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Not Just a Choice

M. Scott Peck’s article about love is right about most things, but I guess I feel that they are incomplete. Life experiences tell me that you cannot limit anything in life, especially something as diverse as love. I have my fair share of experiences, but most of my knowledge regarding this “thing” called loved is mostly third party. I love to listen to my friends about their experiences, and this, I believe, helped me see love through a better point of view and not just through a telescope.

The article referred to love as an act of choice, and not something that we just felt or did just because it was expected. Yes, I do believe that it is always a choice. That we cannot truly fall in love, we can only choose to love. But that is where my road diverges from Scott Peck. 

 I do believe that too much dependency is bad. That it is not love. I feel for friends I have that “cannot live without their significant others,” friends who go on depression times when “they are left behind.” It is as if they cannot live without them. This is wrong. I have a close friend that went on a drinking spree because he thought that he loved somebody yet this somebody does not reciprocate. It was very pathetic, and we tried our best to help him. Luckily, he saw the light. 

But I think a little dependency brings out the love between people. I just cannot accept that love is NOT a feeling. Yes, it is not only a feeling but I am pretty sure that when I choose to love somebody, I really do feel something for the person. I mean we are only human. We cannot just choose to love somebody without getting something in return. Even Scott Peck contradicted himself, for if he did help other people “grow spiritually,’ he would feel a sense of accomplishment, a sense of being, and a sense of feeling for the person. 

I love my parents. But nobody can take away the fact that I am dependent on them, not only materially, but spiritually. I know that I choose to love them, to further our spiritual growth, to strengthen our bonds, for I do get something in return. The feeling that I have made them happy, or the times that they feel proud for me being ‘their’ son. Yes, I know this might seem a little vague, but that is how I believe. That for us to choose to love there would always be something in return.

I also believe that love is something we work hard for, something to nurture and grow through the good times and the especially the bad. That is why I fear for some of my friends who have stable relationships yet have no quarrels or LQs to speak off. I have heard them say that it is better to give way than to lose everything. I believe that there is no true love between some of them. They do not want to risk anything, not even pointing out each other’s fault, for fear of losing the relationship. A friend of mine once told me that he had endured everything for someone, yet she still left him. This I believe happened because they truly did not know each other. Yes, they chose each other, but they did not choose to love.

Love is truly something hard to explain, yet a lot of people seem to know much about love. Maybe times truly have changed. In this fast paced world, we no longer risk anything and we have forgotten what we truly should be doing. For example, a lot of people go to mass every Sunday because they say that they love God and each other, yet their cars are parked allover, on the streets and on sidewalks that troubles other people. And when they finally finish mass, they honk and curse their way out of the parking because of the traffic.


There were times in my life that I just loved my parents for what they can give me materially. I loved them because they were feeding me, taking care of me and giving me money. But then I realized that it is more than that. A few years ago, my father put up a house rule, “Sundays are family days.” I hated this for I wanted to go out on my own or with my friends, but I had to go along, as I was dependent on them. But soon, I came to realize that I love my parents much more because of this. We got time to spend with each other, to know each other, to talk to each other, to know each other better. Through this we got to understand each other and enjoy one another’s company.  I really believe that we love each other more now than ever. 

Scott Peck tells us that Love is the will to extend one’s self to further one’s or another’s spirituality. Yes, I believe so, but it is incomplete in a sense that he tries to be very objective in his presumption and theory on love. Love can only be truly experienced and not contained in words for there are many manifestations of love. We choose to love people for who they are and what we know of them. A little dependency and self-sacrifice cannot hurt. But there are limits, for there is a fine line between loving and being stupid.
   
