A personal Journey to Understanding Forgiveness

By: Dn. Laike Misikir
St. Raphael of Brooklyn Orthodox Church, Detroit MI 
Not to long ago I was asked by my parish priest the very Reverend Fr. Leo Copacia to say few words on a luncheon event sponsored at our parish remembering the birthday of St. Raphael of Brooklyn. After thinking about it for few days I went back and reported to him that I really did not have a specific topic to talk about but asked him what he would want me to give a talk on. He said to pray over it and let the Holy Spirit guide me on a subject I wish to talk about. 
And so one Saturday evening, after finishing helping my high school son with his English research paper late in the night as I sat and started thinking long before I know it I was convinced that I should talk about something that affects me personally more and perhaps others to some extent.

So I begin to share my story with you on an event that happened about seventeen years ago…….. One weekend morning I awoke with a very unusually high sharp pain on my right lower abdominal area. Not really knowing what was wrong with me, I tried to nurse my pain by drinking tea thinking the warmth of the fluid will help with the situation.  

As the morning progressed the pain would come and go giving me a sense that I was feeling better and things will be okay while in reality there was a time bomb ticking inside me.   
Around midday when the pain became too much I decided to talk to a young student doctor who was visiting our house at the time. After a quick assessment the student doctor felt I should probably go and see a doctor at the hospital.

It turned out to be a wise advice as I drove myself in pain to the emergency room at William Beaumont Hospital in Royal Oak MI. After taking blood samples and running other routine test I was told that I will need to undergo surgery, to remove my appendix as soon as possible as it could rapture at any time endangering my life.

With no family consent or second opinion I remember signing away my life as the pain was growing minute by minute giving me no chance to even consent with my wife who at the time just had our second daughter not more than four to six weeks ago. Within three hours of my arrival at the emergency room I found myself on a stretcher being wheeled to the surgery room, while the first dose of sedition was administered to me on the hallway while waiting to enter the surgery room.
It was not to long after the needle has been inserted into me that I began to feel the effect of sleepiness and soon a sense of being into a world that I had no control other than a faint dream like memory of the past. 

I felt I was ready to cross on to the other world where grand pa, grand ma, great grand ma and many other relatives and acquaintances have long crossed, leaving this world behind. 

I was aware that my body was under the hands of expert surgeons, and surgical nurses and other professionals while my spirit was free to ponder without being held back by the body.

In a flash of a moment came to my awareness a list that was so big that I could not enumerate and finish from the helpless position I was in. Some on the list, I remembered right on the spot, and others, I could not remember their name or faces and what even the circumstance of my encounter was… but there I was faced with this huge task of identifying each and every name on a list…..
It was a list of people of whom I need to ask forgiveness before my final departure to the other world. With no lack to find all these people from the condition I was in, I continued to beg forgiveness from God and yet the list was ever growing bigger and bigger as I recall it.

The physical pain and feeling of my body being cut with the surgical knife on that surgery table was nothing compared to the spiritual trauma that I was going in that moment looking for forgiveness from all the people that I had offended.

Forgiveness, Forgiveness, Forgiveness, Forgiveness, and more

Forgiveness was the only thing that was important in my state existence at the moment and what mattered at that point of my life. There was nothing at that point more important to me other than to receive forgiveness from all the precious souls that I had offended and the need to reconcile myself with all that I can while I breathed, lived and walked on the face of the earth.  

Who were these people that I needed to ask forgiveness from? And reconcile myself with? In all case these were well acquainted people to me in past and present life. They were neighbors, neighborhood kids, close friends, family members, strangers, and all sorts of people whom I have at one point or another have an encounter in my life.  
It was evident to me at that point that the multitude of my sin was so much greater than I had ever imagined.  
I was made aware of how seeking forgiveness opens the door to find peace while forgiving others reminds me of my own sins.  

Abba Moses who was a head of a monastery was once asked to judge a brother who was brought to him for steeling. The wise Moses immediately recognizing his own journey to Christ got up carried basket full sand and placing the basket upon his head started walking in a circle with the sand falling from the bottom of the basket.
When asked by the brothers what he was doing, he answered to them saying who am I to judge this man brought before me while my own sin is much greater than these sands falling from this basket….

This action by the wise Moses gave enough reason to the brothers to release the man free as they realized in one way or another each and every one of them had their own sin and a judgment awaiting them before God, and recognized the needed to forgive the brother.
I continue to be saved by God’s mercy alone and not by any goodness in me. If God is merciful to me a sinner, who am I then to hold forgiveness from my brothers, sisters, and strangers?
As we approach and celebrate the great feast of the Nativity of Christ, let us prepare a new heart to receive Him, who is the king of glory to be born in our heart anew. Let us receive Him with a clean heart that is filled with forgiveness to others in a way no less than we ask Him to forgive us of our own transgressions. Like the shepherds, the magi, and the stable that witnessed and experienced His birth, let us also experience the joy of His radiant light with a clean heart reconciling ourselves to His creation as we sing, Christ Is Born! Glorify Him!
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