
International Forgiveness Day
August 1, 2004

Selected

Forgiveness Stories
and

Forgiveness Projects

For Helping Your Organization Create
A Forgiveness Program

Contact Trish Ellis at 808-781-7617 or

trish@hawaiiforgivenessproject.org

to network with organizing groups, submit your Hero Nomination,

to ask questions or to tell us what you are planning

Hawaii Forgiveness Project
http://www.hawaiiforgivenessproject.org



Forgiveness Stories: page 2

____________________________________________________________________________

Table of Contents

Introduction........................................................................................................................ 2

Law of the Splintered Paddle: Hawai’i............................................................................ 3

Christo Brand & Vusumzi Mcongo: South Africa ......................................................... 5

First Nations People: Canada ........................................................................................... 7

Hela Ehrlich, Josef Ben-Eliezer: Nazi Germany ........................................................... 9

Dr. Martin Luther King: Alabama.................................................................................12

Bishara Awad: Israel-Palestine .....................................................................................14

Jackie Young: Hawai’i .....................................................................................................15

Hawai’i Hero Nomination Form.....................................................................................18

Introduction

The Hawai’i Forgiveness Project was started in 2003 by a diverse group of people
in island society. We were concerned to bring greater harmony to our people, and
were inspired by the example of International Forgiveness Day.

Intense, committed monthly meetings have been held to learn about forgiveness,
experience it personally, and communicate it more widely. Here is a sample of
what some of our people have said about the project, and why we have created
this book of Forgiveness Stories:

Hawai’i is a multicultural society whose citizens deeply respect the values of the
first people who first settled our islands, long ago. A life of forgiveness is shown
clearly by traditional Hawaiian culture, through the spirit of Aloha (welcome,
love) and the practice of Ho`oponopono (balance, understanding).

We support forgiveness in all its religious, artistic, personal, justice, educational,
social and political forms. Our leaders attempt to publicly demonstrate the
honesty that forgiveness requires, in their personal and professional conduct.

Forgiveness is a way of creating resilience in our personal, family, community
and professional lives.
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Today, we aim to experience a sense of freedom that is grounded in reality, and
which encourages compassion and caring for others at the highest level. We aim
to assure open access to multicultural resources and counseling centers that
support people of all ages and institutions, whether small or large.

The mission of the Hawaii Forgiveness Project is to offer opportunities for
conversations on forgiveness at all levels of the community and to teach the
life skill of forgiveness -- that Aloha shall truly reign in all walks of life in Hawai’i.
We will share what we learn with all the people of the world.

The most universal way for people to learn new ideas is through stories. From
ancient times, storytellers have spoken to us over campfires, in festivals, in song,
religious ritual, dance and art, and the benefit of each generation’s experience
has passed down from father to son, from mother to daughter. This book of
Forgiveness Stories attempts to continue in that ancient way.

Hawai'i is an example, both small in size and large in significance, for the world of
what is true and possible.

Law of the Splintered Paddle
King Kamehameha’s Story: Hawai’i

King Kamehameha I, the first ruler of all the Hawaiian Islands, lived before
European influence became strong in the central Pacific, from 1758 to 1819.
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He had a reputation for independence, strength, justice and compassion --
combined with a fierce determination to unite the people of Hawaii.

Kamehameha's proclamation of Mamalahoe -- the "Law of the Splintered
Paddle," came about in a unique way. His story of compassion and
forgiveness has been passed down through nearly two centuries, from
Kingdom to Republic to Territory to State, and is included today in the
Constitution of the State of Hawaii.

The story goes like this:

The young royal warrior Kamehameha, headstrong with youth, was paddling a
war canoe with his men near the shoreline of Ke'eau, in Puna, Maui. Seeking a
place to rest, they came upon some commoners fishing on a beach, and attacked
them. All escaped, except for two men who stayed behind to defend a man
carrying a child on his back.

During the struggle, the young chief's foot caught in some lava rocks, and he was
trapped there. One of the fishermen struck Kamehameha on the head with a
paddle, and the paddle splintered. It was a blow that could have killed the young
future King.

The man who hit him, in defending the child, allowed Kamehameha to survive.
The young chief never forgot this act of forgiveness. This commoner taught
Kamehameha that all human life is precious and deserves respect, that the
strong must not mistreat the weak.

Kamehameha could have taken revenge on the fisherman, but he learned from
the experience instead, and made forgiveness part of Hawaii's heritage, and its
future.

