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“Remove your sandals from your feet, for the place on which you are standing is holy ground.”


—EXODUS 3:5
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“The Holy Land is everywhere.”


—BLACK ELK










PROLOGUE
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The Journey


We were warned about the weather


but we made the journey anyway.


We hoped for something better


than the lost lives others led.


We were in love and we were wed


to the future, brighter days


than any we’d seen in our bleak town.


Call it hope. Each new place we found


was rich in what our old world lacked.


We heard new music we learned to play.


Once you leave you can’t go back


to the dead city blues you’d known


as a child. We braved wild wind, hard rain.


And when the weather was bad, we sang.













I
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Christ Sightings




“For Christ plays in ten thousand places.”


—GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS, “As Kingfishers Catch Fire”








The Storm Chaser




The Mount of Beatitudes


October 16, 2019


7 AM





Running along the Sea of Galilee,


I see you in your boat, tall brown


man that you are, standing in the prow,


arms raised in supplication to the skies,


wind-whipped tunic blowing wild & high


as the waves that have paralyzed your friends,


who have hit the deck and now lie prone


on the sodden wood, dumb as stone


and waiting for what surely is the end,


so low in the boat I can’t even see them.


You alone are all might, pure motion


in the shape of a god, this small ocean


no match for your infinite love—for them,


for the sky, for the sea. And, yes, even for me.








The Thief




“Jesus … turned around in the crowd and said ‘Who touched my garments?’” —Mark 5:31


Encounter Chapel, Magdala





When she touched him she stole his fire,


woman Prometheus who wouldn’t take


No for an answer. She was bold


and full of blood, despised creature


who crept along the edges of


the swollen crowd, when she spied gold,


bore her broken body to the sun


center of the Lord’s pulsing love.


Call it a miracle it took two to make.


Call it a Reverse Midas Moment.


But tell it true and tell it blunt.


Her sudden bout of faith. Her long torment.


Her taking what her old god would not give.


Long after his dying she would live.








The Mount of Olives




“And the Scribes & Pharisees brought unto him a woman taken in adultery.”


—John 8:3





I know this much. She didn’t speak.


Women are never believed when they do.


She stood up to be judged. Didn’t seek


mercy from those men. She knew they’d kill her, do


what they wanted to do or not. Depending on one man


they wanted to snare in their net


webbed and woven of half-true lies.


Deciding who lives and who dies


blood sport to them, but not Him.


He bent down and wrote in the sand


their names and beside them each one’s sins,


each daily failing, each man’s debt.


One by one the sinners left.








Ichthys at the Jordan




The West Bank, Palestine





We waded into those easy waters


like children in search of a blessing.


Tiny fish flashed and gathered,


nipped our feet, a strange welcoming.


It was as if they’d been waiting


for us, knew we had been following


from sea to sea to see the Fisher King.


While we waded we wondered


if they greeted you, too,


as John poured the Jordan on your


bare head. That moment you were sure


who you were, was the sky this blue,


the sun this warm, the water this sweet,


fish gathering and flashing at your feet?








Lazarus




Bethany, Palestine





Deep beneath the street we found you.


The passage narrow, the stairway steep.


A space barely big enough to


stand in, let alone lie. The rock


walls thick, the ceiling low. We ducked


and still hit our heads. Tiny Lazarus.


Your story bigger than you and us.


Four feet tall, ten feet underground.


I could not help but wonder


how you heard your name, the women weep,


life come knocking at death’s cold door,


you fast trapped and fast asleep.


Christ’s call so loud, such a surprise,


what could you do but wake and rise?








A Song for Gethsemane


A rose blooms in Gethsemane


in the grass where you wept.


Far from their home in Galilee


your fisher friends slept.


High above the olive trees


the moon floated her love.


The whole garden grieved


with you, nightingale & dove.


The child your mother once conceived


and raised in Nazareth


brought to weep & brought to bleed,


endure a lonely death.


Here amid the garden’s gloom


your blood and tears still bloom.








Via Dolorosa




“Station Five, Chapel of St. Simon of Cyrene: To the right of the lintel in the corner of the wall at shoulder height is a smooth stone with a hollow where Jesus supposedly placed his hand when he stumbled while carrying the cross.”


—The Skeptic’s Guide to The Holy Land





Put your hand in my side, Christ said


to Thomas. I put my hand in


the hole in the wall. It was just


the size of a suffering man’s,


it was just the size of my sin.


I faltered, too. I did not trust


the stone or flesh. Both men are dead.


But in this place I felt our hands
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