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Holy Land Tours RVR - Day 1. The first of the summer Story Sermon series, June 9, 2013, written 

and told by Rev. Steven Schafer at Mt. Hope. Text: I Kings 18:20-46. 

 

 It's probably just a minister's strange notion, but all of us - all ministers everywhere - believe 

that every one of you sitting in the pew want, in the depths of your being - maybe even on an 

unconscious level - to visit the Holy Land. We somehow believe that you all would be just thrilled to 

walk where Jesus walked and see what Jesus saw and experience the land and the people in this 

most amazing place on earth. The only thing holding you back is, perhaps, money or the fear of flying 

or a certain dislike for travel or maybe an uneasiness about intentionally going to a place that has had 

war and unrest almost constantly for the past couple thousand years - it just seems too dangerous - 

outside your comfort zone. We understand that but think you should rise above those things and 

consider doing what you know, in the depths of your heart, you want to do. 

 And I've got to say, that impression has been reinforced in me ever since I actually had an 

opportunity to go. It was such an amazing experience that I went a second time and we've never 

gone the same place twice in our lives... and I think I've still got another Holy Land tour in me if some 

of you one day want to go. But I know that the mind and heart of a minister is sometimes not 

completely in sync with everyone else and that, beyond my comprehension, there are people who 

really DON'T want to go to Israel. 

 Our stories this summer, however, are about a man who did, indeed, want to go.  

 Silas Mevaker1 grew up going to church. I'm not sure exactly which denomination - maybe 

even Catholic. But from the time he was a child in Sunday School he was fascinated by the Bible 

stories he heard. He envisioned himself looking down into the valley when David fought Goliath. 

David goes up to this behemoth unarmed and unshackled with armor and taunts him. He takes his 

sling and whips it around and *Bam* hits the giant right between the eyes and he crashes to the 

ground. 

 He fanaticized about being Peter when he saw Jesus walking on the water and, like Peter, he 

climbed out of the boat and was the only man, other than Jesus himself, to ever walk on water. Pretty 

cool. 

 Or he would be a side-kick of the prophet Baalam and he'd see the old man beat his mule for 

not walking into an angel guarding the way and the ass turning to his rider saying, "Hey! Stop hitting 

me! I'm saving your life, man." How can you not love a talking animal? 

 Silas lost his way, though. After he completed confirmation classes he drifted away from the 

church. He went off to college and studied computer science. He found a job - never a wife - and fell 

into doing a lot of drinking. 

 But something happened to him about three years ago. He found Jesus again. Or maybe, 

more accurately, Jesus found him.  

 He had been invited to church by a co-worker and he couldn't think of a good excuse so he 

went. The minister talked about the love and grace and forgiveness of God and how once we've 

known God God will never leave you alone in your life and what a shame it is that so many leave God 

alone. 

 Silas says he was reborn that morning. He started going to church again (interestingly, not that 

one, but one similar to that of his childhood) and got very involved. The more involved he got, the 
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more he recaptured some of those childhood imaginings about being a part of the Biblical stories he 

heard. The difference being that he was an adult now and there was no reason he shouldn't actually 

experience some of those amazing stories as much as it is possible. He decided he wanted to go to 

the Holy Land.  

 He did some research. "Wow! Travel has gotten expensive. How does anyone do it? I guess 

they save and they sacrifice and they do without some things to make it possible," he thought. But I 

suppose that is true of everything in life. We do what we have to do in order to make things possible. 

 Silas was ready to go. Not having a family and a high-paying job he could afford it. He had 

some vacation time. "Let's do it!" he said to himself.  

 He remembered seeing a sign on an office in a little strip mall not too 

far from his house. It was kind of an old fashioned sign that said a couple of 

things that grabbed his attention. They claimed to be a "cut rate specialist" 

office. He wasn't sure he wanted to go on a cut-rate trip and certainly didn't 

want to fly in a cut-rate airplane or stay in a cut-rate hotel. But they seemed 

to specialize in Holy Land tours, so that was a good sign. But right in the 

middle of the sign was something quite unusual. It said, "Featuring Real VR." 

