
 

Psalms of Lament: 
Honoring Trayvon Martin 

 

 
O LORD, how long shall I cry for help, and you will not listen?  Or cry to you 

“Violence!” and you will not save?... The law has become paralyzed and 

useless, and there is no justice given in the courts.   (Habakkuk 1:2, 4) 
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Monday Night Bible Study Class members were so moved by the events 

surrounding the killing of Trayvon Martin and the trial of George Zimmerman 

that they could not keep silent.  A number of classes were dedicated to not only 

openly discussing our feelings about the injustice witnessed therein, but also to 

identify  appropriate ways to respond to this situation as a people of God.  One 

agreed-upon action was to break the silence at Wesley and at University United 

Methodist Churches by publishing laments that both honor Trayvon Martin and 

make an appeal for God’s compassionate love to intervene in changing the 

situation.    The Laments in this booklet are a resolute response by the Monday 

Night Bible Study Class to break their silence.   

 

According to Biblical tradition, a lament is a cry to God for help in horrific, 

impossible, and untenable situations.   In the lament, the one who prays lays the 

situation honestly before God with the faith that God not only can act but will 

act on behalf of God’s own in ways that resolve, renew, and restore.    Because 

silence leads to hopelessness, the voice in prayer is a powerful weapon.  It 

mobilizes God, invites God into the situation, and opens the petitioner to receive 

the power of God which must be brought to bear in the horrific situations in 

which we find ourselves.  
 

The contemporary laments included in this booklet are designed according to the 

Psalms of Lament in the Bible with the same kind of expectations of God and 

the petitioner.    In reading them you will hear clear echoes and see lines and 

phrases from the Psalms – particularly the psalms of lament, from Job, from the 

prophets Habakkuk and Isaiah, and from words of Jesus in the Gospels, 

especially the Gospel of John (though not specifically annotated). 

 

 

 

 

Preface 

I pour out my complaint before him; I tell my trouble before him. I cry to you, O LORD; 

I say, "You are my refuge, my portion in the land of the living." 

(Psalm 142:1, 2, 5) 
 



How long Lord?   
 
   
How long must we people of color 

have to watch our young   males die 

before they have had a chance to 

live?. How long will they be judged 

and executed for just being the color 

you created them?  How long must 

they die by the hand of those who  

don’t like the way they look without 

having been proven guilty of wrong 

doing?    
  
How long will the justice system in 

this country ignore their plight and 

use the laws  – laws  we enact to  

protect the common good – to justify the actions of those who are in the powerful majority and 

disenfranchise those who are not? By attacking young men they seek to diminish their numbers, 

diminish their future potential and to systematically destroy them as a viable people.     
 
When will men of color be accepted with the same full and equal rights afforded to those who 

are in power?  When will your image, endowed to all people, be honored in men of color?    Not 

even being a twice elected President of the United States of America, the most powerful nation 

in the world, exempt a man of color from the dehumanizing and degrading shame of racism.  

Even he is disrespected and treated as if he is anything but a hu-man.  And the nation looks on, 

its silence a wordless voice of approval.   
 
How long, O God, will you continue to tolerate the disdain that is not only shown toward people 

of color but is also shown toward you?   According to them, they, not you, are the “masters of 

the universe.”  How long shall they be exalted before you utterly tire of wrong doing and rise up 

and confound their plans for systematic oppression of men of color? 
 
In their pride and arrogance, those with all the worldly power seem to forget that the whole 

world is yours….that you require justice and mercy…..that justice cannot always be 

perverted…that your  righteous judgment will come because you are a God who has indignation 

everyday.   
 
Let your righteous indignation burn in the hearts of your people (church) until we are incapable 

of silence and inaction.  Gird us with your vision for your kingdom and send us out to do 

righteous battle in your name and according to your methods.  We can be a nation under 

God…..with liberty and justice for all.  We wrote the words.  You ordained the vision.  It will 

surely come to fulfillment. 
 
