
Blog 
1 message

Petra <petra_paul.shakeshaft@ntlworld.com> Sat, 6 Feb 2016 at 07:50
To: Roger Lilley <rlilley71@gmail.com>

Tuesday. At Morning Prayer in the sunshine we prayed by name for all those on each of our
hearts. Our excellent guide, Peter had said to us the day before that this is not the Holy Land, it
is not the Land that is Holy, but the people. And yet the Land seems to retain something of the
holiness, in that, wherever we go one cannot help but wonder who has walked here, who was
healed here, who heard the voice of Jesus speak above the sound of the waves breaking on the
shore of Lake Galilee, who shared bread here? And so it was we assembled on the beach at
Tagbhar, meaning 'Seven Springs', traditionally below the place of the feeding of the five
thousand. There we found a shelter with an altar made from a huge rock where we celebrated
the Eucharist with the sound of waves lapping, the sun on our faces, the breeze stirring the
leaves and the birds overhead. We began by singing 'I,  the Lord of sea and sky ... It is I Lord ... I
will go Lord,  where you lead me.' It was not hard to imagine that it might have been on this
beach or nearby from where Jesus called those first fishermen. And later we sang 'In simple
trust like theirs, who heard beside the Syrian sea, the gracious calling of the Lord, let us like
them, without a word, rise up and follow thee.' This,of course, is the essence of pilgrimage -
there is the sense of following literally in his footsteps, tracing the journeys he made, the places
he visited and retelling his story in those places. There's also the sense that, like him, we will be
leaving Galilee and moving closer to Jerusalem and that last journey towards the Cross. We
can perhaps sense something of how hard it must have been for him to leave such a beautiful
place - to take on Jerusalem.


