
 

 

May it be Your will, O Lord our God and God of our ancestors: Let wickedness wither, 
shatter, and crumble, Swift in our days, its reign you'll humble. No more shall blood stain 
the earth's face, Nor shall the land be defiled in this place. Usher in a peace, wondrous 
and grand, Where nations will not lift the sword against nation, No more shall war be 
learned or sought, Nor man rule man with evil thought. For we are but sojourners in 
Your sight, As were our fathers in their plight. 

For the oppressed, the captive, the pure of heart, The remnant of Your people, set 
apart, And for our brethren who Your unity proclaim, Let Your mercy stir, O Lord, in Your 
name.  For death has climbed into our towers, Entered our halls in darkest hours, To cut 
off child from the street, And youth from the squares they meet. O Lord, do not cover 
their blood, Let their cry find no resting place. Until You bring their justice to light, And 
Your awe falls on all You did create. Then all beings before You shall bow, United in 
purpose, this we avow: To do Your will with perfect heart, Our light like dawn shall then 
impart. As it is written, You'll banish the chariot and steed, The bow of war shall be no 
more indeed. He'll speak peace unto the nations wide, From sea to sea His rule shall 
abide. Let justice roll down like waters, And righteousness as a mighty stream endure. 
For the earth shall be full of the knowledge divine, As waters cover the sea, Your glory 
shall shine. 

And so may it be Your will, we say: Amen. 