Now, to his understanding, that was an ozymoron - a phrase that contradicts 

itself. In his computer world, "VR" stands for "virtual reality." By definition you can't have "Real" "VR."  

But, of course, in the travel industry VR probably stood for something else. He'd stop in to the little 

office on Saturday morning if it was open to check it out. 

 

 "Good morning, sir. How may I help you?" 

 "I hope you can. I saw your sign out front and I've been thinking I'd like to go to the Holy Land. 

What do you have available?" 

 "You've come to the right place. We have a very special VR tour that no one else has yet. It's 

the latest thing. It's still in beta testing and not fully predictable, but those who have taken it have said 

it is the most amazing trip they've ever taken. Would you be interested in that or a more traditional 

tour?" 

 "Well, I just don't know. In my world VR means virtual reality. What does it mean in your world?  

Let me tell you what I want. I want four or five star accommodations. I want a fairly small group so I 

don't feel lost in the crowd struggling to see whatever the guide is talking about. I want to go as soon 

as possible. If I don't go soon I'm going to lose my vacation days. " 

 "VR means the same in my world as in yours. Our tours are what we call 'Real Virtual Reality.'"  

 "Sorry. That makes no sense. Virtual means NOT real." 

 "It's a new technology. Let me tell you how it works. On the day you want to travel to the Holy 

Land you come here to this office. I will give you a remote control fob just like you carry on your key 

ring to open your car door. You will wear it around your neck on a lanyard under your clothing. You 

will step into that door right over there - the blue one, close the door 

and press the button on the controller. You will instantly be 

transported to the Holy Land at some time in Biblical history. There 

are no tour guides. You will "become" part of whatever is going on 

there at the time period in which you "land." In every aspect 
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imaginable you will REALLY be there. However, it IS virtual so, although you will interact with people, 

you cannot actually change anything. What will happen will happen." 

 "Are you serious!? That sounds amazing! Where will I go?" 

 "Well - that's the thing. As I said, it's in the beta stage of development. Oh, it's 100% safe and 

its more realistic than anything other than reality itself, but we can't control exactly where you'll go or 

when. It'll be, certainly, in the Holy Land somewhere and it will be in the time period sometime 

between 2000 BC and the present - that's back as far as Abraham and as maybe as recent as 

yesterday." 

 "Sign me up. When do I leave?" 

 "You can either do it in 10 consecutive days - one trip each day - or you can stop in every 

week for a different adventure." 

 "Wow! You mean that if I go on Saturdays I don't even have to miss any work? I'll be home by 

evening?"  

 "Absolutely. Each night you'll sleep in your own bed." 

 "When can I take my first trip?" 

 "As early as right now." 

 "Let's do it!" 

 So Silas filled out all the forms - the application - the waiver of liability - the acknowledgement 

that there are no guarantees as to chronology nor location - and, of course, that all important 

disclaimer that the company cannot be held responsible for injury or death. He wrote out the check, 

took his controller, put it around his neck, and stepped into the little elevator-like room that would 

serve as his transporter. He was scared and excited and curious and, to be honest, a bit skeptical as 

to what he would experience. 

 

 When he pushed the button nothing seemed to happen. Nothing. So he pushed it again. Then 

he pushed it a third time. Nothing. Then, just as he reached for the door knob to leave his little 

chamber, he heard a voice. "Silas, you about done in there? We've got a lot of work to do, you know. 

You can't sit on the pot all day. Get yourself out here and help carry this water." 

 Silas opened the door and discovered that he wasn't in Kansas anymore and he wasn't, 

apparently, in twenty-first century America. He wasn't sure just where he was, but he knew that what 

had just happened is simply impossible. 

 "What's the rush, Abba?" Did he just say that? He just called the old man standing there father. 

 "The rush is that Elijah wants as much water as we can bring to him. Jacob and Ashram have 

already taken him four water jars. He wants another four. Quickly, now, grab that pot and let's go to 

the river." 

 When they got to the river it was little more than a slow running 

stream. It was practically all dried up. "Abba, why is this riverbed so dry?" 

