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When my daughter Hannah graduated from high school, I planned and organized a graduation party for her. I invited Mom, my siblings, and their spouses and children. My family is enormous. To ensure we had enough space, I rented the private school gymnasium where we all attended school.

After I became an adult, I occasionally organized family get-togethers with my extended family. Our family experienced tremendous trauma and abuse during childhood. My brothers and sisters, in different ways, all became quite dysfunctional. Most of the time, everyone attended these family events. Most people also showed up that day.

My husband and I were having marital problems again. This time, we had moved into separate homes. After enduring his abuse for twenty years, I was now considering divorce. Even though we were dealing with serious personal issues, we made the trip together.

I told Mom what I was going through. I asked her to keep it private and not share it with anyone else. That didn't work out so well. Asking a gossiper not to gossip is like asking a bird not to poop. She sang like a canary and shared my situation with my sisters.

As everyone arrived and settled in, my sister Danielle approached me. She asked to talk to me. I said, "Sure, what's up?" She asked if we could speak privately in the school bathroom. What on earth could be so important that it needed such privacy?

Once we entered the bathroom, Danielle said she had heard about my getting a divorce. I guess a little birdie must have told her? As crazy as a coot, trying to save my soul from hell, she began attacking me. She said that divorce is wrong, and God requires me to make my marriage work — no matter what. She said God would permit divorce if someone committed an act of physical adultery.

I had to wing it as Danielle barged into my personal life. Her attacks were unexpected and uninvited. She caught me off guard. My head started spinning as I realized she didn't just know about my business, but she was attempting to feather my nest. Meanwhile, I had to process that Mom had just betrayed me. My heart sank into my stomach. I felt nauseous and in need of a sick bucket.

My voice sounded weak as I explained to her the abuse I had been enduring for twenty years. As tears filled my eyes, I told her how much I was hurting. I couldn't take all of his lies, stealing, and pornography anymore. The Bible says lusting after other women is committing adultery. I saw him as cheating on me.

Danielle wouldn't listen to the pain in my heart. She wanted to take me under her wing and teach me her beliefs. Her primary goal was to warn me about the consequences of divorce.

She wasn't there to be a friend or to offer comfort. Instead, she was there to preach against the "sin" I was about to commit. Her advice felt intrusive and judgmental. She demanded that I feather my nest her way, as she believes her nest is feathered better than mine.

Danielle pecked at me for thirty minutes. I became annoyed and told her I needed to do what was right for myself. I told her that our Heavenly Father doesn't want me to remain with an abuser. He desires me to be happy. Danielle kept pressuring me. To make her stop, I asked her to mind her own business. I reiterated that I had to do what made me happy.

Danielle wouldn't stop ruffling my feathers. She was desperate. She wanted to rule my roost! My anger grew, and my skin began to tingle. I said again, more firmly, for her to stay out of it! As I started walking away from her, she snidely said, "Well, I'll pray for you!" I was at my wits' end with her poking her eagle eye into my affairs. She was trampling on my damaged heart and now giving me haughty prayers.

I was steaming now. Danielle's pompous attitude offended me. Her condescending religious hierarchy was oozing from her peacock feathers. My jaw hit the floor. My eyes opened wide. Becoming angry, I yelled, "That's judging!" I walked away. I didn't want her prayers. All I needed was a friend to love me and comfort my injured heart.

Danielle went crying to our siblings. Devastated that I had shouted at her, she played the victim. She portrayed me as being at fault for her attacking me with her judgments. After meddling in my affairs, she turned me into a dirty bird. After dumping her bird turd on me, Danielle then took her religious feathers and flew the coop. She didn't even say goodbye to me or my family.

Feeling overwhelmed with sadness, I struggled to carry on with the party. I pretended nothing had happened and that I was fine. I was far from okay. Because of Danielle's mistaken religious beliefs — believing that hammers are used to save souls from hell — she killed two birds with one stone. She destroyed our relationship that day, took my injured heart, stomped on it, and shattered it into a million pieces.

After a year of emotional healing, I reached out to Danielle to see if we could mend our relationship. I said, "Hey, we're sisters. Things shouldn't be like this." I told her I was sorry for getting angry at her. She responded, "Well, you told me to mind my own business!"

With a slight chuckle, I said, "If we had that exact discussion today, I'd still ask you to mind your own business, but I wouldn't get angry like I did."

She haughtily quipped, "Well, that's the way it is then." She wouldn't forgive me unless I apologized for telling her to stay out of my affairs.

I said, "Okay. Well, I love you." It was an awkward goodbye. She didn't want to fix our relationship. Things would stay distant and aloof between us. Boy, oh boy, was I ever right! Danielle and I haven't spoken in 13 years!

Suppose I told Danielle I had no right. Would things have been different? I don't think so. She would still condemn me, as she suffers from a religious hierarchy. She believes everyone who isn't a member of her "God's only truth" church is a gentile destined for hell.

Danielle's church taught her to save sinners by barging into their personal lives and to admonish them with God's sledgehammer. She is to confront them about their sins and shame them into submission. If they don't listen, she is to shake the dust off her feet and abandon them. Devastation struck our entire family that day.

Her words cut deep and reminded me of the past pain caused by our dad. However, he threw actual physical hammers at us. Hammers break wings, and make it so people can no longer fly.

Attacking me at my daughter's party? Who does that? It was a day for celebration! What did she expect would happen? She may have thought I would say, "Oh, Danielle, you're so right! I'll remain with this liar, thief, and adulterer! I'll live my life in misery because you say that's what your God requires of me. Shame on me for even thinking about a divorce. Please forgive me for my sinful thoughts. I promise I'll obey your religious rules from now on so I don't go to hell."

I do not want Danielle's telephone to heaven. She should pray for herself. I have my own phone to heaven. My Poppa is my friend and my comforter. I love Him, and He loves me. I'm sure he feels upset with Danielle for poking me with her judgment stick.

Our family fell apart after this tragic incident. All the effort I put into planning parties and trying to keep our fragile, broken family united in love came crashing down that day. I tell you, with many tears still flowing, Danielle destroyed our family with one fell swoop of her tongue. She shattered the fragile string that was holding us together. She has a lot to apologize for.

I hope someday Father will show Danielle the pain her actions have caused, and we can find healing. I long for the day she offers me an apology. Then we can be sisters again. We will love each other and live together forever in heaven.

Suppose Danielle doesn't apologize to me in this lifetime. In that case, I'm 100% sure she'll feel humiliated and embarrassed when she faces Jesus. I'm 99.9% sure I'll receive an apology from her then. I'll forgive her, of course.

I understand this is Satan's world. Because he has brainwashed Danielle, she believes she shouldn't give love and comfort to me. She believes Satan's lies. She thinks she's supposed to reprimand others. If they won't listen to her admonitions or accept her doctrine, she's told to stop associating with them. Her church tells her to dump them like a hot potato and mark them as hell-bound.

Wow! If Jesus acted that way, nobody would ever go to heaven! Isaiah 64:6 says, "All our righteousnesses are as filthy rags." We all need His cleansing and forgiveness. We can't carry the thorns of judgment and the thistles of criticism to help others. Instead, we are to show love, compassion, and understanding. We should help people rather than hurt them. That's what Jesus and His servants do.

This wasn't the first time Danielle had hurt me. As a teenager, I admitted myself to the hospital because of an eating disorder. I had experienced a few major losses as a young child and had seen my older sisters endure violent abuse.

Some of my siblings called me hurtful names. Some kids at school also called me names and would stick their feet out to trip me when I walked past their desks. I was never taught how to love myself or stand up for myself. My stomach was tight, and I always felt anxious and on high alert.

After I got out of the hospital, I was lying on my bed. Guess who knocked on my bedroom door? Yep, you guessed right! Danielle knocked and asked, "Can I talk to you about something?" (No wonder I felt like I needed the sick bucket when she said those exact words at the party.) I'm still traumatized to this day.

She had her nose high in the air and a haughty look on her face. She didn't ask me how I was doing or if she could help. Nope, her words cut into my heart like a hot knife through butter. She said, "I used to look up to you. I don't anymore. I disrespect you now because of this."

I felt shocked as she exuded an air of high excellence. My heart exploded with extreme sadness. Wow! I needed love and comfort. During my time of needing a friend, Danielle showed me she was neither my sister nor my friend. We weren't especially close as sisters, but we also weren't enemies. After she left, my tears flowed like a river — very long and very hard.

I realized I had nobody who loved or cared about me. If I were to survive, I needed to follow what they told me at the hospital. They said it was crucial for me to love myself, to be assertive, and to stand up for myself. I understood that no one else would give me the love I needed, so I had to do it myself. My tears eased as I curled up in the fetal position on my bed. I started thinking about how to do this.

Looking back, I wonder if Danielle hadn't been so cruel to me that day; if she hadn't shattered my already bruised and wounded heart, would I have started down my path of self-love and assertiveness? Hmmm. Maybe not. I suppose I owe Danielle a thank you for pushing me to the depths of hell. There was only one way out. Self-love was the answer. Our relationship became strained after this incident. After we both married, we treated each other with respect — right until the day she decided not to anymore.
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After Danielle's abandonment, I found comfort and wisdom in the Bible. It helped me recover from Danielle's woodpecker-induced trauma. Our Poppa has given us valuable advice and important lessons. He has made it easy to get a bird's-eye view of how He requires us to love and forgive others: 

"And the mean man shall be brought down, and the mighty man shall be humbled, and the eyes of the lofty shall be humbled" (Isa 5:15).

Danielle doesn't see herself as mean or lofty. Still, whenever we judge and criticize others, we are not being kind and humble.

"Blessed are the peacemakers: for they shall be called the children of God" (Mt 5:9).

Judging, criticizing, and meddling in people's affairs cause conflict and division. This is not being a peacemaker. Peaceful people are children of God.

