
Max Carter 

Originally from Indiana with stopovers in Philadelphia and Ramallah, 
Palestine, I now reside in Greensboro, North Carolina, with my wife 
of 40 years (Jane). A member of North Carolina Yearly Meeting 
(FUM), I am in my twenty-fifth year serving at Guilford College as 
director of Friends Center, campus ministry coordinator, and ad-
junct faculty in religious studies. 

This set of devotions for Fruit of the Vine is based (as my previous 
set in 2013) on my frequent return visits to Israel and Palestine. The 
reflections that follow are from a trip with Guilford students in 
January 2014, during which I was delighted to run into several 
people with whom readers of Fruit of the Vine may be familiar: 
Jessy Hampton, daughter of former Fruit of the Vine editor Paula 
Hampton, Retha McCutchen, and Elizabeth Todd (all from North-
west Yearly Meeting of Friends). They are to share no blame for 
these devotions but much praise for their service in Jerusalem and 
Ramallah! 

The photo of me and Father Ioneses was taken in 2013 at the church 
built over the well where Jesus met the Samaritan woman. 
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Sunday 
November 16 Peace within Your Borders 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 147:12-20 
In the sermon on our first Sunday in Jerusalem, we heard how 
most “pilgrims” to the city ride through, hermetically sealed 
in their buses, singing “This is the day that the Lord has 
made...,” interacting only with the “holy sites.” 

That certainly was not our experience! Sahar, our guide, 
took us on an alternative tour of East Jerusalem, showing us 
(from Jabal Mukhaber in the south to Sheikh Jarrah in the 
north) the very systematic and strategic way that governmen-
tal and private policies have blocked the peace plan that the 
USA and international community have pursued: the two-
state solution. Distressingly, much of the strategy is financed 
by an American industrialist. 

At the end of the tour, students asked Sahar, “So, what’s 
the solution?” She replied, “Oh, there are more than enough 
‘solutions.’ What is needed is pressure from civil society to 
give their governments the backbone to implement them!” 

This is also true in our spiritual lives. We know what we 
ought to do, but as Paul once said, “The good that we would 
do, we do not!” Too often, like the policy-makers we are so 
quick to criticize, we lack the backbone to do the right thing. 
And, like the policy makers, we know the “solution”! 

We ended the day with refreshments at the Jerusalem 
Hotel. Since three of the group got milkshakes, we were able 
to say that as much as we were shaken we could slake our 
thirst after Sheikh Jarrah with a shake! Would that it were as 
easy to shake off our spiritual thirst and take real refreshment! 
In fact, it is! 

SONG: This Is the Day That the Lord Has Made 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, may we who pray for the 

“peace of Jerusalem” find ways to work for peace with justice. 
And may we find spiritual peace in our own lives. 

—Max Carter 
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Monday 
November 17 The Friend of God 

BIBLE READING: Genesis 23:1-7 
On our trip to Hebron, the ancient city of Abraham and Sarah, 
we witnessed the surreal nature of the conflict with a former 
soldier, now active in an Israeli peace group. The city is di-
vided into Palestinian and Israeli zones, with 20% of the city 
reserved for 700 settlers; 200,000 Palestinians live in the other 
80%. The main thoroughfare is reserved for settlers, and the 
five Palestinian families who live along the street have their 
front doors welded shut. They have to go through their roofs 
into the Palestinian section. 

In the adjoining settlement of Kiryat Arba, one finds the 
tomb of Baruch Goldstein, the medical doctor of the settle-
ment who in 1994 gunned down 29 Muslims at prayer in the 
mosque above the tombs of Abraham and Sarah. On his tomb, 
Goldstein is described as a “saint” whose “hands are clean 
and heart is pure.” 

We also walked along an ancient path from a spring 
used in Abraham and Sarah’s day to the excavated gates 
where Abraham bargained with the locals for the cave of 
Macphelah as his wife’s burial site. All along the path are 
pottery shards from the millennia of water-carrying mishaps. 

Some call us “crackpots” for even going to a place like 
Hebron. But I think the real ones are those who think the 
situation there is any kind of a vessel that can sustain hope for 
a secure or viable future for either side! Or those who think 
that any “friend of God” (the designation for Abraham in 
Arabic) would seek anything for our neighbors but friendship 
with God and humankind. 

