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SESSION 2: “GO AND WASH”

Day 4: Ignatian Meditation – Senses (part 2)
(The man’s story continues…)

I was born with four senses. But years living on the streets reduced me to one. The jingle of bells, the hoarse haggling from the vendors’ stalls, the laughter of children playing in the streets – this constant chorus was my only solace. I would make up stories about the voices I heard, the snatches of conversation. I listened. I begged for food or money, but their voices were all most people gave me.

On a day of no particular consequence, I heard a new voice. It was coming from close by, a resonant baritone, which seemed always to be poised on the edge of a laugh. By the time I realized he and his companions were talking about me, I could sense him squatting in front of me, closer than anyone had gotten since my sister’s last, forlorn visit. He had an earthy, sweaty smell, but it wasn’t unpleasant. I could feel his breath on my skin.

“While I am in the world, I am the light of the world,” he whispered to me. The words should have rung as hollow as my sister’s well-meaning description of my gold-fleck eyes; what does a blind man know of light, after all? But they didn’t. The words danced in my mind, a promise, a spark. Hope.

I felt his hands cup my cheeks. They were coarse, but gentle. With his thumb, he spread mud on my eyes. “Go, wash in the pool of Siloam,” he said. I went.

I sprang into the pool and tasted the coolness of the water on my tongue. I washed not just my eyes, but my whole body. I scrubbed away the muck of years in the gutter. I scrubbed away the memory of my parents’ selfishness. I scrubbed away until all that was left was me – the me that the man, Jesus, saw when he looked at the blind beggar in the gutter. And when I was done, I saw myself, as well.

(…to be continued)
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