Years later, King Kamehameha I proclaimed Mamalahoe, the Law of the
Splintered Paddle. It provides that any old person, woman or child may "lie by the
roadside in safety." This means that anyone who is weak is entitled to protection
and assistance, and to respect, even from the King.

story suggested by Ramsay Taum, researched and written by the Hawai'i Forgiveness Project,

from online sources at Kamehameha Schools, the University of Hawai’i Law School, and the State

Constitution.

For detailed references, see http://www.hawaiiforgivenessproject.org/stories.htm#sources
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Christo Brand & Vusumzi Mcongo: South Africa

Christo Brand was one of the warders directly assigned to guard Nelson Mandela at
Robben Island prison between 1978 and 1987. At the same time Vusumzi Mcongo
was a political prisoner serving a 12-year sentence. Following the collapse of the
apartheid regime, both men now work for the Robben Island Museum in Cape Town.

Christo Brand
The first time I saw Vusumzi was on our way to Robben Island. We both arrived on the

same day in 1978. I was a warder. He was a prisoner in chains, on his way to maximum

security. We did not speak to one another. The first time we spoke properly was nearly

20 years later when we were both applying for a job at Robben Island Museum. We

embraced each other warmly. Now that we work together we talk about what was wrong

in the past. Sometimes we have a laugh about things that happened then. There is no

bitterness between us.

When I started on Robben Island I was told that the men we guarded were no better than

animals. Some warders hated the prisoners and were very cruel. But I could never hate

because these political prisoners were far more polite and friendly than any prisoner I’d

met before.

Eventually I was put in charge of the educational studies of Nelson Mandela and a few

other prisoners. Mr. Mandela was determined to turn Robben Island into a university. It

meant that prisoners who arrived with no education at all left as powerfully educated

men. He kept saying that as long as you’re alive, they can’t take away your education. He

was even determined to learn how to speak and write Afrikaans.

Mr. Mandela is the epitome of forgiveness, able to reach out to all people. While he was in

prison, the man who was the architect of apartheid, Hendrik Verwoerd, died. When
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Mandela was finally released, one of the first people he visited was Verwoerd’s widow,

Betsie. She received him with open arms in their house in a white suburb.

Vusumzi Mcongo
I was arrested in 1976 for being a member of the South African Student Movement

(SASM) during a school boycott in Port Elizabeth. The charges laid against me under the

Internal Security Act were for incitement, sabotage and terrorist activities. I was

detained for six months, during which time I was interrogated and tortured. I was lucky

to survive. Many died in detention.

In prison I noticed Christo, but prisoners didn’t talk to officers. I tried to keep out of his

way, as it was my job to carry information from one section of the prison to another. It

was a risky job, and to be found out would have meant having my studies curtailed. For

us prisoners this was the ultimate punishment. Broadening our knowledge was about

broadening our future.

Our relationship with the warders at Robben Island was often a stumbling block. We had

to convince them we weren’t violent men. But I never hated these warders. They were

working for a system and the system was brutal. The people I hated were those who had

tortured and interrogated me in detention. I used to dream of revenge.

And yet, after I was released, that hatred diminished. All I wanted was to meet these

people again to show them that I’d survived. And what’s more, survived with a smile.

By chance, during Steve Biko’s hearing at the Truth and Reconciliation Commission

(TRC), I met some of the security officers involved in his case. I greeted them and

reminded them that they’d also interrogated and tortured me. Then I wished them luck

in their case. I bore them no ill will. I knew then that the experience of Robben Island

had not brutalised me. We had all learned different lessons in different ways.

We cannot live with broken hearts. In time we have to accept that these things have

happened to us, that those years have been wasted. To stay with the past will only bring

you into turmoil. No nation can survive without forgiveness.

Preaching reconciliation has become part of my daily task. For me this is a voluntary

change, one that comes from within, even though the government has made me no

reparation. But some former political prisoners are still very angry. They are not

prepared to forgive. It’s not hatred against the white man they feel, but anger at the

government that has done nothing for them.

From The Forgiveness Project website
http://www.theforgivenessproject.com/stories/
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First Nations People: Canada
Recounted by Lency Spezzano

The First Nations woman stood in the center of the seminar room, and trembled
with fury.

She was enraged, and she wanted to fight for her dignity and her pride. There was a
man in the room, a fellow Native, whom she saw as a transgressor in the extreme.
She preached to us of her love for her family, and for her people who had suffered a
holocaust of cultural genocide.

The man revealed that he had been a sex offender during his youthful drinking days. He

was so filled with regret and remorse that eleven years after the fact he turned himself

in to the authorities, to begin a long series of rehabilitative seminars and counseling

sessions.