SONG: Rock My Soul in the Bosom of Abraham 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, help us to be friends to 

all, irrespective of race, creed, color, or other ways people are 
seen as “other.” 

—Max Carter 
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Tuesday 
November 18 Good Wolf/Bad Wolf 

BIBLE READING: Joshua 24:14-15 
In his talk to us at Bethlehem University, a biochemist put the 
situation into scientific terms. He described the wall, the 
settlements, the bypass roads, the checkpoints, and the permit 
system as symptoms of a disease, the disease being national-
ism and colonialism. 

It could have been different, he said, and told the story 
of two rabbis in the late 1800s sent to Palestine to see if it 
might be suitable for the dream of a homeland. After their 
visit, they reported back, “The bride is beautiful, but she 
belongs to another man.” And then he told the old Cherokee 
story to explain why such awful things have transpired: “We 
each have two wolves inside us—a good one and a bad one; 
the one who lives is the one you feed.” 

The result of feeding the bad wolf, in his opinion, is the 
segregation and injustice people are suffering now; the “pill” 
is full human equality. 

He then went on to explain why he remains an optimist 
in the face of what many see as a hopeless situation. He de-
scribed the long history of resistance to the “bad wolf.” In-
stead of focusing on the hundreds of villages ethnically 
cleansed in 1948/49, he celebrates the 150 villages that re-
mained and the 30,000 Palestinians who returned to their 
land even when threatened to be shot on sight. Now, Pales-
tinians make up between 20% and 30% of Israel’s population. 

How do we find creative ways to resist “feeding the bad 
wolf” in our own lives? How do we give nourishment to our 
“inner good wolf”? 

SONG: We’re Feeding on the Living Bread 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, help me recognize the 

passions within me which need to be starved—and recognize 
which ones need to be fed! 

—Max Carter 
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Wednesday 
November 19 What Just Happened?! 

BIBLE READING: Romans 12:12 
Ministry during worship with Ramallah Friends was wonder-
ful. Many shared about brokenness—playing off the broken 
trees from a recent storm. And there were many songs shared! 
African-American seminarians from the USA shared several 
spirituals appropriate to the situation. It was quite moving. 

Our afternoon was not as moving; literally! We took a 
bus back to Jerusalem but were soon at a complete standstill. 
No traffic was moving on either side. After an hour, we de-
cided to walk to the checkpoint, which we assumed was the 
source of the problem. We never fully understood the nature 
of the holdup, but there were burning tires, a number of young 
Palestinians milling about, and quite a presence of Israeli 
soldiers in riot gear. 

We hailed a taxi at the checkpoint, but the car was 
turned back. We then drove to another checkpoint, where we 
were thoroughly searched. Three hours later we hopped out of 
the taxi in Jerusalem. We had covered a whole seven miles! 

As he disembarked, one of the students jovially queried, 
“What just happened?!” 

Control just happened; the disruption of social and 
economic fabric just happened; the reality of occupation just 
happened; the forces that make for frustration, humiliation, 
anger, and resignation just happened. But all the while, the 
driver maintained his cool and an amazing sense of humor. I 
asked him if this were his daily experience, and he shrugged 
his shoulders and said, “What can we do?” And that’s a great 
question—for all of us! Can we find the patience to endure—
and the grace to live through our brokenness? 

SONG: Open My Eyes, That I May See 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, grant me patience and the 

strength to endure. 
—Max Carter 



65 

Thursday 
November 20 Change Agents 

BIBLE READING: Ephesians 3:20-21 
During our trip we had the opportunity to meet with Abuna 
Elias Chacour at the school he founded in Ibillin, Israel. 
Among the stories he shared with us was this: 

Desperate to get a building permit that authorities re-
fused to grant, he flew to Washington, D.C., quipping, “The 
most direct way to Jerusalem is through Washington, D.C.!” 
Without any prior notice, he drove to the home of Secretary of 
State James Baker. Baker’s wife answered the door and asked, 
“Do you have an appointment?”  

