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Introduction

First Corinthians 13 paints a beautiful portrait of love: “Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It does not dishonor others, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth. It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres. Love never fails.”

In this heartwarming collection, enjoy reading about the myriad ways we give and receive love: between God and us, husband and wife, friend to friend. They’ll remind you of the many forms of love—for it’s love which makes it possible for us to practice patience, kindness, humbleness, forgiveness, compassion, hope, perseverance, and trust. And ultimately, these stories will point you back to the One who is love Himself.

We can spend our whole lives diving into this love; understanding it and feeling it more and more until it permeates every aspect of our lives. As Mark Stubbs says in his story about recognizing God’s love for the first time, “Not my love, or my wife’s love…but a love so all-encompassing it will take a lifetime to grasp. To know that love, to grow in it and serve it—at last I’ve found the ultimate challenge.”

The stories in this joyous volume go way beyond red roses and sunset walks: they’re poignant reminders of this best-of-all gift from God: love.


How Love Endures

BY EVELYN HUSBAND

It was a year I could never have imagined happening, let alone getting through. In 2003, I lost the love of my life, the man I expected to be with forever, the man whose face I longed to see when I woke up in the morning. My husband, Rick, was the commander of the space shuttle Columbia. On February 1 he was supposed to come home to our two children and me but instead went to his eternal home in heaven when the shuttle broke apart in midair over east Texas.

For some couples, it’s love at first sight. For Rick and me, it was love at first date. I had admired Rick from afar since high school in Amarillo, Texas. He was a year older, popular and good-looking. I’d see him singing in choir and starring in school plays, and I couldn’t take my eyes off him.

The funny thing is, when we met in college at Texas Tech, Rick was the one staring at me. I was walking to my seat at a basketball game my freshman year and noticed a cute guy with sky-blue eyes watching me. Of course I recognized him. I waved and said hi. Rick was so startled that he didn’t say a word…until the next day, when he called and asked me out. (He’d remembered my name and gotten my phone number from the Tech operator.)

Our first date was that Friday, January 28, 1977. Rick stood in my dorm lobby, so tall and handsome. He smiled and I knew it: this guy was special. The evening proved it. There was none of the usual first-date awkwardness—not even when he knocked over his water at dinner and I had to scoot out of the way to avoid getting soaked. We just burst out laughing. I don’t remember a thing about the movie we went to except for how right it felt to have his arm around me. Neither of us wanted the night to end. We parked by a lake and looked out at the big Texas sky and talked.

That’s when Rick told me about his dream: he wanted to be an astronaut. He’d written to NASA for a list of the requirements: a master’s degree in science, math, or Rick’s choice, engineering. A daunting number of hours as a fighter pilot—better yet, a test pilot—which was why he was going into the Air Force after graduation. Wow. I was beyond impressed. A man with this kind of passion and commitment was the one I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.

We dated all through college. I loved everything about Rick: his kindness and warmth, his intelligence and integrity and his closeness to his family. I even loved his quirks, like his offbeat sense of humor. His favorite movie was Young Frankenstein. The first time I saw it, I could say the lines right along with the actors because I’d heard Rick quote them to me so often. I admired his frugality—Rick would sew up the holes in his socks rather than buy new ones, keep cars until they fell apart (we still have the 1975 Camaro he drove on our first date), and fill up every square millimeter of a note card. I didn’t just love Rick, I totally idealized him.

We were married on February 27, 1982, at my church in Amarillo, the same church where my parents and maternal grandparents had their weddings.

I loved being married to Rick. That’s not to say we didn’t have our rough patches. Rick applied three times to NASA’s astronaut program and was rejected. He worked intensely toward his goal, putting in brutal hours in test pilot school at Edwards Air Force Base, then poring over engineering textbooks nights and weekends so he could earn his master’s. It meant that we had to spend a lot of time apart. But his dream was my dream, and our time apart ultimately strengthened us for challenges to come.

Right after Rick graduated from test pilot school, I miscarried. Six months later I miscarried again. Each time Rick held me while I wept. “We can’t lose our hope, Evey,” he said. “God has a plan for us.” Our hopes turned into joy in October 1990, when our daughter, Laura, was born. Neither of us could get enough of our sweet girl. Of course, as most couples find, first-time parenthood is equal parts wonder and exhaustion. Often my only respite was reading my Bible while Laura napped. I’d come away energized by God’s Word.

