
JERUSALEM:  November 10-13, 2014 

 

The International Conference Centre (ICC) in Jerusalem holds about 2,800 people in the main theatre, 

but that was not enough for us.  It has an overflow hall with another 700 seats and we filled that 

too.  “We” were the 822 Gathering (from Zechariah 8:22) people from over 50 nations, but amazingly, 

nearly half of them were Chinese.  What richness they bring!  I will explain more about that below, but 

first I want to sketch a clearer picture of the setting. 

 

West Jerusalem looks quite a lot like a European city except nearly all the buildings are built with white 

Jerusalem Stone so they look very solid—although some of it is only a stone façade. There are the usual 

traffic jams, aggressive taxi drivers who seem to be transplanted straight from New York and occasional 

green spaces with attractive official buildings of government.  But an increasingly high percentage of the 

people on the streets are from one of the many streams of Orthodox Jews.  These can be distinguished 

most easily by their hats.  They have many different countries of origins and some, though it is often 

very hot in Israel, still wear their fur hats every day.  Some wear very wide brimmed hats, others simple 

prayer caps and many of them never seem to lift their eyes from the scriptures they carry with them 

everywhere.  So, it is both a familiar and very different city all at the same time. 

 

On this trip, Marti and I are not staying in the West** of the city, instead we are in the home of an old 

friend who is an Algerian/Swiss/ Jewish believer—and that is a story for another time!  From his garden 

(a rare luxury outside West Jerusalem) we look across the Gehenna valley (which is a New Testament 

symbol of hell because it was the rubbish dump on the south side of the city)  to the wall of the Old City 

of Jerusalem.  The house is on the border of what used to be Israel and Jordan, and still the Arab part of 

the city begins there.   It is a busy, noisy part of the city with the call to prayer coming from the many 

minarets which surround us, beginning at four-twenty a.m.  In the evening, if we can grab a few 

minutes, we climb to the flat roof-top and gaze on the unique vista of old Jerusalem with its churches, 

synagogues and the Temple Mount with the gold Dome of the Rock mosque and the rusting galvanised 

dome of the El Aqsa mosque.  Beyond that are the vast cemeteries, gardens and hotels of the Mount of 

Olives—all this, in the evening sun making a better picture than any postcard  could ever capture. 

 

This city, however, is not what the postcards depict.  Just prior to our stay and during it, there is 

constant unrest centring on the Temple Mount.  One of the strongest Orthodox groups has demanded 

the freedom to pray on the Mount and the Muslims who control it are burning with anger at such a 

demand—even though the government of Israel will not consider granting the request.  In an act of 

retribution a gunman fired on the Rabbi who leads the Orthodox faction, hitting him with four bullets, so 

as we arrive in the city he is lying in hospital not expected to live.  To everyone’s surprise, before we 

leave he has recovered enough to walk out of the hospital and attend prayers!  Meanwhile there is 

another act of terror when a Muslim driver steers his van into a group of pedestrians with fatal 

results.  Such is the state of the “City of Peace”. 

 

Meanwhile, each morning we set off at 8 a.m. and drive at break-neck speed through West Jerusalem, 

diving down back roads to avoid as much of the heavy traffic as we can.  Our driver, Emmanuel, is the 24 

year old son of the household where we are staying and is competent, so it is not as risky as it seems on 

the first trip.  He is a gregarious,  informative, fun addition to the trip.  (He could also easily pass for a 

body-guard, so that is handy.)  Because he speaks Arabic, Hebrew, English, French and German, he helps 

us understand more about the youth of the different communities in Israel as we drive to and from the 

ICC. 

 



We are part of the leadership group, so we get there an hour before everyone else to prepare for the 

meeting by hearing what God may have spoken to anyone in that group or via the larger group of 

intercessors.  Then, with no other plan than doing what the Holy Spirit leads us to do in the main 

meeting, we enter into the main theatre which is already full, as is the overflow hall.  The worship group, 

from many nations and the worship-dancers, also from several nations are already there and leading the 

crowd.  The worship is unlike any meeting I have ever attended, other than the one with over 20,000 

Chinese last year in Hong Kong.  There is no doubt that the passion, faith, love and childlikeness of the 

Chinese lifts the entire crowd.  I can only describe it as an intensified awareness of God’s presence that 

is marked by great joy and warm love for everyone.   

