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HER LAUGHTER ECHOES OFF OUR CONCRETE 
WALLS. As I watch her play with my children a strange 
mixture of joy and sorrow mingles in my heart. In the last 
year, despite the barrier my broken attempts at speaking her 
language keeps between us, I have grown to love this woman. 
She shows up every day, her smile shining as she cooks and 
cleans, as she braids my daughter’s hair and chases my son. 

Behind her smile is a story I only know those pieces she has 
been able to tell me through the few words I understand or 
with a friend translating. She was married at 14. Her husband 
uses drugs. I catch words I know in her language, such as “bad 
man” and “hit.” She would leave if she could but he would get 
custody of their children. She doesn’t want her teenage son to 
end up like his father. She wants her daughter to receive more 
education than she did, as she is only able to write her name 
and the alphabet.

The joy I feel comes from knowing and learning from such  
a strong woman. She says, “I am not happy at home. But I 
come here and I am happy. I am loved.” The sorrow comes 
from not being able to do more for her than give her a job, a 
friend. I want equality for her. I want justice. I can’t swoop 
in and fix her life or the systems that have failed her. But I 
can show up, listen, and love. I am small in the face of her 
problems, the problems of my adopted South Asian country, 
and the problems of my country of origin that is more divided 
than ever. 

It doesn’t require us to look too far to realize we live in a 
world full of broken relationships and systems that need 
restoration. But peace, justice—are they just lofty concepts 
that remain out of reach?

I thought I knew what “social justice” meant when I had to 
come to terms with the growing fear and inequality in my 
home country in the wake of September 11, 2011. I realized  
I had no idea what it meant when I encountered the injustices 
of slavery in the majority world when I first stepped into 
Asia 13 years ago. I also realized  that I have many privileges 
as a member of the middle-class, as a Westerner, as a white 
woman, as a writer, that can’t be wasted. I need to listen- to be 
a student of those who know what justice, peace, and equality 
really look like. I need to do what I can, where I can. I can’t 
do it all. But I can listen and move closer to equality in the 
spheres I inhabit. 

For years I have gravitated towards Tim Keller’s definition 
of social justice as “giving humans their due as people in 
the image of God.”  It’s all-encompassing, much like Jesus’ 
broad commandment to love our neighbor as ourselves. It is 
my constant desire to open my eyes to my blind spots. Where 
others see only potential terrorists, I can easily see God’s 
overwhelming love for Muslim people. Of course, I can. I live 
in a Muslim country and these are the friends taking up space 
at my dining room table. But for those not in community with 
Muslims, for example, this may be a blind spot. I have other 
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blind spots that my upbringing, my race, my gender, my prejudices 
keep me from seeing.

In Mending the Divides: Creating Love in a Conflicted World, Jon 
Huckins and Jer Swigart write about how a theology of peace and a 
practice of everyday peacemaking moves us closer to the heart of God 
which is the restoration of all things. What I love about this idea of 
being an everyday peacemaker is that while social justice, equality, 
and restoration are big concepts, this brings it down to a personal level. 
It starts in our own hearts.

“What has damaged our ability to see the humanity, dignity, and image 
of God in other people?” ask Huckins and Swigart. The move towards 
justice starts with looking at our own biases and asking God to heal 
them and moving outward from there. 

I ask God to show me what my part looks like at this point in my own 
life, in my family, in both my adopted and home countries, and in the 
larger world of great needs. I know my roles will shift in different 
seasons. My understanding of my role in social justice will enlarge but 
it will never go away. I know that following a God who commands 
me to  “learn to do good; seek justice, correct oppression; bring justice 
to the fatherless, plead the widow’s cause” (Isaiah 1:17) means I can 
never turn my back on my part in restoration. 

What step can you take to open your eyes to those you haven’t seen in 
God’s image? How can you move towards being a peacemaker in your 
own community? Could you start today to be involved in God’s plan  
for restoration?