I talked to Rick about my growing faith, but he didn’t seem to understand. One summer evening in 1991, I found out what was holding him back. Rick told me about some things he had kept bottled up inside for years—mistakes he’d made, doubts and struggles he’d never mentioned for fear of letting people down. We talked all night. Why hadn’t Rick shared all of himself with me until now? I wondered. For the first time, I realized he wasn’t the flawless being I’d built him up to be.

It was a spiritual wake-up call, as if God were saying, No one is perfect. Sometimes you will face pressures you can’t handle on your own. That’s why you need Me. Ever since we met, I’d put Rick on a pedestal, denied him his human imperfections—a burden he should never have had to bear. Lord, as much as I love Rick, now more than ever, I know You are the only one who can bear that kind of burden, I prayed. Help me learn to put You first in my life.

Rick was chosen for the US Air Force/British Royal Air Force test pilot exchange program in 1992. That June we moved to the English countryside. Our time abroad gave us an opportunity to focus on building a stronger relationship with God and with each other. Rick searched his heart and discovered something unexpected. “Being an astronaut is not as important as I thought it was,” he said one day. “What means the most to me is to try and live my life the way God wants me to…to be a good husband and a good father.”

Faith transformed us as a couple. With God at the center of our lives, everything else fell into place. Our marriage grew to a whole deeper level now that no barriers, emotional or spiritual, stood between us. Rick applied a fourth time for the space program and got the call from NASA the same week I found out I was pregnant with our second child.

In Houston, no matter how worn out Rick was after a long day of NASA training, he was 100 percent focused on family at home. Laura would climb on his lap, and he’d read to her. He would pick Matthew up and zoom him through the house like an airplane. There was no sweeter music to me than the sound of our kids laughing with their father.

Maybe that’s why I was so anxious at Rick’s first shuttle mission, as pilot of the Discovery in 1999. The memory of the Challenger explosion was also in the back of my mind. I watched Discovery lift off from Kennedy Space Center in a plume of smoke and flame. The shuttle climbed in the blue Florida skies. Tears rolled down my cheeks—tears of pride and joy for Rick and our family, and of an overwhelming peace that could come only from God. Rick’s in Your hands now, Lord. You love him even more than I do.

The Discovery mission was a success so I was much more at ease about Rick’s next trip, as commander of the shuttle Columbia, even though the launch date got pushed back several times to January 16, 2003. We took it in stride. Rick surprised me with a twentieth wedding anniversary trip to San Francisco. We stayed at an English country–style bed-and-breakfast and went for long walks in the hills. What a wonderful reminder of those years in England that had so deepened our commitment—to the Lord and to each other.

Just before he moved into crew quarters for prelaunch quarantine last January, Rick filmed video devotionals for Matthew and Laura. He wanted to surprise each of them with a message from Dad every day that he was in space. My message I discovered on my mirror, in Rick’s familiar handwriting with a bar of soap: “I love you, Evey!”

I watched the shuttle lift off last January 16, completely at peace thinking that in a little more than two weeks Rick would be pulling me into his arms and whispering those words in my ear. Then on February 1, as the Columbia entered the earth’s atmosphere, it broke apart over Texas. It was like watching my whole life break into pieces and fall from the sky.

“Who’s going to help me with math?” Laura asked. “Who’s going to walk me down the aisle?” I held her close and cried. I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t think that far ahead, couldn’t imagine life without Rick.

Never before had I been so stunned and grief-stricken. Yet there was a voice deep inside me that assured me I would be okay, the same voice that had brought me comfort during the other tough times in my life. I knew I would have the strength to go on, and where that strength would come from. At the center of our marriage had been a love that superseded even our own. It was that love that would save me now.

In a way, that year seemed as long as all the years of marriage that preceded it. Grief has that way of seeming to bring time to a halt. Yet love never stands still. Love is always in motion. I have drawn on an even greater love than that which I shared with my husband. The unconditional love that comes from God, who has been there in the times I have wept and yelled, as well as the times I have rested in Him and thanked Him for the years He gave me with Rick, the wonderful marriage we shared, and the beautiful children who keep us connected still. That love is never-ending.


Forever Love

Even though I walk
through the darkest valley,
I will fear no evil,
for you are with me….
Surely your goodness and love
will follow me
all the days of my life,
and I will dwell
in the house of the LORD forever.

