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BETWEEN THE POLES OP PAIN

It Is sometimes difficult to determine whether or not an unusual
occurrence is coincidence or providence. One of those occurrences
took place for me a few days ago as I was contemplating the theme of
this sermon. I just happened to be glancing through a new book when
I came across a quotation from Horace Walpole spoken by him in 1776
and which related directly to some thoughts which had been going through
my mind. These are his words:

"This world is a comedy to those that think,
a tragedy to those that feel. "

I want to make plain at the outset that I believe Walpole to have
been wrong. The world and our life in it is neither comedy nor tragedy
even though it contains elements of both.

Let us say rather that this life of ours is an existence carried
on between two poles of pain—two poles which we call birth and death.
In between those two poles lie allthe possibilities contained in life.
Some are indeed tragic and some comedy, but some are also magnificent
and triumphant, joyful and victorious.

One may well object, "But there is nothing painful about birth!"
Of course, if you stand at the baptismal font Sunday after Sunday and
watch the joy and pride on the faces of parents, grandparents and other
relatives, you may easily be misled into thinking that everything
connected with birth is pure and unadulterated joy and gladness. That
it is not is testified to by the fact that most of us come into the
world crying. If we knew the condition of the world into which we come
we would no doubt cry a good deal louder than we do and perhaps struggle
to return from whence we came.

Most authorities assure us that birth is indeed a trauma. Consider
the changes that life is forced to undergo at that time. Prom a warm
and protected place in the mother's womb we are ejected naked into an
atmosphere that probably feels distinctly chilly and foreign. Prom a
situation in which we are able to eat whenever we are hungry we must
go into a new world where we are fed at someone else's pleasure. We
emerge from complete comfort and security into a world where the first
thing that greets us is a resounding smack on the buttocks, perhaps
indicative of the continued blows of cruel fate that will assail us
for the rest of our lives.

No one will deny that birth can often be painful for the mother
even though that pain is soon swallowed up by the great joy of having
delivered into the world a new life. But scientists tell us that birth
is also painful for the child and that the trauma of birth is recorded
on that primal substance which will soon become the teeth.








