
 

 The Easter Season is 50 days long so…HAPPY EASTER! I hope all is going well wherever you are in the 

world. I have officially entered into my final two months of the first year of Theology. Amazing how quickly it 

went. This past month was ANYTHING but quiet: finished my first-year research paper, celebrated Holy Week in 

the HOLY LAND, traveled to Turkey for a study trip and now back at school finishing up the last classes before 

exams. It was an incredible month. Too much to put into words and too profound to express in an adequate way. 

The pictures don’t come close to capture the true experience, but they are there to at least bring back the memory 

and to offer a taste. I have given this month the title of “Historical Present”: Technically it is a term to describe 

the use of the present tense while narrating past events. A lot of our narrative in the Gospel is actually written in 

the present tense, which when read in Greek gives a nice dramatic touch to the way the stories are retold.  

 For the first time in my life I am actually interested in HISTORY. Weird. The combination of studying AND 

visiting the places of old have really captured my heart. I have also realized how important learning history is to 

dialoguing with the world about current issues. If we don’t know how we’ve arrived at this moment, we won’t 

really know how to speak with each other, nor how to properly move forward so as to not repeat past mistakes. The 

sheer number of events, the complexity of issues, the diverse personalities of people, the good, the bad, the ugly, 

all have shaped this world in which we live. Of course, I have a special interest in the history of our Christian 

church and have had the incredible blessing of studying about and visiting some of the most important places 

where many of the influential events have taken place.  

 I prayed in the garden of agony known as Gethsemane. I walked the path of Jesus’ triumphant march into the 

Holy City on Palm Sunday. I knelt on that hill called Cavalry where Christ was crucified. Venerated the traditional 

place where his body was prepared for burial. Celebrated Mass inside his tomb where he not only was buried but 

also rose from the dead and made himself known to Mary Magdalene and the rest of his Apostles. I live in the city 

where the church was born of the Holy Spirit. Traveled to the lands where the disciples were sent to preach to all 

nations. Spent time in the ruins of the church in Ephesus where bishops gathered to defend the faith. Astounded by 

the beauty and grandeur of the Hagia Sophia, built by the great emperor Constantine in the city of Istanbul, 

previously known as Constantinople. The list goes on but you get the idea.  
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 Our present reality oozes with a so-often neglected history. I am in absolute awe as I realize the blessing it is 

to be present in these places. Of course, the history of our humanity is comprised of much more than that of the 

Church, but it is the past two millennia that are of greatest interest to me. From the very beginning of Christianity 

to the present day we can find countless examples of both the absolute worst of humanity as well as witnesses of 

the very best. Characters who seemed to do everything in their power to degrade themselves, acting as if they were 

nothing other than savage animals, to those people who have been divinized by their cooperation with grace and 

dedication to love and service in the name of Jesus. The potential swings in both directions. Most of us perhaps 

will fall somewhere in between the two extremes. The reality is, however, A LOT of it depends on how we use our 

reason and our freedom in our everyday lives. What is being offered to us on a daily basis is the fulfillment of the 

famous quote from St. Athanasius, “God became man so that man can become like God.” Knowledge of history 

can help with this. We have many examples from which to learn, others we should imitate and those to avoid. 

 Standing in this moment of history, I have the responsibility to look back at the past, recognize the promise 

that is being offered and use my freedom to make the little decisions every day to move towards that promised 

reality. I cannot remain in the past, I have no control of the future, but all of it depends on how I live this moment. 

And then the very next. What I am about to say is going to make me sound EXTREMELY spoiled but it’s the 

truth. Visiting all these sites have been absolutely amazing and I am forever grateful, however none of them were 

actually the highlight of my month.  

 The highlight of my month, my true moment of resurrection, my profound encounter with God was not at 

any one of these places. It was my meeting with Hammon, a disabled Muslim man who was selling Christian icons 

out of the back of a golf cart in Bethlehem. He was born with cerebral palsy and his legs were bent in a way that 

made it impossible for him to walk. Because of the culture, his family was ashamed to have a child like him and 

out of fear that no one would want to marry his sisters, Hammon was basically locked in his house until he was 11. 

Eventually, through different encounters, he was able to leave and was brought to Italy to have surgery on his legs. 

Things began to get better. He now has a degree in social work, speaks perfect English and Italian and has an 

incredible smile. After a few years, he felt the need to come back home to Palestine. Unfortunately, life here is far 

from perfect, especially for someone who, despite the surgeries, still can’t walk without crutches. We spoke for 15 

minutes. Most of the time these street vendors are only friendly because they want you to buy their products. He 

didn’t even ask me. He seemed to just enjoy the company. Since then, I have prayed for him every day. The image 

of his smile is more vividly implanted in my memory, much more than any of the historical sites. Of course, if you 

get the chance, come to the Holy Land, but know that you don’t need to travel to Jerusalem to experience the 

Resurrection. We don’t need to do great things to be enveloped by the Spirit of joy, peace, truth and love. God is in 

the encounter. Especially with those we would initially see as “different.” We have to learn from the great saints of 

history and live a grace-filled life today. These are the moments where we “become like God.” I am grateful for 

Hammon. I never thought that I would have a handicapped Muslim man as a friend. Grace is everywhere.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Below: HOSANNA! HOSANNA!   

 

Below: Palm Sunday Procession—The meaning of Catholic is “universal.” We experience that here on a daily basis.  



 

Below: The Garden of Gethsemane on Holy Thursday night.    

  

Below: Inside the Church of Gethsemane during Holy Thursday   

 



Below: Stations of the Cross on Good Friday in the Old City 

 

Below: This is called the Feast of the Holy Fire; an Orthodox Christian celebration. I wasn’t there but a beautiful picture in the Holy Sepulcher  

 



 

Below: Traveled to Turkey…BEAUTIFUL country 

 

Below: The cave churches of Cappadocia. The hills were filled with these caves that served as churches, homes, kitchens for the Christian monks, nuns 

and others.    

 



Below: Another image of the caves as well as more modern homes.    

 

Below: This was our first Mass in Turkey; an abandoned cave church in the hills.  

 



Below: City of Ephesus; Paul was here. John is said to be from here. The famous library is in the background. 

 

Below: The theater in Ephesus; Paul very well could have preached here. Amazing  

 



Below: The ruins of the church where they would have held the Council of Ephesus; it is here that they defined Mary as Theotokos, Mother of God 

 

Below: Pretending to be St. Paul—ruins in Antioch of Pisidia  

 



Below: Cold but all smiles 

 

 

Below: Our Salesian church which is actually the Cathedral in Istanbul. Sitting in the back like a good Catholic… 

 



Below: The mosaic image of Cbrist Pantocrator in the Hagia Sophia. Incredible!! 

 

Below: Michal and Andre 

 



Below: Brothers 

 

Below: My best friend Aram from the orphanage we visit on Sundays. Shouldn’t wear black pants when I go there… 

 



 

Below: Portrait shot 😊 

 