PSALM 23:4, 6 NIV




Sincerely

BY SUE MONK KIDD

One late summer day far back in my childhood, Granddaddy and I picked the last of the blackberries along a country fence. Now and then he would hold a berry up to the sun and say, “This one should be eaten right away.” With that I would whisk the berry from his fingers and gobble it up while he pretended great exasperation over losing it.

We picked and ate and laughed. Then all of a sudden I saw a wild sunflower growing alone among the briers. I picked it from the fence and, casting a look at Granddaddy, began to pluck away the petals. “Granddaddy loves me…loves me not…loves me…loves me not…” I was feeling the magic of a late summer kingdom, where blackberries and grandfathers and love would never end. “Loves me…loves me not…loves me…” Only one more petal. I stared at it, unable to say the final “loves me not.” Somehow the magic had vanished. A few moments later I scratched my hand on a brier and burst into tears.

“That’s a little scratch for such big tears,” Granddaddy said. “Must have been a stinging thorn.”

“Yessir, it was,” I told him. But I wasn’t only crying over the scratch. I was crying because there were no more petals. I didn’t want it to end that way.

We got into his old black truck and jostled down the dirt road. Granddaddy peered through the windshield, looking side to side. Finally the truck stopped. Granddaddy stepped out, calling me to follow. There on the side of the road was a row of sunflowers! I reached for a blossom and once again plucked the petals from the brown button center and within moments I was able to exclaim, “Loves me!” as the last petal fell away. Granddaddy nodded and climbed back in the truck, his straw hat tilted over his glasses. I climbed in beside him, and the magic was once again with us. And away we went, laughing again, the red dust of summer billowing up behind us.

Of course, there was never any “interruption” of love between us that day. It existed only in the imagination of a little girl who still believed in the fancy of love-me-not flowers. But since then I’ve had lots of real “love-me-not” moments in my life—moments when I allow myself to believe that love has been denied me. Times when love for my husband or children or friends becomes overshadowed by anger, pride, bitterness, fear, or plain old apathy. But fortunately, I’ve learned that the presence of bad feelings doesn’t have to mean the absence of love.

When these dark moments come, I am still tempted to sit quietly and nurse my little wounds, pridefully refusing to seek a brighter prospect. But, as my grandfather taught me, the secret to restoring the kingdom is never to let the “love-me-not” petal be the last one you touch. You keep on searching and trying until somehow, some way, you end with love.


Love to the End

Love keeps on growing
through life’s joys and tears,
bringing a fragrance
that sweetens with years.

ROY LESSIN




A Sea Change

BY MARK STUBBS

From the window of our hotel room in the fishing village of St. John’s, Newfoundland, Canada, all I could see was a cold gray mist. But tomorrow—at last—fair weather was forecast, a fog-free break that would let us thread our rowboat through the ice-choked Grand Banks. Tomorrow we would launch Pink Lady.

Two years had passed since my last try at rowing across the Atlantic. In 2002 my team and I had failed when our rudder snapped during a storm. I’d designed the Pink Lady—named after an apple company that was one of our sponsors—with a rudder so strong the boat itself would break first. The commercial fishermen in St. John’s had dubbed us “the four mad Englishmen,” but they couldn’t hear enough about our high-tech equipment, like the device for removing the salt from seawater to make it drinkable. Couldn’t stop ragging us about the surfboard look of the boat, either. Thirty-three feet long and five feet wide, the little Lady was hydrodynamically designed for speed, her two rowing stations midway between the fore and aft cabins.

“Cabins?” The fishermen laughed, peering into the tiny enclosed spaces. “They look more like coffins!” It was the dark humor of men who knew what we would be up against in the North Atlantic.

True, the cabins were coffin-size. But they were the only cover we’d have in the seven weeks we figured it would take us to row the 2,100 miles from Canada to England. Each cabin was just big enough for a man to lie down in, plus hold the inflatable life raft and the “grab bag” filled with emergency supplies. Two men row, two rest, hour after hour, day and night.

We pushed off from St. John’s on June 30, 2004, with visibility for dodging the “growlers”—icebergs that can roll without warning and crush a small boat.

On day seven we were safely past the Grand Banks and well ahead of schedule. Two years of physical and mental training were paying off. We were a true team now—Peter Bray, John Wills, Jonathan Gornall, and I—totally focused on maintaining a record pace. Twenty-nine times since 1898 men and women had tried to row across the Atlantic. Only ten attempts had succeeded. We figured we could beat the best time of fifty-five days by two weeks.

