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Holy Land Tours - Day 9. A story sermon written and told at Mt. Hope on August 18, 2013 by Rev. Steven Schafer. Text: I 

Samuel 23: 14-29. 

 

 As usual, the first thing on Saturday morning, SIlas came breezing in to the Travel Agency office. "Good morning, 

Julie," he started to say, but came up short when he saw that there was someone else in the office with Julie. The man 

was clearly her boss or supervisor because he was giving her a little dressing down. Silas heard him say, "...and if you 

ever do that again, you will be looking for another job. Do you understand?" The man suddenly stopped when he saw 

Silas come in, not knowing he had heard what he had just been saying.  But Julie knew, and Silas could see she was 

rather embarrassed that he had heard. The man curtly greeted Silas and made his exit.  

 "So sorry to have walked in on that, Julie," said Silas. "If I had known I'd have waited a few minutes before 

coming in." 

 "No. That's OK. Actually I was glad you did. Mr. Rogers was giving it to me good. I was glad he had to stop." 

 "Are you OK?" asked Silas.  

 "I'm fine. I deserved it," said Julie. "I messed up the Crawford's hotel reservations in Prague and they ended up 

staying in a two star instead of their requested four star. I won't get fired or anything like that, but doing that sort of 

thing is totally not acceptable for travel coordinators. Mr. Rogers really is a nice guy. He was just getting heat from the 

Crawford's and he had to vent it somewhere. And I am the one who messed up." 

 "Still - he was being pretty rough on you." 

 "There's more to it. Last year when he got the job I was his competition. I had more bookings and more of a 

return client list and probably a more thorough knowledge of choice destinations, but he had more years in, so they 

gave the job to him. I think he knows I was the more qualified candidate and he resents me for it." 

 "Don't forget personality. You've got that over him hands-down." 

 "Thanks, Silas. Where do you think you'll be going today?" 

 "No clue. Every week I look over your physical tour itinerary to see if I can figure out where I'm going to end up 

and I'm wrong every time. It's probably better just to go with the flow. I've not been disappointed with any trip so far. 

But it would be nice to find out where I'm going so I can do a little research or Bible study to get some background." 

 "I'll pass that on. Now - take the pendant and get going." 

  

 When Silas stepped out of his little cubicle he was in the desert. He had had the false 

impression that the Holy Land is like home. You got rain as needed and things stay pretty much green 

until the middle of August when the rains stop and lawns turn brown. But that impression came from 

his experience with water during his visits. He carried water even during the drought up Mt. Carmel. He 

had helped dig a water tunnel under the walls of Jerusalem. He had crossed the wonderful Sea of 

Galilee, seen the Mediterranean, bathed in the Dead Sea. But water in Israel is a cherished commodity. 

For the most part, the land is dry wilderness. It isn't so quite so desolate today because of the Israeli 

genius for bringing the land to life with irrigation, but even so there are thousands of acres that are 

simply uninhabitable because it is so dry and sandy. The sun beats down mercilessly and bakes 

everything. The Jews have long wondered if God couldn't have found a more fertile land to give them. 

This one was no great prize. 

 

 Looking back, Silas discovered that the door he had just come out of was actually a cave. He was 

standing in the mouth and around him were several dozen other men. They all looked pretty rough and tough so he 

pulled his shoulders back and stood as tall as he could to somehow match what he saw in them. Looking at his own 

clothing, he was, indeed, dressed like them. Clearly he and they were soldiers or militia of some kind. There was one 
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man who seemed to stand taller than all the others. Although, as Silas looked closely at him, he discovered the man 

wasn't any taller or more fit or better dressed than any of the others. But there was something quite distinctive about 

him. He seemed to almost glow with self-confidence and passion. You could tell that he was the leader, even though he 

joked and laughed and talked with all the other men in an amiable fashion and clearly didn't consider himself any better 

than them "Maybe that is exactly what made him better than them," Silas thought. 

 It was hot. Silas guessed it must be easily in the 90's. He wondered when, in history, men stopped wearing these 

robes and began wearing things of lighter weight. Clearly not yet.  

 As Silas listened to the banter, he discovered some names. One was named 'Almog,' another was named 'Elah.' 

One was named 'Marni,' and one 'Orin.'  The leaders name was Dawid. Could this be the famous King David? He certainly 

didn't look very kingly and his men didn't seem to defer to him as though he were a king. 

 "We need to get out of here," said Dawid. We've been here too long already. The king will find us and then there 

will be a confrontation. We REALLY don't want that. I have vowed not to harm the man so long as he is on the throne, 

but I'm not sure what to do if he finds us and attacks, as he surely will. We need to find a place where there is a better 

water supply." 

