
In the footsteps of Jesus 
From His Galilean Springtime 

To His Jerusalem passion and resurrection 
Thursday 15th February – Wednesday 28th February 2018  

The 2018 Holy Land in a Week pilgrimage was a long time in the planning. I 
endeavoured to make it affordable for the maximum number of people. 
Travelling to Israel, accommodation, guiding and food in the Holy Land has 
become very expensive. Israel doesn’t have many friends in the region. Security 
and importing food and materials must be a heavy drain on the economy. In 
order to reduce the price we moved the trip from March to February to avail of 
preferential hotel and air prices and built in a number of unguided days with no 
buses. February resulted in lovely walking conditions, though I was surprised at 
how many pilgrims were in the holy places so early in the season. There was also 
a higher risk of rain.  
 
I planned to travel six days earlier with a smaller group of walkers. The original 
plan was to spend a morning in Joppa before hopping on an Egged (public) bus 
to Nazareth and self-guiding using the Jesus trail book. As it happened 21 people 
signed up for this and I took cold feet on self-guiding. This was one of a number 
of Divine interventions. We were delighted when Michael Even-Esh agreed to 
guide us. We asked for a price on transfers from the airport to the Hotel, from Tel 
Aviv to Nazareth, back from Kfar Cana and to Cana the following morning, from 
Capernaum to Tiberias and luggage transfers. Joyce also suggested including 
pack lunches. Our wonderful travel agents in Orrs Travel (Joyce & Susanne) and 
Anselam Tours (Birgit Azoviv) managed to provide all this for a nominal 
additional £50. The two weeks cost us £1,849. We were sorry that Keith and 
Norma Irvine had to pull out due to the death of Keith’s mother. The week cost 
£1,389. When one considers all that was included this compares very favourably 
with similar trips. 13 people booked into the Holy Land in a Week, but sadly Dr 
William and Angela Nelson had to withdraw due to flu.  

 
We were happy to be flying with the Israeli carrier El Al with connecting Aer 
Lingus flights from George Best Belfast City Airport at the respectable time of 
8.50am. This was convenient for most of the group and Elsie and Grace made the 
journey from Killarney the day before, staying with Carol Allen in Comber. El Al 
airport security was an experience. I was quizzed on how well I knew the 
members of the group. I explained that I knew all but three personally (Alan, 
Eileen and Shirley). I was quizzed closely and then all other members of the 
group were also questioned to corroborate those answers. Every case was 
thoroughly searched, even if it meant cutting off locks. The food on board the 



flight had received a kosher certificate confirming that the 
plant at which the food was produced had been inspected by 
the local Rabbinate.  
 
Seven of our cases along with those of many other 
passengers failed to arrive. Then our bus seemed to get lost 
after dropping us off near the hotel and it took him an age to 
return with the cases. It was an inauspicious beginning. 
However the BY14 Hotel was very nice. They couldn’t have 
been more helpful and we had a good breakfast next 
morning.  
 

Friday - Tel Aviv/Joppa 

 
The trip was planned to allow a morning in this Biblical port. This has been the 
gateway to Jerusalem for millennia. The Jaffa/Joppa Gate in Jerusalem was the 
point of entry into the Old City for all sorts of goods from the west. The cedars of 
Lebanon that built Solomon’s Temple were imported though this port. Jonah 
disobediently sailed out from this port rather than preach repentance to the 
cruel people of Nineveh and 2,500 years later descendants of these Assyrian 
believers cling on around the city of Mosul despite the ravages of Daesh. The 
nearby Ben Gurion Airport is built near the Arab town of Lod on the Sharon 
Plain. Therefore this area is still is the gateway to Israel. Peter visited Lod where 
God used him to bring healing to Aeneas, a man who had been paralysed for the 
previous eight years. 

