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How to Pray When You Don’t Have Words

For those who still show up
even when they don’t know what to say.

Author’s Note

This book was written during a season when prayer did not come easily to me. Not because I had stopped believing, but because language stopped cooperating. Words felt either dishonest or unnecessary. Silence was not chosen on purpose. It arrived on its own and stayed.

These pages are not meant to explain that silence or make sense of it. They don’t offer insight, instruction, or a better way forward. What you’re reading are moments as they were lived—unfinished, unresolved, and left that way on purpose.

If you are looking for answers, clarity, or encouragement, this book will likely frustrate you. That is not a failure of faith, and it is not a failure of reading. This book is simply not trying to help in that way.

It exists to stay where many people quietly leave.
It exists to tell the truth about moments when prayer does not move, and neither do we.
Nothing here needs to be agreed with.
Nothing here needs to be applied.
You don’t have to take anything from this book.
You’re allowed to just sit with it.
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Chapter 1 — I Opened My Mouth and Nothing Came Out
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I sat on the edge of the bed with my feet flat on the floor, like I needed to anchor myself to something solid. The mattress dipped slightly under my weight. The room was dim, not dark enough to feel dramatic, not bright enough to feel awake. A fan clicked behind me, uneven, like it was tired too.

My hands rested on my thighs. I noticed how warm they felt through the fabric of my pants. I hadn’t planned to notice that. I hadn’t planned to notice anything.

I opened my mouth and said, “God—”

And then nothing.

Not a pause that leads somewhere. Not a breath before the next thought. Just a stop. The word sat there between me and the wall, unfinished, like I’d dropped it and didn’t bother to pick it back up.

I waited.

That’s what I always did. I waited for the next sentence to arrive fully formed, the way it used to. It didn’t come. The space after the word felt wider than it should have, like something had gone missing without making a sound.

I felt it in my chest first. A tightening, subtle but unmistakable. Not fear. Not peace. Just pressure. The kind that makes you aware of your own breathing.

I inhaled. It barely went anywhere.
I tried again. Same thing.
I knew what I could say. The inventory was there, lined up and ready. Gratitude phrases. Trust phrases. Words that sounded faithful even when they were empty. I could have said them on instinct, muscle memory doing the work for me.

But before any of them reached my mouth, they felt wrong.

Not sinful.
Not rebellious.
Just dishonest.
My jaw clenched. I hadn’t realized it was tense until it started to ache. I shut my mouth completely, lips pressed together, like that might keep the wrong words from escaping.

The silence stretched.

It wasn’t peaceful. It wasn’t holy. It was awkward. The kind of quiet that makes you aware of your body in ways you didn’t ask for. My shoulders crept upward, tight and alert, as if I were bracing for correction. I let them drop, then noticed how quickly they tensed again.

I wondered if this still counted.

If prayer only worked when it sounded like prayer.
If God expected me to try harder.
If stopping mid-word was some kind of failure I hadn’t learned how to name yet.
The fan clicked again. Somewhere outside, a car passed. Life continued without waiting for me to figure this out.

Part of me wanted to say something just to end the discomfort. Anything would have been better than this half-start, this quiet that refused to organize itself into meaning. Another part of me felt tired—bone tired—of performing sincerity instead of being honest about its absence.

Both parts stayed.

I didn’t explain why I stopped.
I didn’t apologize for not finishing the sentence.
I didn’t reach for a safer thought to make the moment feel complete.
I stayed sitting on the edge of the bed, feet on the floor, hands still warm against my legs, breath shallow and uneven, mouth closed.

The silence didn’t lift.
It didn’t deepen.
It didn’t do anything at all.
And I didn’t leave.
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Chapter 2 — Silence Felt Louder Than Prayer
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I told myself I would sit for a minute.
Just long enough to be honest. Just long enough to not rush away from the quiet.
I sat in the chair by the window this time. The one I never really use. My back didn’t quite touch the rest. My feet were tucked too far underneath me, cutting off circulation, but I didn’t move them. The room had that late-afternoon stillness where everything looks paused but isn’t.

At first, the silence felt normal. Neutral. Manageable.

Then it started to press in.

It wasn’t dramatic. No rush of thoughts. No sudden fear. Just a growing awareness of how loud everything else was when nothing was being said. The hum of electricity in the walls. The faint ringing in my ears. My own breathing, uneven and slightly forced, like I was trying not to be noticed.

I realized I was waiting again.
Waiting for words to return.
Waiting for something to happen so this wouldn’t feel so exposed.
The longer I stayed quiet, the more noticeable my body became. My shoulders tightened. My jaw locked. I swallowed for no reason at all. It felt like standing on a stage without knowing I’d been called up.

I wondered if this was what people meant when they talked about listening. If this discomfort was something I was supposed to push through. The thought made my chest tighten more, like I was already failing at something that hadn’t even been explained.

The silence didn’t feel empty.
It felt crowded.
I had the urge to break it just to prove I still could. To say anything—gratitude, frustration, a half-believed sentence about trust—just to bring the volume back down to something familiar. Silence like this didn’t feel reverent. It felt unguarded.

My foot went numb. Pins and needles crept up my leg. I shifted slightly, then stopped, as if movement might count as quitting.

I didn’t know what this was.
I didn’t know if God was near or distant or uninterested.
I didn’t know if staying quiet was faithful or lazy or nothing at all.
The not-knowing sat heavy in my stomach.

I noticed my breath again. Not to fix it. Just because it was there. In. Out. Slightly too fast. I let it be that way. The room stayed the same. The silence stayed loud.

I didn’t turn it into a question.
I didn’t turn it into an offering.
I didn’t turn it into a moment worth keeping.
I sat there until my foot hurt and my jaw ached and the quiet refused to soften.

The silence stayed.
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