


The 1970’s were a turbulent time in the Holy Land. But for some reason, it was toward the end of that 
decade that my mother felt a strong sense that she needed to visit Israel. She had recently attended a 
Faith Alive Conference at our church and had experienced what many describe as a “mountain top” 
experience. Her Rheumatoid Arthritis went into remission and the doctors could not explain the 
reason. A suspected uterine tumor that had been clear to doctors on x-ray was not found upon surgery, 
and the depression that had plagued her for months had lifted. To make a long story short, my mother 
had been touched by God and felt the need to immerse herself in Jesus’ footprints so that she could 
fully understand the grace that she had been given. 
  

My grandfather, on the other hand, had no use for world travel and after watching Walter Cronkite 
on the Nightly News for years, could not fathom any mother taking such a risk. While he was a man 
of faith, he was adamant that she not go. And even though she knew that his fear was born of love, the 
trip was a source of much angst. Since I was but a teenager, no one bothered to ask me how I felt... but 
I suspect I would have come down firmly on the side of my cautious grandfather. His fear was palpable 
and even though I couldn’t comprehend why, I became fearful as well. 
  

Always an independent woman, my mother found a Christian travel agency which offered a two-
week tour of the Holy Land that included a short side trip into Jordan. They assured her of  their 
emphasis on safety, but also made it clear that the trip was not without risk. Making the decision to 
take a trip to Israel alone was almost unheard of during this era, but my mother was not to be denied. 
She was going alone — she booked the trip and left home not knowing a soul in her tour group, By 
the end of the trip she had made a number of  new friendships she maintained throughout her life.  
 

In retrospect, it was a defining journey. Her strong faith found new depths through her walk in Jesus’ 
footsteps and ultimately, it helped define her calling for the second half of her life. Upon her return, 
she used the revelations she experienced in Israel in an unofficial ministry that was an inspiration to the 
people she encountered in her life as a social worker and church leader. I’m not sure I completely 
appreciated all the ways in which her strengthened faith touched people until her funeral. But as 
person after person came forward to speak about how her embodiment of Christ’s love, her strength as 
a servant leader, or her devotion to prayer for them in times of need, I learned that the journey she 
embarked upon when I was a child was a catalyst for her.  She could not have known the full impact 
her trip would ultimately have,  but she surely felt a very strong call to willingly accept the inherent 
risks of defying my grandfather (her father-in-law), denying the power of her own fears (not to 
mention her young daughter’s selfish tears), and accepting the possibility that it was within the realm 
of possibilities that she could be a statistic of the violence so common against tourists in Israel at that 
time. But God was calling her to go. And it mattered. Funny how it is often only in hindsight that we 
see the undeniable impact of God in our lives.  
  

When Frank Granger and I sat down to flesh out the details of this edition of Renderings, it was 

obvious that we should focus on the Journeys through Luke theme that has been central to 
congregational learning throughout the seasons of Advent, Epiphany, and Lent. We reached out to 
members of the congregation who have traveled to Bethlehem, through Galilee and on to Jerusalem. 
Like my mother, their journeys made an impact on their faith and life.  
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Dallas Cannady spent some time with me discussing his 
memories of the FBC trip to the Holy Land. He  
was almost at a loss for words to describe how much it 

impacted his faith. Dallas explained it to me like this: “It 
is one thing to read the stories in the Bible. I’d done that 
all my life. But when I went to Israel. I actually walked 
in the places that Jesus had walked. It makes you see the 
Bible through new eyes.” 
  

One day that stood out for Dallas was visiting the 
Garden Tomb believed by many to be the place of Jesus’ 
burial and resurrection. “We celebrated communion at 

the tomb before we went in,” Dallas said. “We had these 

little wooden cups that we could keep. It was all so 
breathtaking to think about what had taken place 2000 
years ago. Here I was, a kid from Georgia, having 
communion at the entrance to Jesus’ tomb.” 
  

Every year at Easter, Dallas says he thinks about that 
tomb. “I relate to the Bible stories better than I used to. I 

feel strong emotions when I think about standing right 
there where Jesus had been laid. I think it is about the 
strongest emotion that a person could have.”  
 

 

Another reason the trip held a lot of  emotion for Dallas 
is that he had hoped to make that trip with his wife. “It is 
definitely something that I wish I could have shared 
with my wife. She had died just 14 months prior.  We 
had planned to go together.”  
  

