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Walk the path of love with one of the warmest, most beloved spiritual leaders of our time, and

learn how to put faith into action.As the descendant of slaves and the son of a civil rights

activist, Bishop Michael Curry's life illustrates massive changes in our times. Much of the world

met Bishop Curry when he delivered his sermon on the redemptive power of love at the royal

wedding of Prince Harry and Meghan Markle at Windsor Castle. Here, he expands on his

message of hope in an inspirational road map for living the way of love, illuminated with moving

lessons from his own life. Through the prism of his faith, ancestry, and personal journey, Love

Is the Way shows us how America came this far and, more important, how to go a whole lot

further.The way of love is essential for addressing the seemingly insurmountable challenges

facing the world today: poverty, racism, selfishness, deep ideological divisions, competing

claims to speak for God. This book will lead readers to discover the gifts they need in order to

live the way of love: deep reservoirs of hope and resilience, simple wisdom, the discipline of

nonviolence, and unshakable regard for human dignity.
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my daughters asked me as I was working on this book, “What are you writing about?” I

answered, “Some of what I’ve learned from faith, family, community, and ancestors.”She said,

“So you’re writing about life lessons?”“I guess so, yes,” I replied.I don’t think of my life as

particularly extraordinary, unusual, or even interesting, or at least not any more so than anyone

else’s. But then there’s the wise Frederick Buechner quote from his book Now and Then: A

Memoir of Vocation: “Listen to your life. See it for the fathomless mystery it is. In the boredom

and pain of it, no less than in the excitement and gladness: touch, taste, smell your way to the

holy and hidden heart of it, because in the last analysis all moments are key moments, and life

itself is grace.”Buechner is actually right about anyone’s life, if you listen. Love Is the Way, then,

is a journey into the holy and hidden heart of my own life—those people and experiences that

led to my conviction that the way of love can change each of us, and all of us, for the better.I

was born, grew up, and came of age in the United States of the 1950s, ’60s, and early ’70s. My

sister, Sharon, and I were both born in Chicago, where our father pastored an Episcopal

church, St. Simon the Cyrenian, in Maywood. We moved to Buffalo, New York, when I was

three. There we grew up in the African American community of East Buffalo—not just raised in

the community but by it. Like many in our community, we lived in the urban North, but our roots

were deep in the soil of the rural South, and deeper still in time in the ancient soil of sub-

Saharan West Africa.My grandparents came from eastern North Carolina on my mother’s side,

and on my father’s side, from rural Alabama, a place the family referred to as Midway, located

midway between Birmingham and Montgomery. They had names like Nellie and Hezekiah,

Theotis Calhoun and Carrie Estelle. They weren’t unusual. They were part of what the Swedish

economist Gunnar Myrdal called “the Great Migration,” one of the largest movements in human

history, which is powerfully chronicled in Isabel Wilkerson’s The Warmth of Other Suns.They



migrated from the South; more accurately, they fled the South, not unlike migrants, immigrants,

and refugees of all human generations, as far back as the Hebrews fleeing famine and settling

as immigrants in Egypt, or Mary, Joseph, and the baby Jesus generations later fleeing

persecution in Palestine and finding refuge in Egypt.They fled separate bathrooms and water

fountains. They fled separate and unequal schools. They fled being segregated, separated,

cast down, and cast out. They fled the place where old men were called boy and old women

were treated with disrespect. They fled the terror of hooded night riders and legalized lynchings

and the subtle slavery of sharecropping.These ancestors fought in the Great War, World War I,

to make the world “safe for democracy.” My wife, Sharon, proudly has the discharge papers of

Troy Rufus Clement, her grandfather, who fought in that war to make the world safe for

democracy. But when he came home to North Carolina, that democracy didn’t apply to

him.They fought again in World War II, in segregated units, to stop oppression and injustice

and evil overseas. And yet again, it didn’t apply to them when they came back home. I

remember hearing my family on my father’s side, in the empire of rural Alabama, talking about

how Nazi prisoners of war were treated better than they were.And yet, in spite of it, they

believed in America, in its ideals of freedom and equality, with liberty and justice for all. They

believed in the dream of America. So they proudly sang the national anthem, “The Star-

