Adam’s Valentine... and Yours
     Enter with me into Adam’s slumber.  The strange ache for companionship slips away as your eyes close. Then, minus a rib,  gaze with him  upon God’s climactic creation, the greatest wonder in history, such loveliness and purity, literally a part of himself, so perfectly matched to his body and soul that as he stares into her eyes he must nearly faint.  And what does she see in him?  A being so handsome, a mind so nimble, a spirit so gentle, a listener so attuned that she’s assured he’ll always  tend to her every need before it can be expressed. In the presence of the Triune Life, the pair join hands and enter into the most powerful mutuality ever known between humans.   

         Now wake up, with me, pal.  And before you complain about who it is you now look upon when you awake, ask who it is your partner sees.  We lost something in the garden.  Don’t get me wrong.  My wife grows more lovely to me every year.  But that’s because she puts up with me.  Fat, sometimes self-absorbed, impatient, so deeply thoughtful that I’m thoughtless.    While hints of mutuality still break through, effortless companionship was lost in the garden.  Marriage, for my wife and me,  is a lot of work.

     I have nothing against the fulfilling companionship we visualize on Valentines Day.   It’s just that ever since the primordial screw up something else has been required.   God started putting up with people.  The story of the cross is the story of God’s forgiveness of those who hated him.  He longed for mutuality with us.  But his love did not depend on it.   

     My good friend Dave Mangum recently reminded me of how Matthew 18 pulsates to a loving climax.  Starting with a story about a Shepherd  who put everything at risk to pursue a relationship, Jesus says we, too, must pursue reconciliation-- first between individuals, then before mediators and finally amidst the assembly.  Love always forgives and invites others back.  Peter understandably wondered if seven times wasn’t enough to call forgiveness quits. That’s when Jesus tells of a  limitless debt cancelled a servant.  Graciously set free, the man cannot accept grace, and makes his acceptance of others contingent on their giving him what they owe.  Such a man wants neither grace nor mutuality, and is given the torture and loneliness he both wants and deserves. Then don’t miss the warning.  Even God’s love can’t assure mutuality if we can’t accept the grace-filled life. “This is how my heavenly Father will treat [each of us], Jesus says,  “unless we forgive... from our heart.” 
       True love rejoices in mutuality, and it believes something even better than what Adam and Eve experienced is coming.  But love doesn’t depend on mutuality.  It forgives jerks.   That’s the reason  any of us can stay married.  That’s why those of us who can’t stay married need not remain bitter.   And that’s the reason we put crosses --not valentines-- on our buildings. 

