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Take a minute and think about the most significant relationship in your life. It could be with a partner, a family member, or a close friend. Someone who really gets you. Why is that relationship so meaningful? 
For me, it’s always been the people who truly see me. Not just the version I present to the world, but the real me—the one who’s a little tired, a little unsure, a little complicated. The people who see beneath the surface, beneath the layers we all wear to get through the day, and still know and love who I really am. That kind of connection is rare. It feels holy. It reminds me that true intimacy isn’t about being impressive. It’s about being known. 
We live in a world where we are supposedly more connected than ever. We can FaceTime across oceans, send a group chat to 27 people at once, or share a moment instantly on social media. Yet so many of us feel unseen. There’s a loneliness that creeps into the edges of our lives, even in crowded rooms. We crave authenticity but settle for curated updates. We want to be known but have learned to filter ourselves down to what feels safe. 
Into that loneliness comes a story. A story from Scripture that is both ancient and painfully current. It is the story of a woman who was never supposed to matter. A woman pushed to the side. A woman whose name literally means “the outsider.” Her name is Hagar. 
Hagar is often remembered as a victim. She was enslaved, used, silenced, and cast out. Her story is tangled in systems of patriarchy, power, and possession. But that’s not the story I want to tell today. 
Because Hagar’s story isn’t only about what was done to her. It’s about what she did. How she lived. How she encountered God. How she carved out space in a world that told her she had no right to exist. This is not just a survival story. It is a story of dignity, of agency, of divine intimacy. 
When Hagar runs into the wilderness—pregnant, alone, and utterly disposable—God meets her. Not through a prophet, not in a temple, not through someone in authority. Just Hagar and God. 
And for the first time in the Bible, someone gives God a name. 
“You are El-roi,” she says. “The God who sees me.” 
Imagine that. The first theologian in Scripture to name God is not a priest or a patriarch or a prophet. It’s Hagar. A woman, an enslaved foreigner, a single mother-to-be, one who had every reason to believe she didn’t matter. But God sees her. And more than that—she sees God. 
That moment of being seen is transformative. Not because her circumstances suddenly improve. She’s still in the wilderness. She still has a hard road ahead. But something shifts. She knows she is not invisible. Not forgotten. Not alone. She names God, and in doing so, reclaims her own name, her own voice, her own story. 
Let me tell you another story. It’s not from the Bible, but it could have been.
In 1851, at a Women’s Rights Convention in Akron, Ohio, a tall, Black woman named Sojourner Truth stood up to speak. She wasn’t invited to the stage. She wasn’t on the program. But when the moment came, she rose. 
Truth had been born into slavery. She had been beaten, abused, and sold. She had seen her children taken from her. She had walked through the kind of wilderness Hagar would have recognized. But she also encountered God. She claimed her voice. She named her dignity. 
That day, she looked out at a crowd of mostly white women and men who were debating whether women deserved equal rights, and she said, “Ain’t I a woman?” 
She said it not once, but again and again. 
She named the ways she had worked, borne children, suffered, and survived. And still, people acted as if she was something other than fully human. As if her Blackness canceled out her womanhood. As if her dignity was somehow negotiable. 
But Sojourner Truth stood her ground. Just like Hagar. Just like the Samaritan woman. She told the truth of her life. And she demanded to be seen. 
“I have ploughed and planted, and gathered into barns, and no man could head me! And ain’t I a woman?” 
Her words cut through centuries of silence. They refused erasure. They echoed with the sacred insistence that to be seen, to be truly seen, is to be human. It is to be holy. 
Sojourner didn’t ask for permission. She didn’t wait for the platform to be offered. She stood in the power of her story. She claimed the God who had never left her side. The God who saw her not as a problem to fix, but as a prophet to follow. 
Just like Hagar. 
And Hagar’s story isn’t the only one like this in Scripture. In John 4, Jesus meets another woman, another outsider, at a well. A Samaritan woman. She too is socially cast aside. Her people are considered impure. Her personal life is complicated. Her presence at the well in the heat of the day speaks volumes. She is avoiding others. She has likely heard every judgmental whisper imaginable. 
Then Jesus speaks to her. Not just at her. Not about her. But with her. 
He doesn’t condemn her. He engages her. He answers her questions. He takes her seriously. And like Hagar, she realizes that she has been seen. Fully. Flaws and all. And she doesn’t run from it. She runs with it. She becomes the first evangelist in John’s Gospel. Before Peter. Before Paul. Before anyone else. She proclaims the good news.
These three women—Hagar, the Samaritan woman, and Sojourner—are often remembered for their wounds. But they should also be remembered for their wisdom, their courage, their voice. 
Because they do something many of us long to do. They find their worth not in someone else’s opinion of them, but in the eyes of God. 
They are not defined by their status, their mistakes, or the systems that try to erase them. They are defined by the One who sees them clearly and loves them still. 
That is the power of relationship. That is the gift of being known. Not because someone fixed your life. Not because they saw your highlight reel. But because they saw your heart and stayed. 
We spend so much of our lives trying to prove we belong. Trying to fit into spaces that were never built for us. Trying to earn dignity that should have been ours from the start. 
But Hagar doesn’t earn her place. She claims it. And God affirms it. 
The Samaritan woman doesn’t wait for permission. She steps into her purpose. And Jesus honors it. 
Sojourner doesn’t apologize for who she is. She stands tall and speaks truth. And history still echoes with her defiance. 
So what does this mean for us? 
It means that no matter how overlooked or misunderstood we may feel, there is a well with our name on it. A sacred space where God meets us—not the filtered us, but the real us. And in that space, there is no shame. There is no smallness. There is only love. 
It means that faith is not about being perfect. It’s about being present, honest, and seen. 
It means we are invited, like Hagar, to see ourselves through God’s eyes, and to name God not just as Creator or Judge or King, but as the One who Sees, who Knows, who Stays. 
Because at the end of the day, the most significant relationship in our lives might just be the one with the God who refuses to look away. 
Not when we’re wandering. 
Not when we’re weary. 
Not when we think no one sees us at all. 
God sees. God hears. God names us beloved. 
May we, in turn, see one another. 
May we make space for those on the margins.
May we become people who notice, who listen, who honor the sacredness in every story—including our own. 
Amen.