Spangled Banner,” and James Weldon Johnson and J. Rosamond Johnson’s Negro national

anthem, “Lift Every Voice and Sing.”They loved America and taught us to love America—to

work to change it for the good, not just for our people but for all the children of God, no matter

their color, class, caste, or creed. All! They loved America in spite of the fact that America didn’t

love them. My father used to say that his work in the community for civil and human rights was

so that his children and others like them would not have to live as second-class citizens.They

taught us, and would say often, quoting the old King James Version of the Bible, that “God is

no respecter of persons.” And “the Lord God made of one blood all the peoples of the earth to

dwell upon the face of the earth.” In other words, God doesn’t discriminate. The love of God,

which is the source of and key to life, is an equal-opportunity employer.I remember them

saying over and over again, possibly quoting Booker T. Washington, “Never let anyone drag

you so low as to make you hate them.” It is only by discipline and “mobilized love,” as my

colleague Bishop Mariann Budde of Washington calls it, that we shall all overcome.So while

this book is about me, it’s really about the folk who raised me, and the community and church

that formed me. First and foremost, they taught that the way of Jesus is the way of love. And

that the way of love is the only way to freedom.They were not at all unusual in African

American communities, longing and laboring for freedom, as folk said in those days. In many

respects they were representative of the most profound yearning of the human heart: the

universal hope for a better life and a better world.Chaos or CommunityThe purpose of this

book is to explain what the way of love looks like, even as we walk it in a world that feels at

times closer to a nightmare than to the dream. The way of love is how we stay decent during

indecent times. It’s for all of us who are sitting, looking around at the world, at our leaders,

saying, “Something has gone very wrong.” It’s for those who are fighting hard for a better world,

and feeling very, very tired.Dr. Martin Luther King—who, besides my father and grandmother, is

the human most responsible for my wearing the collar today—wisely said, “We must learn to

live together as brothers or perish together as fools.”1 He was right in the late 1960s when he

said it, and it’s right in this twenty-first century. We can no longer afford the demonic luxury of

bigotry or the false hope of hatred. We must learn to live together as brothers and sisters, all of

us children of God. As Dr. King also often said in this regard, we have two choices before us,

chaos or community.The Bible says, “Choose this day who you will serve.” I believe, and I



suspect most of you do, too, that we must choose community—the human community, in

community with all of creation. This is the beloved community of God. This is what the late lay

theologian Verna Dozier and Archbishop Desmond Tutu have often called “the dream of God.”

And love—unselfish, sacrificial, unconditional, and liberating love—is the way, frankly the only

way, to realize God’s dream of the beloved community, on earth as it is in heaven. It’s the only

thing that can, and that ever will, make the world a better place.I learned that from the people

who raised me, and so I learned it as they did, from the life and teachings of Jesus of

Nazareth, whose way is this kind of love. But love is an equal-opportunity employer. It is a gift

of God, flowing from the very heart of creation. It cannot be claimed by any single religion or

philosophy or person. “Beloved, let us love one another, because love is from God; everyone

who loves is born of God and knows God. Whoever does not love does not know God, for God

is love.” That’s not my opinion—that’s from the Bible, 1 John 4:7–8.Love creates room and

space for others, “the other,” to be. In the New Testament, in a section of John’s Gospel, Jesus

says, “In my Father’s house there are many dwelling places.”2 The poetry of the King James

Version makes it even more powerful: “In my Father’s house are many mansions.” It’s not an

accident that when Jesus teaches about the way of love, he speaks of the kingdom of God as

the most spacious reality imaginable. That insight led African slaves of America’s antebellum

South to create and sing a spiritual:There’s plenty good room,Plenty good room,Plenty good

room in my Father’s kingdom;Plenty good room,Plenty good room,Choose your seat and sit

down.There’s truly room for everyone. This, too, I learned from my elders. One summer we

were visiting my maternal grandma at her family home in Winton, North Carolina. Each day

they opened the doors and sent us out with the words “Go on out and play. Just stay away from

the creek.” Of course, you know we always went straight to the creek. One day, though, we had

other plans. Some kids in the neighborhood told us about a revival coming to town that

evening. So after supper we got on our bikes and went. A giant tent had been thrown up in an

empty lot. We’d been told it was a revival, but we didn’t understand the word well enough to ask

the obvious question: A revival of what?The tent was packed full. We were Episcopalian kids.

