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On the cover of this book, a little bluebird sits on a wire, and the same bird appears in other places in the book. I wanted to explain why the bluebird is here.

My mother taught me more about forgiveness than anyone else. She had a very hard life, full of disappointments and pain. However, she never, ever lost her optimism, hope and positive spirit. She never held a grudge. Although she could get angry, she always forgave. One of the maxims she lived by was, “Never go to bed angry.”

One of her favorite symbols of happiness was the bluebird. For that reason, I asked the publishers of this book if they could possibly find a bluebird to put on the cover. I love the image they found. Like my mother, and like forgiveness itself, this bird stands alone, vulnerable but brave.
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I love the acknowledgments section of books. As a writer, I know how heartfelt the words in these sections usually are. I fear that many readers skip over this section, because, after all, the acknowledgments section is not the reason they bought the book. However, while writers write alone, every book is a group effort. For me, my twelfth-grade English teacher is coauthor of everything I write. For others, it might be an editor, a spouse, a buddy or even a dog. My point is that you can learn a lot about the writer and the book by reading the acknowledgments.

This book appeared out of nowhere. I was standing at the door of an auditorium in which I was about to give a lecture on happiness when a person standing next to me asked what I planned to write my next book about. “I am thinking about writing a book about forgiveness,” I said. I had never thought such a thing. I have no idea where that remark came from. However, it wasn’t a lie, because the moment I spoke the words, I knew that’s what I wanted to do. Therefore, the first person I must thank is that anonymous woman who asked me what I was planning to do next.

Once I started in on forgiveness, just about everybody I spoke to helped me. Some helped me with their stories, like the two cab drivers whose stories you will find in this book, the woman whose son was killed on September 11 and my friend in Seattle who threw a stone at a window for reasons you’ll discover early in the book.

Will McDonough, the great Boston sportswriter who died in the winter of 2003, helped me by showing how hidden a forgiving attitude can be. Will had a reputation for being a tough guy, a guy who got even, a guy who didn’t forgive. I came to know him only a few months before he died. I wanted to write a book about him but was brought up short when he said, “The trouble with this book is I don’t want to hurt anybody, and to make the book interesting I’d have to tell the truth and a lot of people would get hurt.” So we nixed the idea of the book and planned a book about the New England Patriots instead. Will died before we could get that off the ground. However, I will always treasure the gift of the all-too-brief friendship we had. Will McDonough was one of the most interesting, most intelligent, most engaging, most honest men I have ever met. We all miss you, Willy.

Charles Bennison, Episcopal bishop in Philadelphia; Tom Shaw, Episcopal bishop in Boston; and Bob Tobin, rector of Christ Church in Cambridge all helped me with their extensive knowledge and capacious hearts. Charles pointed me to Hannah Arendt, whose thinking is central to the main thesis of this book. Tom helped me by shaping some of my ideas when they were still on the pottery wheel. Bob inspired me with weekly sermons that always stressed the importance of finding a nonviolent way to peace.

However, this book is not primarily a political book. It is a personal book aimed at people’s personal lives. I would like to write down the name of every friend I have who has ever forgiven me; it would be a very long list! I thank them all for helping me to learn about forgiveness personally.

Of course, I thank my agent, Jill Kneerim, for her extraordinary care and attention to my needs and foibles. She is the best!

I also am grateful to Tom Sand, Bret Witter and Peter Vegso at HCI for their faith in me and their vision in putting this book on the stands. I hope sales justify their taking a chance on me and on the unsexy topic of forgiveness.

Finally, and always, I thank Sue, my wife. She is from heaven, as are our three kids, Lucy, now fourteen, Jack, eleven, and Tucker, eight. I had a pretty crazy childhood myself, but thanks to Sue and these three spirited rogues, I am getting to participate at last in the unbeatable joy of happy childhoods. Thank you, God, for allowing us this.


Part One
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What Is Forgiveness?


1 
 Forgiveness Is a Gift 
 You Give to Yourself

When a well-known sportswriter in Boston died not too long ago, something terrible happened, a terrible something that happens so often that nobody usually comments on how terrible it is. The terrible thing was that a man who had once been a close friend of the sportswriter stayed away from the funeral. The erstwhile friend was still bitter over a disagreement the two of them had had a couple of years before the sportswriter’s death. An argument blew up and burned them both. Resentment took root, and like the weed that it is, it grew fast. Soon, what had been a trusting, fun-filled friendship was overrun by an impenetrable thicket of anger and self-justification. Two men who’d been good friends for years became enemies. As so often happens, one of them died before they could find a way to forgive each other and resume the friendship they both had so much enjoyed.

It’s hard to find the right word for that situation: sad, silly, tragic, foolish, understandable, spiteful, petty, human, absurd, a waste. In any case, it happens all the time. An action leads to anger, which leads to the end of trust and warmth. Close friends turn into cursed fools. Everybody loses. It is so stupid, so wasteful, so sad, so wrong.

What would it have taken for the sportswriter and his friend to make up? That question gnawed at me enough to start me researching and writing this book. Soon I was going to bed and waking up wondering, What does it take for any of us to make up with those we can’t forgive? What is it about forgiveness that is so difficult? Even when we know it is in our best interests to do it, we agonize over it.

What does it take to forgive? The diplomatic skills of a secretary of state? A miracle from above? Or is forgiveness simply never to be when the deeds are really bad? Is forgiveness of grievous wrongs a naive idea that only superficial sentimentalists unschooled in the ways of the world still believe in?

On the other hand, might forgiveness be worth a try? If so, why? How can a normal person do it?

Recent research has given us important information about forgiveness. We now have reliable, empirical data, not just our subjective musings. Based on that data, I now know that what happened to the sportswriter and his friend has a practical remedy, as does what happens to the millions upon millions of the rest of us who become stuck in grudges, anger and resentment.

Forgiveness is a remedy we rarely use. As a result, we suffer when we don’t need to. That sportswriter and his friend could have made up. Like so many of us, they didn’t. Instead they dug in, each convinced of the rightness of his position.

We’ve all seen this happen. A spat becomes a grudge becomes a feud becomes a schism. Along with precious heirlooms, parents bequeath to their children resentments they inherited from their parents. Partnerships dissolve over a silly squabble, and great businesses crumble. A murder begets other murders, which beget wars.

Why? What about the remedy? Why don’t we use that? Isn’t forgiveness better than family feuds and failed businesses and ruined friendships and cycles of murders and wars?

Well, of course it is. But it is a devilishly difficult remedy to apply. It’s so hard to use, we’d sometimes rather die than try, especially when the hurt runs deep and has run for a long time. Millions of dead people have shown us their preference to die rather than forgive. You might logically conclude that forgiveness of great crimes is pretty near impossible, especially if the best of your life has been ruined by what someone else has done.

But forgiveness is never impossible. Never. If you manage to do it, you’re the one who benefits the most.

Still, we tend not to forgive. We get mad at a close friend, carry a grudge and refuse to attend the funeral when the friend dies. That’s the way of the world, isn’t it—this silly, silly world, a world in which we’re bent on wasting the best that we have? After a fight, instead of making up, each participant furiously details why he is in the right and the other person is a rotten, no-good, dirty rat—even though they loved each other just days before, not to mention the years and years before that.

All of a sudden, for us stubborn humans, being right becomes more important than being close. It becomes more important to justify our case than to make peace. We invest our energies in defaming the other person, the very same person we recently treasured as a dear friend. What’s gained by being so stubborn and self-righteous? I’m not sure what’s gained, but whatever it is, we defend it with our lives.

In so doing, we can destroy the best of life: friendship and peace. If only we could get better at forgiving, at not taking extreme offense so quickly, at being willing to come back into the room after we have stormed out of it, then we would live longer, happier, less complicated and less foolish lives. We wouldn’t waste the best of what we have.

We weren’t brought up to be as foolish as we become. Most of us were brought up to forgive. The problem is, no one told us how to do it when we were children, or even why we should. Forgiveness was just one of those “oughtas” we all heard. “You oughta forgive your brother.” “You oughta forgive your friend.” But since we weren’t told how, we had to wait for forgiveness to appear, as if by magic.

Of course, we didn’t hold our breaths. We really didn’t care very much, because we didn’t know why forgiving was such a good thing, other than that parents and teachers and religious people recommended it. While they recommended it, we couldn’t help but notice they usually didn’t practice it. So we turned to what came to us naturally and was a lot more exciting: holding grudges and seeking revenge.

