On Forgiveness

When I offered forgiveness 
and it was refused
an unexpected wave of love  
for the one who rejected my offer 
overwhelmed me.

I was in love, 
radiant,
liberated,
light as a feather, 
for in offering forgiveness I forgave myself.

Relieved from the guilt of the unforgiving, 
from the need to project my righteous dose of hostility,
my fair half of grievances and moral  justifications,
I soared.

I was allowed suddenly to feel his pain, 
regretful that the burden was all on him now,
that he had to shoulder all that weight,
I was free to have compassion.

“If you join me in forgiveness,” 
you could be rid of the burden of resentment, 
I’d love to give you the lightness of being I feel,
but if you refuse, I understand,
you have the right not to forgive
I will respect your wish to never want to see me again.
I just wanted to tell you how good it feels 
to have forgiven you, to have forgiven me,
and that if at any time you change your mind
[bookmark: _GoBack]I will be there.”

I thanked him for having been 
such a teacher in all of this,
and I think I saw the beginning of a smile. . .
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