Church, as we knew it, was politely sitting in the pews, quietly saying and reading prayers,

standing to sing hymns, and then sitting quietly for a few wise, considered words from the

pulpit. Nobody got excited, or if they did, they didn’t display it in those days.But at this tent

revival, more Pentecostal than Baptist, the preacher shouted. Folk spoke in unknown tongues,

people got saved, and some even got healed. Amen! Hallelujah! Glory!We went home howling

with laughter. Outside my aunt’s house, we were making fun, imitating the preacher and the

congregation. We rolled around in the dust, saving each other’s souls, in complete hysterics.

Grandma just watched. We didn’t know it yet, but we were busted. Come Sunday supper, she

sat us down and told us how things were going to be going forward. “You don’t laugh at

anybody else’s religion. You respect the Lord however he comes.”Living Love’s QuestionsSo

here I am, fifty years later, the presiding bishop of The Episcopal Church, encouraging a revival

of love as a way to a liberating and life-giving relationship with God, with others, with all God’s

creation on the planet we call Earth.But this goes far beyond a denomination, and beyond

Christianity. This is the revival of love as the guide for living; for relationships; for leaders; for

our individual and collective spiritual, material, and physical well-being. I understand

Grandma’s message today better than ever. Only God is God. None of us are. While we must

be discerning, love is the ultimate criteria for that. Our job isn’t to tell anybody how they should

work out their relationship with the living God. Our job is to love, and in the case of Christians,

to witness to the way of love that came to us from Jesus’s teachings.I had no idea that one day

I would receive a call from the archbishop of Canterbury, calling on behalf of Prince Harry and



Meghan Markle, now the Duke and Duchess of Sussex: If I were to be asked, might I be

available to preach at their upcoming wedding? I could not have dreamed or imagined that

invitation, which gave me the opportunity to take this message of love to the world.What I

learned that day, preaching in the presence of Her Majesty, The Queen—and, it turned out, an

audience of billions—is that we are hungry for love. No matter our state or condition. Beyond

our national identities and loyalties, beyond our political sympathies and ideologies, beyond our

religious and spiritual convictions and commitments, there is a universal hunger at the heart of

every human being: to love and to be loved. It connects all people of faith, hope, and good

will.That love is truly ecumenical, truly universal. That love knows no borders, no limitations, no

divisions or differences of race, class, caste, nationality, ethnic origin, political affiliation, or

religious conviction. That love can break down every barrier that blocks the way to the

realization of God’s dream of the beloved community.In 2019, when I wrote this book, I was on

the road easily 75 percent of the time. During one typical month, I went on seven trips—to

England, West Virginia, Michigan, Alabama, New York, Wisconsin, and South Dakota. In these

travels, I meet a lot of people, and they ask me a lot of questions. I’m sure you have a few

yourself. This book is roughly organized according to the events and lessons learned in my

own life. But each chapter also addresses a question that I’ve been asked by people I’ve met in

churches, at public events, on TV, and even in airports.What is love?How do I find God’s love?

How do I find the energy to keep loving when the world seems to be going the other way?Can

love really change the world?Won’t loving everybody make me a doormat?I’m just a regular

person, so how can my love have an impact?I’m told to love my neighbor, but who is my

neighbor?What if love reveals me to be a hypocrite?Do I have to love even my enemy?How

can love overcome what divides us and move us forward together?Does love mean avoiding

politics?How can love make “E Pluribus Unum” real in America without erasing anybody?I have

faith in God. I also have faith in us. We can get this right. The world has changed before, and it

can change again, for the better. And we can find peace and joy in our hearts in the interim,

even as we carry on the struggle for a humane, just, and peaceful world ruled by love.However

the future unfolds—whatever the detours, the trials, the troubles, the goal, the zenith, or the

pain—we shall overcome, not for ourselves alone, but for the entire human family.CHAPTER

