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I had my first kiss at the age of thirteen 
with a man many years older. 

His face was sandpapery, his hands hungry, and his breath hot. 
Before that day I hummed when I brushed my thick brown hair, 

skipped when nobody was looking. 
From then on, I sat before a small oval mirror 

each night and smoothed rouge 
onto angular cheekbones I’ve never quite grown into. 

I rubbed oils from alabaster jars into my skin and pained my lips 
with the color of sin. 

In the tense quiet of the evening I tiptoed past my mother – a frail, 
sickly woman whose wizened skin clings to her aching bones. Even-
tually she stopped waking when I, her darling little girl, slipped out 
the back door. I wished she would rise up from her sickbed and 

ask me, just once, not to go.



You walked the same path every night and people no longer ques-

tioned. Your feet were cracked, marrying with the braided leather of 

your sandals, and branding your skin. 

I noticed because you paused by the well sometimes. 

I saw you from inside my house, nursing the wounds. 

You’d appear at night, on your way to town, 

I’m sure, and reach into your pockets. 

You carefully slid on bangles and rings, and then you disappeared. 

I would have ignored you passing softly by my door each night if it 

weren’t for His command. 

It came unsolicited as I worked in the fields. I found myself burning 

with anger at your lack of dignity. 

It infuriated me – if you weren’t going to be offended at such a 

mockery of life, I would be offended on your behalf. 

And then God said, 

“Take her. Hosea you are going to show her what it means to be 

loved.” 

I laughed. Then he said it louder, 

“Take her. Take her. Take her. I have chosen her for you.” 

I was even angrier with you in that moment.

I thought you’d crush my spirit as well.



But I knew in that darkness nobody would notice my eyes shut 
tight. People used to tell me my eyes – blue – were radiant, so 
effervescently beautiful. No one looked into my eyes anymore. 

Eventually I rose with the scornful sun, stepped into my skirts, and 
straightened my belt around my hips, slender, 

the way my owners liked. 

The dust on the roads, stirred by the traders
driving into the market place, usually mixed with the heat and 

cloyed at my throat. I felt so claustrophobic. 
The men, with their chickens and goats, stared at me as I saun-

tered on. They didn’t realize I trembled on the inside, timid before 
them in the brightness of the morning. 

I felt more exposed moving through the streets than I ever did 
when strangers beckoned me closer at night.

There were nights when my ears delighted in the whisper of satin 
between my legs, rustling while I marched on. 

‘The noise said Gomer you are pretty. 
But more often than not, my soul begged not again. 

The room in town was simple – they said I was the decoration. 
I lay idly by and arranged my curls on the side, 

so they fall in a curtain about my shoulders. 
If I was lucky I could hide behind that curtain as they came 

through, one after the other. 
I always insisted the lamp be blown out. 

A part of me was so very afraid of the darkness and how it 
consumed, strangled, and destroyed. 



I tried to fall in love with you from afar. I was worried you’d force me 

to compromise my values before allowing me to marry you. In all hon-

esty I was terrified of your power over me, knowing my flesh to be 

only so strong. You were a temptress. But God said, “She is my 

daughter, too.”

One day, he actually appeared. I observed from my window in 
town as he handed coins to the boys. 

I was intrigued by the overtness of it all. 
This so called man of righteousness was crumbling because of my 

beauty, or so I thought. 
He stood proud, assertion in his shoulders, and as I continued to 
study the men, I realized he was making a purchase, not lying 

down with me. 
Immediately I loathed him for attaching value to my body just as 

every man did.

I remember buying you with almost everything I had. When those peo-

ple – I dare not classify them as men – finished heckling with me, the 

binding consequence of my words danced on the air before me, taunt-

ing me with their gravity. “Gomer, I want Gomer. Name your price.” 

I could not go back. I had no idea what to say to you, I fumbled for 

something, managed, “Come, you are safe now.” You would have spat 

at me I think, if you hadn’t been so afraid. I

remember guiding you down the steps to the street below and you 

flinched when I placed my hands on your back.

I first noticed him, Hosea, sitting on the cool stones by the well. 
I liked to let my toes bake there, 
bronzey in the mid-morning light. 

Loneliness drove me mad some days, but other days I wanted to 
dive straight to the bottom of that well and hide. 

He lingered in his doorway, watching. 
It bothered me for a reason I couldn’t define.



His initial touch awakened something within me. He seemed to 
sense this and removed his hands quickly. 

But it wasn’t just sensuality that his hands imparted – there was 
more. A shock of something coursed through me, something for-
eign that frightened me more than his small house with its few 

rooms and his honest eyes. 
I felt my soul stir as though it were sleepily 

awakening. 

