
Her Jesus
Born in America, born with white skin, so was the Jesus I knew
He lived in heaven with people like me while my light shone from my pew
Outside my security with those I called the least of these, I found my Savior
He lives, He breathes through the eyes of a saint who's sure God will provide
Her next meal from who knows where, with the faith of a child

She gives and she receives, she has everything that she needs
‘Cause her Jesus looks nothing like me

Who is this Christ that I’m misrepresenting
I wonder if He heard all those prayers
When I thanked Him and praised Him for blessings I’ve hoarded
For things He intended me to share
I’m humbled and horrified how I’ve lived from privilege and openly defied 
The Son of God who came to die
And not just for me but for every tongue, and every class
My theology covered it but my life didn’t match

Freely I have received, my giving should be just as free
If a follower of Jesus is really what I’m claiming to be
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From my journal on November 13, 2006, the day I wrote “Her Jesus”

 I was genuinely captivated by the leaves at my feet.  Having nothing else to do, no cell phone to fiddle with, no purse to 
pretend to search through, I was engaged by the leaves at my feet.  It astounded me after a moment or two how I became wrapped 
up in those six leaves.  I supposed I had convinced myself, to some degree, that I had nothing else in the whole world.  But I had not 
yet been able to bring myself to ask for food.  As the white college kids with food had walked by, I couldn’t bring myself to stop them 
to ask for a little white bag and a bottle of Sunny D.  It had brought tears to my eyes at being passed by, but I was powerless to stop 
them.  That capability was choked out by all my other capabilities.  I told myself that other people needed it more than I did, that I was 
just pretending to be “homeless” for a day, that I could go back home at 5 and make myself mac n cheese.  But I was hungry then.
 From my seat against the concrete, I noticed a woman walking back and forth talking to herself.  I had seated myself on a 
bench with a concrete wall on two sides (I felt more protected there and was determined to notice in the future where people seat 
themselves and what it tells about how secure the feel).  I walked to her and placed myself in her path, asked if she wanted to sit 
down and chat.  We were right in front of a wooden bench, and as I was about to sit, she stopped me to lay out her coat for us to sit 
on.  I had noticed the bird poop on the bench, but hadn’t really cared.  I was wearing my old clothes anyway.  She was difficult to 
understand as she told me her story.  She had been living on streets for a long time, and candidly told me that she had HIV.  And 
when she asked my story, I was taken aback, and briefly debated whether or not to be honest.  I made my decision and told her that I 
was doing a program called Mission Year (“That’s what I thought, you’re a missionary,” she interrupted), and that this was my Urban 
Solitude Day – we were to take nothing with us and spend a day in the city.  I shared how hard it had been to ask for food.  “Thank 
you!” she said.  “It is hard, it’s very hard.”  
 She showed me (after five minutes of digging through her purse, bag – finally finding her wallet, then finally finding this - ) a 
tattered flier of a gospel concert coming up this Friday at a Baptist church somewhere in Philly.  The cost was $20.  She pointed to the 
lead singer of one of the gospel groups pictured there and said, “I love the way he sings.”  There was a specific song that she loved, 
but I can’t remember the name.  She certainly didn’t have the money to go to the concert, and I told her that I wished I had it to give to 
her.  “It doesn’t matter,” she said.  “God will provide, I’m gonna see this man sing my song.”  That’s probably why I can’t remember 
the name of the song, she only said the title once and after that it was “her song.”  It was something about being lonely, I think.  She 
told me that she wished she had a camera and a photo album to take pictures of her missionaries as she called them, the people who 
stopped to talk to her and give her food, so that even if she never saw them again, she would have a memory.  
 I helped her gather her things together, folded the coat we had been sitting on for about an hour, and we said our goodbyes. 
 She was headed to the emergency room for a severe blister on her toe that hadn’t healed.  She had asked me if I had a weak 
stomach before she showed it to me, and I had lied and said I didn’t.  She spoke very highly of her doctor, a “sweet girl” named Lizzie. 
 I’m very grateful to Lizzie, I felt better about releasing Carlene to someone with physical hands and medicine instead of only the 
comforting hands of Jesus.  We hugged, decided we would have mansions next door to each other in heaven, and she went on her 
way, more sure for God’s provision for her than I am for me.  



Abba Father
Abba Father, everything is possible for You
Take this cup from me

Yet not what I will but Your will be done
Not what I will but Your will be done
Not my will but Yours

"They went to a place called Gethsemane, and Jesus said to his disciples, 
“Sit here while I pray.” He took Peter, James and John along with him, and 
he began to be deeply distressed and troubled. “My soul is overwhelmed 
with sorrow to the point of death,” he said to them. “Stay here and keep 
watch."  Going a little farther, he fell to the ground and prayed that if 
possible the hour might pass from him. “Abba, Father,” he said, 
“everything is possible for you. Take this cup from me. Yet not what I will, 
but what you will.”  Then he returned to his disciples and found them 
sleeping.  
...Once more he went away and prayed the same thing.
...Returning the third time, he said to them, "Are you still sleeping and 
resting? Enough! The hour has come...”  Mark 14:32-37a, 39, 41a

This song was written for a Good Friday service of reflection.  A good friend 
of mine pointed out that if Jesus (without sin, the Son of God) needed to 
pray that His will be aligned with His Father’s, how much more must we. 
 How deeply challenging to join Jesus in the fight for submission.
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Lamentations 3
I have been struck down, I did not see his healing touch
And though I reach for mercy, He ground me into the dust
It’s as if when I cried out, He closed his ears as I prayed
All I had hoped for in The Lord has been taken away

But yet, but yet, but yet, even yet
I will wait upon the Lord, I will wait upon the Lord  
It is good to wait upon The Lord

Waking in the valley of the shadow, my enemies surrounded me
I was out numbered and alone, His peace eluded me
Living inside his call, destruction knocking at my door
Streams of living water, few and far between 
Always left longing for more

But yet, but yet, but yet, even yet
I will wait upon the Lord, I will wait upon the Lord
It is good to wait upon The Lord  

My portion is Him, He is faithful and true
Though I am broken and cast down, I am not consumed
The night is ruled by daybreak, in grief compassion unfolds
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The majority of the lyrics of Lamentations were written shortly after my niece, 
Gabrielle, was born into the arms of Jesus in 2013.  She had a known neural tube 
 defect (anencephaly) during the pregnancy, and I don’t think I have ever prayed 
harder for anything in my life than her healing.  After she was gone, I spent a lot of 
time reading and re-reading Lamentations 3.  Here's my favorite part:  

"Yet this I call to mind and therefore I have hope: Because of the Lord’s great love 
we are not consumed, for his compassions never fail.  They are new every morning; 
great is your faithfulness.  I say to myself, “The Lord is my portion; therefore I will 
wait for him.”  The Lord is good to those whose hope is in him, to the one who 
seeks him; it is good to wait quietly for the salvation of the Lord.  ...there may yet 
be hope.  For no one is cast off by the Lord forever.  Though he brings grief, he 
will show compassion, so great is his unfailing love.  For he does not willingly bring 
affliction or grief to anyone." 
Lamentations 3: 21-26, 29b, 31-33
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