1What Is This Thing Called Love?Question: What is love?In my own life, love has had so many,

many faces, but among the boldest is the face of Josie Robbins. Josie, who’s eighty-five years

old as I write this and still in my life, was one of the people who took care of me and my sister

when my mother passed away after a long illness. When my father first asked her to help take

care of us during Mommy’s illness and after, she wasn’t a longtime family friend. She was just a

lady who stopped by his church some Sundays to drop off her neighbor’s child before going to

her own Baptist church. But she heard about our family’s situation and asked, “How can I

help?” Soon thereafter my father nervously welcomed her into our house and led her to the

spare bedroom, where both twin beds were covered with clothes that my father had managed

to wash but not iron. Josie had never been in our house, hadn’t met the children who wore

most of those clothes, but she ironed every single garment with love. A little later my father

called: He was running late, could she give his kids lunch? We, who had been instructed to

play upstairs and not bother Ms. Robbins, came running down to meet the woman who would

eventually be a surrogate mother to us. I can’t remember the day, but she says that after lunch,

I pulled up a chair next to her ironing board and didn’t stop talking until the moment she

finished and left.Moved by love, Josie jumped in with both arms and never let go. She would

take me and my sister on the bus to the W. T. Grant store in downtown Buffalo so that we could

head straight for the parakeets and hamsters, like we had done with Mommy. She made the



hurt go away. She was the only person my tender-headed sister ever let wash and braid her

hair, because no one else in this world was so patient and careful not to pull. She had dinner

with us so many nights, and over the years was present at all our family events and big days—

from my high school, college, and seminary graduations, to weddings, ordinations, births and

baptisms, and on and on and on.Josie Robbins is what love looks like. It’s important that we

define the word love here with clarity, because these days we use the word to mean so many

things. We might use it to talk about how we feel about our spouse or significant other, or about

our children . . . or about our new sofa. The love I’m talking about isn’t love on a Valentine’s Day

card. Those are nice, but they’re not what I have in mind when I say that love is the only thing

that can save the planet.Many languages have several words for love, to encompass all the

different kinds and dimensions. The three most frequently used in Koine Greek, the language

of the New Testament, are eros, philia, and agape. Eros is romantic or sexual love. Our English

word erotic comes from that. Eros is what Valentine’s Day is about. Philia is fraternal or

brotherly love, which is why the city of Philadelphia is called the City of Brotherly Love. And

finally, there is agape, which is love for the other—sacrificial love that seeks the good and well-

being of others, of society, of the world.Unfortunately in English we have only the one word,

love, for everything from telenovelas to Mother Teresa. And so the different dimensions and

nuances have all been muddled together, which has obscured love’s true power to instigate a

better world. Agape, love that looks outward, is the love that I’m most interested in.You may not

have heard the Greek word before, but you’ve experienced agape. Think about someone who

impacted your life for the good. Someone who stood by you, pushed you, believed in you,

maybe even sacrificed for you. Odds are they weren’t doing it because it served them. They

were doing it because they cared about you. Because they wanted life’s sweetness to open

wide to you.Love is a firm commitment to act for the well-being of someone other than yourself.

It can be personal or political, individual or communal, intimate or public. Love will not be

segregated to the private, personal precincts of life. Love, as I read it in the Bible, is ubiquitous.

It affects all aspects of life.What I didn’t know as a kid was that Josie Robbins’s love, shared so

generously with my family, had changed many other lives as well. Josie was a principal at St.

Augustine’s School, a high school for pregnant and parenting teens. She had walked in thinking

that it was a summer position—and never left. In the 1960s, when girls got pregnant in Buffalo,

like most other places, they weren’t allowed to stay in school. But Josie and St. Augustine’s,

which became Fulton Academic Complex with the support of the public school system, picked

them back up. They gave them the chance at a better future for themselves and their children.

Because of Josie, thousands of girls got their diplomas and the pride of walking the stage to

graduate with their class. The school is now closed—partly because Josie retired, but also

because Josie and others advocated until the day the public schools stopped punishing those

mothers who were still children themselves, so they could get their education and keep their

dignity.An oft-quoted passage in the New Testament says, “God so loved the world that he

gave his only son.” The Greek word used by the New Testament writer for the word love is

agape. And the Greek word used for world is kosmos, but what it really means is

“everything”—“everything that is.” Kosmos is what the spiritual is talking about when it says of

God, “He’s got the whole world in his hands.”God so loved the world that he “gave.” God gave.

