
READINGS ABOUT LOVE FROM LITERATURE 

 

From "The Irrational Season" by Madeleine L'Engle  

 
But ultimately there comes a moment when a decision must be made. Ultimately two 
people who love each other must ask themselves how much they hope for as their love 
grows and deepens, and how much risk they are willing to take…It is indeed a fearful 
gamble…Because it is the nature of love to create, a marriage itself is something 
which has to be created, so that, together we become a new creature.  
 
To marry is the biggest risk in human relations that a person can take…If we commit 
ourselves to one person for life this is not, as many people think, a rejection of 
freedom; rather it demands the courage to move into all the risks of freedom, and the 
risk of love which is permanent; into that love which is not possession, but 
participation…It takes a lifetime to learn another person…When love is not possession, 
but participation, then it is part of that co-creation which is our human calling, and 
which implies such risk that it is often rejected.  
 
From “Captain Corelli’s Mandolin” by Louis de Bernieres 
 
"Love is a temporary madness. It erupts like an earthquake and then subsides. And 
when it subsides you have to make a decision. You have to work out whether your 
roots have become so entwined together that it is inconceivable that you should ever 
part.  
 
Because this is what love is. Love is not breathlessness, it is not excitement, it is not 
the promulgation of promises of eternal passion. That is just being "in love" which any 
of us can convince ourselves we are. Love itself is what is left over when being in love 
has burned away, and this is both an art and a fortunate accident. Your mother and I 
had it, we had roots that grew towards each other underground, and when all the 
pretty blossoms had fallen from our branches we found that we were one tree and not 
two." 
 
 

 

An excerpt from “A Farewell To Arms” by Ernest Hemingway 

 
At night, there was the feeling that we had come home, feeling no longer alone, 
waking in the night to find the other one there, and not gone away; all other things 
were unreal. We slept when we were tired and if we woke the other one woke too so 
one was not alone. Often a man wishes to be alone and a woman wishes to be alone 
too and if they love each other they are jealous of that in each other, but I can truly 
say we never felt that. We could feel alone when we were together, alone against the 
others. We were never lonely and never afraid when we were together. 
 
From “The Book and the Brotherhood” by Iris Murdoch 
 



“…I hereby give myself. I love you. You are the only being whom I can love absolutely 
with my complete self, with all my flesh and mind and heart. You are my mate, my 
perfect partner, and I am yours. You must feel this now, as I do…It was a marvel that 
we ever met. It is some kind of divine luck that we are together now. We must never, 
never part again. We are, here in this, necessary beings, like gods. As we look at each 
other we verify, we know, the perfection of our love we recognize each other. Here is 
my life, here if need be is my death.” 
 
From A Room With a View by E.M. Forster 
 
You must marry, or your life will be wasted. You have gone too far to retreat. Take 
time for the tenderness, and the comradeship, and the poetry, and the things that 
really matter, and for which you marry. I know that you will find … Then be his wife. 
He is already part of you. Though you fly to Greece, and never see him again, or forget 
his very name, he will work in your thoughts till you die. It isn’t possible to love and to 
part. You will wish that it was. You can transmute love, ignore it, muddle it, but you 
can never pull it out of you…love is eternal… 
I only wish poets would say this, too: love is of the body; not the body but of the body. 
Ah! The misery that would be saved if we confessed that!…When I think what life is, 
and how seldom love is answered by love---Marry him; it is one of the moments for 
which the world was made… 
 

From "Gift From The Sea" by Anne Morrow Lindbergh  

 
When you love someone, you do not love them all the time, in exactly the same way, 
from moment to moment. It is an impossibility. It is even a lie to pretend to. And yet 
this is exactly what most of us demand. We have so little faith in the ebb and flow of 
life, of love, of relationships. We leap at the flow of the tide and resist in terror its 
ebb. We are afraid it will never return. We insist on permanency, on duration, on 
continuity; when the only continuity possible, in life as in love, is in growth, in fluidity 
- in freedom, in the sense that the dancers are free, barely touching as they pass, but 
partners in the same pattern.  
 
The only real security is not in owning or possessing, not in demanding or expecting, 
not in hoping, even. Security in a relationship lies neither in looking back to what was 
in nostalgia, nor forward to what it might be in dread or anticipation, but living in the 
present relationship and accepting it as it is now. Relationships must be like islands, 
one must accept them for what they are here and now, within their limits - islands, 
surrounded and interrupted by the sea, and continually visited and abandoned by the 
tides. 


