
Contemplatio 

You formed me in the womb to be your servant……. 

        From the Suffering Servant Songs, Is 49: 5; also Is 44:2 

 In the timelessness of this Good Friday, in this naked 
moment, we gather as lovers of Yesus, Jesus, the Crucified One.  
We gather into the centre of the Womb of Silence, where the 
cross abides, as a communion of hearts in hearts.  We behold, 
gently, tenderly, as Vulnerable Divine Love speaks the Word into 
the depths of human vulnerability.   

 We hold each other in the embrace of tender love and 
centre, in the point of the centre of the heart of the wounded 
Poor One, our Beloved, who is the Word, who is the Wisdom of 
God.  

 As the silence enfolds, we awaken the soft penetrating 
gaze of the eye of our heart, meet  the gaze of Absolute Love 
and melt into one vulnerable gaze.  We fix our eyes on the Poor 
One, as the Poor One’s gaze dissolves us. 

   We are invited deeper and deeper into the womb-heart 
of  the Crucified One, into the self emptying flow of love, pouring 
out, holding the vulnerable world in tender embrace.  

 In this embrace, we feel the energy of the exchange of love, the intimacy of the kiss, the depthless-ness 
of the wounds, the transfiguring of the oneing.  

 We sense the grounding of the vertical of the cross  piercing deeply into the earth.  We feel our 
oneness with creation and the centre of the earth calling us home. 

 We sense the horizontal of the cross opening, expanding in cosmic inclusion. 

 We feel the inner radiance of the centre of the heart of Yesua/Jesus, knitting, oneing, enfolding 
enclosing us all together, in this divine vulnerability: — pouring out, emptying, noughting, hollowing, 
voiding, dissolving, drawing us into no-thing, beyond all dualisms, beyond, beyond, into the oneness of 
Love’s abyss. 

 In the emptiness, we hear the eternal wail of Love’s crucifixion, the scream, the agony, the heart-ache 
of our Beloved, one with all those suffering.  

 We weep and feel the fibres of our perceived separateness liquify.  Love flows more freely as our tears 
become a river of love.  

 We become attentive to the grief held in the lung of humanity  and enfold the virus that sits there in 
healing love.  

 We feel the heart ache of  the world, the pain of those ill, the fear of the lonely, the goodness of our 
healers, the perfume of the Love’s salve, oneing, healing, forgiving, freeing.  

 We breathe in harmony with the breath of the Crucified One as together, we pass-over and breathe 
into God, into the heart-womb of all Love. 

 Gently, softly, we wait in the darkness, in the silence, and hope in a future where love freely flows. 

 In the darkness, the unknowing, we take our Beloved, who is divine vulnerability, down from the cross, 
and hold, enfold, embrace our Beloved in tender love. 

 We hold the emptiness and bury our Beloved in the earth of our heart.   

 Together, now, on this Good Friday, we wait in the womb of vulnerability, in the darkness of the 
darkest night, for dawn to come.  

Silence  Silence  Silence 

            Blessings of love, Dr Kerrie Hide 


