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Love the hypocrisy:  all those shouters at Town Hall meetings attacking Obama. How outraged were they when protesters would interrupt and vilify George Bush?  
Vice versa too.  Gooses and ganders.  Them angry at how Obama is knocked, but they thought it funny to hear Bush mocked.  

It is okay for you to denounce someone you despise, but its not okay for the other…  
Sad part is how quick the venom spurts when our passions coil in fear.  All in the name of love.  There’s the perverse twist.  Love is such a messy and harmful emotion.  
Bill O’Reilly said it well the other day when he spoke about how hate only poisons the hater.  And where does hate come from?  From love of something else.  There’s probably nothing more potentially demonic than love.  
I love my country; that’s why I had to assassinate him.

I love my God, that’s why I hate infidels.

I love her, that’s why I beat her.

I love him, that’s why I have to go back to him.
And why is it that we grow to resent that which we need the most?  Like the government.  The more the government does things that are necessary for us– such as taking care of the roads – the more we resent them for it.  Isn’t it nice to have someone to blame for your inadequacies [Jean Shepherd]?
Enjoy the Law of Conservation of Misery:  misery is never created or destroyed, just transferred.
Which is why honest self-examination and the willingness to listen doesn’t come easy.  Yet you cannot fight negatives with negatives, only with positives.  

Which brings us to marriage and dating and sex and how we treat the people we say we love.  Honest self-examination and the courage to listen.   That, by the way, just about sums about marriage counseling.

***

Which brings us to marriage.  

Let’s clear out cobweb thinking:  the state does have a vested interest in marriage.   This institution is a wee bit more than a ceremony of declared affection.  

First, you’re required to get a license, much as you would to go hunting, fishing, or driving a car.  No learner’s permit though.  

Let’s see.  What else does the state require or prohibit?

Both must be present when you make application. 

The application costs $46, valid for 60 days.
Mandated three day waiting period.

If under 18, you need parental consent.

Must be 16 years old.

You cannot marry your first cousin (you can in New Jersey).

Monogamy required;  you cannot have more than one spouse. –- at the same time, that is.
If remarrying:  Certified copy of final divorce decree or proof of annulment, document if maiden name resumed, or date of death of deceased spouse

Blood tests are no longer required, though I think it is a good idea, at least for the sake of full disclosure for the partner.  Well thank you for that wedding present:  I always wanted a case of syphilis.

Marriage gives legal rights over each other and each other’s property.

And no same sex marriages.  
The state meddles in our lives.  As it should.  

Why all this meddling?  
Because of Michael and Emily.

They are why the state has a vested interest and historically defines marriage as between a woman and a man.  Though you have to wonder that if two guys giving each other rings is going to shred the fabric of society, it must be pretty flimsy fabric to begin with.
At the same time, you can get pretty tired of hearing marriage clamored about as if it is a civil right.  Since when is marriage a right?  

It is a responsibility.  
***

Been thinking lately about how we need to add something to the words we use in our wedding ceremonies.  Maybe borrow from other traditions?
Handfasting – tying up the couple’s hands
Jump the broom – hopping and hoping into something new
Break glass – the old is shattered
Because each ritual symbolizes a new estate entered.   Supposedly.  That’s the tricky part.

So what do the vows say and what don’t they say?

I shall love you as long as my love shall last…well, I’ll give that one less than an hour.  Love is one of the lousiest reasons to get married.  
I shall love you for eternity…sorry, you will die.

Until death us do part…yes, my favorite for since it is limited it is all the sweeter.

So we heard the poetry of the first creation.  Of ‘a’dam:’  not a name, but the Hebrew word for humanity.  Deep mystery.  Humanity separated into equal genders.  For out of humanity comes ish and isha – the same word, just different genders.  Spanish gets closer than English.  Amiga – female friend.  Amigo – male friend.  In marriage, genders reunited and again one.
Do we really make it a new estate where two become one, the entirety of each completing the other, where ‘adam’ (humanity) is perfected in what we bring to perfect each other?  

And by the way, if I play a soccer and lose, despite giving it my best, that doesn’t make me a failure.