 

The staff and security guards at the ICC seem to be intrigued and baffled at the same time.  Emmanuel 

tells us that, when they discover that he speaks Hebrew, they start firing questions at him.  “Who are 

these people?”  “Why are they so nice?”  “They all seem to know and like each other, but they come 

from so many nations.  Why?”  He never misses an opportunity to tell Jews about their Messiah and 

many left their work shifts thinking differently than when they came. 

 

Each day the morning meeting is from 9:30 to 12:30 with no break and worship usually fills more than 

half of it.  Then everyone is back again at 2:30 until after 4:30, then again from 7:00 until 9:30.  Each 

session starts with praise and worship and always seems like it could go on for the entire session and 

more.  Somehow these sessions seem to be more purposeful than I am used to.  Like other times, they 

are about honouring the Lord and proclaiming truth, but there is a clear sense that the unified hearts 

and voices are accomplishing much in the spiritual atmosphere in this part of the world—which seems 

to be the global capital of conflict.   I am always intensely aware that, just a couple of hundred miles 

away, the self-declared “Islamic State” is terrorizing Christians, Yezidis, Shia Muslims and anyone else 

who does not join them.  Those who have suffered so much agony and terror are never far from our 

hearts and thoughts. 

 

Senior leaders of both Hebrew-speaking congregations and Arabic-speaking congregations have also 

gathered with us.  They have a long history of efforts to come to true unity, but it is very difficult in this 

racially and religiously divided nation.  The recent Gaza war has brought deeper strains and many of 

them are on the brink of giving up.  I understand why they feel that it might be best for them to draw 

back from attempts at fellowship across the divide so they can just focus on evangelism and discipleship 

within their own respective communities.   

 

(You might not know that there are about 15,000 Jews who have come to know Jesus as their Messiah 

and meet in “Messianic Congregations”.  About half of this number are Russian Jews who have little 

contact with other believing Jews.  Then there is a similar number of Arab Christians who are Israeli 

citizens and are allowed to move freely within Israel, so can come to the event at the ICC.  There are also 

several thousand Christians who are active in Palestinian Congregations, but they are no longer allowed 

to cross into Israel.  We missed them, and trust God for a change in the future.)   

 

The Chinese Church, especially the unregistered churches, or “House Churches” have had a great 

passion for the Arabs and Jews for many decades.  While they were under great pressure and 

persecution, they carried the people of the Middle East in their hearts and prayers.  They have especially 

prayed for unity between the believing Jews and Arabs.  They are also deeply committed to preach the 

good news to Jews and Arabs everywhere.  Marti and I were moved to tears by their love and generosity 

to the People of the Land.  They brought their love and, without being asked, many of them brought 



sacrificial offerings they had been setting aside for many months.  These were given to promote unity 

within the Body of Christ in the Middle East. 

 

In light of the decades of committed intercession we understood how they arrived with great joy at 

being able to finally visit Israel, but they also had great expectations for what God would do—and they 

were not disappointed.  Before the meetings were over, the Jewish and Arab leaders had been 

overwhelmed by the Presence of the Holy Spirit and the thick atmosphere of love and 

forgiveness.  Many vital conversations occurred in the backrooms and hallways of the ICC as God 

softened hearts.  Mutual understanding and forgiveness deepened with each hour.  Finally in a public 

act of loving unity, they covenanted to walk together as Paul describes in the Letter to the Ephesians, as 

“one new man”.  In the strength of that unity in the host nation the Gathering went on to intercede for 

other great needs, including North Korea, China and South Korea.  In all this, I must not forget the 

Japanese and Germans who also played a leading role in bringing unity.  Yes, I said the Japanese and 

Germans led out in humility and brokenness. 

 

So, now we are on the plane home and I have reported on some of the outstanding events and 

outcomes of the past few days.  But, I don’t think we will know how much impact was made overall in 

these few days.  I just know deep in my spirit that this has been of great significance—just because 

everything about the preparation for these days, and the atmosphere during them, had the fragrance of 

the Holy Spirit.  Where to from here?  We don’t know, but we are committed to listening and obeying 

and we know we live in extraordinary days in which God is moving at a pace we have never seen. 

 

Lynn Green   

 


