Grudges

      I've stored up a lot of grudges in my lifetime.  When I was eight I was molested by my cousin.  He was eighteen.  Later on, I found out he wasn't my cousin at all.  We just called him that and treated him like family.  I thought I was somehow responsible.  I thought I was a fresh girl.  I thought I was going to have a baby.  I cried myself to sleep.  Alone and away from home, I couldn't bare to see him anymore.  I was too ashamed to tell his parents.  Being a child, I really didn't know what to say.  In fact, I never even told my Mother until I was in college.  It took that long before I could tell anyone.  I never forgot that day or what my so called cousin did to me.  I hated him for a long, long, long time!

      I was joked a lot as a child.  I was light skinned, smart and terribly underweight.  So, I got called every name in the book from "white girl, yellow, red, egg-head, skinny, bony, sticks, four-eyed," (I forgot I also wore glasses).  One day my Mother sent me to the corner store to get some cough medicine for my brother.  I also had a cold but was well enough to go out.  On the way, I saw two girls on the other side of the street.  One girl was clearly younger than I and the other was a school mate.  I saw them looking at me, but by now I was used to staring eyes.  They were also talking about me.  I could hear the younger girl saying "she thinks she's cute, look at her!  She thinks she's better than you!"  Now I've often wondered how another person knew what you were thinking.  Nevertheless the older girl continued to listen until she couldn't take it any longer.  She picked up a rock and threw it into my back.  I started to cry.  My parents taught me not to hit other people so I ran home while they laughed.  The rock thrower got "a beating" because she lived just around the corner and my Mother knew her Mother.  But the incident became common knowledge at school.  She used to always speak to me after that.  I don't know if it was because her Mother made her or if she was sorry or if she wanted me to remember that day.  Well, I remembered that day and I hated her for a long, long time.


There was another time when rocks weren't thrown but the hurt was just as bad.  An older girl began coming to my science class and calling me names.  I did not know the girl and couldn't imagine why she was doing this.  One day she came to the door and said, "Kim, Kim, come here.  I want to use your leg to get the meat from between my teeth!"  I didn't hear her at first and had no idea what she was saying.  So she repeated it only louder the second time.  The class was filled with laughter as I sat there in my chair.  The tears came running down but by now I had learned how to hold them inside.  Someone told me her name and I never forgot it!  I hated her for a long time.


We've all had childhood experiences--some good, some bad, some we remember and some we don't.  But there were many in my life that I couldn't forget and couldn't let go of.  I had stored up grudges and was continuing to do so.  Even after I was "saved" they were still there.  How could that be?  I prayed and prayed "Lord, why is this happening to me, why am I having this experience, what am I to learn from all of this!  Why Lord, Why?"  It's taken many years and many more unpleasant experiences until I found the answer which was simply "Let go!"  Let go of all the hurt, pain, shame, guilt, anger and hatred!  Let go of the past and all the stored up grudges, including the one I had against God.  That's right--God!  I really blamed God for all of the terrible things that had happened to me in my life.  How could He allow people to hurt me over and over again?  I just didn't understand.  Have you ever been angry at God?  It is a terrible feeling.  Now I know why I wasn't happy morning, noon or night. And why anybody and anything would set me off. Imagine if you can, a lifetime grudge against GOD!  There is just no way you can live with that and be happy!


But God blessed me, anyway.  He allowed me to see what I had become--a hate monger.  And God forgave me with the forgiveness that can only come from Him.  Forgiveness that is true and everlasting.  God set me free of my burden and gave me a forgiving heart!  Now I can truly love God and everyone else.  I still remember things from the past but I don't live them anymore.  It seems as if those things happened to someone else--not me.  As for me, I've forgiven the cousin, the school girls and every one else, including myself.  God in all of His wonderful mercy has given me peace.  And now I truly know the meaning of "He restoreth my soul."




But I say to you, Love your enemies and 

pray for those who persecute you.

Matthew 5:44
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