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As a marriage counselor Gary Chapman realized that communication conflicts fell into familiar 
categories and followed familiar patterns. He concluded that couples often experience and 
express love differently because each partner has, what he calls, a different “love language.” A 
“love language” is the primary way in which we communicate and receive love.  

Chapman identified five basic love languages: Words of Affirmation, Acts of Service, 
Receiving Gifts, Quality Time, and Physical Touch. His theory is that we give love in the 
way that we prefer to receive love, that communication between couples is improved 
when one can give and receive in the “language” of the other, and that conflict is often 
the result of speaking in different languages.  

 
So, for example, Chapman tells this story. One husband said, “I mow the grass every Saturday 
and wash the car. I vacuum every Thursday night. I do the dishes at least four nights a week and 
help with the laundry. And she still says she ‘doesn’t feel loved.’ I don’t know what else to do.” 
The wife responded, “He’s right. He’s a hard-working man.” And then she began to cry, “But we 
don’t ever talk. We haven’t talked in thirty years.” (In Chapman’s paradigm, she longed for 
“Quality Time” while he has speaking “Acts of Service.”) To which he responded, “Why didn’t 
someone tell me this years ago. I would’ve been sitting on the couch and talking instead of doing 
all this stuff.”  
 
Chapman’s “Five Love Languages” is fluffy-cheesy-pop-psychology, and the quizzes to 
determine your dialect feel like something you’d read while standing in line at the grocery store, 
but he’s built a massive multi-media empire, helped millions of marriages, and I know that Sandi 
loves it when I strap on the tool belt.    
 
However, I think the idea of a love language is a helpful construct. 

How do you give and receive love? 
What’s your love language? 
And, how might we give and receive love from God?  
What’s the love language of God? 

  
Because….  
The Christian scriptures don’t simply claim that God exists; instead they proclaim, again and 
again and again, that God loves. Hesed, that wonderful-hard-to-translate Hebrew word that is 
loving-kindness, unfailing loyalty, and tender mercy, is used about 250 times in the Old 
Testament in relation God. There are other descriptors for God, but it is hard to read scripture 
and not be confronted with the claim that God loves.  
 
 
 
 



So, one way to think about God is as God seeking and speaking a language of love. Again and 
again and again, from Genesis to Zechariah,  

through promises and patriarchs,  
through priests and prophets,  
through lyrics and laws,  
through covenants and commandments,  
God speaks a particular language of love.  

 
Not unlike a parent, who communicates love to a child in a variety of ways ~ through words of 
affirmation, through service, through gifts, through time together, through touch ~ God employs 
a variety of languages to give and receive love. And, not unlike children, those to whom God 
spoke were hardheaded, forgetful, and slow on the uptake. They wanted their own way of doing 
things, they wanted a different kind of God, they wanted their own language. So finally, God 
voiced a new language of love.  
 

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God… 
(and) The Word became flesh and made his dwelling among us… 

 
Dear friends, other monotheistic faiths teach that God communicates with humanity. God spoke 
to Abraham in a burning bush, gave Moses stone tablets, and whispered to Jeremiah. God 
whisked Muhammad up to heaven for a vision and dictated commandments to Joseph Smith.  
Other religions revel in revelation; God speaks through missives and messengers. That’s an 
acceptable dialect, a language of love…. 

But, the central claim of Christianity is that the messenger is the message. The new 
language that God employs is the incarnation. God on earth. God made flesh. And, for 
my money, therein lies the most astonishing mystery…. 

It is one thing to say that the Word was with God and was God, but it is entirely 
something else to claim that the fullness of God is embodied in the same skin as 
plump babies and muscled athletes, as those pimpled and those palsied, as porn 
stars and presidents. It is one thing to say that God loves, but it entirely something 
else to claim that the Creator of the Universe became fully human ~ even unto 
death.  
 
That is a staggering, ludicrous, unbelievable mystery! While other faiths might 
affirm the greatness of God or the wholly otherness of God, the gospels claim that 
God so loved us that he become one of us.  