 "My son, where have you been? We've had drought now for the past 

three years. Elijah did it, I think - or so he says. He says he made the rains 

stop - or at least his God did at his bidding. He said it wouldn't rain again until 
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he allows it. I think it's time. He's challenged our Baal prophets to a duel. He's gathered four hundred 

and fifty of them from all over the region and they're all up there on Mt. Carmel. He's requesting water 

be dragged up." 

 "Geez, couldn't he have done it down here on the plain? Why do we have to lug water way up 

there?" 

 "Don't be impudent. You're a servant. You do as  you're told." 

 So Silas began the back breaking work of hauling water up the hill - not really such a small hill 

either - all the way from the river. It took literally hours - two - to get it up there and he was sweating 

like anything when he and his father arrived. There, on the plateau were literally hundreds of people. 

You could tell the priests by their robes. Everyone else were just people from the community - people 

who had gathered to see the show. Like him (he presumed from what his father had said), 

worshippers of Baal. 

 Silas couldn't believe the view from up here. He recognized the 

valley below. It was the Jezreel Valley - the plains of Meggido - the 

crossroads of the world... All traffic in the world from east to west and 

north to south passed through this valley. It is a valley so 

astoundingly rich and important that it is the place where the 

infamous last earthly battle is scheduled to be fought - the plains 

sometimes called Armageddon...  

 "Silas - stop daydreaming. We've got work to do. Take your 

water pot and pour it over Elijah's sacrificial bull.  Don't be shy. He won't hurt you - I don't think." 

 So Silas did as he was told. Everyone was watching. He felt rather self-conscious. He poured 

his eight gallon jar onto the cut up bull and the water flowed into the channel 

Elijah had dug around it - a little mote. He noted that this was one of the 

nicer wilderness altars he had seen. Apparently Elijah had been building it 

for the past few hours while the Prophets of Baal implored their god to 

consume their sacrifice. 

 "Bring more water. I want more water! Your Baal has waited this 

long. He - It - can wait a bit longer," Elijah shouted out. "Where has your god been all this time 

while you were dancing like fools and cutting yourself and shouting out in his name? Was he 

sitting on the pot? Was he blessing someone else? Maybe he's been napping!" It seemed that 

Elijah was really quite good at trash talk. The Baal prophets didn't appreciate it one bit and anxiously 

awaited Elijah's God to fail, too, so they could give as good as they were getting. It was just a matter 

of time. 

 No one was sure what the point was of getting more water. "It seems like a waste of time,"  

Silas heard one man say to another. "This is a lot of hullabaloo for nothing. Our prophets all spent the 

entire day trying to get Baal to send down a bolt of lightening to consume our sacrifice. Nothing. 

Pretty much what you might expect. Gods don't do that kind of thing, I recon. I'm not sure how Elijah's 

god is going to act - ONE prophet, all alone. Baal ignored 450 of his." 

 But Silas and his father and the others had little choice. They were servants. A servant does 

what his or her master says. So back down the mount they went to lug up more water. 
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 It took them almost two hours to get back up to where Elijah and the others were. Elijah hadn't 

been just standing around. He had continued to talk - prophets LOVED to hear themselves talk. Now 

he was addressing the people who had gathered up there to see the show. "What's wrong with you 

people. You're so fickle. You follow Baal because you doubt Yahweh and you follow Yahweh 

because you doubt Baal. Every new idea that comes by you jump on. You've got to decide. 

You've got to decide today. If Baal is god, follow him/her/it - whatever you call that non-

existent entity so may are clinging to. But if Yahweh is God, follow him. Follow him every day 

of your lives. Follow him wherever he leads. Follow him to the ends of the earth if necessary 

for in the Lord of Hosts is all power and dominion and authority. In the Lord God of Israel is 

hope and peace and love and forgiveness and salvation." 

 It was a pretty powerful speech, so far as Silas was concerned. But it was clear that nobody 

was buying it. Isn't it better to say every god is right and be wrong half the time - not offending any of 

them totally - than to choose sides and maybe choose wrongly and really tick off the one you didn't 

choose if it turns out that He was the true god? Elijah was making it way too black and white - my way 

or the highway - for just about everyone.  

