






























































6362 During 2021 and 2022, an anthropologist 
named Ruth who researches Ezidi cus-
toms often stayed with us. She is Jewish 
and during one of her visits, we realized 
that Ezidis, Jews and Christians would all 
be marking our major feasts within a few 
days of each other. She promised to return 
during holy week so that we could cele-
brate together. 

It happened that the �rst day of Passover 
was on Good Friday. The Ezidis baked Ruth 
some naan without yeast and she came 
loaded with groceries for the seder meal. 
Before that, though, we all attended the 
Good Friday Service in our church with the 
solemn story of Christ�s passion: betrayal, 
denial, senseless violence. I did not know 
how they would respond but two of the 
Ezidis stayed behind to pray.

Before the sun set, Abbess Franziska, Sr. 
Monica and I went to the church asylum 
quarters. We all gathered around the table 
with our wine, the candlesticks and the all-
important seder plate. My thoughts turned 
to our church: the cruci�x was still up on 
our altar. This �good� Friday was not yet 

over, but now we were also remembering 
the night when the angel of death came. 
We worked through the story and the meal 
in a mixture of Hebrew, English, German, 
Kurmanji and Arabic. 

At one point during the seder meal, par-
ticipants remember the ten plagues. Ruth 
told us to dip a �nger into our wine and put 
a drop onto our plates as she went through 
each of the ten plagues. Water into blood 
� a drop of wine � frogs � a drop of wine 
� gnats � a drop of wine.  Afterwards, she 
told us that we could name various plagu-
es or trials that we are currently facing. At 
�rst, we sat there silently but then the pla-
gues came �ooding in: the Corona pande-
mic, the genocide by ISIS, being detained 
in Latvia, Rumania, Bulgaria; friends and 
family members being murdered, ensla-
ved, ill, missing. Our plates were red by 
the end of it but everything was out in the 
open. She then told us to drink the rest of 
our wine � everything that was left was 
�joyous wine�.  We drank it down.

Early on Easter morning, long before the 
sun rose, everyone gathered in our cour-

We celebrate
Passover – Good Friday – New Year

tyard. We lit a new �re and spread light from 
candle to candle. By the end of the service, the 
sun had risen: a reminder of a new day. 

That following Wednesday, we joined the 
Ezidis in celebrating the creation of the earth; 
also the dawning of a new day. We dyed eggs 
and cracked them against each other, ate tre-
ats and remembered God�s creative power. We 
also talked about Shingal and the ongoing ge-
nocide against Ezidis. Was Good Friday really 
over? Had the angel of death come and had he 
passed over their house? I thought about the 
�dancing Jesus� statue that we have in our 
church: he has a crown of thorns like a per-
petual Man of Sorrows but also the wounds of 
the risen Lord, held out forever in a gesture of 
peace. Both at the same time. 
	
			   Sr.  Makrina Finlay



6564 The �rst attempt at pulling out her wis-
dom teeth with local anesthesia had not 
gone well, so we agreed with the doctors 
that she should receive a general anest-
hesia. I went with her to the appointment 
and sat in the waiting room.

I thought about her as I waited: She had 
already been through so much. 

Many of her relatives had been killed or 
enslaved by ISIS. Twelve were still mis-
sing: cousins and nieces. She once told me 
that she hoped they were dead. That would 
be more merciful than the alternative. 
Two of her brothers had gone to Germa-
ny years ago and her parents and younger 
siblings had joined them through fami-
ly reuni�cation. She was twenty by then, 
and no longer considered to be immediate 
family� according to German law. So she 
stayed behind in a camp with her sister, 
brother in law and their three sons. 

When the opportunity arose, she left Iraq 
via Belarus and Lithuania. She happened 
to tell the right combination of truths 
and half-truths that allowed her to leave 

the camp in Lithuania within months of 
arriving there. It was not until she got to 
Germany that her family broke the news 
to her that her brother-in-law had died of 
Corona Virus, leaving her sister a widow 
and the three sons fatherless. �I just wan-
ted to go back to Iraq and be with them� to 
help them somehow,� she told me.