He had been willing to convict himself with his guilt; his challenge now was to win back

the truth. Regardless of the mistakes he had made in his life, his true nature as a child of

the Creator was perfect innocence. He said that he hoped someday to be able to find

forgiveness within himself.

He had abused others as he himself had been abused in the residential “Indian” schools

the Canadian government had forced on the First Nations people for over a hundred

years. There the children had been torn from their families, separated from their

siblings, raped of their language, religion, and heritage, and were taught that everything

“Indian” was evil or inferior. Without their families to protect them, the children were

preyed upon by sexual predators who were hired by the churches to supervise the

dormitories, and teach the classes.
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When the children graduated from high school and returned to their villages, they

brought the pattern of abuse home. Drugs and alcohol were used by many as an attempt

to escape emotional suffering, which caused more damage to families and communities,

especially due to their natural physical intolerance for alcohol. Violent death and suicide

became common place, as did sexual and physical abuse.

I helped the woman recognize that her issue with this man was that she had not forgiven

her own perpetrator for the violation, shame, and loss of innocence that occurred when

she had been raped as a girl.

If she could find it in her to forgive her perpetrator, she could recover the innocence and

joy she knew as a child. If she could allow this man in the seminar to stand for the one

who had hurt her, she could forgive both of them at the same time. If she could free her

mind of the judgment she had placed on them so that she could see them as innocent, she

could win back their innocence as well as her own.

Without hesitation, she agreed to do the healing that would be required. The man

crumpled forward from the torment of his guilt. For him to step to the front of the room

to represent the woman’s perpetrator would be the greatest act of courage and

willingness of his life. With great effort, he was able to rise and face the woman in her

pain.

My husband, Chuck, suggested that she choose two women friends to walk with her and

support her as she crossed the room, each step representing a step forward in her

forgiveness.  Clutching each other, the three faced the man, and wailing from pain, began

their slow but steady progress toward joining him in the truth. As they came close to

him, their faces brightened, and soon the tears were tears of joy and release.

As the woman reached him, she gave him the gift of his innocence and therefore was able

to receive it as her own. When they embraced, they were filled with love and gratitude

for each other.

During the remaining days of the seminar, whenever I saw her around the compound,

she was skipping like a child, a big grin on her face. Forgiveness had made her so

lighthearted that she proved the adage, “It’s never too late to have a happy childhood.”

Many people are convinced of personal guilt so great that it separates them from their

Creator’s love and acceptance. In the face of the miracle of forgiveness, Reality registers

the only Truth in our minds: we are still just as God created us. We are perfectly innocent

regardless of our mistakes, and we will one day share God’s evaluation of who we are.

In the year following this seminar, the young man continued to work on self-forgiveness.

He started a support group for sexual offenders, knowing that he was in a position to

help others.

From http://www.gaia-mind.com
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Hela Ehrlich, Josef Ben-Eliezer:
Nazi Germany

Hela Ehrlich, a Bruderhof member of Jewish descent, grew up in Nazi Germany. Her
family managed to emigrate just before the outbreak of World War II and so escaped
the death camps. But they suffered greatly, nevertheless. Her father died at the age
of just forty-two, and she lost grandparents on both sides as well as all her childhood
friends in the Holocaust.

She tells of her long struggle with bitterness and her continued unwillingness to
forgive, which came to a head one day during a meeting of the whole community:

I sat down trembling, and as I did it dawned on me that if I looked into my own heart I

could find seeds of hatred there, too. I realized that they are there in every human being.

Arrogant thoughts, feelings of irritation toward others, coldness, anger, envy, even

indifference – these are the roots of what happened in Nazi Germany. I recognized more

clearly than ever before that I myself stood in desperate need of forgiveness, and finally I

felt completely free.

Josef Ben-Eliezer, another member of the Bruderhof, was born in 1929 in
Frankfurt, Germany, to Jewish parents of East European descent. Like thousands of
others, his parents had emigrated from Poland to escape persecution and poverty.
There was little respite from either.

My first encounter with anti-Semitism came when I was only three years old. We were

watching from our window at the Ostendstrasse when a formation of the Hitler Youth

marched past, singing a song that even I understood: Wenn Judenblut vom Messer
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spritzt ("When Jewish blood runs from our knives"). I still remember the horror on my

parents' faces.

