
Holy Land Tours - Day 5. A "Story Sermon" told at Mt. Hope by Rev. Steven Schafer on July 7, 

2013. Text: Mark 14: 12-26. 

 Silas was still flying high from last week's RVR experience. He had gone to three of the 

most sacred places on earth: the Dome of the Rock (sacred to Muslims), The Western Wall - 

the Wailing Wall - sometimes called the "Wailing Wall" (sacred to Jews), and the Holy 

Sepulchre - where Jesus was buried (sacred to Christians). He didn't remember something 

that, in retrospect, he supposed he knew, when he walked into the travel agency for his fifth 

day -  that spiritual highs often are followed by spiritual lows. He was about to experience 

something more profound than he had ever reckoned - and not profound in a good way.    

 "Good morning, Julie!" he said. "I'm ready to go again. Crank that old blue door up and 

let me at it! Send me to Jerusalem or to Gennesaret or to the Jordan River. Whatever it is, if it 

compares to what's gone on so far, it will be great."  

 "Well, aren't you in a good mood, Silas," said Julie Swenson, the travel agency booker. 

"Today marks the midway point in your tours. You've been pretty satisfied, haven't you? I'm so 

glad. I envy you. I'll get there myself some day and go where you've gone and do what you've 

done. I'm saving my pennies." 

 "I hope so. This has been the ride of my life. I will never read the Bible or hear a sermon 

the same again. The perspective I've gained is awesome. I think every Christian should go at 

least once in their lives - like the Muslims making a pilgrimage to Mecca. It changes your life!" 

 "I don't know where you're heading today," said Julie. "The techs thought they had it all 

figured out but you landing at the Dome of the Rock last week stymied them. They don't know, 

now, what to expect - where you'll go or when or who you'll be. I guess you'll have to be ready 

for anything." 

 "I'm not worried. If I could get through that back-breaking water hauling up Mt. Carmel 

on my first day I think I can get through just about anything," said Silas. 

 He took the pendant from Julie, bid her a good day and stepped inside the Blue door. He 

pressed the button, waited a few seconds, thinking maybe the system had to boot up after 

pressing the button - he didn't want to jump the gun and open 

the door too soon - and opened the door.  

 Silas found himself at the bottom on a stairway. He didn't 

know exactly what he was supposed to do - climb the stairway? 

- walk away from it? The building seemed to be quite old so he 

decided he'd go inside to explore before going up the stairs 

even though he had the impression that climbing the stairs was 

what was expected of him.  



 He walked around to the front of the build to find a door. When he got to the front, he 

discovered a statue there. It was of a Biblical era man sitting on steps playing a harp. He didn't 

know if there were many harps mentioned in the Bible or not but this was 

obviously the most famous of all harp players, the great King David. 

 Silas remembered once reading that, up until 1933 there was no 

evidence that David actually existed other than in the Bible. How strange 

to have the most powerful and influential king who ever lived ignored by 

historians of his day and for three thousand years after... The boy who 

fought the giant, the friend of Jonathan, the defender of Saul, the writer of 

Psalms, the friend of God... Forgotten by all but people of the Book - only 

to arise again with modern archeology. 

 Clearly the building was a synagogue, so Silas went in to 

look around a bit. When he entered, he found that it was almost 

completely empty. There appeared to be only two people there. 

One was a man praying aloud in Hebrew. No telling what he was 

saying. Silas couldn't understand any of it and was rather glad of 

that. Listening in on another's prayers is rather uncouth. There 

was also a woman there. Silas wasn't sure she was praying but was 

clearly paying homage to some kind of shrouded coffin. Silas saw a 

golden crown on the shroud along with a harp and some other 

symbols. This must be the burial place of David. He walked up to 

it. Standing beside the woman he stood in silence as he reflected 

on the tremendous history of this place. Perhaps Jesus himself, King David's great, great, great, 

great (who knows how many greats) grandson stood here, like he was, in silent reverence, 

remembering the tales and adventures of this amazing man. Such a humble resting place. 

 Quietly Silas exited the synagogue and went back around the building to the stairway 

where he had "landed." He climbed the stairs and 

found himself in what appeared to be some kind of 

meeting room or lounge. It was really quite beautiful - 

a big open space - bright and colorful - pillars and a 

stone floor.  

 "Jude, where have you been?" a voice from 

across the room called. "I've been waiting for you to 

help set up for tonight. Here - help me drag this table over near the wall. Then go into that 

storage room over there and bring out some chairs. We'll need thirteen if everyone shows up." 



 So "Jude," as Silas assumed was his name in this venue, did as he was told. He and his 

partner (whose name he found out later was Andy) set up a round table near the center of the 

room. 

