
Isaiah Says: This Year, God Is Yelling 

You claàim that you wñant to knoâw where to fiãnd Me?

I dweêll with the contriëte and loâwly in spiærit.
I accoämpany alål who aâre downtroçdden.

I añm wiòth, and I aâm wiìthin 
Each trans chêild denied heaëlthcare
And eväery aduålt fearâing for their fuæture;

Each huàman beñing wiâth canãcer
Reëeling becaâuse reseaårch funâding was slaæshed;

Each peêrson enduring poëverty
Whose SNAäP beånefits were taâken awaæy; 

Each huàman beñing thrâown to the groãund,
Impriäsoned, mistreaåted, but neâver forgoçtten.

Crày with full throñat withouât restrãaint;
Raiäse your voiåce like a shoðfar!
You ask, "Whày, when we fañsted, did Yoâu not seãe?
When we staräved our boådies, did You paây no heeæd? 
Becaôuse on your fañst daòy you seâe to your buìsiness
Aänd oppreåss all yoäur laçborers! 

Skiàpping a few meñals, claiâming piæety
While in priêsons around this naëtion inmaätes suåffer rotten raætions? 
Poliàtely beañting yoâur breaãst while in the shañdowy haòlls  of poìwer, 
Rigähts are traåmpled, faâmilies ripped apaært,
Chiäldren depoårted with noâ waçrning. 



Noâ | thiàs is the fañst Iâ desiãre:
Unlock the fetêters of wiëckedness,
And uäntie the coårds of the yokæe;
Leât the oppreèssed go freée! 

Shaàre your breñad w âith the huããngry,
And taäke the poåor into your hoæme;
When you señe the naòked, cloìthe them
And don'ät ignoåre your own kiæn—

Eveäry onåe isâ your kçin.

For Mñy sòake, oâr for yoìurs, 
heàal what is broñken so your chilâdren will maãrvel
That the woärld was eåver soä unjuçst.

Then shañll your ligòht buêrst throëugh liäkåe the daðwn.
Theàn, wheñn yoâu caãll, Gäoåd will ans æwer; 
Wheàn yoñu crây ouãt, Goäd will saåy: Iä am heçre!

Words by R. Rachel Barenblat (and Isaiah)
velveteenrabbi.com

Trope by R. Rachel Barenblat & R. David Markus
yourbayit.org