  
 



Andromeda’s Rocks offshore from the city provide a breakwater for the port. 
They also provide an insight into the multicultural past of the city where the 
darker side of human nature appeased the gods with human sacrifice. According 
to Greek mythology the King of Jaffa offered his daughter Andromeda as a 
sacrifice to assuage the anger of Poseidon, god of the sea, who was threatening 
the city. The Jewish people also feared the sea and a sea monster they called 
Leviathan. The beautiful Andromeda was bound to the rocks to await her death. 
However the hero Poiseus killed the sea monster and married Andromeda. 
Perhaps this story was a preparation for the coming of a courageous fisherman 
who would preach and teach the local Jewish population about our Lord Jesus 
Christ who has the power not just to rescue, but also even to raise the dead. 
Peter came from Lod and raised Tabitha from her deathbed. While in Joppa he 
stayed with Simon the tanner. Working with leather was a smelly and 
ceremonially unclean job, so Peter was already pushing the boundaries when 
God revealed to him His plan for the gentiles while praying at 12md on that most 
famous of rooftops.  

 
On our way back to the Hotel along that marvellous beach in Tel Aviv we noticed 
a little bit of Northern Ireland in the form of a Powerscreen rock crushing 
machine.  
 

Caesarea 
Our bus driver then took us on a mystery tour travelling north along the 
Mediterranean coast stopping off first to view the Roman aqueduct built on the 
instructions of Herod the Great in Caesarea. This city was the home of the Roman 
Centurion Cornelius who had a vision while praying in the afternoon. An angel 
appeared to him saying “Your prayers and gifts to the poor have come up as a 
memorial offering before God. Now send men to Joppa and bring back a man 
named Simon who is called Peter. He is staying with Simon the Tanner whose 
house is by the sea.” Like Jonah Peter hesitated to extend the grace of God to 
gentiles. Jews are not natural missionaries. They believe that as God’s chosen 
people the way to become a member of the Jewish race is to be born of a Jewish 
mother. Yet it was Peter’s obedient response to the request of those servants 



that was to change Christianity from a Jewish sect to a global faith. He said “I now 
realise how true it is that God does not show favouritism but accepts men from 
every nation who fear him and do what is right”. Later Paul, “the apostles to the 
gentiles” and the greatest Christian missionary in history would spend two years 
in prison in Caesarea awaiting extradition to Rome. Caesarea continued to be an 
important city well into the Christian era. Origin lived here in the second century 
AD and the great Christian historian Eusebius lived here in the following century.  

 
Mount Carmel/Haifa 

Our next stop was Mount Carmel situated high over 
the modern Israeli port of Haifa. It was on this 
mountain that Elijah made his stand against the 
apostasy of King Ahab and his notoriously wicked 
queen Jezebel. He has lost his sword in the statue in 
the cave that bares his name. A painting in the Melkite 
Church in Nazareth shows him slaying the prophets of 
Baal and their female counterparts, the prophetesses 
and temple prostitutes of Asherah. The message here 
is that apostasy has to be ruthlessly rooted out of the 
church if we are going to have anything worthwhile to 
say to a society that is going rotten to the core.  



 
We got an opportunity to view the very beautiful Bahai Gardens, and also sample 
totally delicious fresh hot knafeh made from cheese, sugar and orange blossom 
water, dough, lemon juice and nuts. And yet for Margaret, Mount Carmel was a 
disappointment. Now so built up, it was hard to imagine the Biblical scene. 

 
The bus made its way slowly through heavy traffic to Nazareth. It was unable to 
get us to the tiny streets at the head of the town, so taxis transported our cases. I 
was confident that, as promised, the missing cases would be in the hotel, but 
Shabbat eve was used as an excuse. Melanie got on the phone, and they were 
there within an hour! We were in the period of Lent and being without cases 
challenged some of the group. However when my email failed to come through 
and BT seemed helpless to allow me gain access, it was my vulnerabilities that 
were laid bare. Others were anxious about injuries that they were carrying. I 
think at some point the faith of most of the group was tested in one way or 
another allowing us to come through to a more mature faith unhindered by 
material things and the gods of this age.  
 

Saturday off in Nazareth. 
I had planned to explore Khirbet Cana but incessant rain put paid to that. One 
eighth of Israel’s annual rainfall fell that day soaking the ground and filling 
aquifers. However this whole day in Nazareth was to be a highlight for me. The 
day commenced underground. A sprightly Irish nun from Co. Wicklow by the 
name of Sister Margaret Byrne showed us around extensive archaeological 



remains that were discovered after the Sisters of Nazareth purchased the 
premises in the 1880s. We were surprised to learn that we were the first Irish 
group to stay with them. She explained the origins of the order, and how when 
praying individually for God to reveal what they should call the order, they all 
came up with the same name. It is sad that the order lost its way in Ireland in the 
last century. 