Very soon, our family decided to leave the country, and at the end of 1933 we had moved

back to Rozwadow, Poland, on the River San. Most of its inhabitants were Jews: artisans,

tailors, carpenters, and merchants. There was a great deal of poverty, but under the

circumstances we were considered middle-class. We lived in Rozwadow for the next six

years.

In 1939 the war started, and within weeks the Germans entered our town. My father

and older brother hid in the attic, and whenever someone knocked at our door and asked

for them, we said they were not at home.

Then came the dreaded public announcement: all Jews had to gather in the town square.

We were given only a few hours. We took whatever we could carry – just tied things in

bundles to carry on our backs. From the square, the SS forced us to march toward the

San, several miles from the village. Uniformed men rode alongside us on motorcycles. I

will never forget how one of them stopped and shouted at us to hurry up then he came up

to my father and struck him.

At the riverbank other uniformed men were waiting for us. They searched us for

valuables – money, jewelry, and watches. (They did not find the sum of money my

parents had hidden in my little sister's clothing.) Then they ordered us to cross the

river, into a no-man's-land. We were not instructed what to do, so we found lodging in a

village across the river.

A few days later we suddenly heard that this area was also going to be occupied by the

Germans. We panicked, and with the little money we had hidden, my parents, together

with two or three other families, bought a horse and wagon to carry the younger

children and what little we had managed to bring along on our backs.

We traveled east toward Russia, hoping to reach the border before dark, but found

ourselves in a large forest when night fell. There we were attacked by armed men who

demanded we hand over everything we had. It was a frightening moment, but there were

a few men in our group who had the courage to resist them. In the end they left with a

bicycle and a few other small items.

Josef's family spent the war years in Siberia. Miraculously, he managed to escape to

Palestine in 1943. After the war he met Jews who had survived the concentration

camps: The first children freed from Bergen-Belsen and Buchenwald began to arrive in

Palestine in 1945. I was horrified to hear what those young boys, some of them only

twelve, thirteen, or fourteen, had gone through. They looked like old men. I was

devastated...

I struggled with the British colonial occupation over the next three years. I was filled

with hatred for the British, especially after they began to restrict the immigration of



Forgiveness Stories: page 11

Holocaust survivors to Palestine. We Jews said that we would never again go like sheep

to slaughter, at least not without putting up a good fight. We felt we lived in a world of

wild beasts, and to survive, we would become like them.

When the British mandate in Palestine came to an end, there was more fighting for land

between the Jews and the Arabs. I joined the army because I was convinced that I could

no longer allow myself to be trampled on...

During a campaign in Ramla and Lod, my unit ordered the Palestinians to leave within

hours. We didn't allow them to leave in peace but turned on them out of sheer hatred. We

beat them and interrogated them brutally. Some were even murdered. We had not been

ordered to do this but acted on our own initiative. Our lowest instincts had been released.

Suddenly, my childhood in wartime Poland flashed before my eyes. In my mind I relived

my own experience as a ten-year-old, driven from my hometown. Here, too, were people -

men, women, and children -fleeing with whatever they could carry. And there was fear

in their eyes, a fear that I myself knew all too well. I was terribly distressed, but I was

under orders, and I continued to search them for valuables. I knew that I was no longer a

victim. I was now in power.

Josef soon left the army, but he still wasn't happy. He abandoned Judaism, and then

religion as a whole, and tried to make sense of the world by rationalizing its evils. But

that didn't seem to work. Eventually he came to the Bruderhof.

Here I experienced, for the first time, the reality of forgiveness. And I ask myself, how

can I not forgive others when I myself need so much forgiveness again and again? Most

of all, I am filled with the hope that one day people all over the world might be gripped by

the same spirit that has saved me.

Hela and Josef had good reasons for not forgiving their enemies. Humanly speaking,
they were innocent. The burdens they carried were the result of other people's
prejudices and hatreds, not their own. In a sense, they had every right to feel the
way they did.

I'm not trying for a moment to suggest that it is easy to forgive those who have

massacred your family, friends and neighbors, but my overwhelming experience as a

pastor and counselor is that those who are unable to forgive their persecutors remain

their victims long after the physical pain or danger is over.

What's more, Hela and Josef could feel themselves becoming just like the people under

whom they and their families had suffered so much. They all found, as many others have

found, that only by forgiving could they end the terrible cycle of hatred and free

themselves from the horrors of their past.

