
Pilgrimage to the Holy Land

Our 2016 pilgrimage to the Holy Land with St. Mary’s
was filled with wonder—before, during, and after.  I 

had never thought of going.  Steve had dreamed of going 
for years, and I didn’t know it.  When Father Andrew 
announced the opportunity, we were excited to make the 
journey together with our faith community.  

I remember our time in the Holy Land with tenderness 
and gratitude.  We experienced the beauty of flowers 
blooming on the shores of Galilee, silent prayer with the 
sunrise over the wilderness at Wadi Qelt, and the glory 
of fresh pomegranate juice.  We were blessed with deep 
enduring friendships with our fellow pilgrims, and also 
a lasting relationship with new friends at the Jerusalem 
Princess Basma Centre.  Along with the glorious wonders, 
I experienced deep wondering—the Holy Land was not as 
I’d imagined.  Our journey to Bethlehem stands out.  How 
could “the little town” of our Christmas carol be surrounded 
by a separation wall with barbed wire and graffiti?  It hurt 
my heart to see it.  I wondered where the everlasting light 
had gone.  The searching and questions were an important 
part of the journey.  Later the same day, my friend and 
fellow pilgrim Glenn and I joined the prayers in the chapel 
at St. George’s.  His silent presence in the chapel reminded 
me that God’s gentleness is with us always.  

Since our pilgrimage, the Bible stories I read and hear 
are now my story too.  I still wonder how the infinite and 
unimaginable love of God was made human in Jesus.  How 
could it be?  But now, beyond wondering, I can envision the 
places and people.  I can place myself in the crowd, full of 
hopes and fears, and watch for Jesus.  

The 2016 pilgrimage trip was moving and thought
provoking.  I’d like to share one image that hit me 

while there in the Holy Land.  The image is of Jesus, the 
man—not the icon with a halo over His head.  It was easy 
to imagine Jesus hiking up the stone-cobbled Roman road, 
conversing with his followers and questioning their world 
views with parables.  I could see him, hot and sweaty, 
looking for shade in the wilderness.  Within the walls of 
Jerusalem’s Old City, we saw, tasted, and smelled the same 
spices, fruits, and other foods Jesus and his disciples would 
have enjoyed.  Some of the clothing we saw may have been 
similar to Jesus’ colorful flowing robes.  While traveling, 
our experiences moved me to write a rhyme:

I am on a pilgrimage, another face in a crowd when I 
wondered, “did Jesus laugh out loud?” If poor old Thomas 
displayed a silly flaw would that elicit a loud cackling 
guffaw, or was such a thing forbidden under Jewish 
law? Did Peter ever give Jesus a riotous stitch by falling 
indignantly into a wet ditch and arise dripping in an irate 
snit so that Jesus simply lost it?

And those fishermen were quite a crew—James & John, 
Simon & Andrew. I bet they told a tall tale or two that’d 
get the Son of God chuckling anew. I wonder if Jesus ever 
acted the clown or played the fool? Did he ever sip too 
much wine, or guzzle a brew,  or sing out of tune with tipsy 
Bartholomew? No—he was perfect; would never…in some 
people’s view.

And how about baby Jesus--did he whine or pout? Or was 
teenage Jesus at times moody or a lout? Shirk a chore or 
mumble “let me be?” Yearn to strike out on his own to be 
free?

I wonder if I’d be surprised to see Jesus appreciate beauty 
with his eyes, or see him with a mannerism such as stroking 
his beard a little too much? Would I shake my head?  Make 
a fuss? Would I judge Jesus—the man who died for us?
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 Reflections by Cynda Tipple and Steve Corey

As St. Mary's begins planning our 2022 pilgrimage to the Holy Land (November 25th to December 6th) we 
offer poignant reflections from attendees of our pilgrimage in 2016. For more details on our upcoming 
pilgrimage please contact Cameron Merrow at cdmerrow@gmail.com). 




