January 1, 2008

I am in Jerusalem staying at Saint Andrew’s Guest House.  Saint Andrew’s was built after World War I by the Presbyterians of Scotland to honor their soldiers who died in the Palestinian Campaign. It is nicely situated and about a fifteen-minute walk from the Wailing Wall.  I went and prayed.  I cried and cried.  I touched the wall with my hands and forehead and said over and over, “My Lord and my God.”  I prayed in tongues as others around me prayed in Hebrew.  

On the plane ride over men gathered for prayer in the aisle by the bathrooms in the afternoon and morning.  They put on their phylacteries.  For the life of me it looks like too much work.  I felt relieved I wasn’t a Jew, or at least an Orthodox one.  

I must rest.  I haven’t slept since Saturday night.  It is only 5 PM here but I will try to sleep.  I opened to Psalm 119: 135-136.  “Make your face shine upon your servant and teach me your statutes.  My eyes shed streams of tears because people do not keep your law.”  That seems to be what it is about here.  Keeping the Law.  All the observant are drawn to this place but it hasn’t brought peace.  

On the plane I met an Orthodox woman my age.  She looked much older.  She was married at sixteen and a half years of age and had seven children and now grandchildren.  Jerusalem is a special place she told me.  The look in her eyes though was weary and worn.  In front of her were a young Hasid and his wife.  He was studying Shmita, the laws concerning agriculture in the sabbatical year.  (This is the sabbatical year in Israel and there is quite a bit of controversy among the farmers how these laws should be kept, if at all.)   With euphoria he told another passenger he feels purposeful doing this work that has value for this world and the next.  I wondered just how the sabbatical laws applied to the next world.

Tomorrow I am determined to visit the Coenaculum as it is called, the Upper Room, the site of the Passover Jesus had with his disciples, his resurrection appearance on the day of his resurrection and the week following, and Pentecost.  I want a break from all of this observance of the Law.  I want to see the place of the New Commandment, “Love one another as I have loved you” (John 15: 12), and the place of his appearance when he said, “Peace be with you…Receive the Holy Spirit.” (John 20: 21f.)   Where has law upon law gotten us?  I can see why Saint Paul was of that mind and rejoiced that Christ was the end (through fulfillment) of the Law.  