God did not take. God gave. That’s agape. That’s love. And love such as that is the way to the

heart of God, the heart of each other. It is the way to a new world that looks something more

like God’s dream for us and all creation, what Dante spoke of as “the love that moves the sun

and stars.”Love Is Rules for LivingI’ve officiated more than a few weddings in forty years as a

preacher. In the course of preparing couples for marriage and for the actual wedding, I ask



them to select a passage of scripture to be read in the service. Nine times out of ten they

choose 1 Corinthians 13, St. Paul’s great guidelines for love. I’ve almost gotten them

memorized by now. They’re famous enough that you might have, too. The passage begins with

these words:If I speak in the tongues of men and of angels, but have not love, I am a noisy

gong or a clanging cymbal. And if I have prophetic powers, and understand all mysteries and

all knowledge, and if I have all faith, so as to remove mountains, but have not love, I am

nothing. If I give away all I have, and if I deliver my body to be burned, but have not love, I gain

nothing.Love is patient; love is kind;love is not envious or boastful or arrogant or rude.It does

not insist on its own way; it is not irritable or resentful;it does not rejoice in wrongdoing, but

rejoices in the truth.It bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all

things.Love never ends.Paul gets it. But it’s easy for us today to miss it, having limited the use

of love as we have to weddings and babies. Because here’s the catch. When Paul said those

beautiful words about love, he wasn’t at a wedding. He wasn’t giving advice to a couple of

young lovers about how to make a marriage work, though his advice is great for that, too. Paul

broke love down so eloquently because he was really upset. He put those words in a letter to

some folk in a little Greek seaport in the middle of the first century AD. He had founded the

community there around the teachings of Jesus of Nazareth, and now he had heard some bad

news out of Corinth. Its members had forgotten all those values that had brought them together

and were ripping each other apart. They had lost the love, you could say.These Corinthians,

Paul tells us, are fighting in the pews at church. They are splitting into factions according to

who baptized them. People are suing each other. Sleeping with each other’s spouses. The rich

and high-status folk are demanding they get Communion first. Other people are getting drunk

at Communion! This was some serious dysfunction. Amid all this, everybody’s arguing about

who is the better Christian, who is going to heaven and who is not.This behavior sounds a little

bit familiar. Tilt your head at it, and it sounds like a lot of us today on social media. Arrogant,

rude, insisting on our own way, irritable, resentful, rejoicing in wrongdoing? Paul’s got it, all

right! It also sounds like some of our leaders in Washington, D.C. It sounds like some of our

business leaders. It sounds like some of us in religious communities. It might even sound like

heated conversations around the dinner table at Thanksgiving. The situation that occasioned

the ancient epistle sounds remarkably contemporary.Because we forgot: Love your neighbors!

In our modern world, we lost this sense of love for our fellow humans. But for Paul and the

disciples, love was something different. Love, to these Greeks, was a gift of the self to others.

Love was rules for living.Back in AD 50, Paul was furious. “Man,” he says, basically, “I’m sure

glad I didn’t baptize any of you, because you make me sick.” But he comes to them with an

answer, offering the only corrective he sees for the mess they’ve gotten themselves into. The

answer is love. Love isn’t a sentiment—it’s the only thing left to save a community divided.You

might think the opposite of love is hate. Watch out—you’re falling into the trap of vague

sentiment again. If love looks outward, to the good of the other, then its opposite isn’t hate. Its

opposite is selfishness! It’s a life completely centered on the self. Dr. King referred to this as the

“reverse Copernican revolution.”1 To be selfish is to put yourself in the place of the sun, the

whole universe revolving around you. Forget morality—at that point you’ve left reason behind.

Life becomes a living lie. Because no amount of smarts, money, or accomplishments puts any

one human at the center of existence.Intuitively, we all understand that nothing good ever

comes out of selfishness and greed. Selfishness is the most destructive force in all the

cosmos, and hate is only its symptom. Selfishness destroys families. Selfishness destroys

communities. Selfishness has destroyed societies, nations, and global communities, and it will

destroy the human race by laying waste to our planet. If we let it.Love Turns the World Upside



DownThere’s another problem when love becomes a mere sentiment. Love the sentiment—a

nice feeling that rises up inside us—becomes love the sedative. It’s a sweet thing that leaves

us complacent and sleepy. No, the love I’m asking you to discover inside yourself, or reconnect

to, is something fierce. This love is a verb: It’s an action, with force and follow-through. When

we pull love out of the abstract, really put it to work, it starts to reveal its extraordinary

power.Love as an action is the only thing that has ever changed the world for the better. Love is

