Expect the Unexpected
It is amazing how God works things out when you truly are willing to do what is asked or expected of you. A couple of days ago my roommate and I decided to take a trip to Jerusalem before she headed back home. E., who was preparing to leave to go overseas, handed my roommate a letter she had received from friends asking her to look in on a dear friend of theirs. So, as a part of our outing, we became ambassadors of goodwill. 


Expect the unexpected is really the only way to summarize the day’s adventures. We left quite late in the morning for Jerusalem. We had intended to leave right after Morning Prayer. A large project ensued and so we were delayed. We had attempted to contact the friend of the friends the night before and also on that morning but to no avail. The producer of the project wanted tapered candles and since we knew exactly where to get them we took off around mid-morning to one of the nearby shuks to purchase them. Finally about 11:30am we started on our way. We took a sheroot to the Central Bus Station and another to Jerusalem. 

We arrived in Jerusalem in about an hour and a half. The first thing on our agenda was to spend some time praying in the Garden Tomb, but we found it had just closed and would not open again for a few hours. We decided then that since we were within walking distance of Mea Shearim, a well-known ultra-Orthodox community, we might as well make use of the time and pay it a visit.
We meandered our way through the streets and there at the entrance to this neighborhood was a sign requesting tour groups and visitors to cease taking tours in and around the community. So our second stop seemed to have been frustrated by the predisposition of that day to achieve even our rudimentary desire to leave early.

These are my observations of this community and others that I have had the opportunity to visit. The ultra-Orthodox Jews are the religious of the religious. They adhere to a strict code of living. They follow the rabbinical codes, concerning diet, dress, and religious traditions. These families receive some limited welfare assistance from the state of Israel to attend yeshivas where they read and discuss the tenets of their faith and spend a great deal of time praying. Most of these families are large – often with six or more children. They do not have a strong attachment to or patriotism for the state of Israel; rather they are more preoccupied with the coming of the Messiah and where they await His coming is not important. Anyone attempting to evangelize in their communities or in their presence will meet with violent resistance.
There is a starkly observable fact in the way such communities exist. Everywhere I look in these communities there is a sense and picture of bleak poverty. Apartment buildings are dilapidated. This is the predominate condition of the majority of buildings in the heart of the communities I personally have visited. Life seems a far cry from what God intended His chosen to possess.
 There are women fully dressed from covered heads to black-stockinged feet and a sea of black clad or pin-striped robe-wearing men. Every few feet there are men crossing the street, yet it is as if they are going nowhere. They scurry about as though they are off to a major board meeting but carry no briefcase that might attest to a profession or business. I suspect they are going to the community yeshiva or the synagogue to pursue another round of rabbinical debates. This is likely to be a topic that has been discussed time and time again for the last few thousand years.  
Posters cling to crumbling walls that show years of disrepair and unkemptness. There are pictures of a dead rabbi whom many believe is the Messiah. What particularly caught my attention is the dark gloom that seems to supernaturally form around such communities. It is a dome that seems to have shut up in its core not hope but hopelessness and idleness. This is not just an observation but discernment.
I see little children dressed in very modest apparel and teenage boys huddling together in this corner or that whiling the day away. Mothers are pushing baby prams or strollers often with two young toddlers tucked in and several other older siblings tagging along; so many children but so little contact in the open with each other. Men seem to be always crossing over the street and women seem to be oblivious to them. I am disappointed that no one even seems to care about the dilapidated conditions in which they are raising these children. How could this be? These are the people to whom this land was given as an inheritance and yet in this part of the nation people live more or less like squatters rather than tenants and contributors to the nation.