 
At the time of purchase the Sisters of Nazareth had to pay over and above the 
market value, as the seller claimed that the property was above the tomb of “the 
just man”. Little did they know that there would be two tombs, one with a rolling 
stone similar to the tomb that Joseph of Arimathea allowed Jesus to be buried in, 
a house, a Judeo-Christian house church, a Byzantine Christian Church and a 
Crusader period wellhead all deep underneath the property they had bought. 
Sister Margaret is convinced, with some justification, that this was the tomb of 
Joseph who was known in the Bible as a “righteous man”. His son James was also 
known in the New Testament as a just man. The house that may have been 
Joseph’s house had a place for a security bar to secure the door similar to one 
that is in the farmhouse that I grew up in in Bandon, Co. Cork. 

 



 
An article in the March/April edition of the Biblical Archaeological Review adds 
weight to Sister Margaret’s sincerely held beliefs. I quote, “A seventh-century 
pilgrim account known as De Locus Sanctus, written by Adomnan of Iona, 
describes two large churches in the centre of Nazareth. One is identifiable 
as the Church of the Annunciation, located just across the street from the 
Sisters of Nazareth Convent.  The other stood nearby and was built over the 
vaults that also contained a spring and the remains of two tombs, tumuli in 
Adomnan’s insular Latin. Between these two tombs, Adomnan tells us, was 
the house in which Jesus was raised. From this is derived the more recent 
name for the Church that Adomnan describes as the Church of the 
Nutrition, that is, ‘the church of the upbringing of Jesus’, the location of 
which has been lost”. This house seems to fulfil our guide Amer Nicola’s five 
tests (Bible, archaeology, tradition, geography & history). It is intriguing to think 
that we were walking where Jesus played as a boy, and were looking at where 
Joseph fed and watered the faithful donkey he may have taken on that long trek 
to Nazareth and Egypt.  

 
We then set off on our way to Nazareth Village, calling in first to view the Church 
of the Annunciation. This Church is relatively modern and is built to resemble a 
lighthouse, the womb of Mary, and the ancient ark. Remnants of the Byzantine 



and Crusader Churches remain, as does a first century house built into the rock 
that is reputed to be Mary’s childhood home where the angel announced to her 
that she would be the mother of the Messiah.  

 
We then called into the Synagogue Church where the custodian kindly invited us 
to view the Melkite Church next door. It is believed that this Church was erected 
over the synagogue where Jesus learned Torah and where he taught a broader 

view of the Kingdom of God than 
the residents of this conservative 
Jewish town could accept. It was as 
we walked up to Nazareth Village 
that I became anxious about the 
ability of some of the group being 
able to complete the Jesus Trail. 
 
It was great to meet our guide for 
the second week, Amer Nicola. We 
discovered that he is responsible for 
managing and teaching the guides 
in Nazareth Village and he gave us 
an excellent tour. He explained 
terracing, threading grapes with the 
bare feet so as not to break the 
bitter seeds and the cross 
(explaining that only the cross beam 
would be carried). He showed us an 
olive tree with the shoots, or 
“netzers” coming from the base.  



There is evidence 
that the population 
of Nazareth was 
made up of exiles 
who had returned 
from Babylon and 
settled in Nazareth 
during the time of 
the Maccabees. 
They were 
descendants of 
David, and choose 
the name Nazareth 
to reflect their 
genealogy.  “A 
shoot (netzer) will 
come up from the 

stump of Jesse; from his roots a Branch will bear fruit” (Isaiah 11:1). Nazareth 
isn’t mentioned in the Hebrew Scriptures. This explains Matt. 2:23, “He will be 
called a Nazarene” (Netzerene). We saw a shepherd with his flock of sheep safely 
in the fold, and the gate that he would lie across to prevent theft. Liz Russell later 
commented at how much the image of the shepherd lying across the gate to 
protect his flock comforted her. Those sheep looked to be really happy sheep. 
There was a threshing floor, winnowing fork and threshing sledge; a 
watchtower, olive factory and synagogue, and a wonderful Esau meal of lentil 
soup, pitta bread, dates and apple, and of course shopping. We were all given an 
oil lamp complete with wick as a gift.  

