
btw is the acronym for “by the Way ( Jesus).” It sets the tone for the current issue. btw...by the way (Jesus)

I turned the corner and stopped in 
surprise. The hallway was jammed to 
the brim with people waiting to enter 

the courtroom. 
Hushed conversations held in stifled 
whispers sounded like a light wind. 
Several children stood intermingled 
with adults, but none were playing. 
No laughter could be heard. 
I took a mental snapshot of that scene, 
memorizing each detail. No one wanted 
to look anyone directly in the eye, per-
haps not wanting to see the reflection of 
pain that mirrored their own.
With few exceptions, everyone wore 
black, including me. It looked as if a 
funeral were about to take place — not 
just one funeral but several. The Harris 
County Family Courthouse in downtown 
Houston experiences death every day. 
The death of marriages. The cremation of 
families. The burial places of dreams.
The surreal events of the past four 
months exploded in high definition as I 
waited with my attorney to see the judge. 
Then everything began moving at speeds 
only allowed on the Autobahn.
My dreams of happily ever after died less 
than thirty minutes later as a judge added 
her signature to the Final Decree of 
Divorce, looked at me, and said, “Good 
luck with your new life.” Good luck? My 
13-year marriage had blown up, and I 
never saw the bomb coming. We nor-
mally don’t. The one who swore to stick by 
me in sickness and health until death do us 
part had opted out. 

I vaguely remember riding the elevator 
to the ground floor and stumbling to the 
nearest bench just as my legs buckled. I 
was divorced. I was alone. God, help me.
That event happened two years ago. I still 
remember each moment, but now one 
very important thing has changed: God 
has allowed me to forgive. I didn’t want 
to at first. I wanted to hate. To throw 
things. To crawl into a hole and give up.
Unforgiveness and holding grudges traps 
us in dungeons of bitterness and anger. 
But our Savior meets us in our heaps on 
the floor. He breathed into me that fresh 
air of forgiveness less than 30 days after 
the divorce, changing everything. 
So instead of discarding my wedding 
ring, I turned it into something that 
reminds me to forgive, to forgive every 
single person who hurts me. To remind 
me how much I’ve been forgiven by God 
because of Jesus’ sacrifice on the cross. 
The picture above depicts exactly how 
my wedding ring was redesigned. The 
word Forgiven is inscribed inside the 
band, along with Colossians 3:13: Bear 
with each other and forgive one another if 
any of you has a grievance against someone. 
Forgive as the Lord forgave you. 
Who in your life do you need to forgive? 
Maybe it’s no one. Maybe what you really 
need is to know without a doubt that you 
have already been forgiven, almost 2,000 
years ago now, as God the Father raised 
His Son to life. 
Forgiveness frees. Q

The Forgiven Ring by Donna Pyle

As the elevator stopped on the appointed floor, the hallway appeared deserted. It 
was 8:46 a.m. The judge would arrive promptly at 9:00 a.m. Where was everybody?

Donna Pyle will serve as Bible study leader for the 2013 LWML Pittsburgh Convention. 
Her new, in-depth Bible study, “The God of All Comfort,” will be released by CPH this summer.

Put on then, as 
God's chosen ones, 
holy and beloved, 

compassionate 
hearts, kindness, 

humility, meekness, 
and patience, 
bearing with 

one another and, 
if one has a 

complaint against 
another, forgiving 

each other; as 
the Lord has 
forgiven you. 

 Colossians 3:12-13a
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