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Just recently I was traveling between 

Bethlehem and Jerusalem. There are two 

major ways of getting between these two 

cities if you don’t have a car. The first is to 

take a bus from the center of Bethlehem 

(called Bab Al-Zqaq) to Jerusalem. The other 

is to walk or take a service (a share taxi) to 

the checkpoint known as “300.”  I have 

decided to travel through “300” more often 

because it is a primary method for 

Palestinians who work, and visit their 
families in Jerusalem.  

On this day day in particular, I was heading 

into Jerusalem, and It was a weekend 

morning so, I expected things to be slow at 

the checkpoint. They were. I quickly walked 

to the turnstile that leads into the area where 

there is an x-ray machine and a metal 

detector. Just as I got there the turnstile was 

locked because the Israeli security forces 

who monitor this area of the checkpoint only 

allow a few to enter the inspection area. I 
was at the head of a forming line.  

While standing there I saw four middle aged 

men, and an elderly woman. The men let the 

woman begin first. They placed their things 

in the x-ray machine and started to move 

through the metal detector. Everyone got 

thorough the metal detector, except the 

elderly woman. The machine kept buzzing 

when she stepped through. The Israeli 

soldiers kept barking orders from 

behind glass. She was doing everything 

she could to move on, even removing 
her hijab.  

After about five minutes of this 

woman’s struggle the Israeli soldier, 

from behind the glass, unlocked the 

turnstile. So I allowed myself in. 

Quickly, I realized that instead of letting four 

or five of us in, they only allowed me in. As 

soon as I was in, the door was locked behind 

me. What was I to do. I placed my bag in the 

x-ray machine, and stood in front of the 

metal detector. The elderly woman who was 

struggling with getting through was standing 

on the other side, just after setting off the 

machine once again. Our eyes connected. In 

that moment, I saw deep sadness. She was 

being humiliated by 18/19-year-old soldiers 

from behind glass. They did not care to come 

out and us a metal detecting wand the 

woman. They knew she was no threat to 
them. It was a show.  

 I did not know what this woman was 

traveling to Jerusalem for. Maybe she was 

traveling to Jerusalem to see her 

grandchildren or family. Maybe she got 

special permission to travel to Al-Aqsa 

Mosque.  

In these moments, I started to see the brutal 

reality, that is, the the dehumanizing reality 

of the checkpoints.  As a foreigner I have a 

privilege here. When passing through these 

checkpoints, I often get a pass. If I get stuck, 

trying to get through the metal detector, 

often the soldier from behind the glass tells 

me to move along to document inspection. 

My white face, and my blue passport, again 

and again is a privilege that removes me 

from the struggle of my Palestinian brothers 

and sisters. I don’t have to travel through 

“300.” I can ride the bus. Only have to show 

my passport, on the bus, when I pass through 

the settlers’ checkpoint, when my Palestinian 

brothers and sisters, have to get off. It’s easy 

to choose not to witness this struggle. 

The walls might be me most obvious sign of 

the occupation, but checkpoints are the 

place where ones face is smacked by its cold 
reality. 

Trouble at the Checkpoint 
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Early in January, a couple of YAGM 

Volunteers, our Country Coordinators, and I 

took a tour of, and participated in a cooking 

class in Aida Refugee Camp. Aida Camp has 

been at the center of much of the tension in 

the Bethlehem area since tensions rose 

between Palestinians and Israelis this past 

fall.  

During this tour we learned that, Aida is not 

part of Area “A” which is a designation given 

by the Oslo Agreement, which gives the 

Palestinian Authority or “PA” some sort of 

autonomy over the area. Since Aida is not a 

part of Area “A,” the Israeli security forces 

have jurisdiction over the camp, which rests 

near the heart of Bethlehem.  This means 

that Palestinian demonstrations in Aida have 

been met with strong reaction by Israeli 

soldiers. When walking through Aida, you 

find dramatic wall art, and homes rattled 

with bullet holes.  

But we were there to visit and learn from a 

group of wonderful women connected with 

the organization called Noor Weg. Their 

organization hosts foreigners to participate 

in a Palestinian cooking class, which funds a 

charity that helps fund young people in Aida 

with disabilities. This funding helps them 

attend school.  We learned and enjoyed 

some amazing food and company. We 

learned how to make mujaddara, a famous 

dish with rice and lentils. We also made 

musakhan a dish of caramelized onions and 

chicken wrapped in a very flat, tortilla like, 
bread called shrak. Delicious!  

Cooking is one of my favorite hobbies. 

Learning these amazing dishes was such a 

blessing, and I will make sure to keep making 

them even after I get back home. Right, now 

the weather is getting warmer, so I have the 
barbeque out and grilling up a storm! 

 

FOLLOW MY BLOG 

If your interested in reading more about what I am 

doing here in Palestine, please follow my blog. I 

am going to try to update it more regularly. Check 

it out at:  

https://patrickmcclain192.wordpress.com     

 
 

Often it is hard to find God in this world. In 

Jerusalem and the West Bank, we are 

confronted with the cruel realities of 

occupation.  We are often confronted with 

situations where we often feel as if we 

cannot solve the worlds deepest problems. In 

these problems, we despair wishing to find a 

God that doesn’t seem to be there. In this 

Lenten season, we are reminded that we 

human beings are not perfect, and cannot 

live up to God’s intention for this world. 

That’s why we need saving, and that’s why 

during this Lenten season we look towards 

Jesus death and resurrection. 

  

There is one moment in our lives as 

Christians were we can be sure of God’s 

promise to us. Baptism. In these waters God 

utterly and without question says YES to us. 

We know that we are not perfect, we cannot 

solve the deepest pains and needs in this 

world, but we can look to our baptismal call, 

to a place of hope. The waters of baptism call 

us to take a closer look and live as one body 

in Christ. We look not to the worlds 

brokenness, but to the hope of peace and 

unity. 

  

During our retreat to Jordan, to visit our 

partners in the Evangelical Lutheran Church 

in Jordan and the Holy Land and the 

Lutheran World Federation, we re-affirmed 

our baptismal call in the Jordan river. As we 

live and breath in the situation that is 

Jerusalem and the West Bank, we are 

confronted with humanity’s inability to 

reconcile with God’s intention for this world. 

But through this re-affirmation, we know 

that it is not us who can reconcile with God, 
but God who reconciles with us in Baptism. 

  

Cooking in Aida 
 

The Lenten Season and our Baptismal Call 
 


