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Taxes are due soon. I hope that doesn’t come as a shock to you. You have about a month and a half before you have to send in your taxes. If you don’t there are a dozen awful things that could happen to you. You could…

· Pay a penalty fee.
· Pay interest on top of the penalty.
· Get notices from the IRS. Some people just shove these in a drawer and hope it will go away.
· Forfeit your refund.
· Give up your social security.
· Receive a federal tax lien on your property.
· Lose ground on your credit report.
· Have your property seized.
· Receive a summons to appear before an IRS officer.
· Declare bankruptcy.
· Serve jail time.
· Deal with the IRS for a decade. Yes, the government has a right to pursue unpaid taxes for ten years.

I hope that encourages you. Now you may go. But before you do, the “absolute best thing you can do” if you have failed to file or pay according to Julius Green, a Philadelphia region CPA, is to reach out to the IRS and basically ask them for patience as you negotiate a payment plan.[footnoteRef:1] [1:  12 Terrible Things That Could Happen If You Don't Do Your Taxes, Libby Kane at http://www.businessinsider.com/terrible-things-that-could-happen-if-you-dont-do-your-taxes-2014-4#ixzz3SnYe9LWnhttp://www.businessinsider.com/terrible-things-that-could-happen-if-you-dont-do-your-taxes-2014-4] 


Sounds kind of counterintuitive. But what if you did? And what if you called them and once you started talking to them they asked you to hold and then, when they came back to you said, “Well, it seems your taxes have already been paid”? What a great day that would be!

Think it couldn’t happen? Think again. Jesus told a story about a king who decided to settle accounts with his servants. His bookkeeper brought to him a man who owed him twenty years of wages. Take what you make per year. Multiply that by twenty. Then figure out how you’d ever pay that back when you only make 1/20th of that every year.

The king decides that the man and his wife and his kids are to be sold to pay off his debt. (I guess the going rate on a family is about twenty years’ worth of wages.) The man has nothing left to bargain with so he falls down on his knees and begins to beg. “Have patience with me, and I will pay you everything. And out of pity for him the master of that servant released him and forgave him the debt” (Matthew 18:26-27).

Surprisingly the man doesn’t ask for forgiveness. He doesn’t ask for help. He asks for patience. “Patience” is a word seldom used by Jesus. In the Gospels we find it three times. Two of those are in this one story.[footnoteRef:2] Since he doesn’t use it often we need to pay attention when he does. [2:  The only other time the word makrothymia is used is in Luke 18:7.] 


What we discover is this: patience gave compassion time to surface in the king.  Without patience there would have been no compassion. But with patience the debt the man owed was forgiven.

Too bad he didn’t bestow to others what he begged for himself. No sooner had he been released from his debt than he found a man who owed him some money.

But when that same servant went out, he found one of his fellow servants who owed him a hundred denarii, and seizing him, he began to choke him, saying, ‘Pay what you owe.’ So his fellow servant fell down and pleaded with him, ‘Have patience with me, and I will pay you.’ He refused and went and put him in prison until he should pay the debt. (Matthew 18:28-30)

What he does is so shocking that if it happened today it would wind up on TMZ. Even his fellow servants knew something was off-kilter in the way he responded. How could anyone who had been shown patience and compassion treat someone else with impatience and an unwillingness to forgive? Word quickly spread to the king who summoned the man back to his court.

Then his master summoned him and said to him, ‘You wicked servant! I forgave you all that debt because you pleaded with me. And should not you have had mercy on your fellow servant, as I had mercy on you?’ And in anger his master delivered him to the jailers, until he should pay all his debt. (Matthew 18:32-34)

It’s hard to hear this story and understand how the king’s patience could make no difference in this man’s life. Makes you wonder if he understood anything about the gift he had just received. He begged for patience, got it, but then gave none.

Which begs the question: do we understand the patience we’ve been given? In case you’re wondering about yourself, the litmus test is the amount of patience you give. Patience received with gratitude turns into patience extended in quantitude. 

But patience not received? Well, remember what happened in the story? “…in anger his master delivered him to the jailers, until he should pay all his debt.” Impatience can imprison a person. And before you think that can only happen in a story, listen to what one doctor says impatience is doing to us.

Barton Sparagon, MD, says impatience is killing us.[footnoteRef:3] E-mail, cell phones, and laptops are to blame. We bring work home. We bring work on vacations. Technology has increased the pressure to do more in the same number of hours. And our impatience has led to some serious health problems. [3:  http://www.oxygen.com/self/assess/hurrysickness/causeshurrysick.jhtml] 


Heart attacks, palpitations, depression, anxiety, immune disorders, digestive ills, insomnia and migraines used to be the domain of the 40-50 year old age group. Now these symptoms are showing up in the 20-30 year-olds. Even worse, symptoms like hypertension, migraines, and digestive problems that were never before seen in children are showing up in kids as young as 10 years old. Bottom line? Impatience may turn you into a patient.

The doctor has a remedy. He says the chronically impatient person can stand in the longest line in the grocery store to slow down. He believes people can learn to eat, walk, drive and even talk more slowly…like Texans. But his best suggestion is to examine your belief systems. 

That’s not a bad idea. Because when you examine what you believe you will discover this: what happened to the man in the story—the one who begged for patience—has happened to us. Peter writes in 2 Peter 3:8-9:

But do not overlook this one fact, beloved, that with the Lord one day is as a thousand years, and a thousand years as one day. The Lord is not slow to fulfill his promise as some count slowness, but is patient toward you, not wishing that any should perish, but that all should reach repentance. 