I have since found out that it is worth learning the act of forgiveness, even though it never comes naturally. Now that I have grown up and become a doctor and actually researched the topic, I have learned a lot. The grown-ups back when I was a kid may not have known the hows and whys of forgiveness, but, like a good night’s sleep or a balanced diet, they were right to recommend it. Medically speaking, it is really good for you to forgive. It’s much, much better than holding a grudge or seeking revenge. Learning how to forgive ranks near the top of the practical steps you can take to improve your life, your physical health and your emotional health. Furthermore, the price is good; it’s free.

It’s also freeing. When you forgive, you free yourself from mind-forged manacles. You start to derive benefits as soon as you gain release from the anger and resentment that have held you down.

Among the many health benefits, your blood pressure may go down, your resting heart rate may decrease, your immune system may get stronger, your susceptibility to a heart attack or a stroke may decrease, headaches and backaches and neck pain may abate, your need for medications may diminish, and even your sexual self may gain strength. If this sounds like a lot, it actually isn’t anywhere near a complete list of the potential physical benefits of forgiveness.

I haven’t even mentioned the emotional benefits. Forgiving lifts your spirits. It makes you feel happier, and it clarifies your thinking. No longer must you carry a lodestone of anger and resentment. The lift returns to your step, and your day does not dawn in a shadow of grievance.

Compared to other measures people take to improve their lives, forgiving is at least as good for you as losing weight, getting the right amount of sleep, taking supplemental vitamins or wearing seat belts. However, as I have mentioned, forgiving is hard to learn to do. We need help.

Unlike most other steps we can take toward a better life, there isn’t much written to offer us help on how to forgive. We find we’re still where we were when we were growing up: lots of people recommend forgiving, but they neither tell us how to do it nor do they show us in their own lives.

I want to change that.

Here’s good news. However difficult it may be, forgiving is a skill anyone can learn. If you have the desire and are willing to practice, you can learn how to do it, even if you’re a stubborn alpha male! While mystery may surround forgiveness, and while magic or grace or luck may propel it, forgiveness is nonetheless a skill that anyone can acquire if they want to. I offer many examples in this book.

***

But first, let me tell you a story about forgiveness that ironically illustrates the dangers of avoiding it. I have a friend in Seattle who hates the man he used to work for. He has hated him for years. He hates him because this man humiliated him, publicly firing him in a hideously demeaning way. To make it worse, my friend had once considered this man his buddy, often going out drinking with him, and to ball games and dinners. Then, out of nowhere, the man turned on my friend and betrayed him, setting him up to take the fall for business mistakes he, not my friend, had made. Ever since then, not a day passed in my friend’s life without his thinking of his old boss and filling up with rage. Five years passed.

Late one night, my friend was walking down the street where the man he hated lives. As he drew near the house, the familiar hateful feelings took over. He started to recall the details of what happened, the peremptory e-mail, the refusal to discuss the matter, the public announcement at a motivational rally at work that my friend had “failed to meet expectations in a company committed to meeting expectations,” followed by the public request—blared over loudspeakers— that my friend leave the meeting immediately, pick up his belongings at the front desk and never return. Even though the events had happened five years before, it still felt fresh and cruel and wrong.

On this particular night, as he walked past his old boss’s house, my friend decided to do something. Nothing major— just something. He had never been able to take any revenge at all, even though he thought about it at least once a day, sometimes more. Although he’d thought about it a lot, he knew he would never do anything big, like hire a hit man to kill his old boss, or cleverly slander him or set him up in an embarrassing tryst. That wasn’t my friend’s style. But tonight, just for the fun of it, he decided to do something small, something he could easily get away with, something that would do no serious harm but would make him feel good, at least for a minute or two. He decided to do what kids have been doing for years to neighbors they hate. He decided to throw a rock through a window in his old boss’s house. It was childish and silly, but the idea felt as good as a strong drink.

Kicking around in the dirt that bordered the sidewalk, my friend looked for the proper stone as this emerging David imagined, if not slaying his own Goliath, then at least bothering him a bit. He told me later that he carefully chose a jagged rock, big enough to do some damage, but small enough to throw hard. Once he found his stone, he wound up and let it fly, rage propelling the rock out of depths of humiliation up into the moonlight toward a corner window of the house of the hated man. For a moment, my friend felt happy. Victorious. Avenged.

But his aim was not David’s. Instead of smashing the window, the rock hit a drain pipe right next to the window and ricocheted back. My friend, standing on the sidewalk below, his face eagerly upturned, grinning, expecting to savor this moment, suddenly became the target of the very rock he had thrown. Unable to duck in time, he took the ricochet head-on, as if he had planned to be hit by it all along. The stone struck him on the bridge of his nose, slicing open a cut that took several weeks to heal fully.

He felt foolish, humiliated by this man once again, as he held his arm up to his bleeding nose and hurried home. When he told me about it he laughed, but it was clear that he did not enjoy this bit of laughter. He was the victim of his own hatred.

I wanted to tell him something that Confucius said, but it didn’t seem tactful to say it just then. Confucius said, “When you start down the road to revenge, first dig two graves.”

If my friend had found a way to forgive his old boss before he took his walk that night, his nose would have been spared, not to mention his pride. But, like all of us sometimes, my friend couldn’t forgive.

Most of us don’t like to forgive. I don’t know anyone who does. It’s not fun, and it’s difficult. When the stakes are high, forgiving can seem as difficult as performing surgery on yourself, and equally painful. Just thinking about forgiving can make you wince and say, “No way.”

Yet in this book I will urge you to try it. Why? Think of my friend who threw the rock. Think how his hatred of his ex-boss owned him and tormented him. Taking a stroll at night, he plotted revenge instead of enjoying the summer breeze. Imagine how many moments in his life had become contaminated with those toxic feelings. Imagine how much time he gave over to nursing his anger and keeping it alive. Through it all, he was the only person who suffered. That is the pitiful irony in being unable to forgive. You are the one who gets hurt.

I wish I could have told my friend how to forgive, but who was I to say what he should do? I was not the person who had been fired, humiliated and betrayed.

I wish I could have told him stories from my own life, or given him the scientific facts I knew from my own medical training about the physical danger of carrying grudges and resentments. I wish I could have told him what I have put into this book, information that could have made his life so much better. I did try, but when I tried, he listened to me no more closely than if I had been a flight attendant announcing how to fasten a seat belt.

In this book, I am going to make another attempt, this time in writing, to explain why and how to forgive.

Perhaps you consider your own case so special, the offense so dire or the situation so complex, that no book or other advice could help. But we all think our own anger is special. The longer you nurse it, the longer you keep it in your heart, the more parasitic it becomes. It grows more powerful as it drains you of your health, gradually turning you into a nasty creature like itself. You feed it with your brooding and pacing and clenching of your teeth. Reliving in your mind what happened to make you so angry, you revive your hurt over and over again, each time refeeling your rage and refining your visions of revenge. Gradually, you ruin your sense of joy in life, which is bad for you in every conceivable way.

To put an end to it, you need a radical cure, a cure that reaches in and takes hold of the parasite of rage and rips it away from what it’s sucking on: the walls of your own heart. Forgiveness, not revenge, is the only radical cure.

When you forgive, you cut the parasite from its food supply. Now you can watch it wither and slowly die.

Forgiveness is a gift you give to others, but it also a gift you give to yourself. 



Question: How can I keep the peace in my friendships and minimize potential relationship-ending disputes?

Answer: Listen. Fess up when you are wrong. Tell the truth. Try to imagine yourself in your friend’s shoes when you disagree. Don’t let problems slide. Never put being right above all else. The most bitter disputes are always between two parties who are “right.”


2
 Forgiveness Detoxifies 
 Hurt and Hatred

Forgiveness begins in a bitter place. It begins in words like these: “When you walked out on me, I vowed I would never forgive you.”

“When you tricked Dad into signing the business over to you before he died, you knew exactly what you were doing. I will always hate you for that.”

“How can I forgive when so many have died? To forgive would be to forget about them. It would be wrong and immoral not to keep my rage alive.”

“After all that I did for you, you organized those people into a mob and you manipulated them into turning on me and bringing me down. You are despicable, and I will never forgive you.”

“You could have helped me back then, but you just walked right by me. You played it safe and chose not to get involved. Now that I’m on top you want to be my friend? You must be joking. I detest you, your opportunism and all the people you represent.”

“There is no way I can ever forgive you. I once loved you, but you have broken my heart.”

In words like these—spoken in moments of terrible anguish—forgiveness begins. Forgiveness must build a bridge over pain, often tremendous pain.

Forgiveness starts in hurt, in anger, in disbelief, in confusion. It starts in hatred. It starts in a florid wish for revenge. It starts in bitterness and shock and disappointment. It starts in the fixed belief that you can never, must never and will never forgive this act.