Dallas is not alone in his  strong emotions and vivid 
memories from his journey through the Holy Land. In 
this edition of Renderings, writers will share memories 

and photographs of their trip. I am grateful to each one 
for sharing so much of themselves.  Little did I know 
that this professional project would take me on a 
personal journey as well, bringing back memories that I 
had all but forgotten. What struck me the most is how 
each traveler had the courage to not only travel in Jesus’ 
footsteps, but also allow the experiences to shape their 
faith upon their return.   
 

The intent of this magazine is to encourage you to think 
a little deeper and reflect upon your own journey of 
faith. And if we are very fortunate, the hope is that 
Easter can be just a little more meaningful to you for 
having joined us on the Journeys in Luke.  

“It is one thing to read the stories in 
the Bible.  I’d done that all my life.  
But when I went to Israel. I actually 
walked in the places that Jesus had 
walked.  It makes you see the Bible 
through new eyes..”  

—Dallas Cannady 
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 By: The Rev. Dr. Joel Snider, Interim Minister 

I had been in the ministry for more than 30 years when I first had the 
opportunity to go to Israel. For years I had read commentaries and looked at 
maps in my Bible. I thought I had a good perspective on the Holy Land and its 
implications for understanding Scripture. The land, however, provided several 
surprising revelations. Here are two of them. 

 

My first surprise happened on our first day, when the guide told us we would 
start at Mt. Arbel. All the tour members were pastors. The only ones in the 
group who knew of Mt. Arbel had been to Israel before. Eager to get on with 
the trip, I was frustrated to begin at a place not mentioned in the Bible. 
 

Mt. Arbel is located on the Northwest corner of the Sea of Galilee. Along with 
another ridge, it forms a valley that begins in higher elevations and slopes down 
to the lakeside. Jesus likely walked through that valley from Nazareth to the 
Capernaum area.   

 

After unloading from the bus, we walked to the visitor’s area overlooking the 
lake. The guide pointed to a village not far below us. It was Magdala, Mary’s 
home. Just beyond it, rising from the north shore was the Mount of the 
Beatitudes, the traditional site for the Sermon on the Mount. Not ten miles 

further along the shore was Capernaum. Just north of there was Bethsaida. 
Beyond the pair of villages, we could see the Golan Heights in Syria visible 
through the haze.   
 

I was shocked at the small size of the area around the lake. By comparison, 

Clarke County is larger than the region around the Sea of Galilee where Jesus 
centered his ministry before the journey to Jerusalem. Much larger. From the 

tiny pocket of land visible from Mt. Arbel, the message of an itinerant rabbi 
spread to every continent. I knew this fact in my mind, but when I saw it for 
myself, the spread of the gospel shocked me.   
 

The next day I had my second revelation when we took the required boat trip 
on the Sea of Galilee. We saw many of the same sights we had seen from Mt. 
Arbel, only now we viewed them from the lake. At one point the skipper 
stopped the boat in order for us to have a brief Bible study. The water was like 

glass, with hardly a ripple on the surface. After a peaceful study, the boat 
restarted and took us to a kibbutz on the eastern shore for lunch. As soon as we 

finished our meal, a few of us went out to stand on a seawall beside the lake. The 

wind was up, making my pants flap uncomfortably. Looking from my pants to 
the water, I saw white caps covering the lake.   
 



Some of my Bible study came back to me as I recalled 
the story in which the storm arises suddenly, casting the 
disciples into fear. I looked at a pastor friend beside me 
and asked, “What if we had set out rowing to the other 
side an hour ago?”   
 

He looked at me as the same realization dawned on 

him. “We’d never make it now,” he said. “I’d be in a 

panic.”    

 

I saw the scene from the gospels with new eyes. These 
men who made a living from the lake, these men who 
spent hours a day on the water, were caught by surprise. 
They recognized serious trouble. Awakening Jesus, they 
asked, “Master, don’t you care that we perish?” The 
storm was life-threatening.   
 

 

 

Standing beside the lake, the gospel account became 
more than a nice story about trusting Jesus to calm the 
waters of life. It became more than a metaphor. Lives 
were in the balance. Men with rough hands, strong 
backs, and lots of experience feared for their lives. And 
Jesus said, “Peace. Be still.”  After the wind died down 

and the water calmed, Mark describes their reactions. His 

Greek is redundantly emphatic. The literal translation of 
the disciples’ reaction is, “They feared a giant fear.” Jesus’ 
power alarmed them more than the storm. “What kind 

of man is this?” they asked. To follow this man was not 
for the faint hearted.   