Martin Luther King, Mahatma Gandhi, and Josie Robbins. Love is a little girl in Pakistan named

Malala Yousafzai standing up to armed men who said that girls shouldn’t be educated. She

was rescued and taken to England, where she could have retreated to a quiet life but instead

made a commitment to spend her life working to improve other women’s lives.Love is Fannie

Lou Hamer, whose contribution to the civil rights movement was honored on the floor of the

U.S. House of Representatives in 2017, on the one hundredth anniversary of her birth. Fannie

was one of twenty children. Her parents were two sharecroppers, de facto slaves. They were

desperately poor. She had polio, but walking with a limp didn’t stop her from picking cotton, so

much cotton, in her teens. She dropped out of school to help her aging parents pick more

cotton, because that’s what a sister does when the family has nineteen other siblings to feed.In

1961, she went to a Sunflower County hospital for a minor surgery and was sterilized without

her consent. Some people would have given up at that point, deciding that any society that

would condone such a crime was irrevocably evil. Not Fannie—she was just getting started.

Because one year later, she learned something she hadn’t heard before: Black people had the

right to register and vote in the United States.* When she tried to do it in Ruleville, Mississippi,

she failed the “literacy test,” just one of the ways Whites have prevented Blacks from exercising

their rights in our recent history. After that day, she never tired in her fight to right that wrong,

surviving a KKK gunshot and the police beating her in prison. And despite the treatment she

experienced at the hands of Whites, she never once backed down from the vision of the civil

rights movement that had as its conclusion all good people living together as brothers and

sisters, sharing the same welcoming table.Love is equally the contribution of a woman like

Frances Perkins, the secretary of labor who executed much of Roosevelt’s New Deal. Perkins

was born to a wealthy family. She could have gone to cotillion and then partied her life away.

Instead, one day in 1911, when she was a young suffragette who had recently finished her

master’s in political science, she was walking in New York City’s Washington Square Park with

a friend when they heard screams. They followed the noise and saw men and women jumping

out the windows of the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory, which was on fire. Ultimately 146 workers,

most of them women, lost their lives in the blaze. Forever changed, Frances put her privilege to

work. She dedicated the rest of her life to lobbying to improve the lives of working people. She

became the executive secretary for the Committee on Safety of the City of New York to fight for

safer working conditions. Then she went to Washington. Because Frances Perkins loved

America’s workers, we now have minimum wage and overtime laws, and a forty-hour

workweek. She also broke ground in the White House, as our first woman cabinet

member.Love’s power isn’t any less when it’s one individual serving another. I was stunned

when I read in 2018 about the informal network of Americans who came together

spontaneously in the weeks after the Trump administration’s adoption of a “zero tolerance”

immigration policy that led to children being separated from their parents at the border. These

citizens raised money so that more than a dozen women could be released from detention.

They offered their homes so these women would have a safe place to sleep each night on their

journeys of thousands of miles to their children in New York. They contributed cars and their

time to drive them one leg of the trip, from home to home to home. They shared clothing, food,



and care. And because these good Samaritans loved their neighbors, these women were

finally reunited in New York City with the children who had been stolen from them. “Listen, this

is our job,” Immigrant Families Together founder Meghan Finn told the New York Times. “This is

our job because our government did something really heinous to these families, and [getting

them home] isn’t just about putting them on a bus.”Love is a firefighter running into a burning

building, risking his or her life for people he or she doesn’t even know. Love is that first

responder hurtling toward an emergency, a catastrophe, a disaster. Love is someone protesting

anything that hurts or harms the children of God. Jesus said it this way, hours before his

crucifixion: “No one has greater love than this, to lay down one’s own life for one’s

friends.”2Love is a commitment to seek the good and to work for the good and welfare of

others. It doesn’t stop at our front door or our neighborhood, our religion or race, or our state’s

or your country’s border. This is one great fellowship of love throughout the whole wide earth,

as the hymn goes. It often calls us to step outside of what we thought our boundaries were, or

what others expect of us. It calls for us to sacrifice, not because doing so feels good, but

because it’s the right thing to do.Love as God’s GPS for LivingLet’s go back to Paul for a

minute. After Paul reminds the AD 50 Facebookers what love looks like, he then comes out

with these righteous words, which would fit nicely in a tweet: “And now faith, hope, and love

abide . . . and the greatest of these is love.”Paul wasn’t right about everything, not by far, but he

was right about that. To live full lives, together, we need faith, hope, and love—but of these,

love is the most important. Faith is another word for “trust.” Without trust, society falls apart.