 "What are we setting up for?" asked Silas. 

 "Don't be so lazy. Someone has to do it. Why not you and me?" said Andy. 

 "No. I didn't mean 'What are WE setting up for,' I meant for what occasion are we 

setting up?" 

 "Where HAVE you been? Passover begins tonight. You couldn't have forgotten. The 

master asked us to do the heavy lifting preparing for the festival. Martha is taking care of the 

food. Philip is getting the wine. Matthew's getting the Haggadah.
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 Peter is getting the dip and 

bread. John is hiring a footman. They'll all be here just before sunset, so we've got time, but 

plenty to do. See if you can find a tablecloth and some napkins - and a basin for the foot 

washing.  I'll check in with the servants to make sure they are ready with the serving. Then I'll 

see if I can round up a few wine goblets for us all to use. I hope Philip is getting some good 

wine. Six glasses of bad wine won't be much fun." 

 With that, Andy took off, leaving Silas alone in what he knew must be the famous 

"upper room" - who would have ever guessed that the "upper room" was right above King 

David's tomb. But somehow that just seemed fitting. 

 Silas looked around the room and was awed. In THIS very room (or, as he remembered, 

one somewhere nearby) - in this very room is where the Holy Spirit would descend and the 

church would be born. Incredible! THIS room is where Jesus would come tonight for a night 

that would be remembered ceremonially by billions of people over the course of the next two 

thousand years. Silas - "Jude" could hardly wait. HE was going to take part! 

 It really is amazing how many details there are to putting together a dinner for a dozen 

people. And when the dinner has a prescribed script to go along with it, it gets even more 

complicated. But eventually Andy came back to help Silas finish up and they were ready for 

people to arrive. 

 About an hour later Peter was the first to come in, "Hey! Where is everybody! Let's get 

this party started. I've got the hummus and bread. Where's the rest of the food?" 

 Within the next few minutes Martha and her crew came in with 

the portioned Passover plates of food with the six prescribed 

ingredients. The others came, John with a towel and a basin full of 

water, Philip with enough wine to serve a small army. Then, one by 

one, they all arrived: Bartholomew, James, Thomas, Matthew, the 

other James, and Simon. They all sat around the table laughing and 

talking over one another, telling stories and rehashing events of the day. While they talked 



they began on the bread and hummus, dipping, eating and enjoying. Silas noticed that there 

seemed to be no rule against double dipping in this era of history.  

 Peter said, "Jesus got pretty intense today. He started talking about the end of time and 

said the temple - mind you, he's standing in front of it -  the 

temple would be destroyed and would be rebuilt in three days. 

The crowd got a chuckle out of that. It took a hundred years to 

build the thing - three days to rebuild? I don't think so. Even 

though everyone laughed, he looked dead serious." 

 "I heard part of that speech," said James. "I missed the 

part about the temple being rebuilt but the things he was saying about how dreadful that day 

will be for pregnant women and nursing mothers got everyone's attention. Some of the ladies 

started crying." 

 "It does seem he's getting heavier in his teachings lately," said Andrew. "It used to be 

'peace and love' and now, all of a sudden it's 'gloom and doom.' I swear, he's starting to sound 

like a Tanakh
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 prophet." 

 Just then Jesus came in. Silas was overjoyed to see him again. What an honor to be 

there on this special day.  "Turn, everyone," said Jesus. "Swing around so that I can get to your 

feet and wash them." He grabbed the towel John had brought and set the basin on the floor.  

 Peter said, "Master, you're not washing my feet. We should be washing yours. You are 

the master. We are the followers. We serve you." 

 "Peter, my friend," said Jesus, "If I don't wash you, you can have nothing to do with me. 

God cannot be in the midst of sin and I alone am able to wash it away." 

 Peter moved over toward the basin and nudged Matthew aside 

and sat down. "In that case, Master, wash not only my feet but my arms 

and my hands and my shoulders and my head." 

 "God loves you, Peter," said Jesus. "I will wash your dirty old feet. 

That will be enough." And Jesus looked into Peter's eyes and Silas could 

tell he really loved this man. He washed Peter's feet and then moved 

from one to the other, washing each in turn. They all found it a bit 

awkward having Jesus on his knees in front of them, but no one else 

said anything, other than a bit of joking around to lighten the mood, as men will do. When 

Jesus came to Silas, he paused, looked up at him and somehow seemed sad - so much 

different than when they had last met. He didn't say anything, there was just something about 

the expression on his face that made Silas wonder what was going on.  

 When Jesus finished with the feet he washed his hands and said, "Let's eat. I smell that 

wonderful fresh-baked bread Martha made." 



