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For the Beloved

Introduction

This is a book about the Rosary, a popular and often misunderstood prayer that the faithful, the broken, the curious, and the weary have turned to for more than six hundred years. Though traditionally considered a Catholic act of devotion, the Rosary with its primary focus on the life, death, and resurrection of Christ Jesus, is ultimately a catholic, or universal, prayer that can appeal to Christians of all faiths and denominations. It’s a prayer of transformation, a prayer of peace, a prayer of hope. It is also a prayer that changed my life.

Some years back I was suffering through a dark—and seemingly endless—night of the soul. This wasn’t depression. I had suffered through depressions before; this was something different. This was something frightening. Though I’d always had what I considered a confrontational relationship with God—more often than not, my will was not His will—I always felt His presence in my life. But, not this time. This time I felt nothing, like that initial moment when you wake from a dreamless sleep. For the first time in my life I doubted the existence of God.

One day I was sitting in traffic when I looked over to my right to see a bumper sticker on a minivan. It read: Knock and the door will be opened. “Yeah, right,” I mumbled under my breath. I must have been daydreaming because the car behind me beeped its horn and when I looked up, traffic had moved ahead. As I pulled away I noticed for the first time in a long time the set of Rosary beads that hung from my rearview mirror. I had gotten so used to them that I stopped noticing they were in front of my face every day.

I don’t know why I did what I did next, but I took those beads down and started praying in the car. Now, I had prayed the Rosary many times over the years and quickly abandoned it just as many times. But a new hope stirred inside me. Maybe it was the bumper sticker, maybe it was a last-ditch effort to get through to God and assuage this gloomy fear that was following me everywhere I went. I decided right then and there that I would work through the boredom and frustration I experienced in the past and pray the Rosary every day until God opened the door. If knocking hadn’t worked, maybe the rattling of beads would.

So I prayed, and within a couple weeks the combination of prayer and meditation that is part of the Rosary made me feel less tense, but I still wasn’t experiencing God’s presence. Nonetheless, I was committed, and I stayed the course. Knock. Knock. Knock.

Around this same time in my life, I started working out at a local gym. One evening, a trainer I had never seen before walked over to me as I finished a set of exercises and said, “You’re carrying too much weight.”

“Excuse me?” I answered back.

“Too much weight,” he repeated. “You’re doing the exercise wrong. You’re going to hurt yourself.”

I just stared at him. If someone had snapped a picture of me, I’m sure the look on my face would have been that stupid, crooked, toothy half-smile I have when I feel like I’m being insulted.

The trainer pulled the pin out of the machine and reduced the weight by more than half and proceeded to show me the proper form for the exercise.

“You try it,” he said.

I did. And I could barely lift the lighter weight.

As I walked home later that evening, the trainer’s words kept running through my head—for no other reason at the time than that they reminded me of a Beatles song. Later that night as I began praying the Rosary (which had become my before-sleep ritual) and meditating on the Sorrowful Mysteries of Christ, it hit me.

You’re carrying too much weight.

Words from the Bible I hadn’t thought of in years flooded my ears, “Come to me, all who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest” (Matthew 11:28).

God had not abandoned me; I just hadn’t been listening. That night I realized the Rosary wasn’t a way of getting God’s attention but was a way of getting me to pay attention. My life was never the same again.

The Rosary can change your life by opening your eyes and ears to God’s voice. This book is not intended to be an exhaustive study on this sacred prayer. Rather, it’s a short introduction on how to listen for God’s words in your day-to-day life and a reminder that you’re never alone. At its core, this is a little book about prayer, one of the greatest gifts that God has ever given us. It is also an invitation to fall in love with the Beloved. And if you are already head-over-heels, here is an opportunity to keep tumbling.
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A Journey to the Beloved






