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The Hopelessly Blessables  
  

 
Congratulations to the broke. 
To those shuffling through the food bank line, 
clocking two jobs and still short on rent. 
If your dream has shriveled down to “just enough for this week”, 
you are right where my Kingdom lands. 
The inheritance is already yours. 
  

Congratulations to the mourners. 
To the ones pacing funeral homes,  
lighting candles on anniversaries,  
carrying depression like an iron backpack. 
You are not abandoned. 
There’s a Comforter on the way… 
and one day, every tear will be dried from your face. 
  

Congratulations to the quiet ones. 
The ones who never get the mic,  
who never win the argument,  
who are overlooked and underestimated. 
You’re first in line for the only kind of power that lasts. 
  

Congratulations to those who ache for justice. 
To the ones who can’t scroll past hunger,  
who can’t shake the sound of sirens in their city. 
Your hunger is holy ground,  
and it will not go unsatisfied.  
One day, the Kingdom of the skies will put all things right. 
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Congratulations to the merciful. 
To those who keep giving second chances,  
who refuse to harden their hearts. 
The mercy you dish out  
will boomerang right back to you. 
  

Congratulations to the pure-hearted. 
To the ones who still pray with unclenched fists,  
who trust like children,  
who keep their motives clean when the world gets muddy. 
You will see God face to face. 
  

Congratulations to the bridge builders. 
To the ones patching up family fights,  
to those who refuse to trade insult for insult. 
You’re God’s kids, through and through. 
  

Congratulations to the harassed and hated. 
To the ones mocked for their faith,  
canceled for their convictions,  
shoved to the margins because they bear my Name. 
You haven’t lost…you’ve already won.  
The Kingdom doors swing wide for you. 
So laugh when they mock you.  
Smile when they shut you out. 
You’re in good company.  
Prophets, poets, and truth-tellers before you caught the same heat. 
And on the other side of it all, joy is waiting. 
  

Congratulations to the hopelessly blessable… 
your nothing is the seedbed for God’s new world. 
  
 

 


