
eeds stand tall and beautiful at the waters edge. 
But when a strong storm comes blowing in, 
they often bend over. They don,t die there be-

cause the root system is still being fed by the water. But 
they are bent and bruised, hurt. Have you been there?
Are you there now? Have you just come out of it? Are the wounds still raw after 
all these years? Does it hurt to look back? Are you afraid to look forward? Are you 
standing taller, stronger, or are you still on your knees?
I’ve been there. And so have you.
You are the woman who can’t have a child, whose husband walked away, whose 
child was hurt by the hand of a trusted friend — or you were that little girl. You 
live in an empty marriage, the love of your life has passed away, you committed 
adultery, you miss talking to your parents. 
You are the one who dreams about the child you miscarried, believes you will 
never get married, lost your home. You are the one whose business went under, 
whose only option is to move away from your home and the life you have known 
to a room that is not your own. 
You are helping your child through cancer treatments, your abortion still haunts 
you, you are the only living sister, you were the one survivor from that accident, 
you know the price of suicide, you felt the lump. You are the woman who had to 
bury your child.
You are a bruised woman. I am too. I have been bent so low that I didn’t know how 
I would even take my next breath. But I am not alone. As I read the Word of God, 
there is story after story of men and women who have been where we are. 
There is a story of a woman in the Gospel of John, chapter 8, that breaks my heart 
every time. 
Jesus is in the temple courts, teaching a group of people around Him, when the re-
ligious leaders throw a woman in front of Him whom they have caught in the act of 
adultery.  She is exposed. But where is the man? If she is not already bent from a life 
of what is thought to be prostitution, well, the religious leaders are going to bend 
her so close to the ground that she can’t do anything but break. 

Bruised
but not

 Broken
A bruised reed he will not break (Isaiah 42:3a).
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She has been set up. These religious leaders are try-
ing to trap Jesus, and they are using her. They could 
have held her in private custody … but no! They are 
going to do it in the open. They are bending the 
rules to try to trip up the Rabbi. And this woman, 
she is naked in the temple courts, about to be 
stoned. She has no way out.
Have you been there? Trapped? Exposed? Used?
When I was 18, I started dating a guy that I should 
have run from. I knew some of his past, I knew he 
hated church, I knew that he would try and lead me 
in a direction that I should not follow. But I chose him 
anyway. He was mean. He was hurtful. He was abusive.
I know what it is like to stand exposed and be told 
that I am nothing. That no one else will ever be as 
good to me as he is. That no man will ever see me as 
beautiful. No one will ever see me.
I fell into my pit. For two years I lived there, made 
it my home, and served him. And Satan, he loved 
it. One of God’s children had fallen. He was there 
whispering lies to me, telling me that this guy, “he’s 
the only one who will ever love you.” Saying, “he 
can make you as happy as you deserve.” And, “who 
would want you now?” 
And then, Satan did what he is really good at: 
he became the accuser, saying, “look at 
what you have done! You really are nothing. 
God doesn’t even want to look at you.”
I was trapped. Exposed. Used. 

Not only was I in a relationship that I 
didn’t know how to get out of, but I 
was so ashamed. I couldn’t tell anyone. 
I was the good girl who had gone to 
church all my life, been active in youth 
group, gone on mission trips … what 
would anyone think? I couldn’t go 
to church; I wasn’t good enough. I 
had been thrown in front of Christ, 
hearing the words from behind, “She 
should have no part of You!”
I was bent over … I thought I was 
going to break. I had nowhere 
to go and no one to go to. In my 
loneliness and shame, I whispered 
a prayer for the first time in two 
years, “Please get me out of this.”

Jesus crouched down and wrote on the ground.
The woman exposed in front of Him experienced 
grace. I wonder if she even heard Jesus speak to the 
religious leaders or if she just heard the stones drop-
ping to ground, making a circle around her. 
I heard the phone ring. I received a call from the Pro-
gram Director of Camp Perkins, needing a counselor 
for the summer, a position I didn’t apply for because 
my boyfriend had taken the application, ripped it 
up, and told me I would never leave him. A position I 
never applied for because I wasn’t good enough.
And the woman in John chapter 8 and I, we lifted 
up our heads and heard the words of our Savior and 
Redeemer, “Go now, and leave your life of sin.”
It’s been 20 years since I entered that relationship. 
I don’t look back at that time and wonder who that 
girl was, because I know who I am now. I am free and 
loved by my Jesus. I trust that He is going to use my 
past for His good. That He will use me to walk beside 
a hurting sister.
I don’t know what you have walked through or what 
pain you have known. I don’t know where you find 
yourself at this moment, but I encourage you to cry 
out to God and invite Him into your heartache and 
your struggles. Offer your scars to the One Who was 

scarred for you. And because of Jesus’ sacrifice 
on the cross, those wounds that you think 
might break you … WILL be used by God to 
strengthen you and give strength to others.

You are the woman who is loved by 
the gracious and compassionate God. 
Listen to His Word for you: live forgiven 
and free! Q
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