 Silas remembered the story from his Sunday School days as a kid. Israel had been a theocracy ever since 

Abraham - some seven hundred years. They had never had a king. They only had prophets and priests who talked 

directly with God and got instructions - and that's what they did. But most of them though it all a bit too ethereal and 

non-specific and wanted a king like everybody else. God, through the prophet Samuel, told them they wouldn't be 

happy with a king; that he'd conscript their sons into the army and into palace service, he'd make their daughters his 

servants, he'd take for himself the best land, the finest cattle, a sizable portion of their crops as taxes - and that once 

they had a king there was no going back. They'd have a king forever. They still insisted, so God gave them a king - a tall, 

good looking, kingly sort of man named Saul.  Saul was a pretty good king for his first forty years on the throne but, as 

everyone knows, 'power corrupts' and Saul began to see himself as above God. God, of course, didn't like that very 

much, so he told Samuel to find another king. God led him to David and Samuel anointed David King of Israel. 

Unfortunately Israel already had a reigning king and he didn't think this was very funny. He hated David and vowed to 

kill him. But even greater than his hatred of David was his fear of him. He knew that David was rightfully an anointed 

king of Israel (as was he, himself) and the only way David could take the throne would be if Saul was dead. He feared for 

his life. And David was immensely popular. He had done that thing with the giant. He was a song writing genius. He was 

a brave and successful warrior. He was gregarious and everyone simply adored him. 

 David and his men had been on the run for months now, ducking into towns for food from time to time but, for 

the most part, staying hidden in caves. There was one town where they stayed for a while, Keilah,  but Saul heard about 

David being there and swore he'd destroy the town if they didn't turn David over to him. David and his men got out 

before Saul got there and thus spared the town and probably saved his own life. 

 "I know just the place," said Silas, surprising even himself. "Let's go to Ein Gedi." 

 "Ein Gedi is a fine choice, Silas, plenty of water and enough caves for all of us to be secure in, but it is the only 

water source for miles around. Everyone in the area stops there. We'd surely be discovered and reported." 

 "But Sire, we have to be somewhere that is secure and livable. Living in these caves, just waiting for Saul to 

eventually die, is no life. It might be years. Ein Gedi is defensible because of its water and the fact that there is only one 

way in. Guarding it will be easy. We could, conceivably, fend off an entire army for a very long time - until they withered 

up from lack of drinking water." Silas had no idea where all that came from. He wasn't even sure what Ein Gedi was nor 

where nor why he thought they ought to go there. 

 "You're no doubt right, Silas," said King-elect David. "Our six hundred trained men could defend the place if need 

be. And being around the spring would certainly be more pleasant than out here in this oven of a wilderness. Let's head 

in that direction."  
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 Ein Gedi is a desert oasis. It's just west of the Dead Sea and near Qumran. It's a virtually magical 

place because of its being so hidden. One minute you are in the desert, sweltering in the heat, wishing for 

some relief, knowing there is none to be had but, if you are so fortunate enough to know about it, you can 

go through a small passageway between two boulders and suddenly you emerge into a refreshing pool of 

water fed by a cold mountain spring. It's almost impossible, under those circumstances, to simply jump in 

and splash around and enjoy oneself. 

 It's difficult to move six hundred men without someone taking notice - even in a wilderness. 

Someone saw David's troops and thought they'd make a little capital from it and sent word to King Saul who 

was in the region doing battle with the Philistines. Saul knew where David was heading before he even got there. He 

gathered three thousand soldiers and headed for the famous oasis. 

 David and his men made their way, as stealthily as possible, to Ein Gedi. They weren't 

disappointed. Some of them had never been to the place and you could hear the gasps at first seeing it - 

water flowing out of desert rock into a wonderful pool. It was practically unbelievable.  

 There were dozens of caves just a stones throw away so David and his men divided up into smaller 

groups, unrolled their gear, and made their latest temporary home. But it was hard to get over the beauty of 

flowing water in such a desolate place and Silas couldn't help but to make every excuse he could think of to 

spend time at the pool and water fall of the spring and the greenery it engendered. 

 But the joy of Ein Gedi was short lived. They hadn't been there for  more than a few days when one 

of their sentries gave the report that Saul was on the march, heading in their direction, and that he had thousands of 

armed soldiers with him. 

 As great a military man as David was, he knew his army of six hundred was no match for Saul's thousands. His 

best bet was to hide in the caves and simply wait for him to go away. He didn't know that Saul knew he was there 

somewhere and wasn't about to leave without a thorough search. David told his men to stay hidden deep in their caves 

and not to come out unless they knew battle had been engaged. 

 When Saul's forces arrived they were everywhere. They, too, loved the water flowing so freely from the rock but 

they had a mission. They were systematically searching every cave for David and his men. It was, really, just a matter of 

time before they were discovered. 