Through July contrary winds made us fight for each mile. But we maintained our speed, our spirits high. Pink Lady, we believed, could handle whatever the weather threw at us. Our GPS gave us our location, sun-powered batteries and satellite phones let us call our families daily.

My wife, Paula, was as excited about this race as I was. We’d been sweethearts since she was eleven and I was twelve, and we saw eye to eye on everything. Well, almost everything. Paula had begun attending church regularly. To my amazement, both our little girls, Victoria and Brianna, started going with her and loved it! I’d been bored with that stuff as a kid, scarcely setting foot in a church since our wedding. Stretching yourself, striving to exceed your best, taking on new challenges—that was my religion. As if my job as a firefighter weren’t demanding enough, I was into marathon running, mountain biking, endurance swimming. And now the biggest test yet—this race across the Atlantic!

August 4, day thirty-six, we were only 300 miles from England, ahead even of our own prediction, and already picturing the celebration when we touched dockside at Falmouth. Paula and the girls would be there, and camera crews from all over.

Our satellite weather tracker called in with the daily report. Apparently an early hurricane called Alex was brewing—unusual on this date at this latitude. Not much to worry about. “Probably blow itself out over the Azores,” he said.

“Hope it doesn’t slow us down this close to the end,” I grumbled.

Next day the tracker’s voice on the phone was sober. Alex, it seemed, had fed on another storm and was picking up speed. “Better get ready for some heavy seas,” he said.

By dawn next morning we were getting gale-force winds and rowing was impossible. We attached our safety lines as thirty-foot waves swept over the deck, drenching us in icy water. Pink Lady was performing beautifully, plunging from wave tip to trough with not a shiver in her.

When I called home I discovered that Paula and the girls were tracking the hurricane too. “We’re praying,” Paula said. Okay, if that made them feel better, but the Lady could handle anything.

At nightfall, winds hit hurricane force. In the hammering rain you couldn’t tell air from water. John and Jonathan squeezed together into the aft cabin; Pete went forward. I was alone topside when I saw the outline of a wave five stories high roaring toward us. I dove for the forward cabin, pushed in beside Pete, and tugged the hatch shut. Locked in a pitch-black sardine can, we were tossed up, down, and sideways, hour after hour. Around two in the morning a monster wave lifted us up, up, still higher up. There was an explosive crack—and suddenly we were on our backs.

In that moment I had no idea the Lady would sink. Water streamed into the upside-down cabin. I groped for the hatch handle and pushed. Water flooded over us. I shoved through the hatchway into the angry ocean. Where was the surface? Lungs bursting, I clawed my way up to air. John, head bleeding, had managed to drag the emergency radio beacon from his cabin. In the flashes from its strobe I saw the Pink Lady, her two halves forming a 90-degree angle. Our lovely boat…gone.

In the lightning-like strobe flashes I saw that Jonathan was in trouble: his survival suit had filled with water and was dragging him under. Pete got to him, locked his arms around his suit, and squeezed till water gushed out around the neck.

The grab bag—all our safety stores—was still in the forward cabin. Pete signaled he was going to dive. After a tense wait he reappeared clutching the bag. He dove again, then surfaced with the life raft. Before we could inflate it, another monster wave slammed us. I was hurled yards from the boat. Hard as I swam, the wave sucked me farther away…farther…still farther. I couldn’t see the strobe. Nothing but thundering water. I called out Paula’s name. Brianna’s. Victoria’s. “I love you!” I shouted into the roaring blackness.

I love you. It was my own voice, calling out these words, but there was something else in the thrashing sea. Something bigger, deeper, wider than I could fathom. Something that seemed to engulf me, to swallow me whole….

Another great wave snatched me up and flung me forward. Next moment I found myself back beside the Pink Lady.

Pete was tugging at the ring on the life raft. With a hissing sound, the little rubber circle popped open. The four of us hauled ourselves aboard. We put out the raft’s sea anchor, raised the canvas roof, and opened the grab bag. Everything was soaked. I took out the satellite phone. If it worked we had a chance. If not…I raised the antenna, threw the switch, and sighed with relief as a green light began to glow.

Within minutes we were talking to the Coast Guard in England. “We’re adrift in a tiny rubber raft in battering winds and enormous waves,” I reported. We had injuries too—John with a concussion, Jonathan with hypothermia.

Pete read out the coordinates from our GPS. “We’ll check for ship traffic in the area,” the Coast Guard said.