 While they ate, before the formal part of the Seder
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 meal began, the discussion of 

earlier continued. "Jesus - it seems you are getting more apocalyptic in your teachings of late. 

You were just welcomed into Jerusalem with open arms with thousands singing your praises. 

Why so somber in your teachings all of a sudden?" asked Bartholomew. 

 "Times are not as they seemed a few days ago. The tide is due to change. My work is 

almost finished. Many will drop away and ultimately turn against me," said Jesus. 

 "Not if I have anything to say about it, Master," said Peter. I will never turn against you."  

 "Peter, Peter, how I love you. But yes, even you. You will deny you even know me three 

times before the rooster crows at dawn." That seemed a bit harsh to the others, but Silas 

knew the story and knew that what Jesus was saying was totally true.  

 "There is even one who will betray me right here in this room." 

 That shocked them all. They got very serious and quiet for a few minutes, wondering 

who the betrayer might be.  

 "Who, Jesus?" someone said. 

 Jesus told them that it is the one who dips into the bowl with him. You could see their 

minds cranking and their stomach's churning. Who would it be? Why was Jesus playing these 

games? Why would anyone of us betray the Master? 

 The conversation lightened up and they went on chatting, waiting for dinner to arrive. 

Silas thought the hummus was about as good as he had ever tasted. He reached to scoop up 

more onto his bread - at the same moment Jesus did. And Silas knew. Andrew had called him 

Jude but it hadn't registered. His name was not Jude. Jude wasn't a disciple. It was Judas! He 

was the betrayer. He was the man who would go down in all history as one of the worse 

people who had ever lived. Silas was mortified, devastated, frightened. He couldn't look at 

Jesus. He couldn't meet those eyes. He couldn't witness the disappointment or the pain those 

eyes must be displaying at that moment. 

 Oddly, no one seemed to notice. They continued to talk and carry on as usual. Silas 

wasn't sure he could ever cope with what had just happened and the realization that had just 

come upon him. HE would sell Jesus out for thirty pieces of silver - the modern equivalent of 

about nine thousand dollars. HE would betray Jesus and be instrumental in his death. What a 

horrifying thought. He wanted this VR day to end NOW. But it didn't. 

 The Seder meal arrived and Jesus stood to tell the traditional story: "Long, long ago, 

after our fathers Abraham, Isaac and Jacob but before Moses, our people were in captivity in 

Egypt. They were enslaved there by the great Pharaoh. Over the course of their four hundred 

year captivity they became a mighty people. God had blessed them 

with children and their children with children for forty generations. But 

their lives were bitter - as bitter as the maror
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on your plate. Eat it." 



They did. "Taste the bitterness of their lives and know how they suffered," said Jesus. Then he 

lifted his glass, "I give you the morar!" and they all drank. It was good wine.  

 He continued," Our ancestors, in their enslavement, built the great 

pyramids with the sweat of their brow. It was the hardest work any of them 

had ever done. The Charoset on your plate represents the mortar used in 

the construction to hold the mighty blocks together that would last a 

thousand years and beyond. Let us drink to that which lasts for millenia." 

Again they drank.  

 "Dip the karpas into the salt water. Taste it. It is the tears of 

enslavement as they flow down a parent's face as they know their children 

and their grandchildren will surely be slaves unless God, himself, saves them. 

It is a sad thing. Let us drink our wine, remembering the tears of so many." 

 "Now pick up the boiled egg. It is the symbol of mourning. That egg can 

never be fertile again. It will never become a chick. It will never live. The egg is 

the mourning of our people over the loss of the temple and the cessation of 

the sacrifice for forgiveness of sin." He lifted his glass once again and they all 

drank. Silas now understood Andrew's concern about having good wine - there was a fair 

amount of drinking going on here. 

 "The final item on our plates," said Jesus, "is the shank 

bone of a lamb. God DID step in. God DID save His people. 

Moses was instructed by God to have every family make a 

sacrifice, not in the temple but in their own homes. The blood 

of that sacrifice was to slathered onto the doorposts and 

lintels of every home because the angel of death would, that night, visit and would pass over 

houses that were so marked and those families would be spared the death of their first born. 

That night the entire nation of Egypt mourned for no household had gone untouched, save for 

those who believed. They were spared and they rejoiced. God told Moses to tell the people to 

be ready to leave immediately - that they wouldn't even have time to wait for their bread to 

rise. Then Pharaoh gave the edict for them to be expelled from his nation. Let us toast the 

spirit of death and the passing over that freed our people." 

 "My friends, the God we serve is a mighty, sovereign, wondrous God who has no equal. 

