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SESSION 4: “FEED MY SHEEP”

Day 4: Ignatian Meditation – Flashbacks (part 2)
For today’s flashback, I invite you first to read Matthew 16:21-28. Then imagine with Peter reflecting on the day he learned that Jesus would die.

Jesus gathered us to him and said, “Soon, I will abandon the safety of these hills and go to Jerusalem. Once there, I will ask you not to protect me. Men from the elders and the chief priests and the scribes will come, they will arrest me, they will beat me, and they will kill me. And three days later I will be raised from the dead.”

I stood up and looked down at Jesus. I didn’t know what to say. I looked around at my companions—stunned into silence every one. I started walking away. I needed to get away. I thought I had everything figured out. I thought I knew what was to come. I saw him do miraculous things.. The words of the prophet were coming to life before my very eyes. The day before, Jesus had asked us who we thought he was. “You’re the Messiah,” I had said, and something inside me that was not myself told me I had spoken the truth.

But what kind of Messiah lets himself be led like some silent sheep to the slaughter? The Messiah is the heir to David’s throne, the king who brings victory over our oppressors, the warrior who will sweep our enemies from our land and make us free once again. Not one who surrenders. Not a victim. Not a dead man. I stumbled to one knee, my chest heaving, my cheeks moist with tears. Then I felt a hand on my shoulder. Jesus was there, looking down at me. 

“Why, Lord?” I stood up and shouted in his face: “Why? I trusted you. I called you Messiah and you didn’t deny it. I gave you my life, and for what? So that I might dig your grave?” I turned around and put my hands on my head, squeezing as if the pressure would keep my mind from flying apart. “God forbid, Lord! This won’t happen to you.”

Jesus turned and looked at me or into me. When he spoke, his voice was calm, but commanding. “Get behind me, Satan. You are a stone that could make me stumble, for you are not thinking God’s thoughts but human thoughts.”

Then he walked back to camp, leaving me alone in the morning fog. Yesterday, I was Rock. Today, I’m a stumbling stone? What happened? What changed? I had been clinging so tightly to my own image of the Messiah that I failed to see this new, brilliant vision of the Christ in my midst. Where was his army marshalling to cast out the Romans? Where were his generals and siege towers and chariots? Of course, there were none. Instead of soldiers there were blind men with new eyes. Instead of swords and shields there were loaves and fishes. Instead of slaughter and death there was healing and life for all. Except for him. Or so I thought.
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