[image: ] SESSION 2: “GO AND WASH”

Day 5: Ignatian Meditation – Senses (part 3)
(The man’s story continues…)

I returned, rejoicing. But the day was not over. I proclaimed my healing to the leaders of the synagogue, but they had no desire to listen. They threw me out. I had nowhere to go, except back to my familiar spot in the gutter. I sat down, closed my eyes, and listened. The jingle of bells brought me no joy.

Then I smelled an earthy, sweaty, but not unpleasant odor next to me. “I’m so sorry for what happened,” I heard the resonant baritone say. I looked to my left, and Jesus was there, sitting with me in the gutter. He put his hand on my knee and looked me in the eye. “Do you believe in the Human One?”

What in my life would lead me to believe anything? I was cast out of my own family. I lived in the gutter. I had nothing. And yet – the promise, the spark, the hope danced up again from my gut. I heard myself say, “Who is he, sir? I want to believe.”

“You have seen him. In fact, he is the one speaking to you.” And the laugh that always seemed to teeter on the edge of his voice spilled out of him. I looked at him, and knew in that deep place within that he spoke the truth. “Lord, I believe.” We grasped hands, and we laughed together.

I have seen him. Not only that, I have perceived him. I have noticed the holiness in my midst. That was his gift to me, beyond my sight. They say people are born with five senses. But now I have six.
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