Reprinted from Why Forgive?; Ebook by Johann Christoph Arnold; www.bruderhof.com; Copyright 2003 by
The Bruderhof Foundation, Inc. Used with permission.
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Dr. Martin Luther King: Alabama

In the spring of 1965 I marched with King in Marion, Alabama, and experienced
firsthand his deep love and humility in the face of injustice. I was visiting the
Tuskegee Institute with colleagues from New York when we heard about the death
of Jimmie Lee Jackson, a young man who had been shot eight days earlier when a
rally at a church in Marion was broken up by police. State troopers from all over
central Alabama had converged on the town and beaten the protesters with clubs as
they poured out onto the streets.

Bystanders later described a scene of utter chaos: white onlookers smashed cameras and

shot out street lights, while police officers brutally attacked black men and women, some

of whom were kneeling and praying on the steps of their church.

Jimmie's crime was to tackle a state trooper who was mercilessly beating his mother.

His punishment: to be shot in the stomach and clubbed over the head until almost dead.

Denied admission at the local hospital, he was taken to Selma, where he was able to tell

his story to reporters. He died several days later.

At the news of Jimmie's death, we drove to Selma immediately. The viewing, at Brown

Chapel, was open-casket, and although the mortician had done his best to cover his

injuries, the wounds on Jimmie's head could not be hidden: three murderous blows, each

an inch wide and three inches long, ran above his ear, at the base of his skull, and on the

top of his head.
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Deeply shaken, we attended a memorial service there. The room was packed with about

three thousand people (many more stood outside), and we sat on a window sill at the

back. We never heard one note of anger or revenge in the service. Instead, a spirit of

courage emanated from the men and women of the congregation, especially as they rose

to sing the old slave song, "Ain't gonna let nobody turn me 'round."

Later, at a second service in Marion, the atmosphere was decidedly more subdued.

Lining the veranda of the county court house across the street stood a long row of state

troopers, hands on their night sticks, looking straight at us. These were the same men

who had attacked Marion's blacks only days before. The crowd of whites gathered at

nearby City Hall was no less intimidating. Armed with binoculars and cameras, they

scanned and photographed us so thoroughly that we felt every one of us had been

marked.

Afterwards, at the cemetery, King spoke about forgiveness and love. He pleaded with his

people to pray for the police, to forgive the murderer, and to forgive those who were

persecuting them. Then we held hands and sang, "We shall overcome." It was an

unforgettable moment. If there was ever cause for hatred or vengeance, it was here. But

none was to be felt, not even from Jimmie's parents.

Not long ago I read about a remarkable act of forgiveness by the children of Selma in

those same days of early 1965. Local students had organized a peaceful after-school

march when the town's notorious Sheriff Clark arrived. Clark's deputies began to push

and prod the children, and soon they were running. Initially the boys and girls thought

the sheriff was marching them toward the county jail, but it soon became clear that they

were headed for a prison camp almost five miles out of town. The men did not relent until

the children were retching and vomiting. Later they claimed they wanted to wear out

Selma's "marching fever" for good.

A few days after this incident, Sheriff Clark was hospitalized with chest pains.

Unbelievably, Selma's school children organized a second march outside the court house,

chanting prayers for his recovery and carrying get-well signs.

Reprinted from Why Forgive?; Ebook by Johann Christoph Arnold; www.bruderhof.com; Copyright 2003 by
The Bruderhof Foundation, Inc. Used with permission.
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Bishara Awad: Israel-Palestine

Like so many others on both sides of the Arab-Israeli conflict, Bishara Awad, a
Palestinian acquaintance of mine, has been wounded by his share of injustices.
Speaking recently about his life-long struggle to forgive, he told me:

In 1948, during the terrible war between the Arabs and the Jewish settlers, thousands of

Palestinians died and many more became homeless. Our own family was not spared. My

father was shot dead by a stray bullet, and there was no decent burial place. No one

could leave the area for fear of getting shot at by either side; there was not a priest nor a

minister to say a prayer. So Mother read to us from the Bible, and the men who were

present buried my father in the courtyard. There was no way they could have taken him

to the regular cemetery in the city.

Mother thus became a widow at the age of twenty-nine, and she was left with seven

children. I was only nine years old. For weeks we were caught up in the crossfire and

were unable to leave our basement room. Then one night, the Jordanian army forced us

to run to the Old City. That was the last time we ever saw our home and our furniture.

We ran away with nothing but the clothes on our backs, some of us only in pajamas...

In the Old City we were refugees. We were put in a kerosene storage room that had no

furniture. A Muslim family gave us some blankets and some food. Life was very hard; I

still remember nights when we went to sleep without any food.

Mother had been trained as a nurse, and she got a job at a hospital for $25 a month. She

worked at night and continued her studies during the day, and we children were put in

orphanages.

