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Day 3: Ignatian Meditation – Anticipation (part 1)
For today, tomorrow, and the next day, the daily email presents three installments of my own Ignatian wandering into the mind of Nicodemus. (Remember, he’s my favorite character in our Unusual Gospel). So imagine with me the thoughts of the Pharisee Nicodemus in the moments before he arrives for conversation with Jesus. (See John 3:1-10 for a refresher.)

I’ve been sitting in this doorway for half an hour. Every few minutes I stand up, turn one way or another, take a step, retreat, and then sit down again.

One way leads back—back to my home, my work, my calling to be a Pharisee and a leader of my people; back to the life I have built for myself, the life I have known day in and day out for decades; back to the same assurances, the same conversations I have had again and again. I’m not going to lie—I like it. I like the predictability: I like knowing what people are going to say before they say it. There’s never a new problem to be solved, just the same ones that perennially crop up. There’s never something we cannot explain or interpret or analyze. People come to us because we have the answers.

The other way leads forward—forward to a house a few blocks away; forward to a conversation with a man in the room upstairs in that house; forward because some vestigial curiosity awoke in me today, a curiosity that I thought long dissolved from years of neglect. I felt it today—a twinge behind my breastbone. The twinge became a thump, the thump a beat. I could feel my heart beating: TUB-thp, TUB-thp, TUB-thp, growing faster by the minute! My heart responded to the words I heard as I passed by him—Jesus of Nazareth—with a group of my colleagues. We did our best to show our disdain by walking briskly by and talking with loud voices about the weather or some such common thing. But I heard him. I couldn’t help it. His words—how should I put it—penetrated me, like a sword through my gut. People come to us because we have all the answers. But in that moment when I heard his words, I realized I had, in all my years as an expert in various matters, forgotten how to ask questions.

(…to be continued.)
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