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We are the Beloved.  We are intimately loved long before our parents,
teachers, spouses, children and friends loved or wounded us.  That's the truth
of our lives.  That's the truth I want you to claim for yourself.  That's the truth
spoken by the voice that says, "You are my Beloved" [see Mark 1:9–11].

Listening to that voice with great inner attentiveness, I hear at my center
words that say: "I have called you by name, from the very beginning.  You are
mine and I am yours.  You are my Beloved, on you my favor rests.  I have
molded you in the depths of the earth and knitted you together in your
mother's womb.  I have carved you in the palms of my hands and hidden you
in the shadow of my embrace.  I look at you with infinite tenderness and care
for you with a care more intimate than that of a mother for her child.  I have
counted every hair on your head and guided you at every step.  Wherever you
go, I go with you, and wherever you rest, I keep watch.  I will give you food
that will satisfy all your hunger and drink that will quench all your thirst.  I will
not hide my face from you.  You know me as your own as I know you as my
own.  You belong to me.  I am your father, your mother, your brother, your
sister, your lover and your spouse . . . yes, even your child . . . wherever you
are I will be.  Nothing will ever separate us.  We are one."

Henri J. M. Nouwen, Life of the Beloved: Spiritual Living in a Secular World (New York:
Crossroad Publishing, 1992), 30–31.
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I John 3:1-2

See what love the father has given us, that we should be called children
of God; and that is what we are . . .

Beloved, we are God's children now; what we will be has not yet been
revealed.  What we do know is this: when he is revealed, we will be like him,
for we will see him as he is.

d     d     d     d     d

An Indian Prayer
Not for me is the love that knows no restraint,

but like the foaming wine that, having burst its vessel in a moment,
would run to waste.

Send me the love which is cool and pure,
like your rain that blesses the thirsty earth

and fills the homely earthen jars.

Send me the love that would soak down into the centre of being,
and from there would spread like the unseen sap

through the branching tree of life,
giving birth to fruits and flowers.

Send me the love that keeps the heart still
with the fullness of peace.

from The Oxford Book of Prayer, George Appleton, Gen. Ed. (Oxford: Oxford
University Press, 1985), 295.