In the meantime, my heart aches and bleeds for males of color.  My deepest conviction is that 

your vision for a peaceful kingdom will surely be realized.   So, I will watch and pray for the day 

when your judgment comes on this evil land….when righteousness rolls down like waters and 

justice like an ever flowing stream…when justice and peace kiss and all of your children live in 

unity.  How pleasant it will be!    

My  Lament   



Where is Community? 
 

Oh, how the pain strangles my heart! The tears burn as they flow down my cheeks. I 

mourn so, for yet another life was taken.  Anger raging through my body makes me 

weak and still. Why are we so estranged from one another? Where is love for our 

neighbor? Why are we bound in fear and captive to our culture? 
 
I see a young man that suffered under the "mark of suspicion" that society branded 

on his forehead – suspicion, based on skin color.  

Unknown by his community, watched and followed….the 

young man faced his accuser and judge. What is 

happening in this world of ours?    Young Trayvon felt his 

body pierced, painfully opened by a bullet.   He is no more 

of this community but has passed on to the Lord.   He will 

receive blessings from the Lord, and vindication from the 

God of his salvation. 
 
Community!!  Where is it?  What is it?  I look out the 

window of my home and see my neighbors.   They are a 

lot like me.   I know most of them by name.   The Lord said to love thy neighbor as 

thyself.  I guess I can do that; at least I can be caring, friendly and helpful.   Maybe 

with time, I will develop enough trust and maturity to extend love to the people who 

really are a part of my daily life.  Maybe, that’s what being in a community is about. 
 
I wonder if Trayvon knew his neighbors. Had anyone gotten to know this young 

man? Had anyone taken the first step to say hello or even exchange introductions?  

Had anyone seen Trayvon with eyes filled with the same openness and 

understanding as they had been for other teen boys in the community?   
 
I want to know the other Trayvons of the world because I was denied the 

opportunity to know Trayvon Martin.   I will do my best to extend love, 

compassion, friendship, and hospitality as God has taught me. I want community.  

For all of us! 
 
God, help me take the opportunities to meet strangers in my community and 

become friends.  Help all of us get to know each other, hear one another's story, see 

each other's gifts and understand one another's contributions to the community.  
  
God, please extend your grace to our community so that we might do away with 

suspicions, do away with prejudices and stop condemning one another. Teach us all 

the power of love and the awe and wonder of peace. Let my prayer be counted as 

fragrant incense that rises before you, and the lifting up of my voice as a sacrifice of 

trusting praise.    
 



 
 
 
Lord, I hang my head in shame  -  ashamed that our baby boys are being preyed 

upon and killed. Our babies not yet grown are being hunted down as a hunter 

stalks the deer in the forest and are being deprived of life in the most cruel and 

inhumane ways.  As they suckled at our breasts at birth, we looked into their 

eyes and promised to protect them from hurt, harm, and danger at the cost of our 

own lives if necessary.   I’m ashamed that we have failed – failed to protect 

them and failed in meeting our responsibility to you.  
   

Spread your protection over our boys and 

young men.  Cover them with your favor as 

with a shield.  Protect them from those who are 

violent, from those who boldly and with 

malicious intent plan their downfall. Protect 

them from the unrelenting generational curse of 

hatred and racism.    
 

We bear pain in our souls, have sorrow in our 

hearts, and live daily with the disgrace and 

shame.  Have mercy on us, O Lord, for we have 

lived with more than enough contempt.  Heal 

the debilitating shame of all your people. Turn 

the hate of those who would destroy to 

compassion   and their cruelty to acts of 

restoration.  Free us all from the insidious and 

life destroying power of hatred and fear.   

 

In you our ancestors trusted.  They trusted and Lord you made a way for them in 

the midst of and in spite of the intolerable cruelty they endured.  To you they 

cried and you began to heal the pain of their hearts and the shame of their souls.  

You raised up a righteous remnant who not only desired your heart and your 

ways, but were willing to work for a just and peaceful world.  You empowered 

them with the mind that was in Christ Jesus and they were able to turn the hearts 

of many to your ways.   
    

