
 

 

My Reflections on the ‘Pilgrimage’ to Palestine. 
 
First of all a huge word of gratitude to the SACC for putting together a delegation to participate in 
the commemoration of the history of all forms of occupation of the land of the Palestinians and of 
the oppression of the palestininas as such. 
 
Bishop Siwa served us very well as Head of Delegation and kept us focussed when our emotions 
and outrage got the better of our fragile souls.  
 
Nothing, but nothing could have prepared me for the horror of the occupation, the level of the 
dehumanising of Palestinians, the courage of the few Jews who work for seek and peace a 
peaceful solution, the intensity of the despair and the superhuman expectation and hope of an 
oppressed, ‘un-landed’ suffocating, compressed community of Hopers/the Hopeful. 
 
I had the opportunity to cross over into Jordan and to stand on Mount Nebo. Before this trip, I 
would have had a theology that spoke to the fulfilment of God’s promise that the Israelites would 
reach the promised land. My Mt Nebo theology says something else now…. whose land were 
these people of God going to occupy? Zionist Theology bases itself on the claim that the God of 
Israel, who we read into our own theologies, had given them the land. And now, in this day and 
age, the disjuncture continues with the return of the Zionists and the majority of Israelis to the land 
of the Canaanites, (later the Palestinian people). 
 
Our primary task was to listen and to find the relevant responses to the Palestinian Christians’ 
supplication for help in their despair.  This is all spelt out in the Open Letter which had in the end, 
received much support. We only needed to listen for a short while to know that the situation was 
way beyond the repression and oppression we experienced in our own land. As a result, we had a 
poster made, ready for the conference… (insert) and the Canadians added their voice to ours. 
(Insert) 
 
What I heard and saw: 
 
Settlements going up on hilltops in the occupied land; 
Settlements made on top of the homes of Palestinians; 
Segregated streets and neighbourhoods; 
The Ugly wall of human degradation and land theft; 
The destruction of homes and villages and families; 
The imposition of military presence and the ungodly check points; 
The squeezing of a people into “shrunken”, stolen land; 
The quest to denude Palestinians of an identity; 
Same tax, but no services in the name of security; 
Disillusionment; 
Stories of women dying during childbirth at the checkpoints; 
The fracturing of souls; yet not giving up on hope; 
The call for no shallow christian diplomacy; 
The need for international support; 
The desire for a peaceful solution; 
Christian pilgrimages devoid of any interaction with the locals to hear their story; 
Churches shrinking in numbers and under surveillance; 
 
…………… 
 
We heard the call for just-peace; 
solidarity; 
advocacy; 
ACTION!!! 
 
My Response: 



 

 

 
As I stood in the cemetery of  Lubya, a village imploded in 1948, listening to a resident of “Lubya”, 
tell his story of their flight from the Israeli soldiers, he gently replaced a part of his grandfather's 
tombstone that had been vandalised. We said our prayers and slowly and quietly sang 
“Senzenina”, my heart broke….again… I did not want to ask what had we done, because I did not 
want to take on any part of the horror that the Israelis had committed. There is no peace in my 
wretched soul for collective guilt!!! Maybe this makes me less of a Christian, but I do know that they  
(The Zionists) knew what they were doing and to this day they know what they are doing. 
 
Before we got to Lubya we were introduced to the South African Forest, and in one section our flag 
was flying high. The forest had been planted by South Africans, supported by the Jewish Women 
of SA  and the Jewish National Fund, to camouflage that Lubya had ever existed.  Outrage is a 
mild word to express my response. Many others such forests exist and many others villages had 
been plundered.  
 
There are many stories to tell that depict this low intensity war on the Palestinians. 
 
The Open Letter speaks of the ‘impossible moment’.  I know that feeling because the struggle is 
impossible, the struggle for justice, peace and the integrity of creation seems to be lost…. except 
for the hope in God and in the International Community. 
 
One member of our group suggested that we take back the authority of the Old Testament/Hebrew 
Bible…. actually there is no politically correct connotation for the text that is used to justify the 
oppression of the Palestinians.  I was excited about this proposal, but I had a continued nagging 
feeling that we need to find more of the Jesus that was a revolutionary in his time as he understood 
that ‘his’ people had strayed way off the path of justice and peace and human decency and dignity. 
How are we going to re-read the OT? It is the history of the very people who have lost God. Maybe 
I am also losing the God of my Theological studies. 
 
i never thought that I would call a people despicable, but I am struggling not to. The adherents of 
Zionism had lost their usefulness of being the salt of the earth and they have no light to shine to 
into this world. 
 
It feels like the Palestinians have to fight to keep their plight in the international domain. 
 
If a peaceful solution does not work, there seems to be no alternative. The Military state of Israel is 
everywhere.  We sought a peaceful solution, but if truth be told, I suppose that many of us quietly 
relied on the armed struggle to carry us. There is nothing left, but the moment of the impossible. 
 
But, I found this steadfastness (sumud) in this poem hanging in a restaurant close to the Church of 
the Nativity  (commercialised and soulless…at least for me). 
 
 
 
What can I do? 
 
Change the content of my teaching and preaching to be more truthful to Jesus. 
Acknowledge that the Holy Land is a misnomer in the present situation. 
Speak out about the situation on the ground in Palestine. 
Engage people in BDS discussions; 
Align myself with organisations that can help me to find meaning in this bizarre history of the “Holy 
Land” 
Re-connect with the people we met, and keep in touch. Listen and respond. A soul that only listens 
can only hear……. 
Become an EA, Inshallah. 
In my search for justice, may I find some healing of my soul. 
 



 

 

It is impossible to have had that experience and not to feel that the fibres of our souls have been 
ripped apart; that the essence of our faith is beyond the history of Israel; that the God of All must 
be the God of All; that we do not have the luxury of silence; that one part of the body out there in 
Palestine is having a rope tied around its life-giving arteries; that the other part is being fed by 
stolen oxygen!!! 
 
Hopeless…. no!!!! Because the People of Palestine have not given up!!! And, in that strange land, I 
could not sing the Lord’s song and I yearn to!!!  
 
As a child I used to love the hymn: Glorious things of Thee are spoken, Zion city of our God!!! 
(Sung to the national anthem tune of the Germans…how ironic).  Not much glorious things can be 
spoken at this moment of the impossible!!! 
 
 
I ask not for comment, because this is my heart speaking, and I know that my heart is full and 
flawed…. I ask you just to hear me….. and to hear the gurgling sounds from the West Bank and 
Gaza; from the temporary grave of Yasser Arafat, to the hilltop settlements; from the people 
deprived of their nationality to the stupendous reality of a checkpoint. 
 
Amazing grace, I still believe in a God that redeems and sustains and continuously recreates!!! 
She gives me hope and so do you!!!  
 
 
 


