
1 

 

Holy Land Tour - Day 7. A 'Story Sermon' told by Rev. Steven Schafer at Mt. Hope on July 21, 

2013. Text: II Chronicles 31: 20- 32: 23. 

 

 Silas had met Jesus. He had met Elijah. He had been in Herod's palace. He had worked 

with the Apostle Andrew. He had been a rabbi and a servant and a Judas. He had been inside 

the Dome of the Rock. He had been to the garden tomb where Jesus body was laid. He had 

visited the Temple Institute. He had seen the plains of Armageddon and the amazing Sea of 

Galilee. He wasn't sure there was much more to see or do. But, of course, he was wrong. His 

tour of the Holy Land had, thus far, just touched the surface. It would take a lifetime to cull out 

all the treasures and sights of a land six thousand years old. 

 "Good morning, Julie," Silas said as he arrived at the travel agency office on Saturday, 

the seventh Saturday of his Holy Land Tour. "It has been an excellent week. I'm really glad last 

Saturday was a bit more relaxed than some of my other days. A person needs a little time to 

assimilate all that has been coming at him at such a rapid pace." 

 "I know," said Julie. "Other travelers have said the same thing. But can you imagine 

what the physical tour is like? Seven days from breakfast to dinner, constantly on the go, being 

fed more information than the mind can grasp. It's pretty tiring and not for the weak of spirit 

or body. Some of those tels are pretty hard to hike." 

 "Tels? What's a tel?" asked Silas. 

 "Oh, gosh! I totally forgot to have you sign the disclaimer when you signed up! There are 

some things you won't be experiencing in your real virtual reality tour that the traditional 

tours have as standard. It's because the RVR takes you into history and some of the twenty 

first century Holy Land wasn't there then or they are such brief stops that the programmers 

didn't enter them into the system. You won't see many the aqueducts or the tels or ride the 

Jesus boat. You won't visit the amazing holocaust museum, Yad Vashem, with its totally 

moving tribute to the six million Jews killed in the 40's. You won't see Abraham's tomb 

because it was only recently discovered. You won't see the Jordan River baptismal site that is 

so special to so many pilgrims.  I'm so sorry I didn't tell you about some of the things you'd 

miss with RVR." 

 "No problem. I think I would have still taken the RVR. I've seen and done plenty. But you 

will have to tell me about those other things. So, what's a tel?" 

 "Really, a tel is pretty cool. It's a big hill on which a town or city had been built. You 

know what they say about real estate, it's 'location, location, location.' A city is always built in 

the best possible location - for commerce and water supply and agriculture and resources - but 
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over the course of thousands of years and volatile governments, cities change hands and the 

new owners want to do urban renewal so they knock down all the existing buildings, level it all 

off, and build new ones right where the old one stood. 

 In Israel, since just about everything is built of stone, hauling the rubble away is too 

much work, so they just build right on top of the old city ruins. Eventually you have a city on a 

pretty high hill. That's called a tel - like in Tel Aviv. 

 "The coolest tel is Beit She'an. It actually has an avenue of ancient 

columns leading up to it. If you have the stamina to climb to the top 

there is a first century amphitheatre and several on-going archeological 

digs. They dig down to discover things about former civilizations on that 

location. 

 One of our clients left his photo album with me. Let's see if he has 

some of those things you won't see. Here is one of the famous "Jesus 

Boats" that take people across the Sea of Galilee. It's not really like Jesus' 

boat, of course. That would have been a sailing vessel. These try to be 

replicas to some degree, but they're motorized. People who go on them 

really enjoy them though. They go from one side of the Sea of Galilee all 

the way to the other - eight or ten miles. Look, there's a woman  on the 

Jesus boat. I'm sure she's thinking of the amazing miracles Jesus did on 

that very body of water and how those hills around it are the exact hills 

Jesus saw. She's probably thinking the "sea" is actually a large lake, 

really.  Even kids love the beauty and quiet and enjoy the ride. I saw this 

young lady not long ago - she's in college now - and she said it was one of 

the best trips she's ever gone on.  

"Here's a picture of Abraham's tomb. You can't go in so it's really not 

much to see. And I hear it's quite a hike to get to it. But still - it's the 

tomb of the man who is central to three of the world's major religions. 

No idea how they determined it is Abraham in there..." 

 "Here they are at the aqueduct along the Mediterranean. That 

huge structure carried a very modest stream of water from the mountain 

to the valley for fresh water 

Have you seen the Mediterranean?" Silas shook his head 'no.' "I 
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hope to some day. They say it is so  beautiful. 

"Oh, look, here they are all lined up to be baptized in the Jordan 

River. They told me that after they were baptized they were so filled 

with joy that they were all splashing around in the river having a great 

time and other pilgrims shushed them for making too much noise "Hey, 

my friend, I need to get you on the road - go," said Julie. "Take the 

pendant. Have a great day." 

Silas took the pendant from Julie and opened the blue door and stepped in, feeling a bit 

like he had already been to several Holy Land sites this morning. He pressed the button and 

opened the door into total darkness. 

