Doesn’t God Love me too?
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I wonder just how many times this question is asked on a daily basis…Someone somewhere is hurting, and this thought crosses his or her mind.  Is that someone you?  I’ve asked that question before and I might ask it again.  We can never tell.  

Life is not fair.  As a matter of fact, all too often it can flat-out stink.  Just when it looks like you are getting ahead in life, something or someone seems to be there to knock you over.  As if that’s not bad enough, along comes someone to kick you when you’re down.  And then they laugh about it.  Times like these cause you to wonder if life is even worth living.  

For the last couple of hours I’ve been sitting in my office thinking about a person that I love very much and how they have hurt me.  This person is so rapped up in themselves that they don’t understand that they have even hurt me at all.  Even when it’s been pointed out, they still don’t see it.  And they keep doing the same thing over and over.  I often wonder if it will ever stop.  

If I had been faced with this problem seven years ago, I know how I would have behaved.  I would have stopped loving that person.  I would have wrote that person off and done my best to never see them again.  I know I would have reacted this way because I’ve done it before.  But thanks to Jesus Christ, I have been able to mend the past.

I want to share a story with you about my past, so please bear with me.  Twenty-one years ago this month I stopped loving.  I had something happen that hurt so bad that I knew God didn’t love me any more.  I finally fought back.  That’s right, I got even with God, or at least in my eyes I did.  The day was November 4, 1982.  I was twenty years old.  It was mid morning when I received a phone call from my dad telling me that my grandfather had just died.  We knew grandpa was dying, but just didn’t want to believe it.  After all, this was grandpa.  Grandpa was supposed to live forever.  And I was too young to lose my favorite grandparent.  It was unfair.  How could this be happening?

The thoughts of that day still flood my mind.  I could not believe that God could be so cruel as to take away the very person that I so much idolized and wanted to imitate.  I thought about how much more time my older brothers and sisters had had with grandpa.  They were all married and already had most of their children.  In fact, their children had gotten to know grandpa.  I had just finished trade school and had big plans about finding a wife and having children of my own.  I wanted them to grow up and get to know grandpa.  How could I go on living?

I was at work when I got the news.  I remember hanging up the phone and walking past my boss with out saying a word.  I was numb.  I walked into the back room of the shop and found a place to hide.  Once there, I broke down crying.  I spent about three hours in that place all by myself.  More than once I told God just how much I hated Him.  I knew He didn’t love me.  If he did, He would have healed grandpa.  Those were my exact thoughts at the time.  A part of me died on that cold and rainy November day.  I cursed God and I set my mind on never allowing anyone to ever get close to my heart again.  

It took God a long time to get me back on the path of love again.  In a way, it’s kind of funny.  But when I look at what Christ did for me, it’s not funny at all.  In fact, it’s miraculous.  You see, even though I was raised in the church until the age of sixteen, I didn’t understand God’s love for me.  But He did something that I will never forget.  He used the death of my grandpa to open the door so I could see just how special each one of my grandparents were.  I cursed God and told Him to never come near me again.  But God loved me so much that He waited for me.  He never left my side.  I walked away.  But God was never further away than the sound of my whisper.  When the day came that I finally cried out, God was there to hold me.

Over two thousand years ago when Jesus hung on the cross, He knew that I would curse and deny Him.  Yet He still died for me.  This absolutely blows me away.  It wasn’t the nails that held Jesus on that cross; it was His Love for us.  He died for you and He died for me.  He didn’t die for Himself.  In fact, He didn’t have to die at all.  But He did it out of love for His Father and out of love for us.  John 3:16-17 says “For God so loved the world that He gave His only Son, that whoever believes in Him should not perish but have eternal life. For God sent His Son into the world, not to condemn the world, but that the world might be saved through Him.”  You see, we are the world.  We are the only ones that God has freely given the choice to follow or deny Him.  He loves us so much that He is willing to allow us to leave him, hoping (or maybe knowing) that one day we will come home to Him before we die.  Keep this in mind: once you die, you lose the opportunity to know God.  But just know that God will give you every opportunity up until your last breath.  Now that’s love. 

In understanding God’s love, I have learned that when something bad happens, it’s not because He is being cruel.  God wants to use that event to draw someone closer to Him.  God will make good out of it, whether it be someone else, or myself.  I believe so deeply in His love.  And I believe so strongly in God’s command that I share his love with everyone.  I will not walk away, but will wait patiently for them to come back.  God’s love is unconditional.  No matter what you have done, He still will love you.  You just have to accept this love.  God calls everyone that walks with him to love in this same way.  Please don’t wait until it’s too late to know His love.                  
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