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Kayn natshi ta arog ay/ccﬁa [ lohim
Just as the deer longs forwater bg the riverbank,
So does my soul long for You, oh God. (Fsalm 4’?_:2)

The deer, which we are reca”ing with this Prac’cice, is stancling at the riverbank. Her longing is
for that water that is right there, rigl—]t in front of her. Our longing for (God, for truth} for the
cloorwag into the sublime mystery isjust like this. We long to know intimateiy the Rcalitg that
is right before us; we Iong to feel the earth that beneath our]ccct, to taste the food thatis in
our mouths, to touch the life thatis embracing us. We long forthe Fowcr of Frescncc to
awaken us to the ghct that is given in this very moment.