 

I wondered then, as I wonder now: do we underestimate 

the power of Christ to change things? Do we 

shortchange the power of Christ to see us through. I fear 
that I do. Do we understand who we follow and his 

power? I fear we don’t.   



By: Helen Mills 
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knew immediately that I wanted to go. What an 
opportunity – to travel with fellow FBC members 

and our pastor. I was also thrilled that Milton would 
travel this journey with me and that we could share 
the experiences, impressions, and faith-building 
together. This trip was particularly meaningful 
because we would be traveling and then returning 
early in the season of Lent and Easter. So we were 
literally experiencing the paths of Jesus as they 
unfolded in scripture!   
 

Each day included a devotion led by pastors from the 
three churches traveling together and ended with a 
group gathering that brought the day’s observations 
more into focus. As tired as we all would be, the 

evening gatherings were meaningful reflections. 
 

There are too many of those experiences and 
impressions to capture in one telling, or even 
multiple tellings. The size of the country is so small 
and yet holds so much history meaningful to 
multiple religions. The countryside could be very 
rugged or lush with large fields of crops. As I look 
back on this trip, every day revealed more details — 

churches built upon churches, archaeological 
revelations so closely tied to the scriptures, grandeur 
as well as humble beginnings highlighted by 
Bethlehem. I’ll share three times out of many that 
contributed to my faith journey. And yes, the 
journey included the certitude of Jesus’s life. That we 
didn’t read “just good stories” in scripture, but that 
God truly did place Jesus on earth for us to learn, 
love, and cherish as God instructed us through him. 
 

First, the Ancient Galilee Boat, also known as the 

Jesus Boat, is an ancient fishing boat from the 1st 
century AD, discovered in 1986 on the north-west 

shore of the Sea of Galilee in Israel.The remains of 

the boat, 27 feet long, 7.5 feet wide and with a 
maximum preserved height of 4.3 feet, first appeared 
during a drought, when the waters of the Sea 
(actually a great fresh-water lake) receded. 
 

 

The Galilee Boat is important to Jews and Christians. 
For Jews it is an example of the type of boat used by 
their ancestors in the 1st century for both fishing and 
transportation across the lake. Before the discovery 
of this boat, only references made by Roman authors, 
the Bible and mosaics had provided archaeologists 
insight into the construction of these types of vessels.  
 

For Christians, the boat has significance because this 
was the type of boat used by Jesus and his disciples, 
several of whom were fishermen. Trying to visualize 
12 disciples plus Jesus piled into this type of boat was 
challenging! Imagining a storm tossing it about was 
not. While there is no evidence connecting this 
particular boat to Jesus or his disciples, the 
confirmation of scripture was assuring. 
 

Next was The Garden Tomb. This is a site of 

Christian worship and witness located in the heart of 
historic Jerusalem, just outside the Old City walls. 
Within this garden there are several points of 
interest, including an ancient Jewish tomb which 
many believe is the site of Jesus of Nazareth’s burial 
and resurrection. 

 

In order to preserve and maintain this special site, the 
grounds of the garden were purchased in 1894 by 
The Garden Tomb (Jerusalem) Association, a 
charitable trust based in the United Kingdom. The 
association is comprised of people from a variety of 
denominational and national backgrounds, united by 
this message of the death, burial and resurrection of 
Jesus Christ. The site is maintained by volunteers 
that come from around the globe and join a team of 
local Palestinians and Israelis. 

 

We paused for communion before entering the 
chamber where Jesus may have been laid.  The 
serenity of this location contrasted sharply with the 
Church of the Holy Sepulcher, the location more 
widely thought to be the site where Jesus was 
crucified and buried. I much preferred the Garden 
Tomb as it was more reverent and reflected “the 

peace that passes all understanding” that Jesus’s life 
brought to us. 



 

 

And last, The Sacred Pit.  I can’t quite describe the horror I felt when first seeing the underground pits near the 
House of Caiaphas, the location of the second trial of Jesus intended to gather evidence for the full council hearing.  
Where did Jesus spend the night after these trials? I had never, ever, considered that question. And then we were 
exposed to the underground pits. The early Christians believed that Jesus was imprisoned here. 
 

