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SESSION 4: “I AM THE VINE”

Day 4: Ignatian Meditation – A New Branch (part 1)
For today and tomorrow, the daily email presents a pair of installments of my own Ignatian amble through the mind of another unnamed disciple of Jesus. Remember what I said two weeks ago: writing as an unnamed character is a powerful way to put yourself in the story, and I commend it to you. So imagine with me the story of a disciple, many years after the events of the Gospel, recall Jesus’ words from this week’s session.

I can’t remember everything Jesus said during those short years I was with him, and I’ve often wondered why. It has taken years of pondering, but I’ve reached a conclusion. The things he said simply were not intended for my mind to process. I never though to memorize what he said like I would have if we had been in a classroom. He was always teaching, but never in a way that made me think there was going to be a test at the end. We would be walking by a pasture and he would point to the sheep and say, “I am the good shepherd.” Or dawn’s first rays would waken us from sleep, and he would say, “I am the light of the world.” He took ordinary, everyday things and showed us his holiness, his divinity, by examining them.

I can’t remember his words, exactly, but when I see one of those things he pointed to all those years ago, I hear him within. His words are inside me, swimming around in my gut, and in those moments they leap into my heart. This is where his words reside. I never memorized them, but I do know them by heart.

Take yesterday, for instance. My daughter has just given birth to a son, my first grandson, thanks be to God. Her home is half a morning’s walk away, and I set out as soon as the breathless messenger related the joyous news. In my excitement, I hurried as quickly as I could – head down, walking as fast as these creaky old bones allow. I took in none of my surroundings. I had but two thoughts on my mind: holding this new life in my arms and making sure my daughter made it through the ordeal intact.

I arrived at midday to find my daughter reclining on her pallet with the newborn asleep on her chest, curled up, as if he were still in the womb. My son-in-law shook my hand with an air of confidence I had never seen in him before. Perhaps he’s more suited to fatherhood than I first thought. He and I…but, that’s another story.

I crept up to my daughter, not wanting to disturb the pair. “Abba? Is that you?” she said, and I knelt and put my hand on her forehead. “Yes, my darling, I’m here.”
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