My sisters were accepted in a Muslim school, and we boys were placed in a home run by

a British woman. To me, this was a real blow. First I had lost my father, and now I was

away from my mother and my family. We were allowed to visit home once a month, but

otherwise we stayed at the boys' home for the next twelve years. Here, with my two
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brothers and eighty other boys, my suffering continued. We never had enough to eat. The

food was terrible and the treatment harsh.

As an adult, Bishara went to school in the United States and became an American

citizen. Later he returned to Israel and took a job teaching in a Christian school. Looking

back, he says:

That first year I was very frustrated. I did not accomplish much and I felt

defeated...There was mounting hatred against the Jewish oppressors: all of my students

were Palestinians, and all had suffered in the same way I had...I wasn't able to help my

students, because of the overriding hatred in me. I had harbored it since childhood

without even realizing it.

One night I prayed to God in tears. I asked forgiveness for hating the Jews and for

allowing hatred to control my life...Instantly he took away my frustration, hopelessness,

and hatred and replaced it with love.

Reprinted from Why Forgive? Ebook by Johann Christoph Arnold www.bruderhof.com Copyright 2003 by
The Bruderhof Foundation, Inc. Used with permission.

Jackie Young: Hawai’i

Jackie Young harbored the burden of her deepest betrayal for almost half a century.

Her third marriage was breaking up as she underwent chemotherapy for breast
cancer. She lost her hair. She began radiation, and she became reflective.

In a guided imagery therapy session, she visualized the thing that would bring her
peace. She imagined herself in a beautiful garden with her grandchildren. But she
also visualized something darker.
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"I sort of blurted it out," she said. "I said I think the only way I could heal myself
was to forgive the person who raped me when I was 18."

She imagined meeting the man who raped her 46 years earlier, when she was a student

at the University of Hawai'i. She imagined what she would wear and what she would say.

She imagined her father appearing behind the rapist and saying: "It doesn't matter what

he says. Just tell him how he hurt you." So she did.

"That day," the 68-year-old Kailua woman said, "I felt as if a plug came out of my heart."

While none of the research indicates forgiveness can cure cancer, Jackie Young is sure

that at least it can't hurt. She is a breast cancer survivor. Young, director of marketing

for the American Cancer Society, has a long list of achievements in addition to being a

survivor. She served as a Hawai'i state representative from 1990 to 1994, was the first

female vice speaker of the Hawai'i House of Representatives and at the time was the

highest Korean American elected official in the nation.

Though her forgiveness brought her a sense of peace, it also sparked her drive to be an

activist in life instead of a spectator. But to get that point, her forgiveness didn't end with

her rapist. She also sent a letter to her first husband and met with her two other exes.

She told them she was sorry she wasn't as present in the relationships as she might have

been if she hadn't carried around the feeling that she didn't deserve to be loved in a

relationship.

"It was brought on by my knowing I had to heal myself," she said. "It's given me an uplift

in my life."

Before her cancer diagnosis, she was commissioned to write a Korean book of her

memoirs. She thought she had a finished version. But it was just a rough draft.

Edited version reprinted from July 14, 2002, The Honolulu Advertiser article: "Is forgiveness the key to
your survival?" by Tanya Bricking.
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Hawai’i -- FORGIVENESS HERO -- Nomination

Do you know of a person who has practiced forgiveness in his or her life in a way that is an inspiration and
role model for others?

The planning committee for the 2004 International Forgiveness Day Festival is seeking nominations for
Hawai’i Forgiveness Hero recognition. The purpose of this award is to feature those persons who have
demonstrated the positive, transformative power of forgiveness, and who are willing to share their stories so
that others may learn about the benefits of forgiveness.

To submit a nomination, fill out the form below and state why you are nominating the individual for the
recognition. A committee will review the nominations and individuals nominated will be recognized at the
International Forgiveness Day Festival that will be held on August 1, 2004.

Name of Hawai’i Forgiveness Hero Nominee:________________________________

Please explain why you are nominating the person (use back of sheet or additional paper if needed):
_______________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________

Name of person submitting nomination:_________________________________

Phone:__________ Email: ___________________

Submit nominations by July 23, 2004. Please mail, fax or email to:
Hawai’i Forgiveness Hero
Hawai'i Center for Attitudinal Healing
1531 Hoaaina Street
Honolulu, Hawaii 96821  USA

Fax: (808) 587-5734 || E-mail: mchinen@dhs.hawaii.gov
More information, online form and downloads available at http://www.hawaiiforgivenessproject.org


