
It’s about love, love, love

That’s what it’s all about!


For God loves us, we love each other


Mother, Father, Sister, Brother


Everybody sing and shout!


‘Cause that’s what it’s all about !


It’s about love, love, love…

I don’t even remember when I learned that song.  It must have been in Sunday School – doesn’t it sound like the kind of song we’d teach to little kids?  Simple and easy.  But after a while, doesn’t the whole love thing sound over-used?  That line gets old.  Life is complicated.  Just talking about love isn’t enough.  How many of you roll your eyes at the word “love”?  How many of you are already sick of me saying the word “love”?  We talk about love so much that love is trite, common, cheesy, silly.  Love is for bleeding hearts, the immature, the weak.  Love is so rife with clichés that we can hardly talk about it anymore without getting sick of it.  


Things only become cliché because they are so true that they come up all the time.  These fundamental things become a chorus that our stubborn ears become tired of hearing.  The things we write off as cliché are often the things that are most real and true.  The things we make up in their place are self-centered expressions of power and greed.

But when it matters, it’s love – or the lack of it – that you notice most.  When my grandpa died a year ago, we knew that this man of faith had gone to his glory.  We knew that he had lived a life full of love – for his family, for his country, for a job well-done, and for his God.  We had letters coming from everywhere, lives touched by my grandpa, people wanting to share the love they saw in his life.  We also got one letter from a church we didn’t have a relationship with.  The letter started with condolence on our loss – and for a minute, I thought this was a church that had chosen the ministry of comforting the bereaved, and I was impressed.

But I was wrong.  In the next line, they noted that since my family, in the wake of Grandpa’s death, must really be afraid of what the afterlife held for us, they’d be happy to pray with us if we came to their church so we could know how to turn our lives of sin into lives of piety.  Never mind that my grandpa’s obituary stated his very real life-long involvement in his church – clearly, it wasn’t the right church, and since it was too late for him, it was time for us to shape up before we shipped out.

They had a choice, and they chose fear.  They decided to ignore the fact that 1 John tells us that “There is no fear in love, but perfect love casts out fear; for fear has to do with punishment, and whoever fears has not reached perfection in love.”  Apparently, they hadn’t really been paying attention to those simple Sunday School songs.  We can shove aside the apparent cheapness of love all we want – what is actually cheap is the decision not to love, not to treat people with dignity, not to serve the neighbor.  We are not cheap when we truly live in love – we are cheap when we don’t.

The love we live in, the love we are commanded to be and show, this love is not something cheap or trashy.  It isn’t even easy.  This love comes from something so much deeper, so profoundly life giving that it changes the definition of love.  This is love born of our Savior, Jesus Christ who lived and walked among us, cured illnesses, forgave sins, challenged preconceptions, died a traitor’s death and rose again, who defeated the grave and mended our brokenness once and for all, in love and for love to BE love.  His love isn’t love that needs to be earned, this is love freely given.  This isn’t love that is forced, this is love flowing free.  This isn’t love pretty on the surface, this is deep, sacrificial love.


This love comes only from one source: the true vine.  Jesus calls us to abide in him, just as he already abides in us.  1 John tells us clearly: “We have known and believe the love that God has for us.  God is love, and those who abide in love abide in God, and God abides in them.” God calls us to love because God is love.  God asks us to live in that love because God is already living in and through us. 

And pay attention to what is at stake, here.  Jesus does not mince words: “Those who abide in me and I in them bear much fruit, because apart from me you can do nothing. Whoever does not abide in me is thrown away like a branch and withers; such branches are gathered, thrown into the fire, and burned. If you abide in me, and my words abide in you, ask for whatever you wish, and it will be done for you.”  The contrast is stark.  When we abide in the love of Jesus, we can ask for and receive anything.  We are the ones who bear fruit, healthy and successful, showing God’s love for all in all we do.  

When we do not abide in the love of Jesus, when we figure we don’t need God’s love, or would rather focus on self-love, or decide love itself is weak and silly – then, we can’t do a single thing.  We are fruitless.  In God’s love, there is life and fruitfulness.  Apart from God’s love, there is only destruction.  When we make our own way, apart from God’s love, we use scare tactics to get people on our side.  We are not called to be fear-, hate-, and hellfire-mongers.  We are children of God’s love.  It only sounds cheesy because we say it all the time.  It only seems cheap because it’s been scoffed at and turned into clichés.  It doesn’t make it less true.  It doesn’t make it less hard.  In the end, it’s about love, love, love.  That’s what it’s all about.

So love.  Love as you have been loved.  Show love.  Do love.  Be love.  Dare to own that one thing that seems so basic as to be forgettable.  Dare to face down fear and hate and control with love.  Dare to let it all go and abide in the love of Jesus, the love that casts out fear, the love that is all we’ve ever needed, and all we can ever be.  “In this is love, not that we loved God but that he loved us and sent his Son to be the atoning sacrifice for our sins. Beloved, since God loved us so much, we also ought to love one another.”  Thanks be to God.