It starts in a lawyer’s office, at a funeral, on the side of the road, in a bar, alone in bed in the middle of the night, out fishing, on a deathbed, early one morning, late one night or in the full sun of midday.

Forgiveness starts in pain.

If you are lucky, it ends in peace. Whether you are seeking forgiveness or trying to grant it, you begin in distress, hoping to find your way to a peaceful place. You don’t know how to get there, and you know you may never arrive. Indeed, many journeys to forgiveness fail. They get stuck in thickets and thorns of resentment, pride, self-justification and rage.

Whether we are trying to forgive ourselves and overcome guilt, or we are trying to forgive some person or some force that has done us wrong, we begin in one of the darkest, most closed-off places life knows, a place that seems to have no exit.

One question that can help light the way out is this: What do you want your pain to turn into? Do you want it to turn into a grudge, a war, a lawsuit or an endless conflict? Do you want it to turn into suffering for the person who hurt you? Some people call that justice. Gandhi pointed out the problem with that kind of justice when he said, “If you take an eye for an eye, pretty soon the whole world will be blind.” If you want your pain to turn into more pain, then you will never leave the dark place you’re in.

If, on the other hand, you want your pain to turn into something else, something positive—like growth, wisdom, peace, health, or the relief of others’ suffering or of your own —then revenge is not your best option. As sweet as revenge may seem when you have been hurt, a sweeter, smarter choice is forgiveness.

While revenge grants a seemingly delicious satisfaction, that satisfaction is composed of the very same seductive poisons that led the person who hurt you to hurt you in the first place. Revenge, or what’s called retributive justice, simply recirculates the toxins through the bloodstream of humanity from generation to generation. Under the guise of providing relief from pain, revenge does the opposite. Revenge promotes revenge. Back and forth it goes. Like a grim tennis game, vengeance seems to be this world’s favorite sport. But this sport only promotes hurt and pain. Ask yourself, is that what you want your pain to turn into? More pain?

Or do you want your pain to transmogrify? To change into something entirely different? Do you want your pain to become, in some marvelous way, a blessing? The way to make that happen is through a mysterious process called forgiveness.

Reaching forgiveness takes guts. It also takes wisdom, patience and imagination. It can be the most complex psychological journey you’ll ever take. It is a trip up a narrow grade, against the slope of human nature and against the slope of popular opinion. The mob does not want us to forgive. If you lift up the veil that covers the human mob, you will find a bloodthirsty beast that feeds on vengeance. As a group, we humans crave vengeance; mobs thrive on vendettas. Lonely and brave is the man or woman who stands up against the throng and says, “No more. The blood stops here. I forgive my enemy.”

What happens after wrong has been done—by you or to you—is so difficult to untangle because a force field of radioactive emotion surrounds it. This book would be very short if forgiveness were easy. All we would have to do to gain or grant forgiveness would be to say, “I’m sorry,” or “You are forgiven,” and that would be the end of it.

But as much as we might wish to be forgiven or wish to forgive, forces as strong and ancient as gravity pull us away. We struggle to get there, we imagine we have arrived, but then we are back where we started, stuck in guilt or resentment.

When we have been hurt, or when we have hurt someone else, the cumbersome psychological machinery of retribution cranks up like an awful instrument from the Great Inquisition. The cables of this psychological machinery run deep in our brains and in our cultural history. If there were a set of Newton’s Laws for psychology as there is for motion, one of them would surely be: For every wrong, humans seek an equal and opposite wrong.

We don’t have much equipment to resist this all-but-irresistible force. The only tool we’re given to resist it is our will to do so, but we must use that lonely tool, as pitifully inadequate as it might seem to be. By wanting to, we can start to renounce the forces of hatred coiled within us. On the other hand, if you don’t want to, you won’t forgive. You’ll merely forget.

Before you feel justified and comfortable in not wanting to forgive, ask yourself once again, What do I want my pain to turn into? As much as you may feel that you want it to turn into the suffering of the person who hurt you, stop and think. Wouldn’t your own growth, health and happiness, as well as the betterment of others, be preferable to the suffering of your tormentor? Don’t you want to free yourself from the cycle of pain? If your answer is yes, then you want to forgive.

Then the question becomes: How?

