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Day 5: Ignatian Meditation – The Diary (part 3)
(The Samaritan Woman’s diary continues…)

Two Months Later—
Reuben hardly talks to me anymore. He still apologizes for hitting me last month, and he thanks me for his meals, but that’s about it. Everything is civil, not familiar or loving. We eat the same supper at the same table, but we don’t eat together. I think he feels like someone stole me away from him. And he’s right, in a way. But it doesn’t have to be like this. Reuben could allow himself to be stolen, too.

*	*	*

Three Months Later—
Reuben left today. I didn’t cry. Every morning since that day three months ago, I have awoken expecting to feel differently, to feel like I did before I met Jesus, but I don’t. Reuben expected it, too. As the months passed, we realized more and more that our relationship was wrong, somehow. We were together out of convenience, not out of love or respect or even friendship. I’ve never been on my own. I’ve always had a man around. When my last husband died, Reuben and I moved in together almost immediately. But ever since I met Jesus, I have become aware that I can live on my own. I don’t need someone to complete me. I am complete in myself. That was the gift Jesus gave me. He knows me—all of me, even the parts I don’t know. When he spoke to me that day at the well, he gave me himself, which, strangely enough, gave me myself. The strength he gave me was not a crutch to lean on. It was wings to fly.
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