ow //MJ Times?
A Modern D@ Parable inspired éj Matthenw 18:21-35

Patrice stepped out of the c/u'/(/], rainy wight and into the damp basement of the COMML’(Fj
Center. She toot a seat in the circle of women ma,éo'@ :‘on@/u"‘r attendance an even dozen. New fo
the support group, She sat gm{/y for the first hour and listened to stories of fd/ég, rising, and
falling down again. After a short coffee break, Patrice was invited to speak. She stood up, took
a deep breath, and looted around the circle. These women were Jt‘mwjem“, but deep in their gyes
Patrice sam trust, experience, and empa}{%.

All the fear and frustration she had suppressed for so /o»&g Jaw(a(en(// escaped as a Jo’g/e, 5umé»t7
7ueJ/'c'on. “UWhen my brother spends our parents’ grocery mongy on alcohol, how often must I
foryéve?” She asted. “As many as Seven times?”

Au answer came émmeMe(/] from Jeuc'cav, a /oy—h'me member of the group- “We focjéve them,
not seven fimes but Jevené‘y—‘feven times,” she said. “But fagévenem Aoes not mean awce/oﬁwce,”
she added. Patrice plopped bact down in her chair. She wask't sure of she felt defeated,
confused, énfrfjued, oU'u.JF plain exhausted. 6ve(yone jau%ereac close to Patrice in a show of
Support and sisterhood. “We have all traveled the road You are on,” Belinda said. “We are so
j/MJG&L’I‘e here. We can help. J"“ are wot alone.”

Jem’m scooted her chair up closer to Patrice and began to wnfold her own story.- “I want to
Share w’omﬂn(ej with, Jau." she said. “When I decided to settle F/L:J@J with myf husbhand, I
presented him with our bant statement. Ve had withdrawn huge amount and left us without
enough mongy to pay the bills. I tnew he had gambled awgy again.” Patrice sat up. The
heaviness She had carried into the room was 5{76%&@ to feel /@/u‘er. JeJJicoL continued, “Scuce
he lost the bets, he had no wayf o repay the debts. I stood before him and said, ‘T am four wife
and I well dwy& love ou But, this s too much.” I told him I was favéé»g the children to my
parents’ cabin, and Je//o’@ the house, the boat, and the mot‘org/c/e o Py his debts. I stood in
the truth of what is jood and r@/u‘." She added.

“When I said that, my husband, fell down and 5@76% me to C/LMje wyt mind. Ve said, ‘Be
patient with me, and I wcll py adl the bills in full.” Jeméca held Patrice’ s hand and her voice
softened. “I was moved with compassion, but I had to let 90- yA fo@m/e him, but I could not
tolerate his excesscve jmb/&y. Aud, sure euoucglc, when o husband went to the clubhouse later
that W, he focuw(, one of his 5et‘h’»t7 buddies who owed him a little mongy. /{/ husband seczed
that man and started to chote him, demmd&@, ‘P@ bact w/wu‘(]ou owe mel’

Monica Walton 9/12/2020



“Fa//&@ fo his bnees, the friend 5wed him, ‘Be patient with me, and I wcll Pay, fou bact.” But,
g husband refused. Lustead, he banned his friend from the club until he paid bact his debt.

we of our close friends samw what happened, she was a(eep(/] disturbed, and came to me and
reported the whole affm. So, even f/w@/L A fagawe my husband the /uge debt he 5:’0@1& on our
fa,mc(/j because he beqged me fo....should he not have had pify on his friend as I had pity on
hin? I was so angry and I tnew then that I can’t take my husband bact until he gives up his
addiction, and he pays bact the whole debt.”

At this pocut, neau*(/j every woman n the group had tears J:‘remg down their fawe. JeJJl:Cd,
handed a pact of tissues and a water bottle to Patrice. She said, “So ot will be for four parents
MleJ'JJOM, fogéve four brother from gour heart and stand up for what is jooaﬁ and, r@/&.”
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