 



On our way back to the Sisters of Nazareth we called in to the place thought to 
have been the workshop of Joseph, complete with a Mikvah (where early Judeo 
Christians would undergo ceremonial washings and baptisms). We then walked 
in the rain up to the well of Mary, now under a Greek Orthodox Church. It was 
further than I expected. John and Melanie left us here and met up with a previous 
guide, Ghada Boulos. They also purchased “Wee Andy” (a guitar) who 
accompanied us for the rest of the trip. After a coffee, I made my way to a new 
place for me. Further homes from the time of Jesus were found under the 
International Marion Centre. This also included a wall from the time of King 
Solomon. I was graciously welcomed and shown around the building by a 
German Volunteer. I invited him to the Church of the Nazarene and he brought 
his family with him next day. 

 
Day One on the Jesus Trail (Nazareth to Mash’had) 

The day commenced with worship in the Church of the Nazarene. It was meant 
to start at 9.30am. Few were there before 10am, but by the time we left at 
11.10am the church was packed with a young and vibrant congregation of 
worshippers. Even though the service was in Arabic, we were all blessed by the 
welcome and snippets of the service were picked up through translation. 
Following lunch, we met our Orthodox Jewish guide. He arrived early, which 
gave us a head start. I was impressed to see him wearing his kippa in this Arab 
town and yet receiving and returning courteous greetings. At one point we met a 
Muslim family out collecting herbs near Zippori and assuming that we were 
Jewish, they welcomed us with the Jewish greeting “Shalom”.  

 
Michael had forewarned us about the climb out of Nazareth and I was grateful to 
the wisdom of those who opted out of this leg of the walk. We called in to Fauzi 
Azar Inn on our way up to receive our Pilgrim Passports. Michael also warned us 
about the rubbish dumped at the edges of towns. He pointed out wild flowers 
and herbs, hyssop, mint, wild mustard, cats claw, carmelite (taken by the 



Carmelite order as their cross), a rare sturdy oak tree, bell of lavender, blue iris, a 
very rare bee orchid, the Ju Jube tree (probably used to make the crown of 
thorns as the stems are pliable and can be easily interwoven into a circle). The 
tree is called Zrireh in arabic. It means “little one” because its fruit is like a little 
apple. I had pointed out another prickly plant as a possibility. Michael said no, 
but the thorny burnet is mentioned in Ecclesiastes 7:5 & 6, “It is better to head a 
wise man’s rebuke than to listen to the song of fools. Like the crackling of thorns 
under the pot, so is the laughter of fools.” We also saw kites flying overhead and 
an abundance of mole hills. Michael explained that the word Galilee comes from 
the Hebrew word Galid, which means rolling, and that our walk would involve 
inclines and descents and we would traverse over hills all the way to Magdala.  

 



 

 

 
Having walked five miles we skipped the archaeological site of Zippori where 
Joseph likely worked as a tecton (builder). The whole group walked on to the 
Muslim town of Mash’had, believed to be the Biblical Gath-Hepher, the town 
where Jonah lived. A mosque now marks the burial place. The Via Maris to 
Nineveh passed close to this town. Jonah’s journey to Joppa was in completely 
the wrong direction. Disobedience is always harder than obedience in the long 
run.  
 



 

 
As we waited for the bus in Mash’had the tolerance and peace of Galilee again 
impressed me. Here was a Jewish man being helped by Muslim children guide 
the bus for Christian pilgrims into the middle of their cramped town.  
 

Day Two on the Jesus Trail (Kfar Cana to Kibbutz Lavi) 
This day commenced with a bus transfer to Cana. We managed to get a quiet 
interlude where we had a short but meaningful service. Melanie sang “In 
moments like these, I sing out a song, I sing out a love song to Jesus”. We thanked 
God for relationships and prayed for his blessing on our marriages. Someone 
commented that Jesus is a laughing Jesus. The reading of the wedding in Cana 
reveals that he was certainly no party pooper. 

 



 

 
I then went on a successful hunt for olive wood communion glasses and non-
alcoholic communion wine. We set off through the ancient streets out into a 
wooded countryside. Apartment blocks on a nearby hillside reminded me of the 
words of Jesus, “A city on a hill cannot be hidden”. I enjoyed being back marker. 
It allowed me time to photograph wild flowers and at one point meet a shepherd. 
He kindly allowed me to photograph him, but he seemed hurt and declined 
money when I offered him a token of my appreciation. This was another 
indication of the difference between generous hospitality of Galilee and the 
greed of the Jerusalem/Bethlehem area.  

 



 
Michael recommended a very pleasant filling station cum restaurant as a place to 
eat, and they kindly allowed us to have our packed lunches in exchange for 
buying drinks. It was when we went to pay that Liz Hamilton discovered that she 
had left her purse on the toilet cistern in Cana. Michael reassured her that if you 
are going to leave your purse anywhere, a church is a good place. Sure enough 
someone had handed it in and he booked a taxi to take Liz back to Cana and on to 
Kibbutz Lavi. As it turned out, this saved Liz walking through some difficult 
terrain around the Golani junction. This junction is named after the Israeli 
Defences Forces Golani Brigade who saw action defending this cross roads 
during the Arab-Israeli War in 1947-48. We passed the regimental museum. A 
stretch of Roman Road was interesting but the ascent up to Lavi was steep.  

 



 

 
We had organised a lecture here, but ended up in the wrong room first. We heard 
that Kibbutz Lavi was founded in 1949 just after the founding of the state of 
Israel. About 50 people came from England, most of whom had been 
Kindertransport children. These unaccompanied children were given homes in 
the UK prior to the war but lost almost all their families in the holocaust. It was 
very rocky and the early members spent much of their time clearing stones and 
stubbing out scrub. The volcanic soil has been turned into superb farmland. Lavi 
(which means lion) was mentioned in the Talmud. The Arab village of Lubya had 
been cleared to make way for the Kibbutz, but sadly we never heard this 
mentioned. Still it was a joy to see a people who had lost a third of their 
population during the war rebuilding and multiplying. One founder member has 
recently celebrated his 120th great grandchild.  



 
It was interesting to hear about the original kibbutz and how it worked. Children 
lived in communal houses and had just two hours with their parents. All meals 
were prepared and served communally. The cabins were small and had no 
electricity. Others lived in tents. Kibbutz Lavi was seen by many as a super-
liberal renegade Kibbutz, but as most other kibbutzim have abandoned their 
original ideals, it is now seen as a conservative remnant. Wages are still shared. 
Some have very good jobs and work outside as doctors or in high tech 
businesses. They have the same money and privileges as everyone else sharing 
cars, childcare, educational costs, laundry services, and the care of the elderly. 
For Alan eating in a dining room with so many direct descendants of Abraham 
was a real blessing.  

 
Day three on the Jesus Trail (Kibbutz Lavi to Migdal) 

I had brought a blackthorn stick and a book about the Millisle farm with me. The 
Headmaster of Millisle Primary School (now the Baptist Church) was very 
farsighted. When refugee children enrolled he had a buddy system whereby each 
new child who had no English sat beside a local child. They learned the language 
in about six weeks and became great friends. Bobby Hackworth (who had six 
fingers in each hand) was a buddy to one of these children and they remained 
lifelong friends. He made the blackthorn stick. The book Faraway Home was 
written by Marilyn Taylor. We presented both to Avran Lavin. We were told that 
people in the Kibbutz don’t like to retire. They like to contribute as long as they 
can and even though Avran is 93 years old, he still works as the administrator of 
the hotel looking after reservations. We were told that he misses nothing and is 
brilliant at his job. 

 



 
We were then given a tour of the Kibbutz before commencing our walk. We were 
shown a multisensory garden and saw parrot like birds that had escaped and 
were now living wild. We saw evidence of a well run farm, and visited the 
synagogue with its Chuppa (bridal canopy base) in front. All the furniture in the 
synagogue was made in their furniture workshop and this has become an 
important manufacturing industry. They have fitted out 5,500 synagogues 
around the world. The Hotel where we stayed is the third income stream. 
Together these businesses earn about 100m New Israeli Shekels per year. We 
also saw the sheltered workshop where older members come to fold napkins 
and do other jobs for the benefit of the community.  

 

 



Walking towards the Horns of Hittin we passed through fields of wheat and 
alfalfa (a legume grown as cattle fodder). We were accompanied by the sound of 
a skylark singing and saw a major Israeli army base, a Druze town and the 
ancient Jewish city of Safad in the distance. The Crusaders suffered a devastating 
defeat here at the hands of the brilliant Muslim General Saladin in 1187. Alan 
commented: “As we walked to the Horns of Hittin we contemplated how Israel is 
perhaps the most fought over patch of ground on earth. I got my first glimpse of 
the See of Galilee. 
 
It proved a great spot not just for lunch, but also to hear about Mary of Migdal. 
We were overlooking Mount Arbel (Arb = ambush, el = God). Hosea warned the 
Jewish people of the dangers of ignoring what happened to the northern tribes. 
“The roar of battle will rise against your people, so that your fortresses will be 
devastated – as Shalman devastated Beth Arbel on the day of battle, when 
mothers were dashed to the ground with their children”. The prophesies of 
Hosea have an important contemporary message. Do not give up hope in times of 
terror. This strategic place saw further bloodshed when Herod the Great put the 
last of the Maccabees to the sword. Cages were lowered over the cliffs in order to 
poke out those hiding within. The Romans also rooted out pockets of rebellion in 
AD66.  

 
A young official prevented us walking down to our guest house in Beit Haccerem 
(house of the vine) in Migdal. Taxis were organised. It saved tired limbs that may 
have struggled. Yet again God was merciful. We met up with Shirley, Liz and 
Norma who wisely skipped the excessive inclines over the Horns of Hitten and 
Mount Arbel. The accommodation in this Christian guesthouse was special, the 
views over the Sea of Galilee were fantastic, and again the food was great. Midgal 
means Tower. There may have been a lighthouse here. It was one of the best 
places for boats to tie up and had a thriving fish paste industry that supplied 
Rome with this nutritious delicacy.  

 



 

 
 

Day four of the Jesus Trail (Migdal to Capernaum). 

 



Having enjoyed the sunrise, we then availed of the bus that was taking our 
luggage to bring us to the bus stop on Route 90. This very ancient road was 
known in antiquity as the Via Maris, the Way of the Sea. It connected Egypt with 
Damascus, Nineveh, Babylon and the Fertile Crescent. Many armies marched on 
this road. Countless merchants and camel trains passed this Way, Paul passed by 
on his way to Damascus, and of course our Lord Jesus Christ and his disciples 
came this way as they travelled from Nazareth and through the valley of the 
doves on their way to Capernaum.  

 
Having advised people that there was no need for boots, we then walked off road 
along muddy paths for much of the day! Wells were always important and our 
first stop was at a roadside spring called En Nun (the well of the fish). Joshua son 
of Nun means Joshua, son of the fisherman. His father probably made a living 
from fishing in the Nile.  

 

 
Led by our rabbi Michael all our walkers followed him as he pointed things out 
along the way. Large farms in Israel are always Kibbutzim. The rows of bananas 
are from Kibbutz Ginosar (the orchard of the governor). There is a debate going 
on in Israel regarding the wisdom of growing such a water dependant crop in a 
water impoverished country. Ancient sources suggest that the first fruits used in 



the Temple came from the Governors farm here. Alan and Eileen verbalised what 
we all felt. “The image I have in my mind of Michael leading us along the pathways 
of Galilee, some of which were walked on in Old Testament times. We would be 
following behind talking about many obscure issues: rugby, Brexit, Your church, my 
church, etc. and then one of us would walk along side Michael and ask him 
questions about Israel, or about himself and then after awhile fall back with the 
others. I found Michael to be as much interested in me and in Northern Ireland as I 
was in him and Israel. Then Michael would stop and point something out and give 
us a gem of information, which we all marvelled at. I couldn’t help but picture in 
my minds eye that this could have been the way Jesus and his disciple walked 
through Galilee: strung out behind Jesus talking about this and that and perhaps 
one of this disciples walking beside Him and having a more personal conversation. 
Perhaps Jesus stopped occasionally and taught his disciples something that they 
marvelled at. And of course one of Michael’s messages was so appropriate for 
People from Northern Ireland…. “ Stop Geurnin’ “ - Must have picked that one up 
from a Presbyterian !!!!!” 

 
He showed us a plant with a star shaped leaf that he identified as a gourd, or 
castor oil plant. This plant can grow up really quickly, (10 cm per day). Jonah had 
one for shelter but then became very grumpy when a worm killed it. The plant 
also causes diarrhoea, which may be symbolic.  

 



Before lunch we passed by Tel Kinnereth that was a fortified city at the time of 
Joshua (Joshua 19:35). It must have been a great place to live. There was 
abundant fresh water and fish, the fertile plain of Genneseret, control of a vital 
section of the Via Maris, and a natural defensive position on a small hill. The area 
maintained its importance and there are ruins of an Ottoman period palace 
nearby. The hill has been hollowed out as a reservoir and much of Israel’s water 
comes from the Galilee and is pumped through here. The levels of the lake are a 
national concern. Also so much water is being pumped out, the saline levels are 
increasing. Neighbouring Jordan, with whom Israel enjoys good relations, also 
shares the water from the Jordan and irrigates many square miles of 
horticultural land from its water.  

 
After lunch Michael gave us a fascinating talk on the palm tree, suggesting that it 
may be the tree referred to in Isaiah 11:1. The shoot (netzer) grows out of the 
trunk. Nothing from the palm tree is wasted. We then walked over Tel Kinnereth 
towards Tabgha, where it is thought that Jesus fed the 5,000. There were 12 
basketfuls left over representing the 12 tribes of Israel, suggesting that the 5,000 
men were Jews. Hearing Koreans worshipping here reminded Liz of the global 
church of Christ.  

 



From here we walked on towards Capernaum and soon came to another lovely 
place. Known as St Peters Primacy, there are steps cut into the rock that continue 
under the foundations of the church. This was an ancient pier. It is believed that 
Jesus cooked breakfast on the rock underneath the communion table in the 
church. This rock is known as the Mensi Christi, the table of Christ. The fishing 
grounds close to the church are often very fruitful. The local tilapia (St Peter’s 
fish) feels the cold and congregates around underwater hot springs on cold 
nights. It was here that Jesus asked Peter “Do you love me more than these?” 

 

 
 
 
 



 

 

 
We walked on to more new territory for me. Turning off the roadside path we 
saw a stone structure known as The Leper’s Spring. Later Muslim tradition 
associate it with Job but a much more likely explanation is that it was used as a 
Mikvah for ritual cleansing in the time of Christ, and that after healing the leper 



(Mark 1:40f) Jesus commanded him to purify himself ritually and show himself 
to a priest.  

 
Mark being the oldest gospel is good at getting the sequence of events in Galilee. 
As Jesus walked along the shore towards Capernaum he met Peter and Andrew 
fishing and called out to them “Come follow me”. John tells us that they had 
already met Jesus at his baptism and that Andrew was previously a disciple of 
John the Baptist. Jesus proceeded along the shore to the best place that there is in 
the vicinity for washing and preparing nets, a place where a waterfall tumbles 
into the lake. Here Jesus called his cousins James and John. Their father was 
Zebedee and their mother was Salome, a sister of Mary. Liz Russell had an 
unfortunate fall here, but it must be said that she fell with style. The only damage 
was a nasty graze from the rough basalt stones.  

 
Opposite the Leper’s Spring on the other side of Route 90 (the Via Maris) is a 
cave known as the Eremos Cave. Eremos means “quiet place’. It is a place revered 
by Orthodox Jews due to the association with Job.  Amer brought us back here 
and he asked us “how did the disciples know where to find Jesus when he left 


