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Day 4: Ignatian Meditation – Anticipation (part 2)
(Nicodemus’s story continues…)

So here I sit—in a doorway, at night, afraid to be seen going to see him. Afraid to see him, actually. Figuring out where he was staying was more difficult than I thought it would be. I wanted to stay and listen to him talk, but my colleagues kept on walking. My curiosity wasn’t strong enough to lead to conspicuousness, so I followed my companions. But on my way home for my afternoon meal, I took a detour back to the gate where he had been this morning. He was no longer there. A crowd was still gathered, but they were trickling away in ones and twos as I approached, so he must not have left long before. As the last of the crowd dispersed, I noticed a man who didn’t look like he was from Jerusalem. His clothes were all wrong, and he kept looking around with wonder and confusion at all the buildings and streets.

I walked up to him and asked if Jesus of Nazareth was still around. Who wants to know, he said, and I thought I detected a mixture of fear and bravery in his tone. I remembered the recent buzz about Jesus wreaking havoc in the temple. We Pharisees spoke out against him. This man is one of his disciples for sure, I thought, for why else would he be defensive? I’m Nicodemus, I said simply. My garb called attention to my office, but I didn’t want to press the point. He said his name was Philip of Bethsaida and that Jesus had left town. He was lying, I could tell, but it was a protective kind of lie, so I let it pass. I told him I wanted to see Jesus and ask him some questions. Philip thought I wanted to interrogate Jesus. I explained that I was curious about Jesus’ message and wanted to know more. Philip thought I was tricking him so I could get dirt on Jesus to use against him. I remember thinking that Jesus inspired quite a bit of loyalty in his followers, an admirable trait for any leader. My curiosity started sowing the seeds of admiration.

After several tries, I finally convinced him that the other Pharisees did not send me. I was on my own. I just wanted to chat with Jesus. Philip agreed to meet me tonight around the corner from where I now sit and take me to Jesus. I think he’s being overly cautious. He wants to make sure I’m alone, to make sure I can be trusted. But if he knew how afraid I feel both to be seen going to see Jesus and actually to see Jesus, he would have no reason to doubt me.

(…to be continued.)
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