 

A Lament for Our Young Black Males 



Teach us anew….empower us again….motivate us afresh that we might work 

tirelessly for the coming of your kingdom on earth as it is in heaven.  Use us for 

we are your ambassadors of hope, your instruments of justice, your Holy Spirit’s 

dwelling places on earth.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Raise us up across the entire body of Christ that you may continue to transform 

the world through us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



My God! My God! How long must we suffer from injustice, because of 

ignorance, perversion of the law, and just plain old racism?  God, Why won’t 

you stop this nonsense?   
 
I am angry – angry with the system for excluding information on racism and not 

allowing evidence that would have helped to convict George Zimmerman.   I am 

angry –just angry about the double standard that exists in our country…one for 

those in the majority and another for  people who are considered the least of all 

humankind.  Where’s the justice?      

 

I dare the defense to make the same case for Trayvon Martin if the situation 

were reversed.   Wasn’t it enough for Trayvon Martin’s life not to be valued or 

for him not to be thought of as a human being?  It was even more painful to hear 

the verdict – not guilty on all accounts.  Where’s the justice?  God, why won’t 

you stop this nonsense?  
 
I am incensed at the racial profiling, the license given to practice brutality on 

innocent young men, the vigilante justice that is allowed in a country who would 

police and sanction the rest of the world for such horrific acts.  Where’s the 

justice? God, Why won’t you stop this nonsense ?  
 
Yes, as law abiding citizens, we have to accept the verdict…the law says so.  

But the verdict is all that we have to accept.  We have 

to start somewhere to prevent tragedies like what 

happened to Trayvon Martin.  We can surely question 

the efficacy and moral value of the laws that have 

allowed such tragedy.    We can speak up.  We can 

stand our ground for change.    We can come together 

as a people and stop letting the minority change our 

beliefs in God and our belief of what is right.  It is time 

for the people of God – Christians and others – to set at 

the table together to discuss the truths about the real issue – racism and how it is 

distorting every aspect of life for all people; how it is expanding the brokenness 

in our souls; and how it continues to diminishing fullness of life for all of God’s 

people.   
 

Lament from a  

Black Christian Woman 
 

Stop the Nonsense! 



It is time for all of us to stand our ground on who we believe in –  God 

Almighty; on what we believe in – we live in God’s world;  and on the kind of 

life we want to live – loving the neighbor as the self in a colorblind, egalitarian 

world.  It is time for the people of God to make a difference – a  difference for 

the true worth of our young -  black, white, Latino, gay, and lesbian.  It is time 

for God’s people to answer the question – “Where is the justice?” with a 

resounding “in our nation, in our state, in our city, in our town, in our 

neighborhood….in our justice system.”  It is time for God’s people – moving in 

the power of the Spirit – to stop the nonsense! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
He lies in wait.   His eyes watch in secret for his prey.  Like a lion in cover, he 

stalks and waits to entrap an innocent, helpless victim.   From ambush, the 

stalker catches the vulnerable and unarmed seventeen year old boy child.  

George Zimmerman murders his prey.  His victim, Trayvon Martin, is caught up 

in a scheme devised for him and is crushed.  He 

collapses and dies under his stalker’s strength.   
 
Why Lord, did you stand far off?   

 

Why did you hide yourself when Trayvon was in 

trouble? 
 
In his arrogance George Zimmerman’s mouth is 

full of lies and threats; trouble and evil are under his tongue.  He boasts about 

the cravings of his heart; he sneers at all of his accusers saying to himself, 

“Nothing is going to shake me.”  He swears, “No one will ever convict me.”   

Inwardly, he mulls over the idea that God will never notice,….that God covers 

his face and never sees. 
 
In his pride there is no room for God’s laws….only the desires of his own heart.    

He believes that he won’t be called to accountability for killing another Black 

thug?”   But you, God, see the trouble of the afflicted.    You consider their grief 

and take it in hand.  You call the evildoer to account for his malicious actions 

that may otherwise not be found out.  
   
You, Lord, not only incline your ear to listen, you hear the cries of the afflicted.  

You encourage them and strengthen their hearts.      
 
Arise, Lord! Lift up your hand, O God.  Defend the oppressed.  

Do justice for the oppressed.    

