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They told me I'd find a minyan, first thing in the morning, in the airport shul.

The airport shul? Where in the world do airports have shuls?

Where else but in Israel, that unique place where the spiritual blends with the mundane, sometimes in the most unexpected ways.

The shul turned out to be empty, so I began to daven alone. A little while later I headed to the door to signal my wife to send in our children to join me. That's when I noticed him.

He was walking towards the shul, towards me. He was a tall, muscular man in his late twenties, with dark sunglasses perched on top of his bare head. I found myself wondering if he was Jewish.

He opened the door to the shul.

Our eyes met briefly, his not seeming to register surprise at my talis and tefilin. He headed toward the box of cardboard kipot, the kind there for people who are "searching". He put one on. 

"Ah," I thought. "Another Jew in Israel, searching."

At the Kotel, when you see people with cardboard kipot, you always notice how unfamiliar they are with the surroundings.

Yet here there seemed to be a vague familiarity, a nodding acquaintance, between this man and the Ben Gurion International Airport Synagogue.

He went around me and proceeded briskly through the shul. He looked under each and every chair, row by row. His eyes scanned the stacks of siddurim and rested briefly on the Aron Kodesh. He replaced his kipa, and left abruptly, but not before I heard the crackle of a walkie-talkie, hidden under his shirt.

I then realized I was right. Here, indeed, was a Jew searching in Israel. However, he was an Israeli security agent, searching for bombs and suspicious packages. It saddened me.

Then I wondered - why the kipa? Why bother, if he's clearly not religious, and he's doing a routine security check, one he probably does dozens of times each day?

The answer:  Somehow, this Israeli man, despite his secular lifestyle, had an inborn sensitivity to holiness. To him, putting on a kipa in a shul made perfect sense, day after day, every half an hour. 

Where else but in Israel, that unique place where the spiritual blends with the mundane, sometimes in the most unexpected ways. 

I went back to my davening. Uplifted.