Might just say the same thing about marriages.  As many of you know.    If you have loved your best, with all your heart and soul, mind and will, yet the other hasn’t, how then can you be a failure?   
If now you haven’t loved your best… If you haven’t loved unselfishly…  If you haven’t loved because you want rather than need…  Without manipulation…  Truly valuing the other person for who they are…  Wanting them the best they can be..  If you haven’t, well now, that you’ll need to take to Jesus and confess.  Many of us have.    
***

 

Some clichés get it bang on target.

A leopard can’t change his spots.  Think about it.  Does a leopard really change his spots or does he just change his technique [Jean Shepherd]?
 

How many wives and husbands look back and realize their spouse’s real personality was there all along, it just took a while for it to come out from hiding?
 

A good question to ask before you commit to a relationship is:  is the person you marry the person want them to be or the person they are?

While asking that, you might ask this too:  when you marry are you who you really are, or are you pretending to be the person they want you to be?
Marriage is a responsibility we choose the sake of the future
***.
Jesus, for all that he has to say about love, says very little about marriage.   But repeatedly the Bible presents how our pair-bonding happens for a very specific reason:  for the sake of these little ones, for the progress of our society when these children, our future, have been given the best chance to have their needs met:  from food and shelter to morality and creativity.  And family is the best chance for that to happen.  
There is a premise going on here, and that is that there is a fundamental incentive to a man and woman getting together:  its called Emily and Michael.   We don’t count on society to take care of these two the way parents can and parents should.
Oh yes, its also for Molly and Jeffrey too for when they get old, that they will be cared for by their children.  Don’t count on society to care for them.  Oh yes, its also for Emily and Michael to look after each other.  Family is the jello that holds the marshmallows of culture together.  

Now, you can debate all you want whether or not these fundamental purposes still hold – given older marriages, given social security and nursing homes, given celibacy, given that some don’t want to breed and some can’t breed -- but let’s agree that all of civilization is the direct result of the fact that human babies are so utterly dependent on mom and dad for so long.  Foals can trot within minutes of birth.  Baby whales swim immediately.  
Which is why marriage historically is not so much a ritual of affection as it is an economic institution through which a society protects itself by making sure our babies, our old folks, and each other receive the best that family can give them.  
***

Sometimes it is simply amazing at how we can survive the day, given all the hurt and heartache we go through.  

It has to do with doors.  That was something I learnt a long time ago.  About Junior High.  I remember thinking about the troubles my family was going through and had gone through:

My aunt’s divorce, moving from California to New Jersey to make a new start.

My other aunt’s husband killed in a plane crash, then a series of bad husbands, including one who beat her, until my Unk intervened and brought her and my cousins to New Jersey also.

My grandmother living with us, often ignored;  she dying from Parkinsons.

Another family relation whose best friend was a priest in NYC, and how those two fellows enjoyed visiting Greenwich Village together, and somehow Dad didn’t mention much about what they did. 

The neighbor who was going to shoot himself because the cancer was so bad but my father got the gun from him helping him realize that that was not how his kids should remember him.

Even the fights between my mom and dad, sometimes pretty noisy.  

And then it occurred to me how we were a really good family.  We were really happy and healthy and successful.

And I looked at my front door and thought about all the stuff going on behind our door.  And it made me look at all the other doors in the neighborhood and wonder:  what’s going on behind their doors?  Especially if we were a healthy family.  Could you imagine what was happening behind those front doors in other families not so successful?  

Very early I realized unfairness, hurt, sickness, emptiness, wanting to be loved, is the human norm.  Us divided from each other.  Us divided from the essence of what makes us whole.   Suffering is normal.  Behind those doors.  Sometimes out on the sidewalk too.  
It is what happens when we are outside the garden and too conscious of myself, my needs, my happiness.  But then, with a nod to Mark Twain who appreciated the suffering, awkward love of us mixed up humans:  how many here would rather remain outside the garden with her than inside the garden without her?
***

We can argue all we wish -- either as shouting matches to drown out others for daring to disagree with you or with mutual respect -- about how we as a soceity define marriage.  But maybe we can leave social policy to the social arena for a moment and agree to something positive.  Maybe we don’t have to have authoritative opinions on every social issue.  Try it.  It can be freeing not always having to be right.
For there is just too much hurt and loneliness out there for too many.  We can either shout slogans and carry placards or we can care for the wounded or encourage the hopeful.   
Far more challenging, and far more worthwhile, is how each day each of us defines our marriages, our relationships, our commitments;  each day waking to better learn how we can responsibly love as Christ invites us to love and be loved.
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