
*  *                FATHER CAFFAREL SPEAKS TO US                *  * 

 

“Loving gaze: creative gaze” (from the ‘Anneau d’or’) 

 

I picked up this sentence in one of your letters: “True love is not blind. It is its 

surprising lucidity that makes it appear blind because it sees what no one sees: it sees 

even further than what the beloved reveals of himself/herself”. 

 

This is true. The loving gaze looks through the outward appearances of a person 

and perceives, in him or her, the radiant face of the Saint he or she is to become, and 

is already in outline and potentially. This loving gaze sees in the beloved what the 

Creator sees. 

 

The Creator’s gaze is a creative gaze. For God, to look and to create is one and 

the same action. God’s gaze is not that of a spectator; it does not look at a being 

already existent, but introduces and inserts this being into existence. God’s gaze 

“conceives” a human being, a unique saint, and this human being comes into 

existence. 

 

The architect is an earthly image of the Creator: his cathedral began by being an 

inner vision, a creative vision. The cathedral is this vision turned into stone. The 

actual execution may let him down, but it is always through his first vision that the 

architect contemplates his work. And great sometimes is his distress to see the 

discrepancy between the vision and its execution.  

 

Sometimes God gives us his vision of a being; it is then that we see, with 

surprising lucidity, the true face of a child of God - more or less buried in the flesh - 

which our love will draw out as the artist causes a statue to emerge from a block of 

stone. 

 

Simply to gaze at it has already caused this soul to stir; it awakes; it breaks 

through its shell; it appears radiant. Our human gaze too is a creative gaze when it is a 

loving gaze. 

 

Husbands, wives, mothers, children, ask God to give you his gaze, as he promised 

to Ezekiel: “I will put my eye in your heart”; and life will vibrate in the heart of those 

you love, as at the heart of a character in Mauriac’s writings: “I remember the whole 

of my being thawing under your gaze: such emotions gushing forth, such liberated 

resources”. 

 

Henri Caffarel 

 