After an hour riding those roller-coaster seas, the Coast Guard reported a banana boat, the Scandinavian Reefer, riding out the storm fifty miles away. The Danish skipper agreed to attempt a rescue.

For six more hours we climbed and slid on that little raft, waves pummeling the roof. Pete and I took turns bailing and peering through the pounding rain for the boat. At last the vessel appeared. It took a half hour of fantastic seamanship to turn the ship around so our tiny raft would be in its lee. Waves swept us closer, then sucked us away with a hiss. One moment we’d be looking into the faces of the crew at the ship’s rail, next moment staring at the barnacles on the bottom of her hull. The crewmen dropped a ladder over her side and fired a rescue line. It missed us. They tried again, and missed. At last the line came close enough for Pete to grab. Jonathan, in the worst condition, went up first. Swinging out over the ocean then banging against the side of the ship, he dragged himself up rung by rung until crewmen could grab him. John, weak from his head injury, went up next. Then I grabbed the swaying ladder and climbed up until strong hands dragged me over the rail. Trying to stand and thank them, I collapsed onto the pitching deck.

Several years have passed since that night, years that have transformed my life. I love you—the words I cried out in the roar of a hurricane—have become for me the reality undergirding the universe. Not my love, or Paula’s love, or the love of strangers on a banana boat, but a love so all-encompassing it will take a lifetime to grasp. To know that love, to grow in it and serve it—at last I’ve found the ultimate challenge.


Ultimate Love

There is no limit to God’s love.
It is without measure
and its depth cannot be sounded.

MOTHER TERESA




Home Team

BY MIKE SINGLETARY

You need to know your priorities in life. As head coach of the San Francisco 49ers, that’s probably the most important message I deliver to my players, especially the younger ones. Focus on what’s truly meaningful, I urge them. I’m a guy who wears his emotions on his sleeve, so when I say these things, my players know I speak from the heart. What they don’t know is that I learned that lesson the hard way. They weren’t there in Chicago the night of the banquet in my honor—one of the greatest moments of my career as a player, and the lowest point of my personal life.

I’d played my entire NFL career with the Chicago Bears. In the 1985 season I’d helped lead the team to a victory in the Super Bowl. Chicago fans always appreciated me, and this night in 1989 would make it official. All the goals I’d set at age twelve had come true. I was being honored in my adopted city as the best defensive player in the league.

You can imagine what the night was like. People approached my table throughout the evening. “Congratulations, Mike,” they’d say, pushing between my wife, Kim, and me. They’d pay me a ton of compliments, and then turn to Kim and say, “Oh, you’re so lucky to be married to him.”

I figured, if ever I could make Kim proud, this would be the time. “This is our night, honey,” I said. Kim said nothing. We barely spoke through dinner. Driving home, Kim didn’t say a word. Her eyes said it all.

How did it ever get to this? I wondered. Kim is the only woman I’ve ever loved. I thought back to the night we met—in the Baylor University library, when we were sophomores. I was already well known on campus as a football player. But off the field I wasn’t nearly so confident. I’d seen Kim around but couldn’t work up the nerve to approach her. I couldn’t believe it when she walked up to me. “Can you help me with my math?” she asked. I wasn’t very good at math, but I told her I was. Afterward, I walked her back to her dorm. We talked about a million things—family, faith, our hopes, our dreams. Man, I thought, as I returned to my dorm, she doesn’t care that I’m a football player. Kim’s the first girl I’ve met where I can just be myself.

A few days later we went on our first date. I never did believe in beating around the bush. “I’m going to marry you someday,” I said.

The next few months were heaven. For me, at least. I felt lucky to be around Kim. I thought she felt the same. Turns out she didn’t. We were a couple, but we didn’t spend much time together. Not as much as she wanted. Most of my hours were spent on the field, or studying. One day she cornered me. “Where do I stand with you?” she asked.

“I truly love you,” I said. But she wasn’t satisfied.

Where to begin? I took Kim to a campus coffee shop and found a quiet corner. I was twelve when my parents divorced. I took it hard. I lost all my desire, all my motivation. Even for football, which I loved. I just wanted to get by. I told Kim I probably wouldn’t have cared about college, almost certainly wouldn’t have amounted to anything. Until my mother talked some sense into me.

“Nobody gets life handed to them,” Mom told me. “Life is getting beat up and getting back on your feet. It takes willpower and hard work and focus.”

