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YOU CAN'T FALL IN LOVE

"Make love your aim." —I Corinthians 1^:1

There are no doubt a number of persons here this morning who
will be convinced that I know nothing at all about love. Examining
the title of the sermon, they may well exclaim, "Can't fall in love?
Ridiculous! I've done it any number of times." And they are right,
of course, if they very carefully circumscribe the meaning they give
to the word love.

All of us, it is true, have any number of times found our
selves emotionally involved with other persons. That does not mean,
however, that we have been in love in the truest and most meaningful
sense of that word. We have been infatuated, we have been in love
with love, we have had strong emotional ties with another person,
but we have not fulfilled the requirements of the highest kind of love
which the Greeks called Agape—God-like love, and which is the kind
of love to which we refer when we speak of Christian love.

Etymologically speaking, the English word "love" means merely
to desire. Christianity took the word love in this most basic sense
and gave it a new end and purpose by directing it toward the highest
and best desire possible. To love means to desire, but to desire
what? The nature and quality of that which is desired and the nature
and quality of the desire itself—these are the all important elements
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What then is love in its highest and best Christian sense?
We can consider no more important question, for it affects the
nature of the relationship between husband and wife, parents and
children, friends, fellow-workers, races and nations.

The poets, as we would expect, have had a great deal to say
about love. One unknown author put it this way:

It's silence when your words would hurt,
It's patience when your neighbor's curt,
It's defense when the scandal flows,
It's thoughtfulness for another's woes,
It's promptness when stern duty calls,
It's courage when misfortune falls.

Certainly love is all of these things and a great deal more.

Elizabeth Barrett Browning in Sonnets From the Portuguese
spoke of love more beautifully perhaps than any poet before or since:










