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Today we continue our series, Faith Perspectives. Last week we looked to our brothers 
and sisters of the Jewish faith, identifying one of the many gifts of their faith that we, as 
Christians, could learn from. We considered how their festival, Purim, could teach us to 
not be bystanders in the ongoing play of life that God has put us on this stage to 
perform. Instead of being by-standers, we could learn to play our parts, cheer on our 
heroes or heroines and boo our villain, as our Jewish brothers and sisters do every 
spring, when they act out the book of Esther for the festival of Purim.  
  
This week we hone in on a gift we, as Christians, could receive from our Muslim, 
brothers and sisters. This week I’ve decided to hone in on the call for Muslims to go on 
Hajj, a pilgrimage to their holy land. 
 
Luke 2:41-42 
Now every year his parents went to Jerusalem for the festival of the Passover. And 
when he was twelve years old, they went up as usual for the festival. 
 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 
  
In our scripture today we discover that every year Jesus went to celebrate the festival of 
Passover with his parents. Meaning, the time our scripture records today, was Jesus’ 
twelfth time to the temple, 13 if you count the time that he was still in utero. Leading up 
to the trip, the family would pack their bags, no doubt. Decide what to bring and what 
could not be carried. No mini-vans in their caravan, no DVD players to pass the time, no 
licorice or trail mix to munch on – I wonder what their snack of choice was that they 
would prepare?  
 
When the time came to join in the caravan all their stops were planned. They knew the 
best places to rest or stop (like we have our favorite gas stations on the way down to 
grandma’s place). They knew where they could let the kids be kids for one blessed 
moment. They knew the trail the same way my family knows our roads down South, as 
my father likes to say about the trip to Atlanta, Georgia; it could be done while 
blindfolded.  
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And upon their arrival they knew where it was that they would stay. They also knew 
what it was time for them to do. The trip for Passover wasn’t a spa retreat, not some 
family vacation on the beach to get out of the routine and away from the day-in-and-
day-out expectations of the life of a carpenter. They understood it was time to go about 
the work of recalling what had happened long ago: when Pharaoh had put their people’s 
noses to the grind stone, made them manufacture bricks out of straw, erect buildings, 
create the city-scape of Egypt. When Moses told Pharaoh to let God’s people go, over 
and over again. When the people ran through parted waters, watching God swallow up 
those who had kept them in captivity.  
 
As Christians who reside in the United States, we are a people who are separated from 
our holy places (at least the biblical ones): the Sea of Galilee, where Jesus often shared 
ministry, is harder to envision than the Platte River. The bluffs that surround us are no 
Mount Sinai, where Moses chiseled the Ten Commandments into stone. The road to 
Emmaus is certainly no Dodge Street. The people Jesus interacted with, the culture that 
he was rooted in doesn’t much resemble the Fairacres neighborhood we are situated in, 
as a church, or the city of Omaha, does it? 
 
For Muslims, this is why Hajj is one of the five tenants of Islam. Once in a Muslims life 
every faithful follower is called to travel from where they are to the place where their 
faith is rooted. Every year millions of Muslims descend upon Mecca to participate in a 
pilgrimage.  
 
This week I called a couple of my friends who have participated in Hajj. They told me 
that as one nears their destination they are called to put on an outfit that makes them 
indistinguishable from the other people in attendance. The outfit is two simple white 
pieces of cloth. Not only do they put on this physical outfit, but after putting this outfit on 
there are certain things that people on Hajj are called to not do: like get angry or step on 
an ant. Upon arrival to the holy site one is to state their intentions and engage in 
recitations and prayers, some of which continue throughout the time that people are on 
pilgrimage.  
 
Once all of this has occurred then the people assembled walk around a sacred object 
seven times, reciting prayers along the way, as a way to share what their worlds are 
meant to revolve around. Here there is no physical space. People of different cultures 
and various other differences walk seven times, shoulder to shoulder in a sea of 
humanity around a holy shrine, of sorts. The next call is to go out between two 
mountains and run back and forth seven times to replay what happened for Abraham 
and Hagar years ago, when Abraham’s wife got jealous of Hagar and her son Ishmael 
and God promised to make Hagar’s son into a great nation. Then they drink from an 
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ancient well that sprung forth miraculously for them and still runs to this day, according 
to our scripture and theirs.  
 
After all of this, there is a night when the masses of Hajj’s make their way up upon a 
holy mountain, resting under the stars together. Still, the people are dressed in simple 
white linens; the only thing that differentiates anyone is the fervent nature of their 
prayers that they call out: asking for forgiveness, calling to be cleansed from all 
unrighteousness.   
  
After this night on the mountain, calling out to God in prayer, the people slaughter a 
goat, of which 1/3 goes to the poor, 1/3 goes to their neighbors and 1/3 is left for the 
individual or family that has made the sacrifice. The last part involves a celebration for 
three days. 
 
Hajj is a pilgrimage. Hajj is a season every year in the summer when our kindred of 
good old father Abraham (Genesis 16 and 21) commit to bringing to life the ancient 
stories that we share. Hajj is an opportunity for Muslims to find rebirth, my friends told 
me.  
 
What an amazing opportunity for people of faith to be rooted in their stories, to be 
connected to their friends in faith as they recall what transpired long ago with father 
Abraham and Hagar. Of course, as Christians some of us are lucky enough to go to our 
Holy Land. It isn’t a tenet of our faith. It is simply something those with means and 
desire can do. And upon arrival to our Holy Land there are, of course, travel tours that 
will show you what happened, opportunities to see places that are mentioned in our 
stories, but these are mostly for manageable groups that can fit in a bus together, as 
opposed to millions who stand shoulder to shoulder for numerous days.  
 
The people I know, who have gone to the Holy Land say it is an experience that they 
will always treasure. They usually bring back trinkets of various kinds: oils or anointing, 
water from the Sea of Galilee or some other holy site. These people have often relayed 
to me that upon their return they feel connected to the places in our stories in a way that 
they had not before. 
 
What a gift we could receive from our Muslim brothers and sisters if we would find a 
way to make pilgrimage a part of our call as people of faith. Can you imagine what 
would happen if we were to physically put on outwear that would bind us with our fellow 
believers, to emotionally remove from our being our ill-will or deeply rooted anger that 
separates us from one another? Could you imagine what an opportunity it would be to 
engage in prayers and readings, walk shoulder to shoulder, run back and forth, drink 
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from some wells of our faith? What would it be like to sleep out in the open skies, 
amongst millions, calling out to God in prayer? And what joy might we find in celebrating 
together for what God has done with fellow pilgrims from around the world who share in 
the rebirth of faith?  Wouldn’t that be amazing? Maybe it is possible. All things are 
possible, aren’t they?  
 
Amen? Amen.  
 
 
 