"Hey, boy, bring that torch over here so we can see what we're doing! But slow it down 

a little bit. The fumes are killing us," shouted someone in the dark. The disembodied voice 

continued to mutter, "Man, this is the most hair-brained scheme I've had the privilege of being 

a part of in - well - forever. It won't work. It's stupid. Silas! As soon as you can see a bit, bring 

me that pick - and haul these rocks away so I can work." 

When the light came up, somehow Silas knew that the man doing all 

the complaining was named Rufas. He didn't quite know what was going on 

yet, but Rufas was right. One had to have light in this, what was apparently a 

tunnel. But having a torch made the air almost unbreathable. On the floor 

was rock rubble. Apparently it was his job to haul it away. He wished he had 

never complained about hauling water up a hill on a beautiful day on his first 

tour day. Now it was rocks. Hauling rock through this narrow channel was 

going to be back-breaking. He couldn't imagine what they were doing.  

 Every minute or so he heard a loud, dull thud coming from somewhere overhead. Again, 

no idea what it was nor why. So he hauled rock and tried to breath. When he got back from his 

first load, Rufas was taking a break, for which he was happy - not too  many more rocks had 

been generated. 

 "Rufas, how long is this tunnel going to be when it's done?" asked Silas, trying to get a 

few answers as to what, where and why he was. 

 "It'll never be done," grumbled Rufas. "This is a fools errand. We've gone about four 

hundred feet from our end so far. The other end is about the same distance in too, I believe. 

The whole thing will be about a third of a mile. We'd better get it right this time or I'll die in 

here." 

 "What do you mean by 'this time?'" 
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 "Diggers from opposite ends simply can't meet in the middle. It 

doesn't matter how much they thump on the ground up above, the 

sound simply  isn't exact enough to give us good direction. We had one 

shaft almost half way to Siloam but discovered it was going just slightly 

the wrong direction and had to abandon it and start over. We've had a 

couple of sink holes where the tunnel simply collapsed. There's got to be a better way. I hate it 

down here. I haven't seen daylight for months." 

 "What's the point? What's the tunnel for?" 

 "King Hezekiah is paranoid. Most of what he's done during his reign has been great - 

he'll be remembered as a successful and popular king, I'm sure, but he looks around and he 

sees that the Assyrians are amassing their troops and he thinks they are going to lay siege to 

Jerusalem one of these days. First of all, even though the Assyrians are aggressive there has 

been no indication they are heading our way. They've sent taunts, but that's about it. Secondly 

- those walls up there could withstand a dozen Assyrian armies. Besides, we're sitting on a hill. 

We've got the military advantage. We can shoot down. They have to shoot up. They can't take 

us." 

 "OK. So why the tunnel? For escape? For hiding? What's it for?"  

 "No. For water. You know that, Silas. Because Jerusalem is built on top of this mountain 

we are surrounded by valleys. Water has always been an issue. For generations our women 

have gone out every day through the Water Gate to Gishon Spring to 

carry water. Hezekiah has this crazy idea that we need to have a water 

source INSIDE the city in case we are put under siege - one that is not 

able to be cut off by the enemy. But there is no water inside so we have 

to dig this tunnel from the spring to the Pool of Siloam. Siloam is a sort 

of a reservoir inside the walls.  

 "In itself it's not a bad idea, I suppose, but the tunnel has to follow the limestone and 

basalt veins through solid rock. That means the tunnel 

can't be straight. And how you going to have the two ends 

meet up? That's no way to dig a tunnel, no matter how 

urgent the king thinks it is. We already missed each other 

on the first pass. Hey - we're digging through rock here. 

Every extra inch is torture.  

 "Here, let me chip you off some more rock for you to carry out. " 
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 Silas didn't realize it, but his tunnel was going from south to 

north with a slight grade going up. That meant that he was carrying his 

load of rocks down hill, making his task much easier. To him it all 

seemed up hill - an awful lot of work - trudging, carrying rocks, large 

and small - debris - through the dark tunnel, up the stairs at the end, 

out to the area of refuse, then back down the stairs, into the tunnel, for 

more rocks. It seemed  endless. He almost hoped someday the 

Assyrians - or somebody -  WOULD attack so all this work wouldn't be in vain. He hoped this 

water tunnel would be useful. 

 Silas must have made at least a dozen back-breaking trips that day. On one of his treks 

out he decided to take a break. He walked in the opposite direction of 

the debris pile and went over to the Pool of Siloam, where the water 

was to end up. There was already water in it, of course, but this water 

had been hauled by hand for storage. 'The Pool of Siloam?' - wasn't that 

somehow connected to Jesus? Silas wondered. This tunnel was being 

built four hundred years  before Jesus time but why was it that sounded so familiar? Silas 

couldn't remember at first. Then it came to him. Jesus had been out on one of his healing 

missions and his disciples came up with that odd question that some people still asked in the 

twenty first century. 

 There was a blind man and they asked, "Why is this man blind? Is it because of his own 

sin or that of his parents?" 

