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Louise Penny created Ruth Zardo… 
a fictional poet for her Three Pines Mysteries, who wrote 
 
Who hurt you, once, so far beyond repair,  
that you would greet each overture with curling lip? 
 
Do you hold a grudge against someone? 
Is there bitterness in your heart? 
Toward whom? 
What unforgiveable thing … 
Is keeps you at a distance 
In aching self-righteousness? 
Who hurt you, once, so far beyond repair,  
 
In the book of Leviticus, God told his people 
You shall not take vengeance  
or bear a grudge against any of your people,  
but you shall love your neighbor as yourself.  
 
Jesus expanded on these words in our gospel reading 
You shall love the Lord your God  
with all your heart  
and with all your soul  
and with all your mind.  
This is the greatest and first commandment  
and the second is like it.  
You shall love your neighbor as yourself.  
On these two commandments hang all the law and the 
prophets.  
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Oh, but Fr. Rob, you don’t understand! 
You have no idea what I have been through, 
the kind of abuse I have endured, 
the heartache, the devastation, the ruin. 
 
You may even have it documented 
Stuffed away in a drawer some where 
The evidence of wrongdoing 
 
But Jesus… our savior… said to us… in love…  
  
Love your neighbor as yourself. 
 
No loopholes there… No exceptions…  
 
Surely, God knows what I have been through. 
Doesn't this command excuse the action against us? 
Doesn't it give the perpetrator a pass? 
That thing… that happened to me… was wrong… 
 
Jesus does know what you've been through.  
 
To you all hearts are open, all desires known,  
and from you no secrets are hid 
 
There are no secrets from God,  
God, who knows everything, 
God knows exactly what happened. 
An eye witness to the whole thing. 
And God also knows when we cling to hatred, bitterness,  
self-righteous arrogance… and our silent quest for revenge 
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Nudibranch snails and medusa jellyfish live Naples in Italy. 
The snails are protected by a shell that cannot be digested. 
The jellyfish makes a deadly error when eating these snails. 
The jellyfish thinks it's getting a tasty meal,  
but the snail attaches itself to the inside of the jellyfish 
and eats that jellyfish from the inside out. 
 
This is what happens to us when we nurture grudges  
and hang on to anger. 
 
We think we're getting a tasty snack,  
munching on resentment, bitterness, even revenge. 
 
But it’s eating us alive… from the inside out. 
 
William Walton said that 
Carrying a grudge is like being stung to death by one bee. 
 
This isn’t what God wants for us. 
God doesn’t want us to destroy our peace.  
God wants us to have joy and freedom in life. 
 
But it is hard to let go of old wounds. 
 
In 1947, Corrie Ten Boom left Holland and went to Germany. 
She spoke about forgiveness… She wrote… 
It was the truth they needed most to hear  
in that bitter, bombed-out land,  
and I gave them my favorite mental picture.  
Maybe because the sea is never far from a Hollander’s mind,  
I liked to think that that’s where forgiven sins were thrown. 
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“When we confess our sins,” I said, “God casts them into the 
deepest ocean, gone forever.” 
 
And then I saw him, working his way forward against the others. 
the overcoat and the brown hat…  
a blue uniform and a visored cap with its skull and crossbones. 
 
It came back with a rush:  
the huge room with its harsh overhead lights,  
the pathetic pile of dresses and shoes in the center of the floor, 
the shame of walking naked past this man.  
I could see my sister’s frail form ahead of me,  
ribs sharp beneath the parchment skin.  
Betsie, how thin you were! 
 
Betsie and I had been arrested for concealing Jews in our home 
during the Nazi occupation of Holland;  
this man had been a guard at Ravensbrück concentration camp 
where we were sent. 
Now he was in front of me, hand thrust out: 
“A fine message, fräulein!  
How good it is to know that, as you say,  
all our sins are at the bottom of the sea!” 
 
And I, who had spoken so glibly of forgiveness,  
fumbled in my pocketbook rather than take that hand.  
He would not remember me, of course–how could he remember 
one prisoner among those thousands of women? 
 
But I remembered him… the leather crop swinging on his belt. 
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It was the first time since my release  
that I had been face to face with one of my captors  
and my blood seemed to freeze. 
You mentioned Ravensbrück in your talk. 
I was a guard in there.  
No, he did not remember me. 
But since that time, I have become a Christian.  
I know that God has forgiven me for the cruel things I did 
there, but I would like to hear it from your lips as well. 
Fräulein… will you forgive me? 
And he held out his hand to me 
My sister died in that place– 
could he erase her slow terrible death simply for the asking? 
 
I had to do it. I knew that. For Jesus said,  
If you do not forgive men their trespasses, 
neither will your Father in heaven forgive your trespasses 
 
I prayed silently. 
Jesus, help me! I can lift my hand. I can do that much.  
And I thrust my hand into the one stretched out to me. 
And an incredible thing took place. 
The current started in my shoulder, raced down my arm,  
sprang into our joined hands.  
And then this healing warmth seemed to flood my whole being, 
bringing tears to my eyes. 
I forgive you, brother! With all my heart! 
 
For a long moment we grasped each other’s hands,  
the former guard and the former prisoner.  
I had never known God’s love so intensely as I did then. 
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Who hurt you, once, so far beyond repair,  
that you would greet each overture with curling lip? 
 
Peace and joy are available… right now… 
To every one of you… 
But it takes courage. 
And it takes God. 
If you can’t find it in your heart to forgive 
Call on Jesus 
Pray for his presence 
And release those snails 
That are eating you up 
From the inside out. 
 
For it is the path to real joy, lasting peace, and holiness. 
 
 
 


