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The Possibilities and Limits of Forgiveness

Eighty-nine of Simon's relatives were murdered in the Nazi Holocaust. As far as he
knew, his wife was one of them. He barely escaped death several times while funneled through
five SS killing centers. One day while he was still imprisoned, a nurse came looking for a Jew.
Any Jew would do. An SS officer had made a deathbed request to talk to one. Se led Simon to
a man swathed in bandages. He hadbeen burned over most of his body; only his eyes were
visible, and he couldn't above a whisper.

The Nazi officer ordered Simon to sit on the edge oc Ms bed. He introducedhimself as
Karl Seidl and said that he was raised a Catholic and hadjoined the SS against his father's
wishes. He then gasped out his final confession as if this J tw were his priest. Seidl spared
none of the horrifying details ofhis years as a Jew killer. He told Simon about the day he
found a house where two hundred Jews were hiding and ordered his men to set the building
afire. He described the screams of people burning alive. He added that he had personally shot
every man, woman, and child who had tried to escape that inferno.

When Seidl finally finished his confession, the roomwas deathly still. Simon shook
with hatred. But SS Officer Seidl desperately wanted absolution. In the mind of this gying
Nazi, Simon sat in the place of every Jew he had dehumanized or murdered. Seidl whispered
with urgency, "Jew, will you forgive me?" Simon satfor several seconds looking down at the
SS officer and then got up and walked away, leaving Karl Seidl to die withoutabsolution.

Two years later, Simon's camp was liberated. Hehad survived the last yearon two
hundred calories a day. Miraculously, he was reunited with his wife. He went on to become
the world's most celebrated Nazi hunter. Until he died at age ninety-six, he fought anti-
Semitism and kept the memory of the Holocaust alive.

Yet Karl Seidl haunted Simon until the day he died. Simon constantly tortured himself
with questions aboutwhetherhe was right in refusing to forgive the SS officer. He
remembered a day when his work detail passed a German military cemetery. He saw a
sunflower on each grave and wondered if there was one on Seidl's. In 1976, Simon Wiesenthal
tried to bury the ghost of Karl Seidl by writing a bestseller entitled theSunflower. In it he
discussed the possibilities and limits of forgiveness, asking the questions that haunted him since
he walked away from Seidl. In his book, fifty-three distinguished theologians, jurists, human
rights activists, Holocaust survivors, and victims of other genocides respond to his questions.
They prove one thing: there are no easy answers to forgiveness. Apart from Jesus there are no
ultimate answers.

Some two thousand years ago, hardened religious leaders mailed a rabbi from Nazareth
to a cross. This Jew responded to those who dehumanized and murdered him, "Father forgive
mem." Simon Wiesenthal thought that forgiveness was a gift you give someone else and Karl
Seidl wasn'tworthy. If you think someone hasn't earned your forgiveness, you might want to
remember this:

Forgiveness is the gift that you give yourself.

If you forgive those who sin against you,
your heavenly Father will forgive you.

Matthew 6:14



Hugs for the President

y
Michael felt like an outsider. Maybe it;was because he was an adopted kid, or because

hisHollywood parents never had time forh^m. When his folks divorced, he was devastated.
After his actor dad married Nancy, things got worse. His new stepmom tolerated no
competition for herhusband's heart. Eventually Nancy froze Michael out of the family circle.
The lonely boy longed for two things from his father: a hug and thethree words "I love you."
He got neither.

Michael watched from a distance as his dad went from being president of the Screen
Actors Guild, to governor of California, andfinally to president of theUnited States. Theonly
time he was useful to his father was when he was trotted out at some political event to bolster
the family image. Michael would stand there with a plastic smile hiding the pain of never
cracking the circle of love shared onlyby Ronnie and Nancy.

Then he turned to Jesus. By graspinghow much his heavenly father loved him, he got
overhis bitterness toward a distant earthly dad. Buthe still ached for his father to embrace him
and say, "I love you." Hewas devastated when heheard that his dad was in the first stages of
Alzheimer's. The clock was ticking. Would Michael ever hear those three words?

