It is a beautiful and maddening fury, falling in love.  The way you want to know anything and everything about the one you love.  You want to like the things they like, do what they do, enjoy what they enjoy.

Like some sort of love confetti floats down from the sky, making any event a celebration of your love.  Every moment seems orchestrated to ignite passion within the two of you, every occurrence is so special and symbolic and meaningful. Everything makes sense.

When you are in love your heart and your brain and your soul become this all powerful chemical producing trifecta that inebriates your entire existence and even stirs the souls of perfect strangers who pass you on the street.

And though most of the times I’ve fallen in love I felt more confused, insecure, broken and valueless, I found out that falling in love for real, for keeps is that more beautiful thing when I fell in love with Jesus.

It is a more profound love than I could previously conceptualize, mainly because love from most human beings, though often well-intended, falls short quite regularly, and that hurts, and hurt makes love hard to understand.

Maybe love isn’t the sort of thing that should be understood as much as it should be humbled in awe of.  You can’t hold love or define it, but you can have it, and give it, and receive it and kneel in profound awe of its power to change everything.

So right now I am so in love with Jesus.  I am in love with His compassion and His frailty, in awe of His strength and His purpose.  Jesus is so cool.  He’s so complicated and disturbed and sincere and REAL.

He doesn’t lie to me, He doesn’t judge me.  He loves the damned, and that means He loves me.  I guess that is so much more than I can say for any other person in my life.  I know I don’t deserve it, and sometimes Satan whispers into my ear that I am too broken and too dirty and too unworthy – and I know I am, but I also believe that Jesus doesn’t see me that way.

I know that He is so in love with me that He can only see the pure light that seeps through the cracks of my broken soul and even though it seemed so dim a light that it was barely noticeable in my vast darkness, He reached in and made those cracks even wider.  He gave them intention and promised them redemption and that frail spark that was once at risk of being put out altogether is growing stronger and hammering through these chasms in my damaged soul. 

It is a beautiful, frightening, exhilarating, yet calming place to exist – alone, yet not quite alone – sitting in a gentler darkness, playing like a child with light dripping from my fingers, knowing I always wanted to be closer to God, closest to Him than to any other – I just didn’t know how to get to Him.  And then one day it all made sense because he had gotten to me.  God loves me.  He thinks I am a special child of His very own making.  He thinks I am lovely and He wants me to show the world what He sees in me, not what I think they want to see.

And that is just the most freeing feeling.  And that is why I am in love with Him.  God made me unique and complicated.  He made me beautiful. And He makes me more beautiful every day.