 This is what I encountered and gleaned from a brief unexpected walk at the edge of an ultra-Orthodox community. My roommate and I did not feel led to move further into the area. A sense of rigidity stifled the air. We said a brief prayer under our breath and left. With the next destination in mind, we moved away toward the place where we could catch a bus to visit the friend of E’s friend. 
 Since it was after our usual lunch hour and it was raining quite a downpour, we entered a falafel restaurant and ordered. We sat quietly discussing the fact that we were on our way to impose ourselves upon people whom we did not know on behalf of people we did not know. Perhaps we were on a wild goose chase. As we completed our meal, my roommate started a conversation with two other diners and at the conclusion offered them each one of Jacob’s books. 
So, something happened that began to change the tone of our thinking. Two strangers received a gift. There was a sense of expectancy brewing in my roommate’s mind. I could see it on her face. She has a way of shifting from complacency to expectancy on a shekel. There is a hint of determination that begins to form on her brow, as if with one success, another will soon follow. I have grown to recognize that look. I allowed what I was familiar with seeing in her to allow me to go with the flow and expectancy began to stir in my heart as well.
My determined roommate and I finally got off the bus at the next to last stop and proceeded into the concrete jungle of apartment complexes. The first apartment we knocked on was the wrong one - the wrong building and the wrong apartment. We spent another ten minutes in the rain looking for the right building asking everyone for its location to little avail. Finally, we found the building tucked back in a place where it was obvious the number of the building did not correspond to the flow of numbers. 

We entered it to find the apartment we sought was the very first one on the first floor, so my roommate knocked on the door.  We knocked the second time and then realized that the light on the wall next to the door was actually a door bell. Depressing the button we finally got a response. It was the voice of a child sounding rather hesitant and cautious. 

Several failed attempts to convince the child of the name of the person we were seeking were very discouraging. My roommate, using the little Hebrew she knows, finally prevailed upon the child to call someone else to the door. A young man came and inquired from us who we were and what we wanted. How can we explain that her twenty-one year old brother came to the door and without having any idea who we were allowed us to come in. All we could say was that friends of his father were enquiring about him and we were friends of a friend of theirs!   
God’s appointed time is what you expect and the way the work is to be accomplished is the unexpected. Imagine, God delaying your departure time in order to purchase candles because He was trying to show you in the natural what He was up to in the supernatural. He was about to turn on the lights in someone’s life and the candles were the shadow of what was coming. We had arrived at the most opportune time possible. The son was about to go to visit his dad.

We understood from this young man that his dad had been quite ill for some years and his condition had deteriorated to the point where he was now in a nursing home facility. Although ascertaining from us that we did not know his dad personally and were just a third party on behalf of others, he invited us to come along with him on his daily visit to his dad. He took up a small plastic bag, saying: “I am taking some sweets to my dad.” 
We left the apartment and filed into his car. What are such chances? As we drove we spoke and he was then able to get a clearer picture of how we had come to his home looking for someone we had neither met nor knew anything about. He spoke of how his dad’s illness had progressed, he told us about the decline of his dad’s health and the toll it had taken on his family. We approached a check point on the other side of the road and the conversation changed.
“I hate that,” he said. “We have to live like this, searches, and such uncertainties. All my life we’ve had to face conflict and I am tired of it and can’t wait to leave.” From my position in the back seat, I leaned forward and said, “Don’t go, don’t give up your inheritance and leave the land.” 

We arrived at the facility and entered the building. He was still quite amazed that two strangers had come to visit a total stranger. As we entered the elevator, his countenance changed.  He too had taken on an air of expectancy. Actually, I had seen this in his voice and mannerisms at his home when he announced he was going to see his dad. But now, a reflection of what had been spoken emanated from his face.  I am sure my roommate also sensed it. We were both charged, not realizing the candles were about to be set ablaze. 
Entering his dad’s room, we eagerly greeted the first resident we saw assuming it was his dad. There was absolutely no likeness of him in this man’s face, and it became obvious when he pointed us in the right direction that the man in the bed we were now facing was definitely his dad. He moved over to the side of his dad’s bed and introduced us to him. 
How do you express in words such love and purity of heart between a father and a son? How do you convey a tender moment so indescribable without diminishing the reality of what it was? Have you ever seen a father tenderly and lovingly hold his baby in his arms and the look of sheer joy, pleasure, and love he expresses? 
A genuine fondness and affection for each other ensued. It felt almost like an intrusion on an intimate moment that soon enveloped us carrying us along for the ride like a gentle breeze blowing across a meadow flooding our senses with the fragrance of wild flowers. The only difference was that dad was lying in the bed in a fetal position like a child and the son was standing looking down upon his dad with love and tenderness. It was only age that betrayed the truth.   

