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Holy Tours - Day 8. A Story Sermon written and told by Rev. Steven Schafer at Mt. Hope on August 11, 2013. 

Text: Matthew 6: 2-18. 

 

 "Good morning, Julie! I'm all ready to go again. These trips have really been filling up my weekends. I 

get back at the end of the day on Saturday and it takes all of Sunday to rest up and get ready for the rest of 

the week," said Silas. 

 "Well, that IS what Sundays were created for, you know. Remember that one of the big ten that says 

'Remember the Sabbath?' Even God rested after a full work week. We need it too," replied Julie. 

 "I suppose we do. My parents always believed we shouldn't do much on Sundays - that it was a day of 

relaxation and renewal and rest. I understand their thinking now, but I've got to tell you, that's pretty hard 

when you're a kid and full of energy that needs to be burned off," said Silas. "What do you do to kick back?" 

 "I'm a film addict," said Julie. "I love going to the movies. I'll spend tomorrow afternoon eating popcorn 

and do some streaming. I'm a member of a movie watchers blog group.  Someone comes up with a theme and 

we watch a movie in that genre and then discuss it online." 

 "That's pretty cool. What kinds of themes have you done?" 

 "Last month we watched 'Political Thrillers.' The week before it was 'Sappy Love Stories.' Before that 

"Kids in Sports Teaching Adults a Lesson." 

 "That sounds fun. Give me the address and maybe I'll join you. I much prefer live theatre, but that gets 

awfully expensive, so movies are a good alternative. What is your theme for this week?" 

 "I'm a bit embarrassed to tell you. I don't pick these and this week's isn't really as bad as it sounds at 

first. Our theme for this weekend is 'Cross-Dressers.'" 

 "You mean, like in transvestites? That's pretty weird. Are there movies with that?" asked Silas. 

 "Oh, sure," said Julie. "And it isn't all so strange as it first seems. You probably saw Robin Williams in 

'Mrs. Doubtfire' dressed as an English nanny so he, as a divorced father, could spend time with his kids. That 

was very funny. In 'Bosom Buddies' – Tom Hanks and Peter Scolari dressed as women so they could live in an all-

women's apartment building because it was all they could afford. A while back there was the movie 'The Associate' 

where Whoopi Goldberg dressed as a white man to prove Wall Street wrong. There are lots of them that are a lot of 

fun." 

 "OK, so there are a lot of actors who don't mind playing the part of the opposite sex. I'd really never thought 

about that. I don't think I'd do it," said Silas. "Too weird." 

 "Silas, you're a computer geek. You probably won't ever have to worry about 

that," teased Julie. "We'd better get you on the road. Here's the pendant. See you 

when you get back." 

 Silas walked across the room to the blue door and stepped in.  He noticed that 

there was a small sign attached to the red door but he didn't catch what it said. He'd 

take a look when he got back.  He pressed the button, waited a few seconds (nothing whatsoever 

seemed to happen, but that was typical), and opened the door. He stepped out into what he was 

pretty sure was a theatre dressing room. This one looked a lot like the ones you see in movies 

except that there were no mirrors over the vanities- only  golden hand-helds on the desktops. He 

suspected that they were polished copper.  Glass mirrors wouldn't be invented for at least 

another thousand years. He was sure he was in the Holy Land. That's what he signed up for.  He opened the door (the 
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one he had just come through) and saw that he was in a huge  amphitheatre. He 

had never seen anything quite like it. It was all stone and huge. He stepped out 

onto the stage and tentatively said a few words, "My fellow countrymen..." The 

acoustics were amazing. They didn't have amplification in Jesus' day, of course, so 

they must have surely become experts at projecting sound through their 

architecture.  

 Silas was pretty sure he was at the most prominent theatre in Israel in 

ancient times  - at Caesarea.  It was huge, holding something like 8,000 theatre-goers in its day and still used for concerts 

and plays in the 21st century, annually hosting the Israeli National Jazz Festival. "I wonder what the locals in the first 

century would think of jazz?" he mused. If he was, indeed, in Caesarea, he knew that this place had been in use for over 

two thousand years (not counting the thousand years it was buried with sand and debris - dug out and restored in 1958 - 

but still...). The Roman empire was very big on culture. Herod the Great built this one in Jesus' day and a dozen 

others in the empire. Was this one was on the shore of the Mediterranean? Yes. He could see it as he turned 

around. He was surely in Caesarea. Theatre goers here had a beautiful view of the sea if they got bored with 

the show. Silas knew, too, that one of the features of this particular 

amphitheatre, as opposed to those built earlier, was that it was the first to 

have public restrooms. He wasn't sure just where eight thousand people 

relieved themselves in the others and earlier ones, but it must have been 

quite revolutionary and a more than welcome addition when bathrooms 

were installed. It made him wonder where thousands of people park their 

horses or chariots or whatever they come in. Did they have gladiators 

directing traffic? He stepped back into the dressing room. 