Do not forget the helpless Black men in America. 

 

 

 
 

 

  

 

Trayvon’s Cry for Help 
Psalm 10 Revisited 



 

 

 

Dear God, our children cry out to deaf ears, our nation has become heartless. 
 
Injustice goes on relentlessly and no one cares enough to make a real difference; 

trickery reigns and criminals go free. 

Why Lord? 
 

Young children are exploited while we do nothing; if children 

are racially different, they are profiled, ridiculed and or killed.    

                                                  Why Lord?    
 
We allow the unjust to have rights and privileges but the 

innocent are deprived of theirs and are left with nothing.  We 

watch children dying from hunger and disease, gun violence, 

domestic violence…violence of every kind.  It never ceases.  

We see children begging for help to no avail.    

                                                  Why Lord?   
 
What have the little ones…the young ones…done to deserve this plight?  They 

long for a place of safety…for a place in which they may grow fully into the 

image in which they were created.  They long to be loved, to be accepted, and to 

belong without fear of condemnation.  

 

The children are innocent 

 and we have sinned.  

 Help us Lord; restore 

your teachings and  

nurture us back  

 to the way 

 it should  

be. 

 
 
 
 
 

My Lament for Children 

Why Lord? 



   

I feel safe in believing that Trayvon Martin was not absent of some experiences 

with God.  That is not to make him holier than thou or without sin.  It simply 

makes him a child growing up in a home where awareness of God’s presence 

and trust in God were part of the spiritual way of life.     
 

Even now as I direct my prayers to the throne of God, I pray that in their home, 

the Martins  spoke words aloud which found residence in Trayvon’s soul - Lord, 

you have been our dwelling place in all generations….  You are our refugee and 

our fortress, the source of our strength…..our God in whom we place all our 

trust…”   
 
Too much happening… too fast…too young….so I pray the words were 

embedded in his heart and were part of his being.     
 

Trayvon must have felt alone as Zimmerman doggedly pursued him.   But he 

was not alone or abandoned during this unexpected night of terror.  God was 

with him.   
 

He must have felt desperation and hope wane as Zimmerman cruelly attacked 

and shot him.    The LORD's loved ones are precious to him; it grieves him when 

they die.     
 

Trayvon’s hope was fulfilled when Jesus called his name and said, “Trayvon, it 

is time for you to come with me, to claim the life 

I have prepared for you in one of the  many 

mansions in my Father’s house.” 
 

Lord, you have been our dwelling place in all 

generations…from everlasting to everlasting you 

are our God.  Continue to be the dwelling place 

for the Martins… continue to be their refuge and 

source of strength.  Bind their wounds and heal 

their hearts as you bind the wounds and heal the 

hearts of this nation.   

 

 

 
 

 

My Lament for Trayvon’s Parents 
With Excerpts from the Psalms and the Gospel of John 



 
 

Precious young man, black and beautiful, forgive us.   

Forgive us for not protecting you, for not being there for you.   

Forgive us especially for not seeing the promise in your eyes.   

We are sick at heart and we weep for your loss. 

 

We will always  wonder what we could   

have done to prevent your  death.  

We will be  reminded of our inaction each 

time we see a young  man of color. 

 

Lord, do not lift this  sorrow too quickly. Help 

us sit in this grief until it washes over us, until 

it fills our very being with sadness for what 

might have been. Help us sit with this grief 

until we commit ourselves to seeing the face 

of God in every child. Help us sit in this grief 

until we are finally empty and ready to be 

transformed into a people who act to do 

justice, love mercy, and walk humbly with 

you. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Lament for Trayvon 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Closing Prayer 
 

We have opened our hearts to you O God, laid bare our souls, and 

shared our shame and our anguish – anguish and shame that only 

you can heal.  Accept these prayers as incense before you, and the 

voicing of our supplications as our sacrifice of repentance.   Be our 

Emmanuel as we strive to become all that you have already 

empowered us to be and to do all that you require us to do.  Indwell 

us that your Spirit may transform our shame and disgrace and fill 

our mouths with laughter and our lips with shouts of joy.  Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 


