
 
 
Hi Saints, 
    
  When I arrived at the airport last night in Chicago, the airport baggage guys were slow 
in getting our bags to the baggage claim carousels.  That left me some extra time to walk 
circles in lieu of my daily jog and to do my favorite airport pass time - watch people. 
    
  In my search for interesting people I did run across one couple that got me to thinking.  
(It doesn't take much to get me to thinking.)  They were in their mid twenties and it was 
obvious one of them had been on a long trip. (Long for them anyway.) The other had 
come to baggage claim to meet his or her lover.  Their they stood waiting for the bags, 
with people all around.  They were facing each other, their foreheads pressed together, 
they were holding hands so tightly you could see their white knuckles.  They were 
smiling and whispering to one another.  I walked by them four times  as I wlaked laps 
around the room.  Once I came within 6 feet of them and they never knew I existed.  
They didn't know anyone else existed either.  Their were at least a 150 people standing 
around them.  Their love was so unashamed, so uninhibited, so undistractable, so un-
intrudable.  They weren't embarrassing any of us by "making out" so passionately like 
you see some people do at the  airport.  No - their display of devotion was pure and 
respectful but still so singular and unintrudable. 
    
  It made me think about my love for my wife, Mary, and how I show it. In the first year 
of our dating relationship I think we would have stood there the same way at least for a 
moment or two.  But now our love is weathered and durable.  We trust each other, we 
understand each other, we love each other but that "first love" is most often replaced by a 
durable weathered, tried and true love.   
    
  My thoughts drifted further.  I have a friend in her eighties now who lost her "first love" 
when her husband went to heaven 3 years after they were marriedand over 50 years ago.  
She still presses her forehead to heaven each night to tell him how devoted she is to him.  
She still whispers to him her devotion throughout the days.  She is still in the that "first 



love."  Pure, respectful but unashamed, uninhibited, undistracted and un-intrudable even 
after all these years. 
    
  My thoughts drifted still further.  Jesus wants us to stay in that "first love" with him.  In 
Revelation 2 in his letter to the church of Ephesus he cries out as a wounded lover, 
    
   "I hold this against you: You have forsaken your first love.  Remember the height from 
which you have fallen!  repent and do the things you did at first."  Revelation 2:4-5 
    
  He is not talking about making God number One in your life when he says "first love."   
here,  although God does want to be number One.  He is saying,  "Return to the love you 
had at the first, when your love for God was fresh, new, unashamed, uninhibited, 
undistractable and un-intrudable." 
    
  For many Christians their love for God is weathered and durable but it is not "first love" 
at least not very much.  God's Spirit yearns for us jealously as James says.  God wants a 
passionate un-intrudable relationship with us.   
    
  How do we get back to our "first love." We have to get away from it all and be alone 
with him.    I get back to my "first love" with Mary when I get away with her.  When the 
fullness of our work and family and ministry life is put aside and there are just the two of 
us - then the "first love" comes back miraculously easy I might add.   
    
  That's how I get my "first love" back for Jesus too.  I have to get away from the full life 
of work, ministry and even family to be with him and listen to him "forehead to 
forehead" and take in his love, contemplate his life and what he did for me moment by 
moment those 33 years.  I think about his promises for my life now.  I think about how he 
is guiding it, guiding it all.  I ponder how he is saving others and doing for them what he 
does for me without diminishing my relationship to him one ounce. 
    
  I fall in love again. 
    
  Dear Saint, I could have kept all these thoughts to myself.  I didn't write them so you 
would simply know me better.  I wrote them to help you return to your "first love."  Don't 
let your life get so full that you lose that unashamed, unintrudable love for your Savior.  
Do you hear him calling?  "Return to me dear lover!  I want to press my forehead against 
yours and enrapture you with my love." 
    
  Take time to for devotions in the Word, for true worship with his flock, for 
contemplation of his love for you - and get that "first love" back.  It is the way he wants 
to live with you here and there in glory. 
    
  In His Love, 
    
  Pastor P 
 


