This WDPIC Global Reflection was shaped by 112 women from across the World Day of Prayer movement who responded to our "Share Your Voice" call in Fall 2025. Drawing from their words, seven voices have been woven together — one representing each of the seven regions of our global movement — and may be read aloud by seven women from your local community, or experienced through a video that will be released by WDPIC.  
VOICE 1
Two women. Centuries apart. Both at the bottom of their lives. One mocked for her barrenness. One young, unmarried, afraid. Neither of them powerful. Neither of them safe. And yet — from these two women, Hannah and Mary — came the most radical vision of justice the world has ever heard.
The bows of the mighty are broken. Those who stumbled are strong.
God has brought down the powerful from their thrones. God has lifted up the lowly.
These are not comfortable songs. They are the prayers of people who carried unbearable weight — and found that God was already carrying it with them.
They prayed from that place. And the world was never the same.
When we come together in prayer and proclaim the power of God, we do not mean the power of armies or thrones. We mean the power that worked through Hannah, and through Mary — and through countless women before them and after them.
When we come together in prayer, we join the waters of women who have prayed for justice and peace for centuries.
VOICE 2
The world Hannah prayed in was not so different from ours. War. Poverty. Women fighting for dignity. The powerful protected. The vulnerable, forgotten.
And Mary's world — occupied, unjust, volatile, afraid.
When we pray that justice will heal what is torn, and when we pray that peace will be reborn, we pray from inside the torn places of the world. From inside the places where hope is hardest to find.
And sometimes — honestly — it is hard not to despair.
But then we remember. One hundred years of women who refused to look away. Women arrested in Korea for daring to pray for peace. African women who broke the silence on AIDS when governments and churches looked away. A movement that confronted apartheid. A movement that kept praying through two world wars.
The world is still hurting. We do not pretend otherwise.
But it has been moved. Prayer has moved it. Action born from prayer has moved it.
And here we are. Still gathering. Still praying. After every reason to give up.
VOICE 3
And yet, we must acknowledge that praying for justice and peace is hard.
We do not all pray for the same justice.
We come from different places. We carry different histories. We have different wounds. And when we pray for justice — we do not always mean the same thing. What feels like justice to one person can feel like injustice to another. What looks like peace from one side of a border can look very different from the other side.
This is not a small thing. This is not something we can pray away with good intentions. It is real. It is painful. And it lives within the church, just as it lives within the world.
We do not look away from this.
We hold it. Together.
VOICE 4
And yet — Hannah and Mary did not pray their own version of justice.
They did not pray for their side to win. They did not ask God to confirm what they already believed. 
Hannah and Mary did pray from their own pain. From their own vulnerability. But their songs reached far beyond themselves.
The hungry…filled with good things. The proud…scattered. The lowly…lifted. The powerful…brought down from their thrones.
This is not anyone's political program. This is not one community's vision imposed on another. This is God's justice — and it is larger than any of us can fully see.
When we come together in prayer and magnify God's name, we are not magnifying our own understanding. We are not bringing God around to our point of view. We are turning, together, toward something that exceeds us all.
That is what connects us. A shared turning towards the God whose justice overturns every injustice. Every system that protects the powerful at the expense of the vulnerable. Every order that leaves the hungry empty handed.
VOICE 5
So what does it mean, exactly, to pray for justice and peace in the spirit of Hannah and Mary?
We asked people around the world. 112 voices, from every region of this movement, responded to our call to “Share Your Voice”. And they told us.
Justice, they said, means dignity. It means asking — always — who is missing at the table. Whose voice is not being heard. Justice means fair wages. It means bringing an end to violence against women. Justice means that no one is forgotten, excluded, or treated as less than fully human.
And it is never finished. Justice is not a place we arrive. It is a journey. Something alive. A permanent task. Always unfinished. Always calling us forward.
Peace, they said, is not the silence after conflict. It is something far richer. The Hebrew word is shalom — wholeness. Completeness. Right relationship with God, with each other, with creation. Peace you can breathe. Peace where you can speak and think and love without fear. Peace that has accountability and does not pretend that everything is fine when it is not.
Without justice, there is no peace. Without peace, there is no justice. They are inseparable. They are not two destinations, but one calling — the shape of the world God is making, and the work God is inviting us into.
VOICE 6
Those 112 voices from around the world also reflected on how unity in prayer brings about justice and peace.
Unity, they said, is turning toward God together. It is coming together across every difference — with our different wounds, our different histories, our different visions of what justice looks like — and pointing, together, toward something larger than any one of us can fully see.
Unity is not uniformity. We do not need to be the same. We do not need to agree on everything. We do not need to come from the same place or speak the same language. We just need to come together.
And when we do, something happens that cannot happen alone.
Right after Mary received news that she would bear the son of God, the first thing she did was run to Elizabeth. She didn’t stay alone with her profound news. She brought it to another person. 
And Elizabeth had news too. News of her own impossible pregnancy. News of her own encounter with God.
They shared with each other. They received from each other. Elizabeth recognized what God was doing in Mary. Mary recognized what God was doing in Elizabeth. And in that moment of mutual recognition — something leaped from within Elizabeth’s womb. And Mary lifted her hands and voice in radiant prayer, saying “My soul magnifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in you, my Savior.”
Perhaps Mary only arrived at her Magnificat because Elizabeth was there. 
And perhaps Elizabeth's joy was made complete because Mary came through her door.
We need each other to find our song. We need each other to recognize God’s work of justice and peace in the world. 
This is what one hundred years of World Day of Prayer has understood. When we come together, we create the Mary and Elizabeth moments. The moments of recognition. The moments of joy. The moments when what is growing in us is seen, and named, and celebrated. 
And so we ask:
What are you pregnant with? A dream? An idea whose time has come? A conviction you can no longer keep silent? A willingness to work hard for what you believe?
Share it with the people around you. Share it with your community. Share it with people who are nearby and people who are far away. And be ready to hear their stories, too.
All of us have something to give. And all of us have something to receive. When we share and receive across every difference, every border, every divide, we all leap for joy.
VOICE 7
As our global reflection comes to a close, we find ourselves standing at the edge of a river.
A river that has been flowing for a long time. Long before Hannah prayed in that temple. Long before Mary ran to Elizabeth. Long before one hundred years ago, when women around the world gathered for the first World Day of Prayer.
This river of prayer is risky. It cannot be controlled. It carves new paths. It crosses borders. It flows into places the powerful would rather it didn't go.
It is a life-giving river. It has carried women through world wars and genocide and the many forms of daily violence that no headlines name. This river of prayer sustains the longing for justice and peace, even when they feel impossibly far away. 
Come to the river. This river of prayer for justice and peace is not passive or comfortable. It is prophetic. It is the kind that Hannah and Mary prayed. The kind that overturns the world's order. The kind that fills the hungry and lifts the lowly.
Come to the river. This river of prayer leads us to action. It gives us courage to enter the torn places of the world and work for healing.
The river flows. Come.