Onedayhe sawhis dad in a crowded room. Hisoldwounds throbbed again. What
would Jesus do? Michael knew the answer. He walked across the room and embraced his
startled father, "Dad, I love you." For a moment, the old man was confused. Thenhe replied
softly, "I love you, too." Michael says that every time he saw his father after that, he would
hug him and say, "Dad, I love you." After a while, the oldpresident nolonger recognized who
he was. But he still knew that Michael was the one who always hugged him. Whenever his
son came into the room, President Reagan's face wouldlightup as he opened his armswide for
his hug.

Michael saw his dad for the last time a few day before he slipped into a coma. As
Michael pulled out of the driveway, his wife tugged at his arm and pointed to thehouse. His
father was standing on theporch, a frail ninety-three-year-old, arms spread wide, waiting for
the hug that his son forgot to give him.

At the funeral service for President Reagan, Michael was still shuffled to the outer
edges. Nancy never acknowledged his presence. But hehad the look ofa man atpeace. Afew
days later, hewrote in a news column, "The best gift that my father left me was the knowledge
that he had a personalrelationship withJesus, and is waiting for me in heaven."

Maybe you'rewaiting for a certain someone to show you love. Why don'tyou take the
initiative? Reach out andgive a hug. Michael would sayamen to this truth:

Hugs are like boomerangs. Eventually they come back to you.

He returned home to his father. And while
he was still a long way off, his father saw him
coming. Filledwith love and compassion, he
ran to his son, embraced him, and kissed him.

Luke 15:20



Miracle Baby
by Sandra L. Hickman

Lord, I don't know why You've given me these names, but something must be coming
that's going to need serious prayer!"

As I spoke these words everything halted. When you hear die Holy Spirit, you listen! It
was a busy Wednesday afternoon in November in my little cottage kitchen, when I heard the
unmistakable inner voice of the Holy Spirit speaking the names of five friends from a church I
had previously attended in my hometown of Mandurah, Western Australia. They were all
diligent, fervent prayer warriors.

I knew in my spirit thatsomething was going to happen that would require payer. I
wrote the names on a bright green not and stuck it on my refrigerator door.

As I went about my usual routine, each time I passed the refrigerator I noticed the green
note. I kept busy helping to organize my grandson's thirteenth birthday for the coming
Saturday. I was excited - my first grandchild was becoming a teenager! But in the dark hours
of Saturday morning the phone rang.

"Mum! I'm at the hospital with Molly," my youngest daughter Bindi exclaimed.
I bolted upright in my bed. "What's happened?"
Molly was my ten-and-a-half-month-old granddaughter - a little blond-haired, blue-eyed

bundle of pure joy and mischief. "Mum, she swallowed a whole bottle of baby paracetamol!"\
Panic rose from the pit of my stomach. I knew there were strict warnings about the

misuse of paracetamol, also known as acetaminophen. I tried to sound composed. "Don't
worry, just hang on, I'm coming straight there!"

"It's okay, Mum, we're done here. I'm allowed to bring Molly to your house to wait for
the test results. I'm coming to you."

When they arrived, I was anxiously waiting at the front door. Scooping my precious
gfandbaby into my arms, I kissed her poor little charcoal-smeared face. She had fought against
taking that awful medicine tiiey had administered in the hospital, and it had spilled all over her.

Evidently, Molly had woken in the early hours, crying, with a high temperature from a
severe head cold. Bindi had sat Molly alongside her on the bed, with a new unopened botde of
paracetamol between them.

"Mum, I only turned my eyes away for a few moments. I looked back and Molly was
drinking it! Almost the whole bottle! I...I can't believe she got the cap off! It's supposed to be
childproof."

Bindi had snatched Molly, rushed her into the car, and left her husband to take care of
their older daughter. Their farm was a thirty-minute drive from the hospital.

Now at my house, exhausted, Bindi went to take a shower. I fussed over little Molly,
preparing food for her and giving lots of cuddles. I just wanted to hold on to my beautiful baby
girl and never let her go. Suddenly, I remembered the list on my refrigerator.

"This is it!" I cried. "The reason for that list of prayer warriors!"
I reached for the phone and rang one of the ladies. "Alice! I need your help!" I

explainedwhat had happened, how the Holy Spirit had given me their names. Alice said,
"Sandra, I will call the others right now. Trust God.. I then phoned my older daughter, Tari, to
get our pastors and church members praying. While awaiting the test results, Bindi recounted
what had happened at the hospital. After the doctor examined Molly, two nurses began
















