Love Must Hurt
Love is no passive companion with which timid men should flirt

For love, to be true to both self and patron, love must hurt

For the world is full of Prodigals that love cannot control

But love, though singed a thousand times over, cannot abandon the pursuit of their souls

And life is full of those who, for its advances, return only deceit

But love, keeping no score, never asks for its expenses a receipt

Love is patient, driving a mother to her knees o’er her son for sometimes fruitless lifetimes

Love is kind, in life’s unruly seas an ever dangling lifeline

Love is never rude or boastful, never bragging in its gains

For one never flaunts over its sacrifice nor is braggadocios over its pains

And love is not jealous, but rejoices in all good ends

Though she may have done all the sowing

Love will enlist all assistance gladly to see fruit borne in the lives of her friends

And love is not provoked, for how can one offend that which has nothing it owns?

For love is always ‘bout giving, thereby suffering well any of fortunes outrageous blows

When nothing can be taken there is nothing to offend

For love does not require re-payment, love only and ever lends

She takes all accounts of wrongs suffered and turns them into credit

Bears all things, believes all things, even when they’re accounted to her debit
And she perseveres and considers it joy to endure every trial

For love is perfect and complete, she walks the selfless mile
Because nothing it owns but everything gives, while love suffers others are brought to live

And to me this is the most fitting tale of love, the defining glance upon her face

That she keeps nothing for herself and is therefore the bestower of grace
She says, “I rejoice when you stand firm, even though it’s oft’ at my peril life’s lessons you have learned”

She says, “Cut me deeply that I bleed but my affections shall never sway

For I’ll come back to pursue you another day

I take nothing and I give all, ‘bout this there is nothing you can do

You can run from my advances but never stop my fondness for you”

For true love comes from the source that died to set love free

Secured in Christ’s blood cascading down Calv’ry’s tree

And that is why it cannot be deterred by rebuke or by sin, for love to be true is not ours to end or to begin

Love came to dance with betrayal, with suffering’s enduring passions to flirt

For this Jesus, her author and perfecter

Knew that true love could exist only at the price of her own hurt
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