 
To quote Neil Plantinga: 
 

God with a thumbprint and, for all we know, seasonal hay fever. Trying to describe the 
novelty of the incarnation, the New Testament writers borrowed from every source they 
could think of. They borrowed from wisdom literature and prophecy; they borrowed from 
history, poetry, and apocalypse. They strained to describe one who was simultaneously 
the reflection of God’s glory, the exact imprint of God’s very being, and was also a 
particular Jew, the son of Mary, a man who had not especially impressed the people he 
grew up with.   



Mount Arbel is a rocky bluff that rises above the Galilee. There are steep cliffs, caves in which 
monks monked, and the ruins of an ancient synagogue. With mountain goats jumping from 
boulder to boulder, and hawks soaring overhead, to hike to the top you start below sea level and 
climb about a thousand feet to where the Galilee spreads out below. From the top, you can see 
Capernaum and Magdala, the Golan Heights, Tiberius, Mount Hermon, and most of the Sea of 
Galilee. You can trace the trail that would have led back up to Nazareth and Bethlehem….  

Now, what is remarkable to me is that from the top of Mount Arbel you can see where 
the majority (70%?) of the stories about Jesus took place. From this one perch, you can 
see the boundaries of most of Jesus’ public life. And, it is a relatively small insignificant 
corner of creation. There is nothing special, nothing breathtaking, nothing more holy or 
sacred than any other square inch of creation; except that… 

this is the place where God took on flesh,  
this is the plot of land where God slipped in among us, 
this is where the pre-existent Word set up camp, 
this is where God in Christ embodied a language of love…  

And that means that the love language of God isn’t just words, or rules, or 
judgement, but it is earthy and particular and human and therefore 
connected to each one of us. From here (Hope Church in Oak Forest in 
late 2017) it may still feel like a great distance in time and space, but its 
particularity also makes it accessible and relatable and about us. 
 
You are loved by God in Christ.  

 
What’s your love language? 
How do you give and receive love? 
And, how might we give and receive love from God?  
 
That, dear friends, seems like the crucial question this morning. What does it mean that the Word 
became flesh and dwelt among us? What difference does it make? How might we give and 
receive love from God?  
 
Rachel Held Evans answers it this way: 

God did not wrap himself up in flesh, humbling himself to the point of birth in a stable 
and death on a cross, eating, laughing, weeping, and suffering as one of us, so that I can 
complain to management when a barista at Starbucks wishes me “Happy Holidays” 
instead of “Merry Christmas.” The incarnation isn’t about desperately grasping at the 
threads of power and privilege. It’s not about making some civic holiday “bigger and 
better.” It’s about surrendering power, setting aside privilege, and finding God in the 
smallness and vulnerability of a baby in a womb. 

And I’d offer this… 
The gospels bear witness to the Word being umbilically tied to a young, unmarried, dark-skinned 
refugee, living in the occupied West Bank. And while I can’t make sense of that outlandish 
mystery I also can’t shake the faith that God became flesh and dwelt among us fully and finally 
in that baby.   



 
But, I am also romantic, poet, and believer enough to believe that God is still looking to slip in 
among us, still looking to heal a broken heart, push back the black dog of depression, build 
community, forgive, create justice, turn swords into plowshares, free the oppressed, turn this old 
world upside down, and resurrect all that is dead.  

I am romantic, poet, and believer enough to believe that God would still take up 
residence among us that we might embody the love of God in whatever particular plot of 
land we reside.  

And I believe that God would have us offer words of encouragement, engage in 
lifetimes of service, give our best to others, invest time in listening, and even find 
ways to lend a hand or offer a hug. Part of what it means that the Word became 
flesh and dwelt among us is that we are free to embody the same language of 
love. God loves us that we might love one another. 

 
In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God… 
(and) The Word became flesh and made his dwelling among us… 

 
Thanks be God. 
Amen. 