"And above all things have fervent charity among yourselves: for charity shall cover the multitude of sins" (1 Pet 4:8).

Charity - Strong's G26 - Love, i.e., affection or benevolence, a love-feast, charity(-ably), dear, love. Strong's H160 - 1) Brotherly love, affection, goodwill, love, benevolence. 2) Love feasts. In this context, charity means love, reminding us that love covers a multitude of faults.

"And the servant of the Lord must not strive; but be gentle unto all men, apt to teach, patient. In meekness instructing those that oppose themselves" (2 Tim 2:24-25).

We must be gentle, patient, and loving to others. Instructing with meekness means offering helpful options or solutions they can try, but only when they ask for advice. We should not interfere in others' affairs unless invited to share our opinion. People are more receptive to kind, caring, loving, and encouraging words.

We can attract more flies with honey. The fly swatter causes strife. A meek person refrains from intruding on others' lives and refrains from judging them. Meekness means being compassionate and offering support, understanding that we all make mistakes. A self-righteous hypocrite acts as if they have no sin. They think their sins are better than others'. They ignore their own sins and believe they are doing God's work when they barge in uninvited to point out our faults.

"This is my commandment, That ye love one another, as I have loved you. Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends" (Jn 15:12-13).

The reason Danielle didn't show me proper love is that she doesn't understand how much our Father loves us both. Poppa, please show Danielle how much you love her so she can know how she is supposed to love me. Poppa loves us so much that He laid down His life to die for us. He paid our debt for our disobedience and rebellion.

"And walk in love, as Christ also hath loved us ... Ye are my friends, if ye do whatsoever I command you" (Eph 5:2, 14).

We are Jesus' friends if we do everything He says — including loving one another. Hitting people with hellfire, damnation, and judgment hammers isn't loving one another. That's not meek, edifying, comforting, supportive, or gentle. Love is the answer. We must be kind, always sharing our Father's love with others.

"Be ye angry, and sin not: let not the sun go down upon your wrath: ... Let no corrupt communication proceed out of your mouth, but that which is good to the use of edifying, that it may minister grace unto the hearers. ... Let all bitterness, and wrath, and anger, and clamour, and evil speaking, be put away from you, with all malice" (Eph 4:26, 29, 31).

I still feel some righteous indignation toward Danielle for meddling in my personal matters. Father said only a fool would pull on a dog's ears. If we poke at someone who is hurting or meddle in their affairs, we're bound to get bitten. If we're compassionate, kind, and supportive, love will flourish.

Sisters should be friends. Danielle was supposed to uplift me and show love through kindness and understanding. It was her job to comfort me and care for my wounds during my deep trauma. Instead, she tore me down. Her communication was corrupt. Danielle became bitter toward me and has since treated me as if I were her enemy.

"But I say unto you, That whosoever is angry with his brother without a cause shall be in danger of the judgment: ... Therefore if thou bring thy gift to the altar ... first be reconciled to thy brother, and then come and offer thy gift. And be ye kind one to another, tenderhearted, forgiving one another, even as God for Christ's sake hath forgiven you" (Matthew 5:22-24, 32).

Danielle got mad at me. She believes I should apologize, even though she started it. Her church told her to go out goose hunting and shoot down as many honky tonkers as possible. However, if we don't love others, our goose is gonna get cooked.

Father doesn't accept our gifts to Him until we first make things right with our brothers and sisters. Either we are acting lovingly, or we are acting hatefully. There's no in-between; no gray area; and no heaven for a half-hateful person.

Poppa forgives us when we tell Him we are sorry. He expects us to forgive others. The following story shows us that Poppa gets upset with us if we don't forgive others:


Therefore is the kingdom of heaven likened unto a certain king, which would take account of his servants. And when he had begun to reckon, one was brought unto him, which owed him ten thousand talents. But forasmuch as he had not to pay, his lord commanded him to be sold, and his wife, and children, and all that he had, and payment to be made. The servant therefore fell down, and worshipped him, saying, Lord, have patience with me, and I will pay thee all. Then the lord of that servant was moved with compassion, and loosed him, and forgave him the debt.



But the same servant went out, and found one of his fellow servants, which owed him an hundred pence: and he laid hands on him, and took him by the throat, saying, Pay me that thou owest. And his fellow servant fell down at his feet, and besought him, saying, Have patience with me, and I will pay thee all. And he would not, but went and cast him into prison, till he should pay the debt. So when his fellow servants saw what was done, they were very sorry, and came and told unto their lord all that was done.



Then his lord, after that he had called him, said unto him, O thou wicked servant, I forgave thee all that debt, because thou desiredst me: Shouldest not thou also have had compassion on thy fellow servant, even as I had pity on thee? And his lord was wroth, and delivered him to the tormentors, till he should pay all that was due unto him. So likewise shall my heavenly Father do also unto you, if ye from your hearts forgive not every one his brother their trespasses. (Mt 18:23-35)



OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
?Ollwa Valency





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





