Holy Kisses
By Lisa Divine

I was happily cruising along that summer with my God, my
husband, and my five, busy children. It began with our first child’s
homeschool graduation celebration. Lots of fun around campfires
with friends. An epic camping trip out west with all sorts of “firsts”.
The summer rounded out with a whirlwind, exciting, and
emotional trip dropping my son off at college in Florida. I
remember thinking how thankful to the Lord I was for my son and
how content I was with my beautiful life and family.
It was also a time when I distinctly remember quietly working on my marriage. The winter before, I
asked the Lord to show me ways that I can love my husband better. He whispered to me, “Use your
gift of drawing.” I chose a favorite photo of my husband and used it to draw him, spending hours
when he was away at work. I would use this time to stare into his eyes, pray for him in a more
passionate way than I ever had before, and I asked the Lord to help me to love Him like He did. I had
it printed on a unique metal background and excitedly gave it to him for his birthday in March. I spent
the following months of spring and summer paying special attention to the many things I knew would
especially speak his love language.
In April, we decided to take my wedding ring to get it resized and get it appraised for insurance
purposes. It was at the jeweler for several months which kept me from wearing it for quite a long time.
In early August, after I had resumed wearing it, I woke up one morning wondering why my pinky hurt.
Upon examining it, I could see that I had a ragged, bleeding cut that was caused by my wedding ring!
After 21 years of wearing this ring, with no problems, and after we had just gotten it all ship shape, a
diamond had been ripped out and lost, making a very jagged gold edge that cut me. Back to the
jeweler it went for further repairs and more time NOT on my finger. At the time, this ring saga didn’t
seem too significant. Months later, I would realize that it symbolized a very real attack on me and our
marriage.
Around the same time in August, I planned a date night of dinner and the movie War Room. It so
inspired me about praying for my marriage and family that I even took notes when I got back to the
car! As the weeks went on, I stepped up my prayers for myself, my husband and children, and I also
wrote in my journal, "May the sins of Jeff and I be broken NOW so they are not passed down to our
children."
A week later, two days after returning home from dropping off our son in Florida, I was reading 1
Corinthians 13 (the love chapter) and the Lord spoke to my heart that I had been doing well with faith
and hope, but that I needed to step up my game with love. I thought, really? I’ve been so focused for
the last 9 months! So, I spent some time at the library that day praying more and journaling that God
would help me to love my husband even more with HIS love.
The very next morning, in September 2015, as I was praying in my chair, it happened. My happy,
content, satisfying life, the life that I had been working so hard to build and nurture, exploded! My
heart was shattered into a million unrecognizable chards. This wasn’t the first time either, and this
time, I knew that I would never be the same. I didn’t think I would EVER recover this time.
1

The news of my husband’s affair felt like death. I couldn’t breathe.
How does one go on with their day when their world has been so rocked and they can’t tell people
why? I managed somehow. I didn’t school the kids that day, but I did go to a doctor appointment and
somehow managed to go to church that evening. I was numb and in shock. That night, after the kids
were upstairs and Jeff and I were alone, I don’t really remember all that was said (most of it wasn’t
pretty, I’m sure), but I do distinctly remember Jeff saying, "I have never felt like God loved me. How
could He ever love me after all I’ve done?”
At that moment, I was flooded with compassion. We silently got into bed and before I turned out the
light, the Holy Spirit compelled me to turn around and give him a kiss. Now, that is the kind of
compassion that would only come from a loving God! This person had hurt me so profoundly, so
deeply, so permanently, that I didn’t even want to touch him!
At about 3 a.m., I woke up and clearly heard the Lord say to me, “Lisa, Jeff doesn’t know that I love
him and the way he understands love is through physical touch. You are going to have to SHOW him
My love for Me. Give him three kisses each with a message.” I was overwhelmed and incredulous!
Seriously, God? I just spent the previous nine months loving him better than I ever have!
I laid there for three hours, in and out of sleep, thinking, “There is no way that I can do this! I don’t
want to do this!” At 6 a.m. I decided that if I didn’t just do it, I never would. I leaned over and gave Jeff
a sweet and gentle kiss, waking him, and I said, “God said that He loves you.” I kissed him again and
said, “He will never leave you nor forsake you.” And after a third kiss, “There is nothing you will ever
do that will make Him not love you.”
Then, the sobbing began. Long deep sobs from a broken man, who has known the Lord for more
than twenty years but had never believed the truth of God’s deep love for him. A love that would never
change, no matter what he did.
At this point in the story, Jeff was experiencing God’s deep love in a way that he had never
experienced, and a large weight of shame began to lift off him. He was also free of the burden of
secrecy, bringing some sense of relief. But it was the beginning of a real-life nightmare for me.
Shame, fear, anxiety, and depression, beyond what I had ever experienced, declared war on my very
being. It’s been a battle so brutal, I am sometimes surprised I am still here.
But I am. Almost three and a half years later, I am here, and we are still married. It’s hard to explain in
a few paragraphs the depth of the recovery process and the hard work that has been done to even
survive, let alone to begin to dream that thriving is possible. But we are making progress, little by little,
and we have great hope for an amazing future! God has told us so. We know that He is in the
business of healing, restoring, and then using what He’s done in some to help others. I will admit that
I hate that this is our story. I mean who would ever want a marriage wrought with addiction and
infidelity to be their story? I was pouring my heart out to God about this one day, with tears streaming
down my face, and suddenly He stopped me and said, “It’s my story, too. We share the same story.” I
was stunned that God had entrusted His story to us. Our story IS the gospel.
It still hurts. I’m not going to lie. But I am stronger and even more in love with my Savior. I trust My
God to hold my hand and get me where He’s taking me, even when the journey is not always
pleasant or seemingly promising. It is my hope and prayer, that even this much of our story, will give
you a glimpse of the love story between God and his people. There is nothing that God won’t do to
bring you to Himself, to save your marriage, or heal your heart. He has already given of Himself
sacrificially for us through His Son, Jesus. He has made a way for us, undeserving sinners, to receive
His “holy kiss” of deep, unconditional love. God wants to show each of us how much He loves us in
the way in which we will understand it best. Seek Him. Trust Him.
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Author’s Note:
Last year, I was invited to share my story in an interview on a friend’s blog. One of the questions that I
answered had to do with what I did, practically speaking, to survive, begin healing, and move forward
in this difficult season. The following is an excerpt from that interview. If you are struggling right now,
there is always help and hope. Don’t stop until you find it!
What helped you or served you most practically in this season? What do you wish friends & family
knew at the time so they could better love you through it?
My husband’s repentance and willingness to do whatever it took to help me heal. Spending hours in
my chair with God, His word, and many, many books and other online resources. An affair recovery
intensive we attended in California together. A large support system of women that I reached out to,
including friends, a therapist, and a recovery/support group that I helped start.
I wish friends and family understood the devastating effects of intimacy betrayal. It is a long, personal
journey and a betrayed spouse should never be told to “just get over it.” It follows closely the stages
of grief and loss and creates a deep wound that requires recovery just as a loss, physical injury, or
surgery would.
The rest of the interview can be found at http://www.simplybloom.org/2018/09/eblisadevine.html
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