 "Look - I am the only prophet of Yahweh left. The culture in which we live has been 

pretty rough on us. It's because we've been proclaiming the truth. Over there are 450 of Baal's 

prophets. Why so many? Because they tell you what you want to hear. They are your favorites 

because they stroke  your ego and tell you you are wonderful and good. They are leading you 

directly to hell! I give you the same message of all Yahweh's prophets - unless you repent - 

unless you turn your lives over to the Lord - you WILL end up in hell. But if you turn and 

believe God will save you." 

 Then he went on, "You know the rule of prophets even though you have forgotten it. If a 

prophet speaks for his or her god and that word turns out not to be true, the prophet should 

be stoned to death. I tell you, today, God's truth. If it be not so, I deserve death... but let me 

remind you, so do they," and he points to the Baal prophets. 

 Elijah's sacrifice seemed to finally have enough water to suit him. TWELVE eight gallon jars 

had been poured on. That SHOULD be enough. The mote was full and overflowing. All that work to 

haul all that precious water and then to watch it flow in little rivulets back down the hill was rather 

disheartening. 
 Elijah seemed to be finished with his sermonizing. Now he faced his altar and took several 

steps back and asked those nearby to step back a bit. Then he prayed, “O LORD, God of Abraham, 

Isaac and Jacob, let it be known today that you are God in Israel and that I am your servant and have 

done all these things at your command.  Answer me, O LORD, answer me, so these people will know 

that you, O LORD, are God, and that you are turning their hearts back again.” 

 There was total silence for what seemed an eternity but was really only about twenty or thirty 

seconds and then, "WHOOSH!" the entire altar was engulfed in flame - not like from lightening but 

almost from within the stones themselves. It reminded Silas of a fire 

igniting from gasoline - just an amazing WHOOSH with tremendous 

heat - Even Elijah and those who had taken a few steps back 

practically fell backward into others at the sudden power and heat. 

Women screamed in fright and men gasped and children began crying 
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but the flame continued to burn like an inferno until the entire sacrifice was nothing but ash and the 

stones were charred and the mote of water was licked dry. 

 Just about everyone there was an instant believer in Elijah's God - Yahweh - the Lord, and fell 

to their knees and onto their faces, prostrating themselves before the living and most obvious God. 

 The prophets of Baal didn't, of course. Their faces had turned white as sheets and they began 

to run. But within minutes the people arose and chased after them, overcoming them in the Kishon 

Valley and stoned every one of them to death. 

 Silas and the other servants just stayed where they were. Silas' "father" was one who fell to his 

knees acknowledging the wonder and power of Yahweh.  

 "You, young man," Elijah said to Silas. "Go over to the edge of the plateau and look toward the 

sea and tell me what you see." Silas did, but reported that he saw nothing. To be honest, he wasn't 

exactly sure what he was looking for. Elijah told him a few minutes later to do it again. Again he saw 

nothing. Then again - nothing. Then again - nothing. He wasn't sure if this was some kind of test or 

what but he was pretty sure he was failing it. The seventh trip to the edge, however, Silas did see 

something. "Master Elijah, I saw a cloud near the horizon about the size of a man's hand." 

 "Well done, young man. Now - tell the other servants and everyone else still up here to hightail 

it down before the rain makes your descent unsafe." 

 So, as they went down Mt. Carmel the clouds began to gather and darken and just as they got 

to the bottom, long awaited rain began to fall. Silas took shelter in a small shed. About an hour later, 

when he opened the door to see if the rain had stopped, he stepped into the offices of "Holy Land 

Tours" and was greeted by Julie, the travel agent. "I hope you had a nice VR, Silas. When and where 

did you go?" 

 Silas told her of his fantastic journey - couldn't get the amazement out of his voice. 

 "So - see you next Saturday, then?" 

 "You couldn't keep me away! I'll be here when you open the doors." 
 

 

 

 

1
Mevaker means, in Hebrew, "traveler," "observer." 


