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SESSION 4: “FEED MY SHEEP”

Day 5: Ignatian Meditation – Flashbacks (part 3)
For today’s flashback, I invite you first to read John 20:1-23. Then imagine with Peter reflecting on the day of Jesus’ resurrection.

As I was shutting the door, Mary Magdalene rushed up and squeezed her way into the room. “I have seen the Lord.” The others barely looked up when she burst in shouting. She looked around the room, then back at me. “He has risen from the dead,” she said.

I took a step toward her. “Just because the tomb was empty,” I began, but my voice trailed off. She backed away, and now her voice was small and wounded. “But I did see him,” she said. And I shut the door with Mary on the other side.

Sliding the bolt home, I slumped against the door and slid to the ground. Oblivious to Mary’s pounding on the door, I looked around the room. Judas was gone I counted the others. Nine, and I made ten. Someone else was missing. “Where’s Thomas,” I called out.

Philip looked up for a moment and managed a one-word response. “Gone,” he said, and he put his head back into his hands. I sat with my back to the locked door. Eventually Mary gave up her pounding. I could hear her sobbing. Inside the room, we might have been statues. I couldn’t even hear the others breathing. Hours passed and no one noticed. No one spoke. No one ate or drank. We were entombed in the locked house, alive but acting like dead men.

The ten of us were still frozen in place when evening fell. I had been staring at nothing in particular when I began counting the others again. “Eight. Nine. Ten.” I counted aloud, and then I put my finger to my own chest. “Eleven.” I leapt up and stared at the man in the center of the room. He was slowly spinning in a circle, studying each statue in turn. I looked where he was looking: at the hollow eyes, at the sunken cheeks, at the dried up streams of tears that had washed clean lines on dirty faces. Then he said, “Peace be with you.”

The words rang out, and the others began to stir. “He can’t be,” I said. The man heard me and turned to face my direction. “Peace be with you,” he said again. We were all standing now. The room, so empty a moment before, seemed full now, but not full enough for him. He gestured to me. I unbolted the lock, opened the door, and Mary, still slumped against the other side, fell into the room. I helped her to her feet. “Is he?” I whispered to her. She looked from the man to me, and she beamed at me through brimming eyes.

“As the Father sent me, so I am sending you Receive the Holy Spirit.” With these words, we leaned in, like trees bending toward the sunlight. And he exhaled a deep, cleansing breath. As he breathed out, I breathed in. I breathed in his breath, the wind of his life. His breath washed over me, into me, through me. His breath rekindled within me the faint glow of hope, turning the glow into a spark, and the spark into a flame, and the flame into a fire.
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