 "Silas, I'm glad to see you are dressed and ready for rehearsal. We should go over a few of your lines to 

make sure you have them down. It won't be easy on the old vocal cords to be speaking in falsetto all evening, 

but that's what you're in it for. Being the co-star isn't easy, you know." 

 Just then someone interrupted. "Ovidius! When you finish with Silas I need some help with my 

costume, if you would." The man left Silas. Silas knew this apparent assistant to the actors was named 

'Ovidius.' He'd have to remember that.  

 Ovidius was back in a few minutes holding up one of the polished copper mirrors for Silas to see 

himself and he laughed out loud. Apparently the RVR techs back home had quite a sense of humor. Looking 

back at him, in the mirror, was a woman. He had on a wig on and a fairly substantial bosom underneath a 

flowing burgundy robe. He/she had a small tiara on his head. 

 "Ovidius - I'm playing the part of a girl?" 

 "A woman. Of course you are. You are the princess Antigone, the daughter and sister of 

Oedipus the King. You're also Ismene, your sister. Here is her mask. Keep it near the other," 

said Ovidius.  

 "What do you mean the daughter and sister of Oedipus?" asked Silas. 

 "You creative types!" Ovidius shook his head. "You really don't read the entire script do 

you? - only the parts where you have lines. Oedipus married his mother who conceived and 

had you, making you his daughter AND his sister. All the relationships in this piece are quite complex and 
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wonderful. You should read it sometime. But you come out with some great lines, as  you know. You'll have to 

be careful not to upstage Quintus - Oedipus. He wouldn't be happy about that. He's the star after all." 

 "How did I get these roles? Why isn't a woman doing it?" 

 "Don't be absurd," Ovidius said. "That would just be wrong. Women 

have no place in the theatre except as mimes - never have and never will. 

Women wouldn't be able to remember the lines. They can't act (not to say 

that my wife can't be very dramatic at times - she's a real drama queen). If 

women were hypocrites who would take care of the children? No. A woman's 

place is in the home, not in the theatre." 

 "If women were 'hypocrites?' What do you mean?" asked Silas. 

 "Hypocrites? Oh, I guess the new word for it is 'actors' - people who can convince others that they are 

something they aren't. Women couldn't do it, I'm sure. Besides, where would they get dressed. You don't 

want half naked women running around the skene, do you? People already think we are a bunch of loose 

livers." 

 "What's a skene?" asked Silas. 

 "Have you gone daft, man? Have you forgotten everything? 

You're in the skene. You'll exit it to the Parodos to make your entrance 

on the Orchestra. You do remember that's where you do your thing, 

don't you? Are you alright?" 

 "Oh, I'm sorry. Just a lapse, I guess," said Silas. "I knew all that, 

of course. Not much sleep last night." 

 "Well, you had better get yourself together. You'd better 

remember your lines better than you remember the theatron. Dress 

rehearsal starts at noon," warned Ovidius. And he went off to help 

some of the other actors who weren't as ready as Silas. 

 Silas looked down at the script laying on the bench. It had some lines underlined. Those, obviously, 

were ones Antigone must get exactly right. He (she) would be saying things like, 'Go then if you must, but 

remember, no matter how foolish your deeds, those who love you will love you still.'  Silas rather liked that. And how 

fortunate. Most of us make foolish mistakes from time to time and those who love us love us no less because of them. If 

only people could remember that.  And there was the line,  ’When I have tried and failed, I shall have still failed.'  Rather 

fatalistic, but certainly true. But, he hoped, she wasn't suggesting that we not try for fear of failure. That, in itself, would 

be failure. He'd have to check out the context. And then he saw the famous line, apparently first written by Sophocles 

and voiced by her, 'Don't kill the messenger.' "Good advice for all of us," he thought.  

  Silas was pretty sure he wouldn't be ready to be a major character in a Greek play by noon. There was no way to 

learn all those lines. He'd have to play it by ear. He remembered how he somehow magically knew things that were 

required of him in previous journeys. Maybe it would be the same now, although this was a lot of very specific 

knowledge and memorization.  And, if worse came to worse, and it looked like he would have to play the part, he'd just 

fake being sick at the last minute. Surely they had an understudy who would love to jump in and take his - her -  part. 

 Ovidius came back to help Silas. "They're telling us to be ready for the Christians tonight. There may be 

trouble. They're staging a peaceful demonstration, but you never know what may happen." 
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 "What do you mean?" asked Silas. 

 "You know what the Christians have done to the theatre. Every since Emperor Constantine became one 

the whole thing has been spiraling downward. They've pretty much convinced him that we promote paganism 

and immorality. His officials are prohibited from attending and so all the "sheep" of Caesarea tend to stay 

away, too. I'm sure we won't be even half full tonight - for one of Sophocles' greatest classics!" 

 "Are we doing something immoral?" asked Silas. First century Christians protesting what he was doing 

made him a bit uncomfortable. 

