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To Love Is To Be Happy With - Shripad Pendse
Love is a confusing subject.  Scriptures tell us to “love with all thy strength and all thy mind”.  This makes loving someone sound like a difficult and unpleasant task, which we must do because it is good for us, like eating broccoli.   Instead, could it be that love is easy and fun, like eating ice-cream?

I grew up in India where I spoke a language called Marathi.  Thus I did not come across the word 'love' till I was about 14 years old.  Although there is a word in Marathi that is equivalent to 'love', it is used only infrequently. 
Then when I was old enough to go to see Indian movies,  I began to hear actors and actresses talking about “prem”, meaning love, but this talk remained only in movies.  There was little if any talk about love in day to day life, and marriages were “arranged” for the most part.  
So my real acquaintance with the western concept of love began only when I came to the US to go to a college.    I gradually came to see that the word 'love' was used in one of two primary ways. First,  love can be a matter of chance, kind of like an accident, although a happy accident, or, second, it can be an obligation.  Then in recent years I heard about love in a third way - as an option.  My talk today is about how we mostly think of love as an accident, or as an obligation, and then present a view about love as an option.  
Much of what I  learned about   'love' as an accident came from American movies, TV shows and songs.  Perhaps the same thing is true for many of you.  The kind of love talked about in these sources is mostly romantic love.  I call this 'love as an accident' because we often speak of falling in love, the way that one might fall into a ditch.   This kind of love is portrayed in an endless variety of situations in movies and songs, some comic and some tragic but usually interesting.  For example, there is the angst of the youngster who each night asks the stars above “why must I be a teenager in love?”  
Then there is the young man who is scared of taking the big step of telling someone that he loves her, not knowing whether she will reply in kind. A good example of this is an episode in Seinfeld where George decides to make the big move -  he will tell his girlfriend that he loves her.  Jerry Seinfeld thinks this could be dangerous unless George is sure that she will reply in kind.  
George Costanza says I love you: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Bfx7izBNHeI
After the boy meets the girl and they fall in love, the next expected step is to get married – at least that is how it was in old movies.   As the song says, love and marriage, love and marriage, they go together, like a horse and carriage.  In recent years, however, the belief is being questioned.  An example is Rosemary Westwood who writes a column for the Metro.  In her column of June 22nd she describes a dilemma she is experiencing.  A lifelong committed feminist, she is going to get married soon and wonders - How does she square her feminism with being a wife? Feminism, she says, requires one to not only fight for your own place, but also to then defend it fiercely.  On the other hand, she writes, a marriage cannot operate like a war zone.  Giving in, even giving up, will be required, because it's a community.   
But sometimes the marriage does feel like a war zone, and then the horse and carriage have to separate.  The assumption is that just as you can fall in love, you can also fall out of love.  This too provides grist for the Hollywood mill.  The once magic words “I love you” now turn into “I don't love you anymore” and a divorce follows as sunset follows sunrise.  An example is the marriage of Don and Betty in Mad Men.  Don is watching TV when Betty comes home.  She says 
"I want to scream at you for ruining all of this. Then you tried to fix it and there's no point. There's no point Don", 
Then she drops the bombshell. "I don't love you any more. I know that. I kissed you yesterday I didn't feel a thing", 
from Mad Men, I don't love you anymore, first 1:40 minutes:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CDzYdYkpvc4
So this is how you know that you have fallen out of love.  You kiss them and if you do not feel anything it proves that you do not love them anymore.  
The second view of love is that it is an obligation.  You do not fall into it, but it is something you do, and must do.  This view is propounded particularly in religions, but also in secular situations.  
For example, in the Bible we are told (Luke 10.27, and elsewhere) to love “God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with all thy mind; and thy neighbour as thyself”. 
Pastor Tim Burgan (http://christiancenter.us/real-strength-changes-the-world/) of the Christian Center explains what this means.  He writes: “In more practical terms it means we are to love Him 110%.  To go all-out. To give it your best shot. If we fall down, to pick ourselves back up and keep going forward”.  Pastor Burgan sounds like a football coach, and his advice sounds like a lot of hard work.   But why must we do this hard work?
You do not have to belong to a traditional religion like Christianity to think of love as an obligation.  Here in the UU church most of us have heard the expression “God is love”.  I translate this as meaning that love is good, it is God-like, and one ought to love.  Love is our highest value, and thus our highest obligation.  
Can one be an agnostic or an atheist in the church of the God who is love?  Can one question – why is love so important, and why must I love? 
I am not sure how Pastor Tim Burgan would answer this question if he were asked.    I suspect that he will say “It is your duty”.  If asked further “who says this is my duty?”, the answer would probably be, well, God says so, which is either the final answer or no answer at all.  Nor am I sure how a UU theologican will answer this question.
The idea that love is a supreme value has spread far beyond its religious context.  I went to a self-development course many years ago.  It was called est.  Part of the course emphasized how important it was to say “I love you” among family members.  Did your parents tell you that they loved you?  Did you tell them?  Have you told your children that you love them?   It felt like there was a grim quality behind these questions.  The assumption was that unless your parents said “I love you”, they did not love you, and your life was ruined as a result.    By the same token, we were told that we must say “I love you” to our children if we do not want their lives ruined.  