 Then a most unexpected thing happened. Saul, all alone, came into the cave where David and Silas and a few 

others were hiding. He turned toward one of the walls of the cave and began to relieve himself. One of his soldiers 

whispered to David, "Sire, kill him now. God has given you this opportunity. Don't hesitate. Do it now." But David 

couldn't. He believed that God appointed Saul king and he would not undo what God had done. Silas had an idea (he 

didn't remember that the idea came from his Sunday School class when he was eight). He whispered to David. "Sire, take 

my dagger and trim the hem of Saul's cloak. It'll be quite a prize." 

 David looked at Silas as though he were crazy but then a small smile crossed his face and he took Silas' razor 

sharp dagger. He crawled up behind Saul without making a sound and, very gently, as quietly as humanly possible, he 

cut a swatch from Saul's garment. Saul never knew a thing. After Saul had finished his business and gone, David and Silas 

were like a couple of school children. They could barely contain their laughter at the prank they had just pulled. They 

held their hands over their mouths to keep from laughing out loud. Wouldn't Saul be confused when he got back to 

camp and saw that his robe had been sliced? He'd wonder how that had happened forever.  

 Evening came and Saul's men made camp. It was clear they weren't going anywhere. They were going to stay 

until they completed their mission and captured or killed David and his men. 

 "You know, Silas," said David early the next morning, "I shouldn't have done that. That was disrespectful of the 

king. I'm ashamed of myself." 
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 "Are you kidding?" asked Silas. "That was wonderful. It was daring and clever and dangerous and fun. You didn't 

use the dagger to kill the guy. You just cut a chunk out of his cloak." 

 "No. It was disrespectful. I'm embarrassed for doing something so childish - and to the Lord's anointed King. I've 

got to set it right." 

 "What do you mean, set it right?" asked Silas. 

 "I'm going to go to Saul right now and apologize." 

 "No, you're not. He will kill you. He is out for blood. He won't be satisfied until your dead," argued Silas. 

 "Then I will be dead," said David. 

 And, as foolhardy as it might have been, David left the cave and followed Saul. 

 David said, in a clear and loud voice, "My Lord the King..." Saul recognized that voice and drew his sword in one 

fluid motion as he turned around, ready to fight his enemy. But when Saul turned, he saw David bowed down and 

prostrated on the ground. David said, "Why do you listen to those who say that I am bent on harming you? I wouldn't do 

it even if I had the chance. Look here," he held up the swatch of Saul's robe. "I had the chance just a few minutes ago 

and didn't take it. My men urged me to but I wouldn't even dream of touching God's anointed." 

 Saul pulled his robe around so he could see the damage and he went white. David was right. He could just as 

easily - easier - have plunged the dagger into his back as cut the cloth. 

 "Please, your highness, know that I have done nothing wrong. I have never sought to harm you. I am not 

fomenting a rebellion. I pledge to you that I will never raise a hand against you. If you are hurt or die, it will be God's 

doing and not a bit of mine - ever. I am a loyal servant." 

 Saul's eyes misted up. "David, you've been like a son to me. I couldn't believe it when they told me you wanted 

me dead. But I did. I believed it. You are a better man than I. I'd have wanted me out of the way. I'd have killed me. May 

the God we serve bless you for your faithfulness and goodness. I know you will one day be king. I wanted that for my 

son, Jonathan, but I know it belongs to you. I just ask that you will preserve my family so that my descendants will 

survive and my name not fade from history."  

 David made that pledge to Saul and Saul called his army together and they headed home. David's men, so 

relieved that they avoided a lopsided battle with themselves on the short end, stayed there at Ein Gedi for a while. 

When they saw the dust of Saul's men in the distance, Silas said, "Hey, guys, let's cool off," and he 

stripped down to his underwear and headed for the pool. Others did the same and got there before 

he did and they all jumped in and splashed around and laughed and dunked one another and were 

having a wonderful time. Silas stood up on a boulder, closed his eyes, and did a cannonball jump.  

But he never hit the water. Just as his feet would have touched the water, he found himself crumpling onto the cubicle 

floor at the travel office. The next thing he knew Julie was pulling the door open with a concerned look on her face. 

"What happened? Are you all right, Silas?" 

 "I'm great. I just prevented a bloodbath today. How could I be anything but great?" said Silas as he got himself 

up off the floor. 

 Julie asked, "Where were you? 

 "Ein Gedi."  

 "What kind of blood bath happened there?" 

 "None. I prevented it. Look it up in 1 Samuel 24. You can see me there. I'm the one with the dagger." 

 And with that Silas happily waved and walked out the door. 