She showed me a video where friends 
and family walked around her brother-
in-law�s mattress as an act of mourning. 
I noticed that they were in a shabby tent. 
Shirin�s sister beat her chest until the sin-
gers stopped her. She and other women 
had cut their hair o� as a sign of mour-
ning. I looked over at Shirin, touched her 
hair, which was shorter than that of most 
Ezidis. She nodded to indicate that she, 
too, had cut o� her hair. I saw a tear well 
up in her eye.
 
A couple months after she came into 
church asylum, I received an Email from 
the relevant immigration authority as-
king to meet so that we could discuss her 
deportation. We tried to shield her from 
the worst of it and even brought her into 

When the Soul is in Tears
Shirin and the Pain

the very heart of the monastery enclosu-
re, but the fear was there. How could it be 
otherwise? 

After several nerve-racking weeks of try-
ing to �nd a diplomatic solution, we recei-
ved another email from the immigration 
authority, informing us that, due to the 
Ukraine war, which had just broken out, 
they would not be deporting people from 
church asylum, at least for the time being. 
We rejoiced but still felt the strain.

I was thinking about all of this as I waited 
for her in the doctor�s o�ce. My thoughts 
were disrupted by a loud, painful whi-
ning coming from the back of the o�ce. 
One of the nurses rushed over to me and 
asked if I could join her. The surgery had 
been successful, but in this state between 
consciousness and unconsciousness, Shi-
rin�s trauma had found an outlet. �She�s 

been through a lot.� I explained between 
her cries. What else could I possibly say? 
The nurse still wanted it to stop. This was 
a dentist�s o�ce, after all, and Shirin was 
scaring the other patients. I stood there 
helplessly until the anesthesiologist joi-
ned us. �She can�t help it.� he con�rmed 
and sent the nurse away. 

�I�m sorry,� I said, and then repeated apo-
logetically: �She�s been through a lot.� 

�I am sorry, too�, he said, and it was clear 
that he was not referring to the disruption 
she was causing to others. �Just stay with 
her,� he said, as he walked out. 

I nodded in gratitude and sat down to wait 
it out.  					  
			   Sr. Makrina Finlay



6766 �Is this the church?� Sometimes they have 
asked in German, sometimes in English or 
Kurmanji but I always know what they are 
getting at: they need church asylum. It is 
hard to know how to respond: �Is this the 
church?�

Over the past seven years, we have been 
able to take about 150 people into church 
asylum. Just a drop in the bucket? Maybe.

But each drop is a person with hopes, dre-
ams, a family. Over the years, I have lost 
touch with many of them but I know that 
only one of them has left Germany and 
that was of his own accord. When I scroll 
through my phone I see pictures of lan-
guage course certi�cates � A2, B1, B2; dri-
vers� licenses, residence permits, wedding 
announcements, all from people who have 
been in church asylum. 

Several have completed a professional 
training and others are busy founding 
families. A woman who came to church 
asylum pregnant, recently came back 
with her husband and son. The little boy 
did not know me, of course, but I could 

not help feeling connected to him as I re-
called hearing his heartbeat at that first 
doctor�s appointment.  

Some of the people who stayed with us 
are working as barbers, mechanics, me-
dical assistants, builders. Some are cooks 
in family restaurants. Some are here with 
their whole families, united at last. Others 
are the lifeline for parents, siblings, chil-
dren and spouses back at home. Each one 
of them has a unique story and each one 
of them understands that they have been 
given a chance. Although most are Ezidis, 
we have also taken in Christians and Mus-
lims, Kurds and Arabs. Each of them has 
found a di�erent way of expressing what 
church asylum means to them but I was 
especially touched by the words of a young 
man from Iraq. 

Is this the Church?
A History of Hospitality

�The last days have been really hard for me. I 
miss you every day.

From the moment I said goodbye to you all in 
Dinklage, I felt like saying goodbye to a part 
of me. You have been so wonderful to me that 
there are no words in any languages to ex-
press how grateful I am to you.

And what I think about is that if there is a God 
in this universe, it will be the one you wish 
for, without a doubt, because you really re-
present all the values, morals, and mercy that 
any person might expect from God. 

In the end, I would like to say that you will re-
main in my memory forever, and I will always 
want to return to Dinklage. With my best re-
gards to all those in charge of the Dinklage 
Church. �	
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Where is the 
Journey Going?
  












