January 28, 2008

So, the day has arrived for me to depart Israel.  I am sitting in Ben Gurion Airport in Tel Aviv waiting for the flight.  Check-in went fairly smoothly, though I had an extra screening. They are suspicious of someone traveling alone who has been in the country for one month.  They asked if I knew Hebrew.  No.  They asked if I met anyone or knew anyone in the country.  Yes and no.  I didn’t really know Ghada’s brother but I did meet him.   They searched my luggage and wanted to know about my books and shoes and pottery.  Did I bring these things with me?  Did I pick out the pottery personally, etc.  In the end they let me pass.  All in a good cause, I suppose, this security.  At least they don’t make you take off the shoes you are wearing as they do in the U.S.

This is my thought today.  Every day arrives at a good time.  I was surprised when the day came to fly to Israel one month ago, and I am surprised the day has come to leave.  And this day is also the 30th anniversary of my ordination to the priesthood.  That really surprises me.  When I was ordained at St. Andrew’s in Murray Hill, New Jersey on this day 30 years ago, I certainly did not have this anniversary in view.  I don’t remember much about that day. Bishop Belshaw ordained me.  I wonder if he is still alive?  I haven’t heard otherwise but he must be in his 80’s.  Canon Shreve, who was my boss and Rector of St. Andrew’s, is gone.  He died a few years ago well advanced in years.  So that day comes to us all, and no doubt it is a surprise.

All of these coming and goings of days – what does it all mean?  We are powerless against it.  Who can stop the sun and the moon as they mark the course of our days?  Joshua may have stopped the sun for a few hours as the battle raged, but then things went back to normal.  When I arrived the moon was half full, and this morning it was half full again.  Twenty-eight days have passed and the moon is back to where it was before.   And so I will return to where I was before in the midst of my family and my congregation.  What else is there but to live out each day with as much enjoyment as possible?  This life is a mystery, and despite our attempts to de-mystify it, it still remains a mystery.  Only when we see God face to face will we know the mystery.  And who knows when that will be?

The ritual attempts I see among all the religions to honor the mystery, or perhaps to penetrate it, seem comical to me now in comparison to the mystery itself.  Yet, what else can we humans do, other than carry on with all of the rituals?  I suppose we should do them in all sincerity, but not take them seriously.  God himself must laugh, but with the humor of one who cares for us and delights in us.  What else can we hope for other than God’s good humor?  Perhaps we could hope for humor among ourselves so that we could laugh together, rather than fight each other.  I don’t recall anyone laughing this month in Israel.  Perhaps that is the problem.  Everyone has lost his humor.  Laugh a little.  God is. 
