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IT HURTS WHEN YOU LOVE A LOT

It hurts when you love a lot: There are few here this morning
to whom that assertion is not a self-evident truth. The more we love
the more it can hurt.

Take for example a young man in love with a young woman. It
may be just adolescent infatuation or what we used to refer to as
"puppy love", but it nevertheless often hurts. The young lover
longs to be with his beloved. Any separation is painful. He may
pour out his love and his hurt in romantic poetry as did Elizabeth
Barrett Browning when she wrote to Robert.

"How do I love thee?

Let me count the ways. . ."

And if the lover has even a thought that so great a love may not be
reciprocated, the thought itself cuts at his heart like a searing
iron. If the love is rejected, life no longer seems worth living.

Or consider parental love, that love we have for "bone of our
bone and flesh of our flesh". It is not until we men become fathers
and know what it is to love our children that we can ever quite
understand those words of David concerning his slain son, Absalom:

"0 my son, Absalom, my son, my son.
Would God I had died for thee,
0 Absalom, my son, my son."

At its best there is no love stronger, more beautiful, more
God-like, than the love of a parent for a child. And from that
which is so strong and so beautiful can come the greatest pain and
sorrow men can endure.

Yes, how that love can hurt. As a child grows the parent
over and over again sees him do that which the parent knows is
questionable and often foolish. But he cannot interfere; he dare
not intervene. The child must take his own steps. Love itself
demands it. But every misstep causes a wrench in the heart of the
devoted parent.

Whoever it is we love, it hurts when there must be a parting.
And a parting there must always be. Speaking of the Christian
fellowship and of the love we have for one another at our best, John
Fawcett wrote those well known and much loved lines:








