Forgiveness
Readings/Poetry:


From Joan Chittister:  The Gift of Years

Too often, in the passion of the moment, young and full of the venom of perfectionism, we demand our due.  And when it does not come, we stomp testily away, righteous in our anger, martyred in our souls.  Better to be a victim than a loser.  

We have been wronged.  Someone has broken the unwritten rules of life by which we live.  Someone has scratched the surface of our own perfection and left us exposed, abandoned, distant, aloof, gone.  Sometimes the other person knows what happened, and why.  Sometimes he or she doesn’t.  We simply disappear to wait for a redress that never comes.

Then the years pass.  The more important the relationship, the more vivid the memory of the wrong.  Instead of diminishing, the memory – the pain of it – grows stronger every year.  This is a weeping wound, festering with time, a scar on the heart, acid in the belly.  And time is passing.

Only forgiveness can stem such pain in us.  An apology alone can’t possibly do it.  This kind of pain, held to the breast all these years, licked and nurtured, fed by time and polished by the ages, can be healed only be the wounded, not the offender, because it is the wounded who is maintain it.

Forgiveness puts life back together again.  It is proof of our own learnings.  It is a sign of our own inner healing.  It is mark of our own self-knowledge.  It is the measure of the divine in us.

[As Sages, we know we have failed often,] have never really done anything completely right, have never truly been perfect – and that that is completely all right.  We are who we are – and so is everyone else.  And it is our forgiveness of others that gains for us the right to forgive ourselves for being less than we always wanted to be.
The Gift of Years: Growing Older Gracefully.  
Chittister, Joan. BlueBridge: New York. 2008.  
Chapter on Forgiveness, pp 190-191.



The Guest House 
This being human is a guest house.
Every morning a new arrival.
A joy, a depression, a meanness,
some momentary awareness comes
as an unexpected visitor.
Welcome and entertain them all!
Even if they are a crowd of sorrows,
who violently sweep your house
empty of its furniture,
still, treat each guest honorably.
He may be clearing you out
for some new delight.
The dark thought, the shame, the malice.
meet them at the door laughing and invite them in.
Be grateful for whatever comes.
because each has been sent
as a guide from beyond.
~Rumi
The Sage Must Travel Light

Youth can carry a heavy load day after day
Without noticing the damaging effects,
But the sage must lay down the burden.
Resentments, regrets, injuries, slights,
Grudges and disappointments,
Are much too cumbersome
For a person of wisdom and contentment.
The sage must travel light.
There is a backpack in the mind
Which over the years has become 
Filled with rock and stones.
You do not have to carry them anymore.
You can empty your pack
And carry only compassion from one day to the next.
The Sage’s Tao To Ching: 
Ancient Advice for the Second Half of Life.  
Martin, William.    
 page 67
Forgiveness 
My heart was heavy, for its trust had been
Abused, its kindness answered with foul wrong;
So, turning gloomily from my fellow men,
One summer Sabbath day I strolled among
the green mounds of the village burial place;
Where, pondering how all human love and hate
Find one sad level; and how, soon or  late,
Wronged and wrong-doer, each with meekened face,
And cold hands folded over a still heart,
Pass the green threshold of our common grave,
Whither all footsteps tend, whence none depart,
Awed for myself, and pitying my race,
Our common sorrow, like a mighty wave,
Swept all my pride away, and trembling I forgave!
John Greenleaf Whittier

The Healing Time 

Finally on my way to yes
I bump into
all the places 
where I said no to my life
all the untended wounds
the red and purple scars
those hieroglyphs of pain
carved into my skin, my bones,
those coded messages
that send me down
the wrong street
again and again
where I find them
the old wounds
the old mis-directions
and I lift them one by one
close to my heart
and I say  holy, holy

		by Pesha Geretler

Readings for Self-Forgiveness/Compassion

Through the simple practice of seeing our own goodness, we undo the deeply rooted habits of blame and self-hate that keep us feeling isolated and unworthy.  The contemporary Indian master Bapuji lovingly reminds us to cherish our goodness:

My beloved child,
Break your heart no longer.
Each time you judge yourself, you break your own heart.
You stop feeding on the love which is the wellspring of your vitality.
The time has come, your time
to live, to celebrate and to see the goodness that you are…
Let no one, no thing, no idea or ideal obstruct you.
If one comes, even in the name of “Truth,” forgive it for its unknowing
Do not fight.
Let go.
And breathe – into the goodness that you are.

Every time we betray ourselves by not seeing our goodness, we break our heart.  When we judge ourselves for falling short, we break our heart.
Radical Acceptance
Tara Brach, Ph.D.
Page 258

How I love it
when what I’ve known
as a weed
In me
suddenly becomes
a beautiful flower.

how I delight
when the rejected part
of me
becomes my friend.

How I cherish
the struggles
that change
my inner enemies
into my beloved friends.

		Joyce Rupp
		-from rest your dreams on a little twig

Old Failures

    Last night, as I was sleeping
    I dreamt!-- marvelous error!--
    that I had a beehive
    here inside my heart.
    And the golden bees
    were making white combs
    and sweet honey
    from my old failures.
By Antonio Machado (trans. Robert Bly)






“When you can forgive, then you are free. http://greatergood.berkeley.edu/topic/forgiveness/definition#why_practice

  When you cannot forgive, you are a prisoner of the hurt done to you.  If you are really disappointed in someone and you become embittered, you become incarcerated inside that feeling.  Only the grace of forgiveness can break the straight logic of hurt and embitterment.”
-Exploring Our Yearning to Belong by John O’Donohue

Before Nelson Mandela left prison, he is quoted as saying;

“As I walked out the door toward the gate to my freedom, I knew not if I didn’t leave my bitterness and hatred behind, I’d still be in prison.”


