
 Oppressors 

 “...and against those who oppress the wage earner in his wages, the widow and the orphan…” 
 Malachi 3:5b 

 Continuing  with  the  meditation  of  Malachi  3:5,  too  weighty  a  list  to  discuss  in  one  essay,  I 
 would  like  to  concentrate  on  the  next  item.  This  brought  much  conviction  to  my  heart,  and 
 perhaps it will to yours as well. 

 I  wouldn’t  like  to  think  of  myself  as  an  oppressor.  That  title  is  reserved  for  those  despotic 
 rulers  who  push  down  the  poor  and  unfortunate,  those  CEOs  who  care  more  for  their  own 
 portfolios  and  lifestyles  than  they  do  their  workers’  health  and  well-being.  But  is  that  the 
 depth  of  this  definition?  The  word  translated  “oppress”  literally  means  to  press  down, 
 defraud,  violate  .  I  can  honestly  say  I  have  no  actions  that  would  fit  that  description.  But  do 
 I  have  thoughts  that  do?  As  Jesus  deals  more  with  the  heart,  my  understanding  of 
 oppression must expand. 

 How  often  do  I  look  at  those  who  appear  to  be  less  fortunate  than  myself  and  pass 
 judgment?  There’s  a  man  who  walks  around  my  neighborhood  nearly  every  day.  I  have 
 written  him  o�  as  homeless,  shiftless,  useless,  unworthy  in  my  thoughts.  There  are  those  I 
 run  into  at  the  grocery  store  who  are  unkempt,  and  I  sni�  in  disdain,  thinking  to  myself 
 that even the most destitute among us can surely a�ord soap and shampoo. 

 There  are  those  who  have  no  choice  but  to  accept  assistance  from  others  to  meet  the 
 most  basic  of  the  day  to  day  needs.  Do  I  begrudge  them  little  luxuries?  Do  I  raise  a  brow  in 
 even  minor  judgment  when  I  see  them  with  the  unnecessary  and  not  just  the  necessary? 
 Do  I  resent  that  they  use  limited  funds  to  purchase  the  best  rather  than  being  content 
 with lesser items? 

 When  I  think  in  these  terms,  I  am  metaphorically  putting  my  foot  on  their  necks  and 
 holding  them  down  to  their  perceived  “station.”  How  horrible.  How  heart  breaking.  How 
 miserable  it  is  to  peer  into  the  mirror  of  the  perfection  of  our  Savior  and  realize  just  how 
 dirty I am. 

 I  am  no  better  than  anyone  around  me.  My  only  redemption  has  come  at  the  hands  of 
 Another,  those  hands  that  are  scarred  with  the  price  of  my  freedom.  He  who  has  freed  me 
 from  the  ultimate  oppressor  longs  for  better  from  me  than  the  petty  judgment  and 
 disdain  I  show  for  those  I  dismiss  as  unworthy.  May  His  heart  become  mine  so  that  I  see 
 with  His  compassion  and  o�er  my  hands  as  His  tools  to  deliver  His  love  and  grace  to 
 those who so desperately need it. 

 Father, we come to You humbled and sorrowful at our short-sightedness. We ask Your 
 forgiveness and Your mercy at our unwitting oppression of those You particularly care for. 

 Help us to see with Your eyes and act with Your love. 

 https://freedom-in-christ.org 