One little boy was trying to grasp this concept. He asked God:

“God, how long is a million years to you?”
God said, “A million years is like a minute.”
Then the boy asked, “God, how much is a million dollars to you?”
God said, “A million dollars is like a penny.”
The boy thought for a moment and asked, “God, will you give me a penny?”
God said, “Sure. In a minute.”

He might have had a difficult time understanding God’s patience, but Peter didn’t. He flunked the water walking test when he sunk. He was prone to deny. He was slow to understand Jesus’ teachings.

But Jesus was also slow. Slow to boil. That’s what the Greek word for “patience” means. It’s a compound word that means “a slow boil, slow to anger.” A patient person has a fire but he keeps it turned down low. 

That’s what Jesus did with Peter. And that’s what God has done with us. He is “patient toward” us. He wants all to repent and turn to him. The debts we’ve piled up against him? God is being patient with us.

And because he is patient toward us, he expects us to be patient with each other. “Be patient with each other, making allowance for each other's faults because of your love” (Ephesians 4:2). Because we are human we have faults. And when we encounter those faults in another person our fire can come to a quick boil. Patience will dial back the knob on the burner to a low position. We’ll slow down our response. We’ll react first with love instead of judgment, compassion instead of anger.
And love first and foremost is patient. “Love is patient…” (1 Corinthians 13:4). 1 John 4 makes it clear that we show we love God by loving each other. Could offering patience to each other, then, be one of the greatest exhibitions we can give of love?

And if God’s patience allows time for his compassion to surface, will ours not allow compassion for each other to rise? The simple equation is: No patience, no compassion. Know patience, know compassion.

Patience allows us to see what God has given us. Patience allows us time to then give to others. Patience slows down the space between where we are and where God wants us to be and gives him time to act through us with compassionate and loving acts.

For an example listen to what a New York City Taxi driver wrote:

“I arrived at the address and honked the horn. After waiting a few minutes I honked again. Since this was going to be my last ride of my shift I thought about just driving away, but instead I put the car in park and walked up to the door and knocked.. ‘Just a minute’, answered a frail, elderly voice. I could hear something being dragged across the floor.

After a long pause, the door opened. A small woman in her 90’s stood before me. She was wearing a print dress and a pillbox hat with a veil pinned on it, like somebody out of a 1940’s movie.

By her side was a small nylon suitcase. The apartment looked as if no one had lived in it for years. All the furniture was covered with sheets. There were no clocks on the walls, no knickknacks or utensils on the counters. In the corner was a cardboard box filled with photos and glassware.

‘Would you carry my bag out to the car?’ she said. I took the suitcase to the cab, then returned to assist the woman. She took my arm and we walked slowly toward the curb. She kept thanking me for my kindness. ‘It’s nothing’, I told her ‘I just try to treat my passengers the way I would want my mother to be treated.’

‘Oh, you’re such a good boy, she said. When we got in the cab, she gave me an address and then asked, ‘Could you drive through downtown?’ ‘It’s not the shortest way,’ I answered quickly. ‘Oh, I don’t mind,’ she said. ‘I’m in no hurry. I’m on my way to a hospice.

I looked in the rear-view mirror. Her eyes were glistening. ‘I don’t have any family left,’ she continued in a soft voice.’ he doctor says I don’t have very long.’ I quietly reached over and shut off the meter.

‘What route would you like me to take?’ I asked. For the next two hours, we drove through the city. She showed me the building where she had once worked as an elevator operator.

We drove through the neighborhood where she and her husband had lived when they were newlyweds. She had me pull up in front of a furniture warehouse that had once been a ballroom where she had gone dancing as a girl.
Sometimes she’d ask me to slow in front of a particular building or corner and would sit staring into the darkness, saying nothing.

As the first hint of sun was creasing the horizon, she suddenly said, ‘I’m tired. Let’s go now’. We drove in silence to the address she had given me. It was a low building, like a small convalescent home, with a driveway that passed under a portico. Two orderlies came out to the cab as soon as we pulled up. They were solicitous and intent, watching her every move. They must have been expecting her.

I opened the trunk and took the small suitcase to the door. The woman was already seated in a wheelchair. ‘How much do I owe you?’ She asked, reaching into her purse.

‘Nothing,’ I said. 

‘You have to make a living,’ she answered.

‘There are other passengers,’ I responded. Almost without thinking, I bent and gave her a hug. She held onto me tightly.

‘You gave an old woman a little moment of joy,’ she said. ‘Thank you.’

I squeezed her hand, and then walked into the dim morning light. Behind me, a door shut. It was the sound of the closing of a life.

I didn’t pick up any more passengers that shift. I drove aimlessly lost in thought. For the rest of that day, I could hardly talk. What if that woman had gotten an angry driver, or one who was impatient to end his shift? What if I had refused to take the run, or had honked once, then driven away?

On a quick review, I don’t think that I have done anything more important in my life. We’re conditioned to think that our lives revolve around great moments. But great moments often catch us unaware-beautifully wrapped in what others may consider a small one.[footnoteRef:4] [4:  A Sweet Lesson On Patience: This Taxi Driver’s Story Will Change Your Perspective On Rushing To Get Somewhere by Lauren Martin at http://elitedaily.com/life/culture/story-one-taxi-driver-will-change-entire-day/] 


Patience is the road God’s grace travels to us. May you take someone for a journey on it today.
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