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Way back in the mists of time that was Christmas, another 'more ordered' world away or so 
it seems through our virus-tinted glasses, a dear friend gave me a lovely book which offered 
'A Poem for Every Night of the Year'.  As I was ruminating on what I could possibly say about 
'love' that has not been said before, both in the light of today's gospel and in the midst of 
this surreal existence we find ourselves in, I fell upon a wonderful set of verses about 'love', 
a taste of which is to follow, and whose writer can only measure his emotions through 
'increasingly enormous metaphors'! 
 
The poet echoed my own feelings that to speak about 'love' in a way that gives it its due 
power and emotion, its life-changing quality, its divine roots, is not easy, whatever 
superlatives we throw at it!  'Love' simply remains an abstract sentiment unless it is lived 
and experienced, given and received.   
 
Jesus said that to be loving is to keep his commandments  – love of God and love of 
neighbour. And this is not just because we have been browbeaten by the Scriptures, but 
simply because we long to, because that is our choice, that is our experience, and we know 
the difference that love makes.  This is our response to the invitation that we have heard 
spoken to us, but Our Lord does not leave us orphaned in order to accomplish this. His 
promise is that the Spirit of truth will live within and amongst us to bless and encourage us, 
in order to aid us to be those loving souls we are designed to be.  
 
I read once that we are called to be 'a lamp, a lifeboat or a ladder' to help someone's soul to 
heal and have we not seen many a 'lamp, lifeboat and ladder' in the last number of weeks?  
This kind of love in action has taken many forms of late - self-sacrifice, kindness, 
encouragement and compassion, remaining with fortitude in the face of such daily 
challenges and loss of life.   It is an inspiring and wonderful thing, and reminds us that Jesus 
came to show us our own potential for goodness.  Just a single grain of compassion is never 
lost, and even if it blooms to heal just one soul, it is enough.   
 
And we know that if we have broken away from this command, (as to be always 'loving' is 
not exactly plain sailing!), and failed in our mission a thousand times,  we can come back 
again and again as through God's grace we are forgiven and loved again and again.   
This persistence of God's love I believe is a resolution, a gift.  Another poet, Coleridge, 
coined the term 'obstinate in resurrection' as he metaphorically describes the image of a 
rose which is determined to bloom even though its roots are planted in a rocky stream, 
echoing his desire to return to faith and end the struggles he had with his many 'demons'.  
And we see this all around us at the moment, as the force of the natural world is obstinate 
in its own resurrection, whatever else may be going on on God's earth. It is a sign of great 
hope in the continuance of life.  
 
And so likewise, that in spite of our frail nature, our misplaced 'roots' and our life's 
struggles, God's love for us is obstinate in its desire to bring us back to the fullness of our 



life, our very own resurrection, as often as it takes.  And so it is that God's love begets our 
own. 
 
Part of our task therefore is to search out all those barriers within, that we have built to 
prevent our hearts from being open to seeing the opportunities to love, and to be loved. It 
was once said that when the world pushes you to your knees, you are in a perfect position 
to pray.  So perhaps as we pray these days as the lockdown is gently eased, we may ask God 
to open our eyes to what loving ways we can bring to the changed landscape of our world, 
for certainly they will abound!  
 
Let me leave you then with just a few of the beautiful over-the-top loving words from 'Love 
You More': 
 
"Before beyond I love you then 
I love you now 
I'll love you when  
The sun's gone out 
the moon's gone home 
and all the stars are fully grown 
When I no longer say these words 
I'll give them to the wind, the birds 
so that they will still be heard 
I love you" 
 
James Carter 


