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Day 3: Ignatian Meditation – The Diary (part 1)
For today, tomorrow, and the next day, the daily email presents three installments of my own Ignatian attempt to understand the impact over a several month period of Jesus’ encounter with the Samaritan. So imagine with me select diary entries of the Samaritan woman from her life after meeting Jesus. (See John 4:4-42 for a refresher.)

That Night—
I can’t even begin to describe what happened today. I feel like my whole world has changed. I feel like everything is different and new. I wish I had the words to explain it. It started as such a normal day: I made breakfast for Reuben before he went off to work. I tidied up, hung some clothes on the line and then went to the well.

And there was this strange man sitting there. He looked like he had dozed off under the baking hot sun. I tiptoed around him, but he woke up when my bucket splashed into the well water. Then he asked me for a drink! I didn’t know what to say. First, he was Jewish, and second a man. He wasn’t supposed to talk to me or I to him. But something in his voice made me listen. He drank great gulps and poured the rest of the bucket over his face. Then he started talking again—about wonderful, mysterious things that I don’t quite understand, but I know in my heart are true. I asked for the water he offered me, not realizing at first that he was speaking of something so much greater than regular old water.

He asked me to go and get my husband. I answered truthfully enough, but somehow he saw right through my effort to conceal my current relationship. He was a prophet for sure! That’s why his words made such an impact on me. I remembered an argument I heard often in the streets about worship and asked him to clarify it. But rather than repeating one tired side or the other, he spoke new words of such wisdom and grace that I was enthralled. The only thing I could think to say was that I knew the Messiah was coming. And then it happened. It’s him. This man who I met at the well is the Messiah!

I dropped my bucket and raced back to town to tell everyone. All I could think to say was this man knew who I was after a talk that lasted less time than it takes for me to draw water. Everyone followed me back, and he spoke to them with the same mesmerizing power. He’s still here now in our town. His presence—I don’t know how to put it—I feel like I’m standing in the middle of a miracle.

(…to be continued.)
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