 Jesus told them that bad things don't always happen because someone sinned (although 

they sometimes do). Sometimes bad things just happen. But, in this particular case, the man 

was born blind so that God's work might be shown in his life. Then Jesus 

did one of his most bizarre things. He spit on the ground and bent over 

and made a little mud pack with his spit mixed with dirt. He put the mud 

on the blind man's eyes and told him to go wash in the Pool of Siloam. 

 That was right here, thought Silas. It wouldn't happen for four 

centuries yet, but this pool was getting ready for Jesus' miracle. Pretty 

cool.  

 Cool... Silas wished. It was hot again that day and, although the 

tunnel was considerably cooler, hauling rocks heats a body up pretty well. 

He wondered, for a moment, if he could, maybe,  jump into the pool and cool off. Then he 

realized that this water was what people drank so decided that probably 
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wouldn't be thought of too favorably. He did, however, lean down over the edge and scoop up 

some of the water to drink. Even though it probably wasn't the freshest water in the world, it 

tasted awfully good - refreshing. Then he did something he wouldn't want anyone to know 

about. He spit on the ground and made a little mud. He closed his eyes and applied it. Then he 

made his way to the edge of the pool, feeling along as though he were blind, and scooped up 

some more water and threw it into his face, mimicking the blind man who would one day do 

this very thing and, when the water dripped away from his face and he opened his eyes, he 

would be able to see for the first time in his life. When he went back into his neighborhood 

people actually didn't even recognize him. He must have had that 'Stevie Wonder' or 'Ray 

Charles' sway that people who have never seen sometimes have but now that he could see 

that went away and he didn't even look like himself anymore. Being in the Holy Land certainly 

made him appreciate his parents making him go to Sunday School every Sunday. Without 

those classes he would never have known this story. It kind of surprised him at how much 

detail he remembered. Thank you Mrs. Chesney and Mr. Frank and Pastor Wilson, he thought. 

 Silas knew Rufas was no doubt waiting for him to get back so he could haul even more 

rocks. He couldn't wait. So down the stairs he trudged, into the darkness. Where was that 

torch boy? It was dark down there... He felt along the wall to feel his way only to discover a 

cold, round object protruding from the rock wall. It was a door knob - which he turned and 

walked out into the light of the travel agency office. 

 "Silas, you look terrible! What happened to you? You're filthy," said Julie, somewhat 

surprised that a person can actually bring something back from a RVR. 

 "Thanks. You look pretty good yourself, Julie," Silas responded. "I'm just getting home 

from work. What a day it's been. Today made me appreciate my desk job. I'm sore all over. I've 

been carrying rocks all day long." 

 "Really! Where'd you go this time?" asked Julie. 

 "Hezekiah's tunnel," replied Silas. "We were building the thing. Man, that was hard, 

dirty, tiring, never-ending work. I worked with a man named Rufas. He works like that every 

day - day after day." 

 "It really is amazing how many people do hard physical labor all their lives," said Julie.  

"Even today. It's pretty hard on the old body. It takes its toll." 

 "OK. So - we were building this water tunnel under ground, said Silas, "so Jerusalem 

could have a water source inside the city. I know it was eventually completed - I've heard 

friends who have been to Jerusalem say they trudged through the entire length of the tunnel - 
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in water up to their knees. Did the Assyrians ever attack? I don't know my history well enough 

to know." 

 "The simple answer is NO," said Julie. Hezekiah actually died before the tunnel was 

finished. It probably did, in fact, save Jerusalem from being conquered by 

other enemies later on, but not the Assyrians. The Assyrians had ruthlessly 

beaten down cities all over Judah and issued threats against Jerusalem. 

Their king, Sennacherib, liked to fight a psychological pre-war. He sent 

messages to the people of Jerusalem. He said things like, 'Does Hezekiah 

tell you that your God will be enough to resist the King of Assyria? He is 

misleading you. You will all die of hunger and thirst under my siege. So 

many others have relied on their gods. They are dead. So will you be.'  He went even further 

and insulted Hezekiah's God to the point of blasphemy.  

 "Hezekiah got together with the prophet Isaiah and they prayed about all this. 

Something happened, no one knows exactly how or what - Hezekiah attributed it to God, of 

course and to prayer -  but shortly after, one hundred and eighty five thousand of 

Sennacherib's soldiers woke up dead. He headed back to Assyria in disgrace and was 

eventually executed." 

 "Wow! That's quite a story," said Silas. "You really are knowledgeable about this stuff. 

I'm so glad to have you as a resource for some of my questions." 

 "I don't really know all that much. People come back from their tours and tell me what 

they learned. Some of them do their own research and tell me about it. Somehow it all sticks 

in my brain. Sometimes it comes in handy." 

 "Well, I thank you for listening and remembering, Julie. I need to get home and shower 

and take an Aleve. I'll see you next week - for another great adventure in the Holy Land." 

 And Silas headed home, feeling tired and sore but pretty proud that he had helped work 

on that famous tunnel of Hezekiah. 

  

 

 

 

 

 


