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Day 4: Ignatian Meditation – The Diary (part 2)
(The Samaritan Woman’s diary continues…)

One Week Later—
I feel like I’m walking two feet off the ground. His words are still ringing in my ears: If you recognized God’s gift…Will never be thirsty…Spring of water…Eternal life…Worship in spirit and truth…I Am. It has been a week, and I haven’t stopped smiling. Reuben doesn’t know what to do with me. He’s used to a melancholy old housekeeper, not some leaping, laughing blossom with more energy than she knows what to do with. I don’t understand why he’s not happy and excited like me. He met Jesus too. But the whole time, he stood in the back with his arms crossed, his eyes set squarely on his own feet, like he was intent on not hearing what Jesus was saying. I think he might be jealous. But I don’t care. I like the way I feel right now—like I was born a week ago and everything is new and bright and warm. I hope this feeling never goes away.

*	*	*

One Month Later—
Oh, diary, I don’t know what to do. I was washing dishes tonight after supper and I started singing to myself. Reuben was at the table finishing some work, and he told me to stop. I did for a few minutes, but then I started again without realizing it. And he hit me, right across the mouth. I was so shocked that I didn’t know whether to cry or scream.

(…to be continued.)
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