and my temper too well.
But maybe this is the beauty in the peace Jesus gives his disciples; it’s a peace
that never brings shame and always gently invites. Shalom is a never ending
cycle of receiving peace, so that we may create peace. The prayers in this final
section bind us to God’s peace in the world and give us vision for his purpose
with each other.
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DAY 15
O Creator,
May my brown skin embody the love of Christ.
May my body — the very one that’s subject to racial slurs and second-class citizenship in a
country dominated by white supremacy — be a vessel of light and liberation.
May my commitment to create a strong racial identity help the next generation create an even
stronger one.
May the pain, anxiety and hurt that I carry be transformed into instruments of peace.
And may I learn to generously and freely sow this peace for my family and neighborhood.
May my liberation lead me in the path of Love, and unlock the liberation of everyone around me.
In the name of the One of sees and holds all, Amen.
by Leah Abraham
DAY 16
Heavenly Father, God of all mercy and grace,
Forgive this country for its injustice, racism and discrimination.
Forgive us for how we treat our black brothers and sisters.
Forgive us for how we treat the immigrant, asylum seeker and refugee.
Forgive us for how we treat someone who looks different than us.
Change the broken and evil systems put in place to keep the most vulnerable and oppressed
peoples down. It’s evil and we, as a country need to repent of it.
We beg for peace with each other. We beg for change.
We beg for evil laws to be abolished. We beg for sinful systems to be abolished.
We pray we love our neighbors as we love ourselves.
Make us like you Jesus.
Señor, Te pedimos todo en el nombre del Padre, el Hijo y el Espiritu Santo.
Amen.
by Josh Posada
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DAY 17
A Prayer on Shalom - Based on the Psalter
O Dios,
We praise you because you are our deliverer and defender, the One who exalts the lowly and
remembers his people.
O GOD,
let us not return oppression with oppression. Let us not speak peace with our mouths while our
hands and our hearts pursue evil.
Equip us as your body to together pursue your peace with boldness; peace that is not naive but
sacrificially mirrors your steadfast justice and love. Help us to know that even when you seem
silent, you are still working. Help us to participate in this work.
En el nombre de Jesús te pedimos,
Amen
by Gisella Gayton

DAY 18
Father God,
I have lost who I am. I’ve been devoid of my culture, of equity and respect. I long for you because
you are my creator.
I have been hurt by this world because you created man from dust and my skin still reflects that.
The people of this world value me not as God’s creation, but as much less.
At times, I’ve doubted myself, I’ve doubted you. Please forgive me for my ways. Meet me where I
am, so that I may access your peace – the peace that surpasses all understanding.
Allow me access into your Kingdom, so that I can learn your ways and love you just as you love
me.
Amen.
by Everette Bradford
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DAY 19
Lord, we’re tired.
Slow our thoughts
even as we lean our head up against Your heart.
Jesus, warm us with Your presence.
Our minds are full and bubbling over with confusion,
sorrow, expectations, questions, injustice after injustice,
and noise — so much noise.
We’re drowning, Lord.
Our idols of distraction feel endless
and we’re addicted to giving offerings to them.
Our lack of spiritual peace feels exposing and raw.
Our souls cry out: “You are at perfect peace!”
You lead us to lay in Your presence and rest.
We know with our whole beings that Your nearness is our good.
by Jocelyn Chung

DAY 20
Siong Te,*
My heart searches for safety, where do I go?
When people who claim to value me speak hurtful words of ignorance, where do I mend?
When I am invisible, where can I be seen?
When invisibility shifts into disparaging hypervisibility, where do I hide?
Grant me endurance.
Strengthen me with hope.
Lift me up in my discouragement.
Lord, you see.
You know.
You hear.
The solace I seek
Is found in you.
--* Lord or Highest One

by Hannah Sy

.22

DAY 21
Altisimo Dios,
Please humble our hearts, open our eyes, and push down our pride to understand immigrants,
migrants and asylum seeking men and women who run from oppression, violence and pain.
Bendice y conforta a todas las familias devastadas por la pobreza tratando de buscar una vida
mejor al otro lado de la frontera.*
As people cross the border, may our arms stand open wide to love them just as you loved us
through your sacrifice. A sacrifice that brought unity to a broken world, which now needs to be
reflected in our actions and words as well. Thank you for your peace that it may overflow to your
Church.
En tu nombre, Amen.
--* The Spanish part says: “Bless and comfort all of those families devastated from poverty trying to find a better life at the other side of
the border.”

by Laura Treviño
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CONCLUSION

Look up, look in and look out.
And with that he breathed on them and said,
“Receive the Holy Spirit.”

John 20:22

The Holy Spirit, the Comforter, is Jesus’ gift to us as we move through this
world, trusting in a God we cannot (physically) see, praying to a God we cannot
(audibly) hear, and hoping in a way that feels impossible. Living as peacemakers — in our spiritual lives, in our inner lives, and in the lives of those around us
can feel daunting. The gift of the Spirit, however, not only empowers us to
make peace, but encourages us when we feel overwhelmedby the weight of
this world.

This book is full of prayers that tether us to God, but without the Holy Spirit
making these words come alive in our hearts and our spirits, they’re just beautiful sentiments and well-phrased ideas. The Spirit, whom Jesus breathes on his
followers, adds color and texture to our peacemaking practices. So, my prayer
for you is that, as you hold on to this book and come back to it from time to
time, you invite the Holy Spirit to sit next to you and add the Spirit’s prayers to
yours. Scripture teaches that the Spirit prays on our behalf with words when we
cannot find them, and even grieves for us when we cannot cry another tear.
The Holy Spirit is in our corner every single time we show up. So, go in peace
and go in comfort to create peace in lasting, beautiful, and powerful ways.
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