A prisoner in this time was often detained by tying a rope around his chest and lowering him into a pit or cistern 
until his toes just touched the floors. The pit was generally 12 feet or so underground and the opening around 3 
feet or so. Most of the prisoner’s weight would have been born by the rope causing tremendous pain. The pit 
would have been pitch dark. Psalm 88 is referenced as a foretelling of this (verse 6: You have thrown me into the 
lowest pit, into the darkest depths). Imagine too that the prisoner would have then been lifted out in the same way! 
My breath was taken, my stomach churned. It was a moment of pure despair that has not left me as I relive that 
moment. What utter isolation, possibly even more so than the Garden of Gethsemane since there would not have 
been any light whatsoever. As many have experienced the loneliness of the night, when there was no light (or 
seemingly hope), so too did Jesus in yet another connection to his understanding of what we experience. 
 

These three moments are highlights, but there are so many more. Among them: to walk in a somewhat newly 
excavated House of David or the mountain top of Masada only rediscovered in 1828; to float in the Dead Sea and 
learn of its shrinking and precarious existence; the Old City and the view of the Rock of the Dome across the 
Kedron Valley. The final highlight is to have experienced the trip at all. I want to go back, to pay more attention 
to each location, to read the scriptures more closely and link them more with what I am seeing. One trip is like 
drinking from the fire hose! Thank you FBC and fellow travelers. 



Traveling to the Holy Land changed my life, my 
faith, how I read scripture and how I view the 
world. I think Elizabeth Eidson describes it best 

when she says, “I used to read the bible in black 
and white, but now I read it in color.” Everything 
comes alive and takes on new meaning when you 
walk where Jesus walked—from the lush color of 

the Galilee to the deserted stomping grounds of 
John the Baptist; from the mount of Jesus’ 
temptation to the power of Jerusalem. It all just 
makes sense! In trying to melt it down into what 
meant the most, I will describe both an experience 
and a general impression that stays fresh within me 
some five years after our trip. 
 

The actual location of Jesus’ crucifixion and tomb 
of burial is a long debated argument, and if you 
travel to Jerusalem you will likely be shown two 
sites considered to be the possible location of 
“Golgatha.” The site acknowledged by most  
biblical scholars is the place where the Church of 
the Holy Sepulchre now stands, and we certainly 
spent some meaningful time there. But just on the 
outside of the other end of the old city is another 
site called the Garden Tomb.  

 

Though we cannot know for certain where Jesus 
was laid to rest on Good Friday, this is a first 
century tomb with a large stone that definitely 
appears exactly as the place we read in scripture, 
located just by a strangely shaped hill. It is 
surrounded by beautiful gardens and benches that 
allow for group gatherings, makeshift worship 
services, and moments of prayer and 
contemplation. Whether or not it was the resting 
site for our Lord on Good Friday, we do not know. 
But I will tell you that it is strangely peaceful and 
incredibly holy. It is a place that allows you to 
touch and see what that day must have looked like, 
and it allows for a more solemn contemplation of 
the death, burial, and resurrection of our Lord. 

 

It was about midway through our trip when we 
visited the Garden Tomb, where Paul and other 

leaders had planned to have a small communion 
service. He asked me that morning to help him 
serve communion, so I was prepared to do so. One 
of the most striking memories of being there was 
observing the other pilgrim groups who were 
gathered for small moments of worship.  
 

We observed the word being proclaimed in many 
diLerent ways, we heard “Amazing Grace” being 
sung in languages we did not know; we were 
beginning to glimpse the breadth and depth and 
height of the gospel. After we had our chance to 
walk through the tomb and take our quiet places 
along the benches, Paul led us in scripture and a 
few words of meditation and prayer. Then we 
stood with bread and wine to allow our group 
from Athens and Cornelia to come and take 

communion there in that holy place.  
 

But an unusual thing happened during our time 
together. A perfect stranger wandered up and sat 
just behind our group. She listened to our small 
service and when the time came, we signaled to her 
so that she would know she was welcome to take 

communion with us. I’ll never forget what it meant 
to look into the eyes of a complete stranger and 
say, “Sister, this is the blood of Christ, shed for 
you.” I don’t know what country she was from, 
how she worshipped Jesus, if she spoke my 
language, nor did I learn her name — but there was 

a oneness that we shared in that moment made 

possible only through the body and blood of Jesus 
Christ. It is a moment I hope I never forget, and it 
leads me to reflect on my final impression of my 
time in Israel. 
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By: Jennifer Baxley 

in that Holy Place 



The most oL-putting thing when you first arrive in the Holy Land is the amount of people you have to 
work through to see anything. It is easy to become frustrated and irritated because you just want to have that 
moment to reflect on the experiences of Christ without the bother of the crowds. However, if you allow it, 
there comes a moment when you step back and realize that this is the great beauty of the trip as well.  
 

