


Genesis 2:7
… the LORD God formed a man from the 
dust of the ground and breathed into his 
nostrils the breath of life, and the man 
became a living being.



Psalm 139:13-14 
For you created my inmost being;

You knit me together in my mother s 
womb. 

I praise you because I am fearfully and 
wonderfully made;

Your works are wonderful, 
I know that full well.



The Way You      
Love Me 

Terri Churchill

sometimes I think   
of you

forming me from 
nothing –

shaping tendon and 
muscle and bone

to cover the 
vulnerable places 
in me. 



I think of you
absorbed in the 

details – 
using your fingers  

to tenderly
draw the contours  

of my body



I think of you 
bending over me

to breath life into   
my lungs – 

the intimacy of    
your breath

in my mouth.

this is how you have 
loved me

from the moment 
you dreamed          
a dream of me. 



this is how you     
love me

even now
as you swim in      

my veins
and whisper in       

my ear 

you are the secret
I carry in my body 



Jeremiah 18:3-6 
… I went down to the potter s house, 
and I saw him working at the wheel. 
But the pot he was shaping from the 
clay was marred in his hands; so the 
potter formed it into another pot, 
shaping it as seemed best to him. 



Then the word of the LORD came to me. 
He said, “Can I not do with you, house 
of Israel, as this potter does?” declares 
the LORD. “Like clay in the hand of 
the potter, so are you in my hand, 
house of Israel.
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