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Day 5: Ignatian Meditation – Anticipation (part 3)
(Nicodemus’s story continues…)

I’m talking about my career, my reputation, my livelihood—all of it gone if my colleagues knew what I am doing right now. I have worked so hard to get to where I am. And in a day, on a whim, I decide to risk it all? That’s not like me. Ask anyone. But today when I heard his words, I truly didn’t feel like myself. I felt like an imposter, like I was living a life meant for someone else. I can still go back to that life. I can turn around right now and walk away. But what if that feeling remains? What if I continue to feel like a fraud, and I miss my only chance to start feeling—I don’t know—free?

I’m not used to so many questions. But one is about to be answered: should I go back or go forward? Here comes Philip. He’s looking for me, I’m sure. I don’t want him to see me cringing in a doorway. I’d better stand up. “Good evening,” I say, hoping that the usual pleasantry will mask my distress.

He puts a finger to his lips and walks past. He peers down the side alleys and into the shadowy doorways. I think he might frisk me, but he doesn’t. Apparently satisfied that I am alone, he beckons me to follow him. He still hasn’t said a word. Well, I’m in it now. I have been an upstanding citizen, a pillar of the community for years. I have never strayed from the teachings of my Rabbis. I have never taken a single step out of line. And now I’m walking at night to the house of the man who desecrated the temple, whose words verge on blasphemy. What am I doing?

Another question. How many questions will there be? What am I going to say to Jesus when I see him? What will he say to me?
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