 "Not in the least. It is true that there is a lot of bawdy double entendre and the mimes sometimes get 

carried away in their parodies and that a few months ago there was open intercourse on stage, but one can't 

paint the whole of theatre art with the same brush. What they do and what we do are entirely different 

things. We do classics and great tragedies and comedies. Those Christ followers make no distinction and 

condemn us all." 

 "So apparently SOME of what goes on here is not wholesome family-fun?" asked Silas. 

 "Oh, get real. We in the theatre show life as it really is, and you know that sometimes that's pretty 

gritty. Some of those religious fanatics accuse us of leading the licentiousness in society and that, what they 

call immorality, will bring down the empire. Can you imagine that!? The Mighty Roman Empire collapsing? 

How absurd. Not in our lifetimes... We're in the midst of the greatest moral and social awakening the world 

has ever seen. We are free to do or be whatever we want. No judgments. No recriminations. No absolutes. 

We've got it all and no one can take it away. We do as we please. We ought to eat, drink, and be merry! Life is 

too short to not have all the pleasure we can." 

 "But you know there are consequences to every action, don't  you?" asked Silas. "God probably won't 

allow immorality and debauchery to go unchecked indefinitely." 

 "God? Are you one of them, Silas, speaking of God and not of our 'gods?' Are you a closet Christian? 

Come on, admit it. You're one of them, aren't you?" 

 At that point Silas did something he considered one of the most shameful things he had ever done in 

his life and he would regret it for as long as he lived. He said, "Of course not. Don't be silly. I misspoke. I'm not 

one of them." 

 "Well, I hope not," said Ovidius. I've heard those sneaky Christians have made inroads into every 

aspect of our lives - they are in every profession - poisoning us with their "commandments" and their brand of 

morality. I liked it better when Nero was throwing them to the lions. Much more entertaining. Ever get to one 

of those? Quite fun. They've brought nothing but turmoil to the empire - all their moralizing and proselytizing. 

I wish they had just stayed Jews." 

 "But mightn't the Christians have a point," asked Silas. "Might we be going too far in our liberality and 

moral freedom? Couldn't all the corruption and greed and free love and sodomy and blasphemy bring down a 

society - even one as mighty as this?" 

 "Free love?" chuckled Ovidius. "Last time I checked with the women at the corner it wasn't so free. And 

blasphemy? We love our gods. We worship them. They are powerful. They will protect us. It's that Christian 

god we abhor. One God handling it all! Can you imagine - he must really be something? But yes, I suppose the 

politicians might bring us down some day. They seem to have no moral compass at all. They think they can do 
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whatever they want and get away with it. And I guess they do. No one has kicked them out of office yet. If we 

ever get into trouble, that's where it will come from." 

 Silas said, "I'm going to take a breather before rehearsal, if that's OK - go for a walk down on the beach 

- soak in some sunshine. Want to come along?" 

 "No, thanks. I've too much to do. Go. Enjoy. Memorize those lines!" 

 So Silas walked out the back door of the skene down to the shoreline 

and looked out into the amazing blue waters of the Mediterranean Sea. He 

couldn't help thinking that the Roman Empire looked a lot like his own country 

in his own time. Seemingly invincible but riddled with so many moral issues 

and corrupt politicians and abject poverty and astounding wealth and power 

and people not wanting to watch out for and take care of the sick and needy 

and downtrodden - allowing them to somehow fend for themselves - 

somehow believing their problems are all of their own making. The similarities 

rather scared him. 

 Silas walked along the shore for quite some time, forgetting that he 

was dressed as a woman until he came across some children playing and they 

pointed at him and laughed. He headed back to the theatre, thinking he really 

ought to look over his lines just in case he was actually called to perform. He 

didn't want to be embarrassed, after all. 

 He climbed the steps, opened the door to enter, but found himself, 

instead, back in the travel agency office. 

 "Welcome home, Silas. You look puzzled. What's up? Where'd you go?" asked Julie. 

 "Hi, Julie," said Silas. It was quite a day. I've got to say, these journeys have really stimulated my 

thinking. Today I was in the belly of the Roman Empire and got a little insight into what it was really like not 

too much before its collapse." 

 "Really?" said Julie. "I thought these RVR's were programmed to be non-political. Did something 

happen?" 

 "No. There really wasn't anything overtly political at all. I was at the theatre in Caesarea. I was talking 

with one of the men who works there about society and culture. He was so pleased with the way his world 

was going - so much freedom - so little perception of the knowledge of good and evil (no commitment to 

those concepts at all) - so much  blatant corruption in the government - so little realization that time was 

running out for all of them. It just made me think. That's all." 

 "It sounds like you had a pretty heavy experience in Caesarea," said Julie. 

 "Only of my own making, I suppose. If I didn't know what the future held for that society it would have 

been just another interesting day in the Holy Land, enjoying the sea and preparing for a big show. Oh, by the 

way - I was dressed as a woman all day. Can you believe it? It didn't even seem all that strange. I think I'll 

watch one of your cross-dressing movies and join your blog discussion if that's alright with you." 

 "Be my guest," said Julie. "It should be fun." 

 