Once I made peace with the crowds, I began fully to recognize the power and reach of the gospel. Friends, 
more than two millennia later, people of all walks, from all places, all ethnicities, all understandings and 
worship preferences — they are all still coming. They are coming just like me to walk down those narrow 
church steps in Bethlehem for a brief chance to place my hands where the baby Jesus lay. They are coming 
to dip their fingertips, or perhaps their whole bodies, into the Jordan River. They are coming to walk down 
the Via Dolorosa, to step on those first century stones, pushing through the crowds—some of them carrying 
large crosses to further understand the walk of Jesus. They are coming to see Nazareth and the Sea of Galilee 
and the Mount of the Beatitudes and the Garden of Gethsemane. They are coming to breathe that air and to 
be close to the same Lord that I long to be close to, and in that image is the power and the reach of the life of 
Christ. 

 

In some ways, to arrive in the Holy Land is to feel like you are finally home. I can’t wait to be back home 
again someday. It is a place and an experience that I hold close in my heart and spirit. I will be forever 
grateful for the opportunity. 
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By: Julie Jenkins 

When we first arrived in Israel, we drove to a hotel 

in Tiberias which was on the Sea of Galilee (or Lake 
of Tiberias or Lake of Galilee as some people call it). 
It was dark when we arrived in Tiberias so it was 

morning before I could see the beautiful Sea of 
Galilee. That first day we spent most of our time on 
or around the lake.  

 

We went up on the hill where Jesus gave the 
Sermon on the Mount. I stood in that area and 

reflected on what it would have been like to be there 

over 2000 years ago. There was a lovely church at 
the top and a beautiful garden with a pathway lined 
with stones quoting the Beatitudes. The views of the 
Sea of Galilee were spectacular. Close by there was 
another church that had left the rock exposed where 
Jesus fed the 5,000 from 5 loaves of bread and 2 little 
fish.  

 

We soon traveled 

to Capharnaum 
that was not far 

and still on the 

lake. We did not 

walk there like 

Jesus and the 
disciples did, but I 
kept wanting 
someone to pinch 
me because I 

couldn’t believe I 

was actually where Jesus had walked. As we entered 
Capharnaum there was a doorway with a sign that 
read “Capharnaum: The Town of Jesus”. As we 
know from reading the bible, Jesus was accepted in 
his adoptive hometown with open arms not like his 
real hometown of Nazareth.  

 

We saw what was left of Peter’s mother-in-law’s 

home below a newer structure. There was a statue of 

Peter that read at the bottom: Thou art Peter and upon 
this rock I will build my church. (Matthew 16:18) In 
the town there was the remains of a church that was 

built in the late 4th century AD, “White Synagogue,” 
built upon the remains of the “Synagogue of Jesus.” 

Actually, everywhere we went there were churches 
built on top of previous churches. Even the cave, 
where Jesus was born is now inside a church. 
 

For lunch, we were treated to a fish dinner at a 

kibbutz that was right on the water. We sat outside 
on a porch overlooking the Sea of Galilee. We were 
served St. Peter’s fish along with a salad and French 
fries. The waiter asked me if I wanted the fish served 

head on or head oL?  I went with the head removed.  

After lunch we took a boat ride on the Sea of 

Galilee. It was a perfect day with no storms in sight. 
I could have stayed out there all afternoon.     
 

After our boat ride we drove through the mountains. 
On the other side we were able to see some of the 

countryside of Jordan. The road was very steep and 
curvy and those of us riding in the back were a little 
scared. However, we realized our driver probably 
did this every day. He pointed out some bunkers 
that were used during the war. When we started 
back down and were getting close to the water our 
guide pointed out the hillside where Jesus cast the 
demons out of the men into the pigs. I just imagined 
seeing those pigs running down the hill into the 
lake. 

 

Before we headed back to our hotel in Tiberias we 

stopped at a museum along the harbor. There was a 
boat on display that had been excavated in 1986 
from the bottom of the Sea of Galilee deep in mud. 
They believe it was 2000 years old and was the type 
of boat that Jesus and the disciples used. They did 
not say it was the boat Jesus rode on —  but we all 

felt that it had to be the one. 

