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  Content Warning
This collection includes references to: 
	Religious trauma, indoctrination, and spiritual abuse 

	Homophobia, transphobia, and queerphobia (including references to violence and erasure) 

	Misogyny, purity culture, and gender-based oppression 

	Sexual violence and coercion 

	Domestic abuse and theological justifications for it 

	Suicidal ideation and the deaths of marginalized individuals 

	Child indoctrination and fear-based teachings around hell and damnation 

	Systemic injustice involving race, class, gender, and identity 

	Existential fear and the emotional fallout of deconstruction 



If you need support, resources are included in the back of the book. You are not alone.  







  
  Reader’s Note 
A portion of these pieces come from my own reckoning with the idea of God. What it demanded, what it distorted, what it cost. Others are shaped by the anger and grief of people I’ve witnessed refusing to disappear. 
Some of these words will feel sharp. Some may feel like a wound reopening. That is not because truth is cruel, but because cruelty was once called truth.
This book was written with anger, and with love. It is not meant to be an attack of belief itself, but to challenge the ways belief has been weaponized in order to silence, shame, and control.
If you find yourself uncomfortable here, I invite you to pause, to breathe, and to ask;
is this discomfort harmful? Or is it the sound of a system breaking open? 
You are welcome to wrestle with what you find. You are welcome to put the book down when you need to. I offer these pages not as a map, but as a mirror. May you find yourself, and your freedom, in the reflection.
The old gods demanded your fear. Here, we ask only for your truth.  
— Eira Quinn    

***    

A reader's guide with annotations, biblical references, and a glossary of key terms is available at eiraquinn.com/annotations 
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The universe did not ask to be named. 
But we named it anyway—
and mistook the echo for God.
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  For my younger self.
For the questioners.








  
  [ I ]

Subjugation


Born into chains you never chose.








  
  If You're There 

Dear God, 
I don’t believe in you, 
but I grew up knowing your name.

You say knock and the door will be opened.
But it’s not a door, it’s a courtroom.
One where the judge already knows my name,
and the sentence was written before I ever spoke.

Your people—
They wear your name like a crown
and wield it like a sword.
They shout about life
but leave no room for the living.

I’ve seen what they do in your name.
How they twist scripture like barbed wire
and string it across voting booths.

I’ve seen the prayers that come with policies.
The grace that stops
at borders and bathrooms.
The mercy that expires
when someone says they’re gay.

I don’t believe in you,
but sometimes I want to.
Not the judge in the sky with a gavel and a grudge,
but someone better.

Because if you’re real
I need you to be more than judgment and power.
More than the smoke machines and slurs.
More than a verse quoted
while they pass the bill that kills someone like me.

I hope you’re angry.
I hope you’re weeping.
I hope you’re ready to flip tables again
and ask them why they turned your house
into a machine for shame.






  
  Fire Insurance 

We were warned early. 
Told that heaven waited
if we obeyed,
and hell burned
if we slipped.

Some were just learning to speak,
mouthing bedtime prayers
like insurance policies,
whispering apologies
for thoughts they didn’t yet understand.

But I’ve already seen
what their hell looks like.
And it doesn’t look like fire.

It looks like a family crossing a desert,
blisters blooming on their feet,
no papers in their pockets. 
Only hope.

It looks like a trans child
brave enough to live her truth,
while grown men
debate her right to breathe.

It looks like prayers
used as policies.
Votes used as violence.
Budgets written like death sentences.

They warned us about hell.
But hell is here.
Built by ballots.
Carved by laws.
Preached into existence.

We built it ourselves.
We stoke it every day.

And still,
they dare to call this holy.






  
  Exit Wound 

What better way 
to make people stay 
than to threaten them
with eternal pain?

They say it’s justice.
That love can be proven
through fire.

But ask yourself:
What kind of god
creates children
with soft hearts
and open hands
only to burn them
for being human?

What kind of mercy
damns a soul
for asking questions?

What kind of justice
requires forever
to punish a moment?

If love must be feared,
is it love at all?

If salvation means silence,
who does it save?

If hell is the price
of being alive,
then your god
makes monsters
of us all.






  
  The Women They Don't Preach About 

You know the ones.
Always early, always serving.
The ones who brewed the coffee,
folded the bulletins,
sang in the choir
and swallowed their questions
with communion wine.

They don’t preach about them.
Don’t mention the Sunday school girls
taught to be modest
before they even knew
what they were sacrificing.

They don’t mention the woman
who led Bible study for forty years
but never stood behind a pulpit
because Paul said no.

They don’t mention the wives
who prayed through black eyes
and miscarriages,
and were told
God hates divorce
more than he hates your pain.

They don’t mention
the teenage girls given purity rings
instead of consent,
whose worth was measured
in white dresses
and shame.

They called it womanhood.
They called it calling.
They called it faith.

But what they really meant
was silence.
Was labor.
Was second place
with a smile.

Those women carried the 
whole damn church
on their backs
and were still told
to sit down
and listen.






  
  Mary Couldn't Consent 

We're told she was favored. 
Chosen.
Blessed among women.

But she was just a child.
And chosen doesn’t mean safe.
Blessed doesn’t always mean I wanted this.

The story says an angel came—
Bright. Beautiful. Terrifying—
and said you will bear a son.

Not a question.
A command.

And she nodded.
Because what else do you do
when the divine speaks over you?

They made her obedience into a miracle.
Said it proved her purity.
Her worth.
Her womanhood.

But no one asked
how it felt
to have your future rewritten
by a voice that would not wait
for your answer.

They called it holy.
But I call it familiar.
I call it every woman
who’s been told
you should be grateful.

They made her silence scripture.
Built entire theologies
on her closed mouth
and lowered eyes.

But what if Mary had screamed
I’m too young.
I’m afraid.
I don’t want this.

Would they still have called it sacred?

Or would they have buried it
like so many other girls
whose pain didn’t fit
the prophecy?






  
  Sunday School 

They told me about Noah, 
but not the bodies.
Not the screaming
beneath rising water,
or the mothers
who begged God for mercy
as he watched from the clouds
and said nothing.

I heard about Job,
but they skipped the bet.
The part where God let the Devil
ruin a man’s life
just to prove a point.
Killed his children.
Stripped his skin.
And called it righteous testing.

They told me about Abraham’s faith,
but not Isaac’s trauma.
Not what it does to a boy
to see his father raise a knife
with heaven’s approval.
Not the silence that follows
when you survive a god
who wanted you dead.

No one mentioned the concubines,
the raped,
the forgotten wives,
the daughters sold
for the price of land
or peace
or power.

They didn’t talk about 
stoning disobedient sons,
or killing gay lovers,
or what to do
if a woman is not a virgin
on her wedding night.

They said Jesus died for us,
but not that God
could’ve chosen forgiveness
without blood.
That maybe the crucifixion
wasn’t salvation,
but spectacle.

They said trust the Word,
but they handed me
a censored book
and a list of acceptable questions.
And when I asked
about the rest,
they said have faith.

But faith without truth
is just fear
in nicer clothing.

And now that I’ve read
what they skipped—
now that I’ve seen
what they hid—
I can’t go back
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