You Can’t Hide 							2/2/47





Scripture:  Matthew 11: 20-30





Text:  Matthew 11: 28-30;  “Come to me, all who labor and are 	heavy-laden, and I will give you rest.  Take my yoke upon 	you, and learn from me; for I am gentle and lowly in heart, 	and you will find rest for your souls.  For my yoke is easy, 	and my burden is light.”





I have not done much hunting in my lifetime.  What little I have done was now and then in a few days of vacation from duties in Hawaii.  A man who had grown up on the island of Maui used to take two or three of us occasionally into the giant crater of Haleakala mountain, where we camped at night in a cave formed of a huge lava bubble, and in the daytime hunted goats.





The goats were wild and wary.  As soon as they knew, by the smoke of camp fire or by the glint of sun on gun barrel that hunters were in the great crater valley, they headed for the rim and the outside of the crater or for the more inaccessible cliffs near the rim.  Not only did the hunting require the climb up the mountainside to the 10,000 foot summit and then down 2,000 feet to the camp site on the crater floor, but one had a very considerable workout climbing up those 2,000 feet again toward some point on the rim where there might be some shooting.





One day I had worked my way 1,000 or 1,500 feet up, then around a ridge to some cliffs and narrow paths by early afternoon.  I knew that there were goats in there, because I had seen one or two go over the ridge into that territory where it was difficult, and a little hazardous, to follow.  Part of my ammunition had been used in a few shots from too great a distance for effect.  In other words, I hadn’t hit anything yet!





So close to game, and with several cartridges left - the thought of goats just around the bend of one of those narrow goat paths on the cliffs was too tantalizing!  Just then I saw my hunting companion a half mile down on the crater flow where, with his field glasses, he could see both the goats and me.  Signaling by waving his big hat, he indicated that the goats were not far ahead.  So I worked my way around a couple of ledges, and came upon them at a point where they could go no further, could not get back past me at a lower lever, and could barely get back above me even with a goat’s sure-footed agility.





For several seconds, the shooting was pretty good - provided I didn’t get excited and careless and let my rifle butt kick me off the cliff with the recoil.  But just then, with several goats scattering back above me over rugged country my ammunition ran out!





Directly ahead of me, at close range, frightened by the shooting, was a kid, about one-third grown, with its head stuck into a hole in the cliff.  The hole was barely big enough for the little goat’s head, and it stood there for several seconds - a tantalizing stationary target which even a poor shot couldn’t have missed.  In my exasperation, I lowered my useless gun, picked up a small rock and heaved it at the silly little creature (and nearly overbalanced myself on the narrow path at the cliff’s edge.)  Then the kid pulled out his head, took a frightened look at the now harmless hunter, and ran back above me after the rest of the herd to safety.





O yes, I did get one hit, but the goat I shot dropped over the cliff to the shale a hundred feet of more below.  So I had no trophy, and had to depend for credit on the word of the other hunter who was watching through field glasses and saw the carcass fall.





For the next half hour, I was doing very little philosophizing as I worked my weary, thirsty, dangerous way back over the narrow goat path to a place where I could descend to the crater floor in safety.  But now I can think it over a bit.





Perhaps nothing more had better be said about the foolhardy hunter: the other hunter’s razzing took care of that at the time!  But that foolish little kid, with its head rammed into a hole in the cliff’s face, may unwittingly offer a thought or two.  It was trying its terrified best to hide where there was no place to hide!  The older goats knew better!  They lost no time hiding their eyes, but scrambled over a bit of sliding shale to a narrow path above, over which they could run back to better country.  They had thought they were safe among the cliffs.  When they discovered their mistake, they made a brave run for the grass country.





A reader sent a letter to a popular magazine [Time] not long ago.  She commented that the magazine’s news accounts of affairs for the world over were so disturbing that she wondered whether she should not ignore them and read only about the theater and the cinema and art.  And the editor replied in print: “Let Reader Hogue grit her wisdom teeth.  There’s no hiding place.”  Those are ominous words for kids, big and little, quadruped or biped.  “No hiding place!”  One is reminded of the prophecy made long ago but vividly true in our day.  “Nothing is covered up that will not be revealed, or hidden that will not be known.  Whatever you have said in the dark shall be heard in the light, and what you have whispered in private rooms shall be proclaimed upon the house tops.”  [Matthew 10: 26,27].