 

I am so thankful I had the opportunity to go to Israel 
and would love to go again. I will never look at 
things the same. It brought on a whole new 
meaning of what it means to follow Christ.  And just 
think — we walked along the same paths Jesus did. 
Thank you God for sending your only Son to save 
us from our sins.  



Five years ago I went to Israel, looking for the footprints 
of Jesus. In Galilee, I found them. I fell in love with 
Galilee from the first morning we were there, when I 
looked out the hotel room window and saw the Sea of 

Galilee sparkling in the sun.   
 

The terrain of Galilee seems less changed from the time 
of Jesus' earthly life than the other parts of Israel do. In 
an untamed section of a nature preserve that we saw later 
that first day, I saw, among the shrubby, natural growth, 
a fig bush with little green figs. The land is hilly, sloping 
down to the Sea of Galilee in a natural bowl. Since this 

sea is the primary source of fresh water for the entire 
nation, the government protects it from pollution. There 
is no industry on its shores. The waters lap against the 
shore, just as they must have done 2,000 years ago. In a 
museum by the Sea, we saw the hull of an ancient 
fishing boat which had been preserved in mud at the 
bottom of the Sea. It has been found through carbon 
dating to be as old as the time of Jesus.   
 

I could imagine Jesus sitting on a hillside, teaching 
multitudes of people who had come to hear him. One 
such hill is crowned with the Church of the Beatitudes. 

Obviously, this is thought to be the scene of Jesus' 
Sermon on the Mount. I confess to wishing it were still 
a simple hill, covered only in the sparse grass native to 
Galilee. I would have liked to sit on the grass and read 
the Sermon on the Mount. We found it to be like this 

throughout Israel: on the most sacred sites, elaborate 
churches have been built. Paul pointed out that 
Christians have been worshiping in these places for 
centuries. This is a reminder that there is a great chain of 
believers, stretching from the twenty-first century all the 
way back to Jesus' disciples.          
 

On the very shore of the Sea of Galilee is the ancient 
fishing town of Capernaum, where Saint Peter's home is 
located. Archeologists have uncovered the foundation of 
this home, where Jesus stayed with Peter's family at 
times. (A modern church is built over it, but there is a 
glass floor where pilgrims like us could look through and 
see the house.) Adjacent, are the ruins of a synagogue. It 
does not date back to the first century, but often 
synagogues were rebuilt on the same site, time after 
time.  Jesus may well have taught in that place.   
 

Near this, we had the pleasure of taking a boat ride on 
the Sea of Galilee. There were no storms that day, just a 

gently rocking boat ride on beautiful water under a clear 
blue sky. Not far away is the town of Nazareth. Being 
there and later going to Bethlehem, far south and to the 
east, gave me real appreciation of that diNcult journey 
that Mary made with Joseph, just before Jesus was born.  
The distance is great, in places the terrain is rough—and 

they did not have the advantage of paved roads.   
 

Our journey was to culminate in Jerusalem, and, frankly, 
I dreaded it. Jesus' crucifixion is too painful, too terrible 
to understand. The day came when we were to follow 
the steep, narrow way of the cross. Up we walked, 
between rows of shops with their merchandise hanging 
like flags out over the street. I could imagine Jesus, after 
the horrors of Thursday night and early Friday morning, 
being forced to make his painful way up that path. Then 
came the moment that made it real to me. Our guide, 
Eddie, showed us a paving stone—flat, slate-like, 

rectangular, and slightly smaller than a card table—which 

dates from the time of Jesus. It was hard, unrelenting. I 

could feel in my heart what it would be like for a human 
being to fall down on that. This is tiny, compared to all 
that Jesus endured, but it is humanly understandable. I 
could understand and shed tears and think, “How could 

they?” Here were Jesus' footprints once more.     
In the peaceful beauty outside the Garden Tomb, Paul 
led us in a very meaningful communion service. 
Jerusalem had been exactly where I needed to finish my 
journey in the Holy Land.   
 

During the five years since that trip, I have read the 
Bible diLerently. Touching the earth, looking at the 
plants, feeling the air, and seeing the light particular to 
the Holy Land have changed the way I hear the words of 
the Bible. I will be forever grateful for this journey.   

By: Elizabeth Eidson Looking  for the Footprints of Jesus 
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