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Because He’s coming again!
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to my Ethel

from her Jim
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i love you
for making this life a trip to remember




Don’t Take the Girl

In a world where relationships can be mere surface, where commitment is often nonexistent, where the media offer rootless, sensual liaisons as the way of life—in a world like that, isn’t it a genuine thrill to watch love blossom and lives become so entwined that there’s no real life for either of them without the other?

I refuse to believe the media only reflect what society wants; I think they help shape those wants, and I think they exploit the weaknesses and imbalances of vulnerable people. But I also think there are hungers of a richer, deeper, finer kind out there that need to be expressed and nurtured. Couples by the countless thousands do shrug at the media nonsense and enjoy pleasure-filled, loving commitments. My conviction—no matter what’s chic in some circles—my conviction is that people, on the whole, long for more than “help me make it through the night.”

One of the most poignant love songs in recent years was written by Craig Martin and Larry Johnson and recorded by Tim McGraw. Johnny is an eight-year-old who’s about to go fishing with his dad when a little girl turns up, fishing pole in hand. The boy pleads with his dad to take Jimmy Johnson or any boy in the world, but, “Please,” he says, “don’t take the girl.”

Ten years later, the same old boy and same sweet girl, very much in love, are outside a movie theater when a stranger with a gun threatens to abduct her. Johnny offers the gunman everything he has—money, credit cards, his grandpa’s watch, car—anything, but he begs, “Please, don’t take the girl.”



They want someone they can dream about the future with when the sensual aspect of the relationship isn’t clamoring for as much attention.



Five years later, same lovely young couple, a baby on the way, and the mother is fading fast. He goes to his knees, fervently praying:

Take the very breath you gave me,
Take the heart from my chest,
I’ll gladly take her place if you want me,
Make this my last request;
Take me out of this world,
God, please, don’t take the girl.

With maybe less drama than depicted here, haven’t we all seen or felt that very thing? Initial indifference perhaps, then tolerance, glances, smiles, moments alone, the growing pleasure, the disappointment when the other can’t be there. Then the warmth, the hunger to please, the desire to touch, the early trembling kisses, and finally, the longing for more—for life together, for shared love and family.

In some circles, this picture generates embarrassed grins or scornful talk of “over the top romanticism,” but it’s what people by the millions have experienced generation after generation; it’s what men, women, girls, and boys experience and want to experience. They want passion without apology, but they want passion with someone they like, someone they enjoy spending time with, someone they can dream about the future with when the sensual aspect of the relationship isn’t clamoring for as much attention. They want life and want it with someone who loves and admires them, someone who sees in them more than a piece of equipment that’s needed to get a specific kind of buzz. Yes, it’s more they want, not less.

But in our saner moments, I think we all understand that people don’t really “fall in love”—they grow into it. And I’m guessing that that’s what most people look for. They don’t see “love” as one-night stands, hopping from one bed to another, seeing how many “lovers’” names they can rack up. They want the intimate, tough, and tender adventure of life with someone to whom they can whisper Browning’s, “Grow old along with me! The best is yet to be.” And when life is over for one of them, the other can rejoice in all that’s gone before and, with a grateful, happy heart, take as their own the poet’s contented words:

When I review; my life with you
Since the days of old,
I wouldn’t want to change it
For all the world and its gold;
If I had my life to live over,
I’d do the same things again;
I’d still want to roam
Near the place we called home,
Where my happiness never would end.
I’d meet you when school days are over,
And we’d walk down the lanes we once knew,
If I had my life to live over,
I’d still fall in love with you.

To finish the race, to have seen it through, to have bitten it off and chewed it up—that’s something to he pleased about. To have done it in the company of one, just one, in glorious style, through laughter and tears, until you both lay down your tired bodies and get on out of here—that beats all to pieces the flip-flopping “till death us do part or someone better looking comes along” lifestyle a lot in Western society are offering. One girl, one boy, having a whale of a time seeing it through together! Now that’s living!

i love you for making this life a trip to remember

[image: Image] Take the very breath you gave me,
Take the heart from my chest,
I’ll gladly take her place if you want me,
Make this my last request;
Take me out of this world,
God, please, don’t take the girl.

Craig Martin Larry Johnson

Such as I am, though for myself alone,
I would not be ambitious in my wish,
To wish myself much better; yet, for you
I would be trebled twenty times myself;
A thousand times more fair.

PORTIA IN THE MERCHANT OF VENICE
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i love you
for being the strong and sweet inspiration of my life




Ain’t Love Grand

I know there are a lot of things called love that don’t merit the name, and I know that romance isn’t the only thing that matters, but it’s only hardboiled people with too much starch in their religion who deny the power for good that romantic love brings to us all.
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