There have been short range hiding places - little holes in the cliffs where one may at least stick his head - or even cares into which one may jump.  But they offer little security now.





There were hiding places 30 or 40 years ago when some of us were small and others were growing up.  One of these was nationalism.  If one didn’t like the way things were shaping up in the international scene, he could find comfort in the thought that his government need not go out of its desired way to interfere in matters in which it had only indirect concern.  A world of 70 to 80 distinct nations is one where there seems quite a possibility of hiding behind the walls of his own nation’s self-sufficiency, be his nation right or wrong.  One might even help to withdraw his nation from every circumstance that may draw it into the complexity of international relations.





But see where we are today!  A year and a half ago, a great oriental city  disintegrated in a few seconds of newly discovered and freshly applied explosive power.  And a few days later the giant whirring and groaning wheels of a terrific war began grinding to a stop.





We have now had a year of - shall we call it peace?  Of explosions in the industrial world, of fresh bitterness in the relations between racial groups and religious groups, of the throwing off of war restrictions, of the seizing of false liberty and freedom, and of refusal to put on and wear the responsibilities of peace!  





We do seem, at last, to be moving toward some of the definite provisions of peace, and yet great conflicts remain unresolved, serious rifts are unclosed, desperation and despair stalk at the heels of more people than we irritated and relatively comfortable Americans can imagine!





And there is no place to hide in the year 2 AE -- atomic era.  Certainly not in the outmoded sort of nationalism in which so many felt secure a generation or two ago.





We may not like, and do not like many of the things we see in China and Russia and France and Germany and Spain.  But we know, I hope, that we’ve got to live in the same world with them and take a hand, and a word, in the making of the order on which all nations may depend for peace and safety.  The Russians may not, and apparently do not, like much of what they see in the United States, in England and in China.  But they evidently intend to have a powerful word in the common affairs of a world in which we all are going to have to live - or die.  It behooves us all to speak our mind frankly and firmly.





It used to be widely assumed that the individual could find retreat within the recesses of his own soul.  When the world got too much for us, we were urged to “know ourselves.”  Our religion was, for many, a process of getting right, individually, with God.  Souls were saved one by one - and lost the same way.





Now there is still profound truth in the importance of each person knowing God, vitally, and as well as it is given mortals to know.  And conversion, the change of a man from inadequate, mistaken, evil, destructive attitudes and ways, to satisfying, righteous, ethical, constructive attitudes and ways, by a divine power, mysterious, but know to him, is still the hope of man, and its lack, his doom.  But it does not mean a permanent refuge among the saved.  For the storm still goes on all around us and we have to be concerned with others -- with some others we may not like -- as well as with ourselves and with those we do like.





It is not easy, in our kind of world, to take our place as world citizens.  It is no great help in itself to remind ourselves that there is no hiding place.  We know by now that we are of one world.  The question is not whether we are willing to accept that as fact -- we can’t escape it.  The question is whether or not we are “up to it” spiritually and morally.  Without religious vision, human life is an occasional flash of occasional enjoyments, lighting up a mass of pain, anxiety, misery and uncertainty.  But with religious vision human life takes on its proper proportions and dignity.  It has its relation to the love of God.  When we assume the yoke of the Master we find God’s power and His spiritual insight.





When people know themselves to be children of God, and permit His grace and his creative power to express itself through them, life is lived on a changed basis.  And there is no need to hide.





Christian folk!  Let us everlastingly be more Christian!  Let us gather regularly and faithfully for worship and the receiving and exchanging of those spiritual insights that shall enable us, not to seek a hiding place, but to take up the burdens and crosses and opportunities and high privileges of our dangerous living!





And God give us such a taste of goodness as shall make us crave it more and more!





---------------





Delivered in Wisconsin Rapids, February 2, 1947.