On our good days, we forgive each other and ourselves without too much effort. Not just for the big things that rarely happen, but for the little things that happen frequently. Someone lets a door close in your face. A neighbor doesn’t clean up after her dog who regularly poops on your walk. A person cuts in front of you in line at the supermarket while pretending not to see you. A doctor doesn’t give you the time you need. A friend won’t stick up for you when you need him. A spouse gets angry because you forgot to change a light bulb. You get a parking ticket or speak harshly to your children or feel jealous over a friend’s good fortune or eat too much. If we could forgive others and ourselves for the petty crimes and misdemeanors we all commit dozens of times every day, think how much positive energy we would free up to do better things in our lives than feel resentment, pursue vengeance or languish in guilt!

But habitual, active forgiveness, the kind of forgiveness that elevates your life and makes you a healthier, happier, more effective person, does not happen by accident, by revelation or by the mere passage of time.

Forgiveness comes from a decision you made long ago to live in a certain way. You don’t have to be religious; indeed, many religious people can’t forgive anything. You don’t have to be a goody-goody; indeed, many goody-goodies are secretly nasty. You don’t have to become a saint, take special vows, undergo therapy or get on some medication.

All you really have to do is look for the best in others and in yourself. When you try to do that, you set forgiveness in motion.

Let me give you an example. I know a woman, let’s name her Rose, who is a lawyer. One year she decided to run for the mayor of her city. She was well known and respected in the community, and the polls showed her taking a huge early lead. Voters were thrilled to have such a bright, honest, idealistic person entering the field.

As her lead continued to grow, her opponent became desperate. One evening my friend gave a talk at a school where, during the Q&A, someone asked her if she believed in God. She said she did, but that she also believed religion and politics didn’t mix very well. The next day the student newspaper misquoted her as having said she believed God wanted her to win the election. Her opponent took this misquote from the student newspaper, printed it up and plastered it all over the city.

Her opponent—let’s name him Kevin—was just getting started. He next gave a false story to the city newspaper stating that Rose had covered up a case of sexual harassment in her law practice and had also conspired to get charges dropped against a child molester. There was no truth to either of the stories, but they did their job. Rose lost the election by a few hundred votes.

Although she was devastated and disillusioned, she still had to continue to live in her city. It was her home. But she felt utterly betrayed. Not only had Kevin lied about her, but others in the community, including many of her “friends,” had started to avoid her, just in case the allegations against her were true. They didn’t want to be seen having anything to do with someone who even might be tainted.

Rose had good reason not only to hate her opponent, but to hate humanity in general. She had seen not only the vicious side of one man, but the shameful side of the general public, “friends” who deserted her when she needed them the most.

But Rose was a woman who did not like to live in hateful states of mind, no matter how justified they were. She believed in making the best of whatever happened, and she believed in forgiveness. She happened to be a Christian, but most of the “friends” who deserted her were Christians too.

Being a Christian, Rose had been taught to pray when she was in distress. So she prayed now. She prayed for the ability to let go of her anger and hatred, but it was slow going. She told me that one night as she was driving past the house of one of the people who had abandoned her, she imagined taking one of those rocket launchers she’d seen in movies and shooting a rocket into that house to blow it to smithereens.

She continued to talk with her true friends about her anger. She continued to pray. She tried to empathize with those who had hurt her, which was tough. Whenever she thought of them, she only felt rage.

Gradually, though, she began to see Kevin as a man who had nothing else in his life but his ratings, his political office. She began to see that he had to win, and she realized that she didn’t. She didn’t want victory at any cost. She also saw that the “friends” who deserted her were no worse than people have always been. She was discovering firsthand what she had read about in literature and history: People are, by and large, selfish and weak. The rare few you can depend upon are, well, rare and few.

She also reminded herself that she had not always behaved perfectly in her own life. She knew she needed forgiveness herself. If she couldn’t let go of her anger and resentment toward others, how could she hope others could do that toward her?

This process of wrestling within yourself and talking to others, which in Rose’s case included talking to God in the form of prayer, is essential in active forgiveness. I describe the process in more detail in later chapters, but this example offers a first look.

Years passed. The hurt ran so deep that the anger took a long time to subside. One day Rose took a walk with a friend, and as she was lamenting what had happened her friend snapped, “Rose, you have just got to let go of this!”

How much easier it is to say that than do it. Rose yearned to get past her anger. She prayed to let it go; she did everything she could think of, but it just wouldn’t go, which is how it is when you have been deeply hurt. Your outrage, your feeling of how-could-they-have-done-that, does not easily subside, no matter how much you may want it to.
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