We were urged to telephone our parents, or siblings, or children during the next break and to tell them that we loved them.   After the break many participants reported with excitement that they had done so.  As Stevie Wonder sings, “ I just called to say I love you”.  
The words “I love you” seem to be imbued with kind of a religious fervour.  Saying those words takes you to heaven and not saying them to hell. I am told that when someone is dying, the words 'I love you' are frequently spoken to them, and family who don't reach the bedside of their dying relative in time often express regret that they had not articulated their love in time.
I suspect that most of us, whether religious, agnostics or atheists,  believe in the duty of loving our neighbor.  I also suspect that loving a not-so-nice neighbor, or a wayward son or an ungrateful sister does feel like work, and we struggle mightily with it, feeling guilty when we do not do it well.  Which is to say most of the time.  Guilt need not be restricted to the religious  – it can be enjoyed by anyone, including the UUs.  
In the early 1990s I came across a third point of view on love which made a lot of sense to me.  It was in the writings of Barry Neil Kaufman, author of books such as “To love is to be happy with”.  Back in 2003, Rev. John Baros-Johnson had offered to do a sermon as part of a fund-raiser auction.  I won the auction and he gave his sermon on the topic of my choice, which was the same as today's topic.  In his sermon John presented a sympathetic but also critical analysis of the book.  My talk today is a more personal reflection on what I understand Kaufman to say, and why I find it valuable.  
Kaufman’s basic idea is that we are not obliged to love, or to do anything else.  We always have a choice, or an option, to do so, or not.  He describes what he means by 'love is to be happy with' - “This means you decide to love other people – and yourself too, of course – by being happy with them just as they are, without needing to change them in any way, although you certainly could want and try to help others to be all that they want to be for themselves”.  
He writes about the experiences of many of his clients and his experience with his son Raun .  Raun was diagnosed as being severely autistic, with no hope of developing into a normal human being.    Kaufman and his wife were advised to institutionalize him when he was about three years old.  They rejected that advice and decided to deal with him in their own way.  For three years, for 12 hours a day, they spent time with him letting him know that he was okay just the way he was.  Instead of making him conform to the 'normal' world, they entered his world.  When he spun in circles, or kept flipping his fingers in front of him, they did the same thing.  Gradually Raun, who lived in his own world, began to look at them and accepted being touched by them.  As he grew up, he did very well in university.  Today he is running the Option Institute that they started thirty years ago.   
I am not assuming that we are going to spend 12 hours a day trying to enter the world of someone who is difficult.  But suppose you are dealing with a quarrelsome sister.  Should you love this sister?  And what does it mean to love her anyway?  Kaufman would say that you have a choice.  You can cut off any relationship with her, if that seems to be the right choice to you.  On the other hand, you can choose to be happy with her just the way she is - not trying to change her, not trying to help her, but simply to understand what makes her tick.  There is a certain pleasure in understanding people, or animals, or objects.  That pleasure is what causes astronomers to observe stars and entomologists to study ants.  If you engage the sister with an aim to understand her, you might begin to feel a certain sense of enjoyment or happiness in that engagement, and if this happens, you would be motivated to engage in this way some more.   When you choose to appreciate and enjoy someone as they are, because it makes you happy, you are loving that person by Kaufman's definition.  To love is to be happy with. You relate with someone not as a chore, not as a duty, but in order to secure your own happiness.     Astronomers do not try to change the stars they observe - they observe the stars just for the pleasure of doing it.  Perhaps we will be better off if we treated people with the same sense of dignity, and fun, as an astronomer does with stars. 
The Dalai Lama was once asked why he seemed to be always happy.  He said it was because he did not expect anything.   We are not the Dalai Lama and most of us are not astronomers.  We find it difficult not to expect anything from the people we know, and to enjoy them as they are without trying to criticize them, or to advise them, or to help them.  This leads to arguments and strife of various sorts.   Our normal inclination is to see a disagreement with others as kind of a war, in which, as Rosemary Westwood says, we try to defend our place fiercely and to win the argument.
Various techniques have been suggested to help us to be less warlike and more peaceful.  These techniques are not easy to practice, because they go against our grain.  In his book 'Seven habits of highly effective people' one of the principles Stephen Covey suggests is to seek first to understand, and then to be understood.  A similar idea but expressed more picturesquely is described in a nursery rhyme which I enjoy.    
A wise old owl sat in an oak,
The more he heard, the less he spoke;
The less he spoke, the more he heard;
Why can't we be like that wise old bird? 
Kaufman’s notion of love as a choice we make in the cause of our own happiness reminds me of something I was taught in school.  If you are eating bread, or broccoli, and you chew it something like 32 times, I was told, it begins to taste sweet.  Not because it is sweet originally, but our chewing makes it so.  I have tried it, and it works – not that I always act on that knowledge.  
Now, I do not see eating broccoli as an obligation, or a chore, something I must do because it is good for me – I actually like broccoli.  But would it not be nice to find that loving is not an accident nor an obligation, but that it can be fun and sweet like ice cream, and it can be our choice to make it so?




