
 He Sees 

 Yet you say, ‘For what reason?’ Because the Lord has been a witness between you and the wife 
 of your youth, against whom you have dealt treacherously, though she is your companion and 

 your wife by covenant. 
 Malachi 2:14 

 This  verse  and  accompanying  essay  may  not  resonate  with  anyone  but  me.  But  the  reality 
 of  why  it resonates with me may. 

 I  was  a  wife  for  many  years.  The  man  I  was  married  to  was  a  devout  worshiper  of  his  own 
 gods,  the  gods  of  self  and  pleasure.  In  his  quest  for  satisfaction  I  was  often  sacrificed  on 
 his  altars.  Pieces  of  myself  were  stripped  away  and  served  up  to  his  gods  at  his  whims 
 until  there  was  little  left.  My  heart  was  a  hardened,  constricted  little  ball,  curled  in  on  itself 
 for  protection  by  the  end  of  my  time  with  him.  There  were  days  spent  bewildered,  trying  to 
 find  secure  footing  only  to  slip  into  a  bog.  There  were  days  spent  walking  on  eggshells, 
 trying  not  to  upset  the  apple  cart  and  clinging  to  the  tenuous  peace,  only  to  find  that 
 peace  turned  on  me  and  anger  striking  like  a  hidden  viper.  There  were  nights  spent  with 
 grief  leaking  down  my  face,  desperately  hurt  and  impotently  angry,  until  the  grief  dried  up 
 and all that was left was rage. I was hurt. 

 It  wasn’t  until  after  the  marriage  was  over  that  I  could  hear  my  Savior  calling  me.  One  day 
 I  answered,  and  He  embarked  on  a  journey  of  healing.  He  so  thoroughly  loved  me  over  the 
 next  many  months  that  most  of  my  deep  deep  wounds  were  healed  and  soothed.  He 
 focused  me  on  Himself,  He  put  His  hands  on  either  side  of  my  face  and  looked  deep  into 
 my  eyes  and  allowed  His  own  love  to  pour  through  my  woundedness.  I  was  broken,  and  He 
 healed me. 

 Today  I  focused  on  the  passage  containing  the  feature  verse  above.  I  at  first  thought 
 about  the  fact  that  nothing  done  in  secret  remains  secret.  “The  Lord  has  been  a  witness.”  I 
 thought  that  was  where  my  Father  was  leading  me.  But  when  I  allowed  myself  to  see,  to 
 hear what He wanted me to hear, there was a great feeling of relief in my heart. 

 In  all  the  treachery,  in  all  the  mistreatment,  in  all  the  sacrifice,  He  saw.  He  knows.  He  knows 
 how  hurt  I  was.  He  knows  how  deep  the  wounds  went.  He  knows  that  I  cried  in  silence.  That 
 I  absorbed  blow  after  blow  to  my  spirit.  The  Lord  of  heaven  stood  as  a  witness  to  the  trials 
 and  tribulations  of  my  tumultuous  marriage.  I  was  by  no  means  perfect  or  blameless.  But  I 
 was  not  unseen.  I  was  not  unheard.  I  was  not  abandoned.  My  Savior  stood  as  a  witness. 
 What  sweet,  sweet  relief  there  is  in  knowing  that.  What  love  there  is  in  His  matchless  gaze.  I 
 am safe, I am loved, I am whole, because He saw. 

 Father, we thank You for Your unfaltering attention to us. We thank You for Your healing love, 
 Your unwavering grace. We are wounded by transgression, but You see it all. You know and 

 You heal. You are the lover of our souls. We praise You. 
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