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Author’s Note

If you are here, thank you.

 

If praying worked the way I thought it would, this book probably wouldn’t exist.

 

This book wasn’t written to answer questions.

It was written because I kept asking them.

 

Some of these poems were written in faith.

Some were written in frustration.

Some were prayers.

Some were arguments.

 

Some were written on the floor.

Some in the quiet after the worst had already happened.

A few were written when humor felt safer than honesty—

and others when humor ran out.

 

I didn’t write this from a place of clarity or arrival.

I wrote it because writing did something prayer couldn’t at the time—

it gave the words somewhere to go.

A way to know the message was sent,

even if it wasn’t received.

 

This book lives in the space

where loving God and doubting Him

happened in the same breath,

and where leaving might have been easier than staying.

 

If you’re reading this and you feel seen—welcome.

If you’re uncomfortable, that’s okay too.

 

And if you’re holding this book

at the end of a hard season,

I hope it reminds you that you’re not bad at faith.

You’re human.

 

Sometimes faith isn’t gentle.

Grief isn’t quiet.

And survival rarely looks holy

while it’s happening.

 

I still believe.

I just believe differently now.

 

With more listening.

More laughing.

Fewer expectations.

More honesty.

And way more eye rolls after amen.

 

In the end, I realized this:

I stayed through every prayer and

I’m still here.

And for now,

that’s enough.

 

— Mollie

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For anyone who has ever 

spoke in silence.
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Untested Faith




Prayer Instructions

 

They said this conversation

would be the answer

to any question I had.

That if I spoke honestly,

Someone would listen.

 

So I knelt beside my bed

the way they told me to,

folded my hands like instructions,

and spoke to God

like you speak to someone

who already knows your name.

 

But I never understood

why I had to ask

if You already knew.

Why the words mattered

more than the truth.

 

One way conversations

taught me how to speak,

not how to be answered.




God, Let Him See Me

 

God,

let him see me.

 

Not the way teachers do.

Not the way adults notice

when they’re supposed to.

 

Just…

the way you hope

someone will.

 

I told You his name

like it mattered.

Like You’d recognize it

when I said it out loud.

 

I promised I’d be good.

Kinder.

Quieter.

More patient.

 

I asked nicely.

I meant it.

 

I didn’t want much.

Just for him

to look at me

and stay looking.

 

I thought this was how

You helped—

how wanting something

turned into being chosen.

 

God,

I didn’t know yet

that being seen

and being loved

aren’t always the same thing.




But I Still Believe You

 

God,

I asked You to let him see me,

and You didn’t say no.

 

But now I’m noticing

people aren’t always kind,

even when they smile.

That love doesn’t always look like love—

sometimes it raises its voice,

sometimes it stays quiet,

sometimes it calls itself care
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