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How To Tell If You’re In Love — 10 Tests For True Love
William W. Orr

Test Number Eight

Do You Want to....



Here is a test for true love if ever there was one. Do you want to give him gifts? You can no more separate loving
from giving than you can separate health from strength, or joy from beauty, or salt from pepper, or ham from eggs.
These just naturally go together, for one is very certain to produce a desire for the other.

Our subject is the true character of love, and certainly the indispensable quality is generosity. For instance now,
what would you think of a young man who called on the young lady of his choice, time after time, but each time he
knocked on the door and was ushered into the parlor he brought nothing in his hand, no flowers, no candy, no
doodads?

While he was with the girl, he loudly proclaimed his Gargantuan, undying affection, and sacredly swore that she
was the apple of his eye. But never did he stop in the florist’s shop to purchase an orchid or even a few carnations
to put at the feet of his ladylove. Never did he frequent the confectioner’s shop to purchase a five-pound box of
sweets or even a few gumdrops. Never did he shyly produce a beribboned box, or something or other. What would
you think of the protestations of love from such a character? You would say it was all phony, and you would be
dead-right!

Love is something which must give or it cannot live. There must be tangible evidence of the inner genuineness of
character. Not that the gifts must be of rare value or transcendent worth. As a matter of fact, sometimes the
choicest gifts have little or no monetary value. That’s not the question in point. The gift is merely an indication of a
deep desire on the part of the one who loves to bring to his beloved a token of the affection of his heart.

Or what would you think of a young lady who modestly yet persistently affirmed an interest in the young man of
her choice, but who never invited him over to dinner to taste the delicious concoction she had made with her own
lily-white hands? Or what would you think of the same girl who would swear up and down (to a select audience, of
course) that she was fond of this fellow, but who never made him a pair of lumpy socks to wear on his size 14’°s?

...Bring Him Gifts?

Love gives and gives and gives. Take, for instance, a mother’s love. That’s about the purest form of love there is to
be found. For in the mother’s heart God kindles an affection of the purest quality. Any mother is called on
constantly to give of her time, of her service, of her teaching, of her solicitude. She pours out these qualities
without reservation upon her dear ones. Day after day she must patiently and kindly care for the multitudinous
needs of her flock. Night after night there are calls which only she can answer. The mother must of necessity give
without reservation to the last degree. But no one can ever question the genuineness of a mother’s love. It gives.

Nor is this matter of giving confined only to things. It is true that such tokens are indicative, but there are many
things which can be given. One may give without stint of his time or labor. Another may bestow patience without
measure. Still other gifts may comprise faithfulness and loyalty which, after all, are in the priceless class.

Nor are these gifts given with hope of remuneration. In fact, such a stipulation would destroy the intrinsic character
of the quality. Love gives not in hope of returns, but rather because of the inner compulsiveness which demands
this expression. Nothing will so destroy the reward that such giving brings to the donor as for the recipient to
endeavor to pay in return. Love gives because it must give, without thought of any reward other than the privilege
of doing so.

It is openly known that this quality of love is overwhelmingly demonstrated by the affection that God has for us.
God is the world’s most magnificent Giver. In the very beginning He provided this vast and intricate universe with
all its marvelous beauty and utility for the sons of men. It is God who with His own hands painted the blue of our
sky and the gold of our sunset. It is God who clothed the hillsides of earth with their green carpet.

You can lift up your eyes and look everywhere you choose. You’ll find nothing but what God has given.
Remember the Scriptures warn us that we both brought nothing into the world and we shall take nothing out.



Consequently, the entire realm of the things of the earth are gifts from the hand of a prodigiously, beneficent
Creator, God is surely a great giver.

It is God who give the song of the birds, distilled the fragrance of the flowers, planned the exhilaration of the sea,
the satisfaction of good food. All of this and untold more are the gifts of our great and wonderful Creator.

But the love of God reveals its truest character in the gift of his dear Son. Here is the supreme gift of the ages. Here
is the absolutely undeniable exhibition of the heart of God, for to a world that was both unlovely and rebellious
God gave the supreme gift of all time in His own dear Son. Not the pearly gates of the New Jerusalem, not the
golden streets of Heaven, but the choicest gem of all, His only begotten Son. There never can be any doubt about
the genuineness of God’s love.

Of course, God’s love is not the question at hand. The matter which troubles us concerns the intrinsic character of
our affection for Christ. Is it just an “on the surface” feeling? Concerning this One who has done for us what no
other one could ever do,....do we have an answering comparable affection? How can we tell?

Well, let us apply this test. Do we give to God? Do we constantly bring gifts to Him? Every time we enter His
presence do we bear tokens of our gratitude?

And I’'m not thinking particularly of money. It is true that money can be an expression of love, but occasionally it
can be a means to salve an uneasy conscience. God values more highly the sincere praise of thankful hearts or
faithful service from grateful hands. God receives monetary gifts only if they are warm with our earnest
appreciation.

Let’s face it then. There is no true love without giving, and if your love be barren of this essential quality it would
be wise to examine carefully the basis on which it stands. If you find it lacking, there is good news for you. God
Himself will fashion the genuine article in your heart if you ask Him, and then allow Him to do so.

There’s a sense in which God offers to teach us by doing. He promises that those who sow bountifully shall reap
bountifully. In other words, if you’re a bit hesitant about adventuring into this field of giving, you can do it on a
small scale. If it works there, then why not go all out for it?