Praise be to God!" Everyone around the table shouted "Amen!" and they began singing songs 

of rejoicing and drinking more wine.  Silas didn't know the songs, of course, so he couldn't 

participate. He didn't really feel much like singing. Rather, he sat quietly watching and 

listening, knowing what he was yet destined to do and dreading it. Julie had told him before 



this all started that he would have no ability to change things that happen - that he would just 

participate in them. He had no idea he would be expected to 

participate like this. 

 More food came in. Martha and the servants served it 

and they all began to eat and enjoy the excellent cuisine. As 

they were eating, Jesus said, "This is a night of symbols. 

Everything means something. What do you think this bread 

might mean?" This seemed like a game, so they started calling 

out answers. Matthew said, "It's like papyrus - maybe it could be a symbol of the Word of 

God." Bartholomew piped up, "It's like sandal leather - maybe it could be a symbol of going 

into the world with your message." James said, "It's a bit like a baby's skin - soft and smooth 

and somewhat durable. Maybe it could signify the strength and weakness of the flesh."  

 "So it is," said Jesus. He stood and he broke the bread and 

passed it to each of them and he said, "This is my body that is broken 

for you." He said it in such a sincere way that none of them 

questioned him. They just accepted that THAT was what Jesus wanted 

bread to symbolize - his body. Always? Just when they gather? No one 

really knew. 

 "And this wine. What might it symbolize?" asked Jesus. 

 "When you spill it onto you tunic it stains it a beautiful burgundy 

color," said Thomas. "It could stand for royalty." 

 "How about," said Simon, "How about it standing for beauty. There 

are few things as beautiful as a glass of wine with the light shining through 

it." 

 "How about blood," asked Jesus. "Let it be the blood of 

the Passover lamb."  

 He then topped off each of their glasses and said, "This 

is my blood of the new covenant. It is shed for the remission of 

your sins. As often as you do this - as often as you drink wine 

and eat bread - remember." 

 Silas felt just horrible. He KNEW that Jesus' broken body 

and his soon-to-be-shed blood was because of him. He knew it wasn't really him. It was Judas. 

But he also knew that it really was because of him - Silas. HIS sins had made it necessary for 

Jesus to die. HIS sins had made suffering, bleeding and death necessary. HIS sins had called for 

the lamb to be sacrificed. 



 Silas was humbled at that realization. He wasn't Judas. He hadn't actually betrayed Jesus 

and turned him over to his executioners. But he was just as guilty. His sins had brought about 

the cross. Tears began running down Silas' face and he began to weep quietly. 

 Jesus turned to him. He said, "Judas, what you are about to do, do quickly." 

 Silas arose from the table, embarrassed, thinking they all knew where he was going, 

(they didn't - they only thought Jesus was sending him out for something). Silas got up and 

quickly went out - into the travel agents office. 

 "Silas, are you OK? What's wrong? Did something happen? Talk to me," said Julie, who 

had stayed late awaiting his return. 

 "I was Judas. I was Jesus' betrayer. It was terrible. I feel so wretched. I sent him to his 

executioners." 

 "But Silas, we all did. Every one of us have betrayed Jesus in some way. That's why he 

did what he did. He did it so we could be free - forgiven - at peace within. You were in the 

'Upper Room,' weren't you? I've heard it is terribly sobering, but what it all means is the least 

sobering thing in all of life. Jesus died because of you and me but because he did he ended up 

making the event the most joyous of all earthly events. The table means profound sorrow and 

infinite joy all wrapped up in the same package." 

 "I see what you mean," said Silas. "But I don't want to ever do that again. It was 

wonderful when it was wonderful but it was horrible when it was horrible. Please - tell me 

there are no more days like this one." 

 Julie said, "Silas, there never has been in the history of the universe." 

 And Silas headed home, exhausted and emotionally drained, but perhaps sadder AND 

happier than he had ever been in his life. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 
1
 A Haggadah is the text that is read during the Passover celebration. 

2
 Tanakh is the word used for the canon of Hebrew scriptures which includes the Torah, the Writings, The Prophets, and 

the Psalms. 
3
 A "Seder Meal" is the meal Jews eat to celebrate Passover. 
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 Maror is a bitter herb, often horseradish. Charoset is a sweet brown mixture to represent the mortar used in building 

the pyramids. Karpas is a vegetable (often parsley or celery) dipped in salt water that represents the tears of slavery. 

Zeroah is the shank bone of a lamb symbolizing the lamb that was slain. Beitzah is a hard boiled egg symbolizing 

mourning for the destruction of the temple and loss of the sacrificial ability. 