“Men from Galilee don’t make appointments,” Abuna 
responded. “We make appearances.” 

From that beginning, a friendship ensued, and the long 
and the short of it is that James Baker wrote a letter to the 
Israeli government, and Abuna got his building permit! 
Later, when then Israeli Foreign Secretary Shimon Peres came 
to Ibillin to give a speech about peacemaking—in the building 
the government had refused to permit—Abuna accompanied 
him to the site, telling him about his experience seeking the 
permit. Peres stopped him and said, “I don’t need an explana-
tion; I just wanted to meet the person who was responsible for 
James Baker’s raising hell with my government!” 

Abuna then told the students, “After your trip, I want 
you to raise hell!” I didn’t mention that I’m the kind of Quaker 
uncomfortable with anything stronger than “Goodness gra-
cious!”  

How do we, by the gracious power of God, create change 
in all the right places, seeking the “reign of heaven” where 
injustice reigns? 

SONG: A Mighty Fortress Is Our God 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, grant me the strength, 

courage, and vision to do battle—nonviolently! 
—Max Carter 



66 

Friday 
November 21 I Never Promised You a Rose Garden 

BIBLE READING: Matthew 6:28-29 
In the village of Bi’lin, site of the Oscar-nominated documen-
tary “Five Broken Cameras,” we walked through the fields re-
gained for the village by creative popular resistance and an 
Israeli Supreme Court decision that the route of the separation 
barrier/wall/fence was illegal. Every Friday for many years, 
residents of the village, accompanied by other peace activists, 
marched nonviolently toward the waiting soldiers to protest 
the injustice. Two years ago, our summer work trip was privi-
leged to be present when the army dismantled the fence 
through that stretch of Bi’lin’s land. It is now moved about 
half a mile and is a 27-foot-high concrete wall, but the village 
has 500 acres back. 

At the entrance to the re-gained land, there is a memo-
rial to Bassem, one of two villagers killed in those protests, hit 
by a tear gas canister. 1,400 were wounded. In addition to a 
large plaque and a picture of the man they called 
“Pheel” (elephant), there is a garden filled with little flower 
pots, the likes of which I’m sure nobody outside of this place 
has ever seen. They are tear gas canisters, mute witness to the 
possibility of turning swords into ploughshares, death-dealing 
instruments into incubators for life. 

In our lives, we, too, have places of desolation where we 
can’t imagine anything good taking root, let alone blooming 
into something beautiful. How might we find the wisdom and 
strength to trust God’s promise that “all will be well”? It might 
take some creative effort on our part, but something beautiful 
can replace the unimaginably ugly. 

SONG: It Is Well with My Soul 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, help me turn desolation 

into something beautiful. 
—Max Carter 
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Saturday 
November 22 Olive Oil from a Broken Tree 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 52:8 
Each year that my wife and I visit Palestine, we stop by the 
home of good friends of ours who live near the Friends Boys 
School. And each year we inquire about one particular olive 
tree in their yard. Like many olive trees in Palestine, it has a 
story to tell! 

During the re-invasion of Ramallah in 2003, an army 
bulldozer took out our friends’ garden wall, huge swaths of 
soil, and several trees to form a barricade in the street. They 
live close to the Palestinian governmental headquarters, so the 
soldiers were creating a closed military zone around it to 
prevent any entry or escape. After the destruction, the father 
of the family went out, plucked a traumatized olive tree out of 
the rubble, and stuck it back in the scarred earth of the garden. 

Each succeeding year, we have asked how the tree is 
doing, and up until recently the answer has been the same: “It 
hasn’t fruited yet; it is struggling.” But this year, when the 
question was asked, the mother of the family smiled broadly 
and handed us a bottle of oil—from the tree! 

Olive trees are important in that land—not only for their 
economic and gastronomical benefit—but also as a symbol of 
steadfastness, endurance, and hope. All of us have been 
scarred; all of us have been broken. But we may all, with 
God’s help (and some tender, loving care), recover and, like 
the tree, bring forth abundance again. 

SONG: Give Me Oil in My Lamp 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, help me to endure and to 

know that, though broken, I may yet again be strong. 
—Max Carter 


