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Love Is Orange 

 

Proverbs 11:17 NKJV: 

The merciful man does good for his own soul, 

But he who is cruel troubles his own flesh. 

 

 

This is an orange. 

I think it’s my favorite fruit, maybe. 

I love an orange. 

I’m trying to think of another fruit I love more. 

To me, an orange is love. 

Love is orange. 

If you love me, give me an orange. 

 

My daughter was home, this was before she went off to college. 

I think it was a year ago I was here and told you about my encounter with my 

daughter about the Cheetos. 

I guess at my stage of life, all the great life lessons come from the younger 

generation. 

 

Dad, want an orange? 

Gee, thanks! 

She loves me. 

 

I start to bite into it. 

“Dad! What are you doing?” 

I’m gonna eat this orange. 

You don’t eat the peel. 

 

You don’t? 
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It’s terrible! 

It’s not edible! 

You’ll get a stomach ache! 

 

Ew. It is terrible. 

Then what do you do with the peel? 

You throw it away. 

 

I’ve come to believe that in our broken-down world, love comes wrapped in hate. 

Maybe my language is too strong for you. 

Maybe you don’t do “hate.” 

We’re New Englanders; so maybe you don’t really think in terms of “love.” 

Pretty gushy. 

 

So let’s try this: 

Mercy comes wrapped in anger.  

I may not do what I think of as “hate” most days; but I do quite a bit of what I 

would have to call “anger.” 

Somebody does something I don’t like, something that embarrasses me, or 

something I consider stupid and irrational, somebody says something 

offensive to me, somebody crosses me, cuts me off, cuts me out, disturbs my 

comfortable life... 

My initial response is anger. I hate what they’ve done. And I want to exact a 

penalty. 

I don’t prefer to think of it as hate. I don’t like to think of myself as cruel. It’s just 

a matter of fairness — isn’t it? 

 

And I may not be comfortable thinking in terms of expressing “love” in a lot of 

ordinary, everyday situations. 

But pretty often, I have opportunities to express what I would have to call “mercy.” 

Cutting somebody some slack. 

Letting them off the hook. 

Sure, they did wrong, but ya know what? 

I’ve done a lot of wrong in my life too. 
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I may like to think of myself as a loving person — God is love, I’m a Christian, 

blah blah blah — but love is complicated. 

There’s so much to be angry about in life. 

So much to be resentful about. 

And all this stuff seems to have a way of presenting itself to me first. 

It’s easy for me to be angry. 

 

But is this what I’m consuming? 

Is this what I’m taking in and making a part of my inner workings? 

Am I eating this bitter stuff, that doesn’t contribute to my spiritual or emotional or 

social health? 

 

Anger doesn’t nourish me. It’s a rind. 

Peel it off; don’t eat it.  

 

Mercy is fruit. 

Mercy is what nourishes you.  

 

Of course, it’s not always simple. 

Fruit leaks. It drips. 

Mercy can be messy. 

Our hearts break, and we cry tears. 

We can’t always contain the mess. 

 

People often have advice for you when you’re eating an orange, don’t they? 

Stand over the sink! 

Eat over a plate. 

Get a napkin or something, will you! 

Don’t touch anything. 

Don’t get it all over your clothes. 

Don’t get my floor all sticky! 

 

And people often have advice for me when I decide to express mercy, too. 
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What in the world? 

How can you possibly? 

Well, I would never. 

Do you realize what they did? 

How can you reward such sinful behavior? 

And the mercy-version of “Don’t get my floor all sticky”: 

Don’t get that mercy stuff all over me, so I feel obligated to be merciful too. 

Don’t make me feel guilty just because you’re a goody-two-shoes. 

Keep your drippy, uncontrollable, uncomfortable mercy thing to yourself. 

 

An orange drips when you eat it. But it’s worth it. 

The nourishment is in the fruit, and the juice. 

Love makes a mess. But it’s worth it. 

The nourishment is in the fruit, and the juice. 

The love, and the mercy. 

When I feed on love, I grow, and I grow healthier. 

 

And there’s one more bit to an orange. 

Inside, there’s supposed to be a seed. 

Scientists have bred oranges to be seedless, because seeds are inconvenient. 

This isn’t the way God created oranges. 

A seedless orange can’t reproduce, can’t grow another orange. 

 

When I feed on love, when I express mercy, something good can come out of it. 

Inside the mercy-fruit, there’s a seed: something good for the future.  

The mercy I express can grow something good — in my relationship with another 

person, or in the example of love I’ve demonstrated to another person, or 

maybe just in me, pure and simple: Maybe it just helps me get into more of a 

mercy habit, so it’s not even that big a deal the next time somebody does me 

dirty; I express mercy more readily, maybe even something like 

automatically. 

Maybe my expression of mercy instead of anger means I can have a conversation 

with that person who annoys me or disturbs me, and something good can 

come of it. 



5 

 

And along the way, spiritually speaking, I grow more. 

 

Love has a seed inside of it. 

When you feed on mercy instead of anger, there’s a harvest to be reaped. 

 

So love sinners.  

It’s healthier for you. 

No more eating the peel.  

Toss the rind of anger.  

Feed on the fruit of mercy.  

Sow the seed of love. 

 

Compost turns garbage into new life. 

Compost the peel. 

Let your cast-off anger, let your rejection of hate, become something good. 

One more person, throwing away the peel of anger, nourishes the world. 

 


