Forgiveness

By John Shipe


My belief is that fathers are the prime perpetrators of societal contract failure.  Fatherhood is an extremely responsible position in society and kiddos are affected by fathers much more than someone in a more distant relationship – teachers, for example.  Another way of putting this is that the “fatherhood” societal contact is much more demanding than the “elementary school teacher” societal contract.  My experience is that dads are often not responsible and the effects are much worse than having bad teachers.  So folks are mad – folks are mad at dad for ignoring them, leaving them, failing to fulfill familial responsibilities, bein’ a drunk…., or just not bein’ there.  For the most part, moms seem to have retained a sense of the societal contract calling for familial responsibility and caring, although even this seems to be changing.

 
OK, you say, I accept your thesis.  Now what do we do about it?  In a word:  forgive – a word that means “giving it to God.”

 
Although I am far from “squared away” in this area, I wish to share with you two examples in my life that happened in the mid 80s shortly after I came to the realization that bitterness and resentment should have no part in me.

1. I wrote my dad a letter (he was living in PA, I in NM) telling him that for years I had held mom’s death against him because he was always out drinking and carousing while she stayed home and smoked herself to death.  I further said that I forgave him and asked him to forgive me for harboring such thoughts.  I think I also told him that I loved him (something that was never said in our family).  That was in October.  I heard nothing from him until my birthday in December when I came home to a message on my answering device that went something like this:  “John, this is your dad.  I just wanted to call and wish you a happy birthday and tell you I love you.”  It was my 40th birthday and the first time he ever told me he loved me.  From then on we were close until ol’ Georgie’s passing on 3 years ago. 

2. About two years after my ex and I divorced, I awoke with a burning resentment at her and a feeling of loneliness and pity for myself and my situation.  For some reason, I just prayed and asked God to take those feelings away.  A couple weeks later I went to a softball game the kiddos were playing in and sat on one side of home plate while my ex and her new husband sat further up and on the other side.  In my mind’s eye, I can still see the girls running up the bleachers in their light blue uniforms to sit with them.  I stretched out my hand towards them and said silently “Don’t they look like a nice family?  Lord, bless ‘em!”  Then I looked down at my chest in wonderment and said “It’s gone!  It’s gone!”  Today, the girls could be characterized at “disgustingly normal.”  They love their mom, their dad, and their God.  My ex and I are friends and I always got along well with new husband.  I attribute this state of affairs to that change of my heart and the good loving mom that my ex is. 
I am telling you these testimonials to encourage you to check it out.  God is no respecter of persons.  Bottom line:  Just Do It! 
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