That's not my God

There's a child in Calcutta, on her knees in the rain

her mother lies, dying inside, from the hunger and the strain.

She reaches out her soul, hoping God will hear,

But God knew, she was Hindu, so he turned a deaf ear.

That's not my God, that's not who I serve

and no matter who you are, that's not by far, what you deserve.

Is that so radical? Is that so strange? 

To think that God loves us all the same.

There's a hardened young man in Bosnia, baptized at birth, 

His blood runs cold, from wounds so old, born of the ancient earth.

As he rigs up the bomb, under the car

he says out loud ‑‑ this one's for you God.

That's not my God, that's not who I serve

and no matter who you are, that's not by far, what you deserve.

Is that so radical? Is that so strange? 

To think that God loves us all the same.

In a dark back alley in New York city, 

lies a man who was beaten for being too pretty.

People walk by but none draw near, afraid to touch the bleeding queer.

Then out of the night, a "good Sam" arrives,

picks him up in his arms, carries him away, away from harm.

That's my God, that's who I serve

and no matter who you are, that's by far, what you deserve.

Is that so radical? Is that so strange?

to think that God loves us all the same.

Is that so radical?  Is that so strange?  

Is that so radical?  Is that so strange?

Is that so radical?

