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MEDITATION
It might appear that two people in
love as they stare into each others’ eyes
have solved the angst of looking and
being looked at. Both can say: ‘I don’t
care how others look at me, there is one
person whose gaze affirms every fibre
of my being.’ But how deep does the
lover’s look really go? Will I never do
anything that I would be ashamed of,
even or especially in front of the one
who loves me? So ashamed that I will
try to hide it? If that’s the case then
more than ever I crave to be looked
upon with love knowing at the same
time that I don’t deserve it. The best I
can do is beg for forgiveness. I have
reached vulnerability’s ground zero.

Truth
Truth,
enclosed in the bosom of the father,
was revealed on earth
being enclosed on the womb of a mother.
The Truth
which contains the whole world
came upon earth
and was craded in a woman’s arms?
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Recently I listened to a programme
on BBC Radio. It was about a woman
searching for her mother who had given
her up for adoption when she was born.
She eventually tracked down her mother
only to find that she was a totally dysfunctional alcoholic unable to cope with
life. Her face was bruised from a recent
fall, her voice loud and abrasive.
With tears running down her
eyes, the woman embraced her mother. She
took care of her until
she died. Words fail
us if we try to describe the look of
love which overflows with kindness and mercy.
But we recognise
it when we see
it, especially if we
are the object of its
gaze. And if we allow
its gaze to be ours then
miracles can begin to
happen around us: a difficult work colleague becomes
a trusted friend; a long running
dispute with a next-door neighbour
is ended; a marriage about to break
up blossoms again.

St Augustine (354-430)
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