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SESSION 2: “GO AND WASH”

Day 3: Ignatian Meditation – Senses (part 1)
For today, tomorrow, and the next day, the daily email presents three installments of my own Ignatian impression of the man born blind. Before reading it, I invite you to check out the rest of Chapter 9, especially the end. Then imagine with me the story of the man born blind, as told from his own perspective.

They say people are born with five senses. I was born with four. My sister used to tell me that my eyes were brown flecked with gold, but such words were meaningless to me. She meant them as a comfort, and I love her for that, for hers was the only comfort I ever received. When I was thirteen my parents decided they would rather have a beggar son than a blind one. They threw me out of their home, and I landed in the gutter. And in the gutter I stayed.

I was born with four senses, but then I was reduced to three. No one touches a beggar. My sister came by at first; she would hold my hand, sneak me food. But when our parents found out, they forbade her contacting me. After that, my only human contact came from the jostle of crowds or the occasional strike of a bully.

After a few weeks living on the street, my senses were reduced to two. No sight. No touch. No taste. When I did manage to scrape together the odd bite of food, it slipped past my tongue too quickly for any pleasure.

And what I would’ve given for my sense of smell to be taken away. I had two senses left, and one of them assaulted me with the refuse of the gutter. I reeked, as well, truth be told. No. All I had left was my hearing.

(…to be continued)
	Copyright © 2014 by Abingdon Press 
All rights reserved.


image1.jpeg
suCae UNUSUAL
s HEALINGS

ADAM THOMA