We spent about half an hour trying to communicate with this friend of friends of a friend. We talked about what his dad liked and would like. This beautiful son opened a bag of candy and fed his dad who wolfishly woofed down each piece with vigor. We watched him feed his dad water and enquire about his dad’s needs from the attendants. We listened in on conversations that were both tender and sweet; perhaps we hadn’t earned the right to be privy to such moments, but we were graced by God.  
We asked his son if he would mind if we prayed for his dad. Dad has some memory loss and disorientation. His son asked him if it was ok and with what appeared to be a definite yes, we moved over to the bed. My roommate asked dad if it was ok to pray in the name of Yeshua to which he uttered, “Yes.” She prayed for his health and hopes for a better outcome. His son then began to talk about what it’s like when other family members come to visit his dad and how they would leave the room crying. He spoke of how strong and capable his dad was when he was in good health. He expressed how he could not really believe in God for allowing such a thing to happen to his dad. I stood next to him and said, “A healthy body is relative. It takes more courage for your dad to lie in this bed day after day than it does to be healthy. Look at his face and the love I see between you two, perhaps this is what it is all about.” 
Then he said something that took me and my roommate aback. He said, “It is not by chance that you two came here today and that you are here at this moment. You are here to strengthen my faith and to give me hope.” I asked him if he would mind if we prayed for him and he readily said yes. The three of us stood next to his dad’s bed and held hands including his dad. We agreed in prayer. I know there was an agreement, I know there was unity, I know there was a presence standing in the midst holding the link. When the prayer was over, it was apparent that something had changed. It was like someone had lit a room full of candles and the glow was reflected on flesh and blood. How could this be? It was the unexpected!
As we left the facility, this young man offered to take us to the bus stop to catch the sheroot back. We apologized for having intruded into his home and thanked him for allowing us to infringe on his time with his dad. This was met with an apology from him. He asked us to forgive him for not opening the door when we first arrived. He said he wanted to leave Israel only long enough to make enough money so he could care for his family and keep his dad in a facility that would meet his needs. It was obvious that this young man had become a man before his years should have allowed. He is a soldier, a father to his siblings and daily caregiver to his dad. He spoke of how he had become so angry with his dad for being ill that it had caused a rift between them, but now he is so grateful to be caring for him as he does. “He took care of me as a baby, now I am happy to take care of him.” He didn’t have to say that - it was obvious that the roles had been reversed yet not begrudged. 
We exchanged email addresses and my roommate gave him a copy of Jacob’s book. He promised to read it and to do so with an open mind. He was grateful, happy, and as we got out of the car there was definitely an element of change, radical change, on his face. As he pulled away, my roommate and I danced through the park to our bus stop. What joy and elation over the events of the day. In unison we spoke, “Wow that was so great!” No regrets, no misuse of time or effort. 
We were bouncing through the park, and I think both our minds were on the same thought; we even expressed it to each other. “What next, what has God in store for us next?” Can this air of expectancy extend further? It could and it did. We approached a lane of gift stores and entered one that sells Dead Sea products.

 My roommate was preparing to return home for a month and was looking for gifts to take back. We made several purchases and then a conversation ensued with the store owner and her employees. How eventful it was. We shared and shared and spoke of Isaiah’s words concerning the double portion. We spoke of Yeshua and showed pictures of a recent sighting of a double rainbow. And the words from this store owner were words spoken just hours before. “You are not here by chance; you are here at this moment by appointment.” They took the last of our books and promised eagerly to read them. 
Oh how we rejoiced, oh how we praised his name! Our cups were filled and running over the brim. The saucers were inadequate to contain the full measure of outpouring. An air of expectancy had materialized into the unexpected. What more could anyone desire from the day? We arrived back at Gilgal and went to see the outcome of the project. We noted that all the candles had been lit and had burned to varying lengths. So we were back to the natural.
This is the voice of the trumpet of salvation. This is the point of unity. It is from here that we set out for the day’s journey and it was here that we returned. If you are looking for an encounter with the unexpected, then we invite you to come. 
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