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“Would you like to sit in the chair?”

“Well, do you suppose it would be okay?” I replied.

“Of course it would be okay. We want people to sit in the chair. We want them to be comfortable, that way they’ll be more likely to apply for citizenship.”

“But you know I’m just a visitor, a foreigner to Churchiania. I’m here on a study visa that expires shortly.”
“I understand,” continued the museum’s curator, “we have many visiting scholars from other lands and we don’t mind you sitting in the chair.”

“But is this really the chair that He sat in?”
“Oh yes, you can be assured of that, it is indeed the one that He sat in.”

I had arrived in Churchiania two weeks prior to my museum visit to do a series for my magazine, The Financial Analyst, on the economic growth of the nation of Churchiania. It was one of the few countries of the world whose economy was so strong that it was attracting immigrants from other lands.  
The country had once been a colony of the ancient Empire of Tyranny and its population slaves to the Emperor. In those days, the most a person born in Churchiania could hope for was a less severe form of slavery than his parents had endured, for there was no possibly of freedom either through manumission or escape. In fact, the ancient records indicate that such thoughts never entered the minds of the slaves of Churchiania – they simply thought of themselves as slaves, they were born slaves and they would die slaves; that was their lot in life, their identity.
But then, about two thousand years ago He was born. It is said that He was a bit strange. As a youth He asked the question, “Why?” No one had ever asked that question before. In fact, no one had ever heard that word before. This being the case it took a few years before His parents, teachers and others began to understand that the word “Why” was a question, for questions had been excised from their consciousness by the Emperor’s overseers. In fact, the overseers never asked questions in the hearing of the slaves in order to condition the slaves not to question life but rather to view life as just being the way it is. If there are no questions there can be no rebellion.
So when it finally dawned on His family and acquaintances that “Why?” is a question, a challenge, a search for an answer, the conditioned response was an incredulous, “It is what it is.”  

He asked, “Why?” and they responded, “It is what it is,” and on it went for a few years.

Then one day He was walking with some friends and, as was His custom, He asked the question, “Why are we slaves?”

And His friend Malcolm replied, “I don’t know. Why are we slaves?”

Everyone stopped walking. Lightening had struck with Malcolm’s words. As a dawn of consciousness arose in the minds of the group of friends, one question followed upon another, coming from friend to friend to friend.
“Yes, why are we slaves?”

“Why can’t we choose our vocations?”

“Why can’t we choose where we live?”

“Why can’t we learn to write like the overseers?”

“Why can’t we learn new things?”

“Why can’t we own our own land?”

“Why can’t we travel?”
“Who is the Emperor really?”

“What gives the overseers the right to punish us?”

On and on it went and as the little group passed through one town and to another an epidemic of questions spread from lip to ear, from mind to mind. New portals were opened, new vistas seen in the minds of men and women.
The Emperor and his overseers struck quickly. Convinced that a public execution of the ringleader would put a stop to the ferment they arrested Him and scheduled His execution on the eve of the Grand Holiday. At the appointed time He was led into the public square, onto the platform and strapped into the electric chair. When the switch was pulled the chair drew so much electricity that the entire land went dark until the deed was done.
You know the rest of the story. In spite of His death the questions kept coming and soon a new sense of identity arose within the slaves of Churchiania until at last they threw off their yoke of slavery and became a free people, vowing to travel across the earth asking other slaves the question He first asked them, “Why?”
At first, travel they did and die they did, for the message of “Why?” would not go forth without opposition from the Emperor and his overseers. It is said that all of His friends, save one, died violent deaths for asking, “Why?”
But that was centuries ago and Churchiania has long since been transformed from a nation of slaves to a prosperous land in which few of the original families do physical labor and fewer still are found in distant lands asking the question, “Why?”
As I pondered the chair on which He sat on the Grand Holiday I asked the curator, “Somehow I didn’t expect the chair to look like this?”
“How so?” 

“Well, it has fine upholstery and is well padded. It appears quite comfortable. The beautiful designs in the fabric remind me more of tea room décor than of an execution.”

“Well of course they do,” the curator answered. “After all, we do want people to be comfortable in Churchiania. If we upset people they might not want to remain in our country, nor could we attract the large number of immigrants that we do – and that would hurt our economy.”
He continued, “Many years ago the guild of curators realized that we needed a better image of the chair that He was placed in on the Grand Holiday. We needed a chair that was easy to sit in, easy to enjoy oneself in. We needed a comfortable chair.”
“It really wasn’t that difficult to effect a transformation,” he continued. We retained fabric makers and designers and obtained the most comfortable padding material available and covered the original chair so that you can’t really tell that it is the original.”
“Well,” I responded, “You’ve certainly accomplished your mission. It looks anything but like an electric chair.”

“My point exactly. Now since we are progressive people, we do update the fabric to keep pace with the changing culture and fashions. And you might have noticed in your travels that some of our franchise museums have developed their own replicas with specialized designs suited to their local tastes. For example in Penbapmethia they use recliners with cup holders, and in Quakepresluthia the chairs are heated and vibrate – but the basic design is pretty much the same, all done with comfort in mind.”
“But,” I asked, “What about the region of your country known as Missionania? Don’t they still talk of an electric chair and don’t they still go into slave countries asking the question, ‘Why?’ ”

“Oh, those people. They are isolated and uneducated mountain folk. They just don’t see how impractical the electric chair image is for our times. Who in their right mind would want to sit in an electric chair? Who would want to come to a land with an electric chair as its symbol? Surely you see my point? A chair with comfort is the only way to go.”
“Then He [Jesus] said to them all, If anyone desires to come after Me, let him deny himself, and take up his cross [electric chair] daily, and follow Me. For whoever desires to save his life will lose it, but whoever loses his life for My sake will save it.” Luke 9:23-24.
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