Without trust, the world as we know it stops turning. Every economy—local, national, and global

—depends on faith. A dollar bill is nothing but a piece of paper. Without trust, government is

useless. Relationships are impossible. Without trust, it’s every human for him- or herself—and

that’s a mess.
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Herb Mahan, “Love Is The Way is a remarkable book by a remarkable leader.. Michael Curry,

Presiding Bishop of The Episcopal Church, has led a life of the challenges familiar to so many

non-White members of our society. Those experiences are both of a personal nature and

referential nature from the legacy of generations of his family and members of the non-White

communities within which he lived and served as a spiritual leader of the Episcopal Church. He

always chose to remain within non-White communities even when opportunities arose for

service in less complicated environments.His brilliance and leadership capabilities are revealed

in his accomplishments that are evident throughout the book. And he credits each of these

achievements to the love of God for him and made available through him. And yet his personal

intellect, courage, listening skills and innate magnetism, wrapped in an envelope of love,

propelled him through one achievement after another.This is a must-read book for any who are

open to a more meaningful life.”

Wayne Hanway, “A must-read. The Episcopal Church's Presiding Bishop, Michael Curry, has

mixed a memoir of his life with his core message of following Jesus on the way of love and has

produced an essential and highly readable message for our time. With disarming candor, this

gifted story-teller remembers many formative times and people in his life. In one memorable

episode he tells of having to overcome his strong inner revulsion when an inner-city drug

dealer came to him because he wanted to get out of his (literally) dead-end life. Curry stuck

with his belief in love, built a relationship with the young man, and eventually, the man asked to

be baptized. It was a private baptism, because the man's life was in danger. As Bishop Curry

says, the man got out. Now, "He belongs to God." In this scary time of polarization, the

message is strong and simple: the way to come together and heal is the way of love. This is a

most-important message for people today.”

Scott A., “The Power of Love is Unmatched. Presiding Bishop Curry hits another home run!

This man is INSPIRING and his message about love is not only spot on but exactly what our

country needs in the quadruple crises of pandemic, racial injustice, financial meltdown and

political unrest. If only the entire country would stop, read this book and then put it into practice.

While that won’t happen, my life is certainly better for having read this book and applied its

teachings.”

J. Folk, “A Faithful Man, A Bishop of Action. Normally, I don’t read books by current bishops,

presiding, arch or other. But I had heard good things about Curley and a book group wanted to

read it, so, I did so.It is a happy book that offers hope based on scripture and on his

experiences. His own story is both that of a black man in America and a Christian in an

increasingly post-Christian era. The focus is on action: how does one show the love of Christ

in the world. Not piety, not church committee work, but the love of Christ in action.The

corporate and personal experiences he distills into the book both contribute to his story of

building the church as well as action in the world.Most useful perhaps to one’s own growth is

the Appendix with ways to build one’s own rule of live based on the idea of Benedict, but

feeling more in tune with our times.I found it a book of growth rather than one of education, and

that is what made it a good book.”

Talbot, “Prepare for closed minds to be opened. Wow. Bishop Curry has not skirted around any

difficult issues making the reader really examine long held views through the light of Jesus’

vision. We are challenged as readers to not just echo those around us but to open up and truly

listen to those who’s stories are very different than ours. This is a powerful book and our



Episcopal church plans to do an in depth study on it. Prepare for closed minds to be opened.”

Susan D. Delaney, MD, MS, author, “LOVED THIS BOOK. So easy to read. He just tells

stories.Beautiful. Compelling.”

Jeanne G. Alton, “Don’t miss this life changing book.. This is a book that you want to read over

and over. You also want all your friends to read it. It is a joy and a guide to a more full filled

live.Jeanne”

The book by Michael B. Curry has a rating of 5 out of 4.8. 2,203 people have provided

feedback.
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