Initially he made apologies but 
told me we were going to be married 
because that was the Lord’s desire. 

I scoffed and considered making a coy comment regarding his 
own desire, but I bit my tongue. 

He said he would not order me around, 
I was free to come and go, but the brothel was forbidden.

Thus evolved our marriage. 

You, my broken Gomer, and I, your foolish, unworthy Hosea. 

I pursued you relentlessly but you remained cold. 

I prayed for you every day, awkward prayers that seemed to make you 

cringe.

I never closed my eyes when he prayed over me, 
mostly because I found a sweet contentment in observing his 

reverence to this so called God. 
I felt that same God chasing after me but I didn’t want him or 

Hosea wasting their energy on a whore like me. 
I found myself yearning for the familiarity of the brothel and 
finally, when Hosea went to work in the fields one afternoon, 

I gathered my things and left.



I knew you had ruined me when I came home that night and saw 

your rings and bracelets were missing. 

You were gone and I hurt deeply. 

I must have misunderstood God. 

That realization stung and I was humiliated. 

So very ashamed.

The girls had missed me. 

They clung to me and showed me their newest presents from 

their favorite men. 

Some of them sullenly congratulated me on my marriage 

which made my heart pang. 

Hosea did not – could not – exist in my world. 

I didn’t go home the next night or the next. 

Maybe a diminutive corner of my mind was preoccupied with 
being slightly guilty, but I was good at seduction. 

I was not good at being a housewife.



When I was alone in my room a small voice called out to 

me, “Gomer,” it cried, “Gomer, I am here.” I stole out in 

the hush of the dawn. The voice spoke again, 

“Gomer, I have brought you from the desert 

that you may embrace me.”  
I collapsed to the ground. 

For the first time in a long time, 

I wept.

I thought of your battered body and was unable to rest. 

I prayed and prayed, spending hours on my knees. 

God told me resolutely, 

“Take her back. Swallow your pride and buy her back.  
Buy her back as often as you must. She is yours. You will love her with 

an everlasting love.” 

I wrote my prayers down over the weeks. 

When I reread them I found courage. 

I paid a young village boy to send them along to you.



When Hosea’s letters arrived, 

that bolt of something 

ethereal shocked me. 

The voice returned, and suddenly 

it wasn’t just Hosea saying he would 

love me with an everlasting love, 

it was God. 

These words unsettled me and my 

mind whispered you must go back. 

Sick with guilt, 

I burned the letters.

Then I discovered there was a baby. 

I knew it was not Hosea’s, 

he had not visited me at night even after our wedding vows, 

but I couldn’t bear the thought of the men in town 

violating me in that horrendous way, 

robbing me of a life God had cursed or blessed me with 

– I knew not which.  
I sent word to Hosea, desperately hoping he’d come 

yet trusting implicitly that he must 

hate the very thought of me.



I was there at sunrise. I bartered for you once more and 

barely contained my indignation. 

You were legally mine. I had already bought you. 

But I caught sight of you in the window above and knew in 

that moment I would buy

you, like He said, as many times as necessary at whatever 

price. He commanded me to spare your fair neck that he 

might rush in to fill your emptiness. 

You came quietly. 

You were so weary and exhausted.

Hosea hesitantly left for 

the fields the 

next morning. 

I sat alone and stared at 

the mark of fidelity on 

my ring finger. God 

spoke with resounding 

clarity, shaking my very soul. “Beloved,” he began, 

“I will cherish you always. You need not repay Hosea and you 

need not repay me. Only remember you were bought at a 

price because of my extravagant, scandalous love for you.” In 

that moment I learned what it is to pray. I walked to the door-

way of Hosea’s home – our home – and searched for him in 

the fields. He turned and smiled.



Gomer shone with the grace of a 

woman redeemed, and I trusted her 

worn heart was rejuvenated by our 

elusively lovely Father God. 

She proclaimed long into her old 

age that God makes beautiful the 

ashes of the past. 

This is my bride and this is her 

redemption song.

I saw a savior’s love in his gaze. 

I couldn’t quite comprehend the depth of such a love, but I 

felt it in the forgiveness of his smile. 

My body shook as my bones found freedom from chains I 

hadn’t known existed. I fell in love for the first time that day, 

running towards grace and light, unhindered by the shame of 

my yesterdays.

 “And I will betroth you to 
me forever. I will betroth 

you to me in righteousness 
and in justice, in steadfast 

love and in mercy.”

Hosea 2:19