I told Kim it was the greatest motivational speech I’d ever heard, better than any delivered by a football coach. It turned my attitude right around. I went straight to my room and wrote out a vision statement. My goals, I decided, were to earn a college football scholarship, to become an All-American player, to earn my degree, to get drafted by an NFL team, to become an All-Pro player, to buy Mom a home, to play in the Super Bowl, and to own my own business. “I became a totally goal-oriented person,” I told Kim. Single-minded, you might say. A fitting description for a guy named Singletary.

“There’s something missing from your list, Mike,” she said, touching my hand. “Love.”

I told Kim the truth: nothing was going to keep me from going for my goals, for getting where I wanted to go. That even included my relationships.

A lot of women would have said good-bye right then. But Kim knew the sincerity of my heart. Eventually, she believed, a wife and family would rate at the top of my list.

But they never did. There was always something else that demanded my attention. In 1981 the Bears drafted me and I achieved one of my main goals. I thought things would get easier. They didn’t. Most nights I fell asleep studying the team’s playbook. I was determined to be the best. Kim moved back to Detroit, where her family lived. I can’t tell you how much I missed her. My heart ached. Did I ask her to move back and marry me? No. It was more important to establish myself in the league.

That took three years. I made All-Pro and felt things were falling into place for me. I called Kim. “I’m ready for you now,” I said. “I’m ready to give you the attention you deserve.” That summer we married. The next year we had the first of our seven children.

I loved being with Kim. But things kept cutting into my time with her and our children. “Nothing has changed,” she complained one night. “You come home, and even at dinner your attention wanders. I know your mind is on football.” I couldn’t argue. I was named team captain. I’d wolf down dinner then spend the rest of the night watching film of the next week’s opponent and phoning teammates to make sure they were doing the same.

I thought I was succeeding in life. The truth is, I wasn’t paying enough attention to the most important thing of all—Kim and the kids. But I didn’t realize how dissatisfied Kim was until that night at the banquet. Our marriage had reached a crisis. Mike, you better figure this out, I thought. You better fix this.

Kim marched upstairs with barely a good night. I went into the den, grabbed a notebook, and followed her into the bedroom. I felt like I did the night I met her: unsure of myself, deathly afraid I’d blow it. I love this woman. I can’t bear the idea of losing her, I thought. I sat down on the edge of the bed with notebook in hand. I was going to make a list, just like I did when I was twelve. “I need to know,” I said. “Am I the kind of husband that you need? How do I treat you? What am I doing that needs fixing?”

“Let me think about it for a while,” Kim said.

Every time I saw her over the next few days, I asked if she had an answer yet. I wanted to make my list, set my goals.

One morning at the kitchen table Kim laid it all out for me. My divided attention, leaving the hard work of parenting up to her, tending to my career first at the expense of all else. “You have to be here for us, with us. With me. This family has to come before football.”

It was pretty tough to hear—that a man so wrapped up in success could fail in his wife’s eyes. It humbled me. I promised to do better. But old habits die slow. Football is what defined me. One night Kim and I got into a terrible argument. I can’t even remember what it was about. As usual, I didn’t quit until I had won. She marched upstairs, as frustrated as I’d ever seen her, and slammed the door. What have I actually won? I thought.

I sat down in the den. This time I reached for the Bible, thinking it would calm me. Flipping through the pages, I came across 1 Corinthians 13—the love chapter. “Love is not boastful, not proud, not self-seeking.” And it struck me—I was all of those things. I kept reading. “But love never fails. Love is patient, love is kind. It is not easily angered.” I thought back again to my first date with Kim. She liked me for who I was, not because I was a football player. I didn’t have to prove anything to her except my love.

I snapped the Bible closed and took it upstairs with me. It was 2:00 a. m. Kim rolled over drowsily in bed.

“Kim, read this,” I said.

“You read it.”

I did. And when I finished I said to her, “You’re my number-one priority. You and the kids. From this day forward that’s how I’m going to love you.”

It took me five years of marriage, but I finally figured out what’s really important in life. Football is a big part of who I am. But not as big as my wife and kids, in terms of who I am off the field—a man of God and a family man.

By the way, it was Kim who suggested that I go into coaching eleven years after I retired as a player in 1992. I love being the head coach of the San Francisco 49ers. But if Kim told me to leave the 49ers tomorrow, that would be it. After all these years, I finally got my list straightened out.


Love’s Priority

Love creates a special world for two people.
Everything within it is guarded and preserved by
commitment, faithfulness, and trust. Everything
about it is enriched and endeared by kindness,
gentleness, and care.
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