EELP FROM THE BETCHTS

"1 will 1if%t up mine eyes umto the hills from whence cometh my help. My help cometh
from the Iord, vho made heaven and esrth,” Psalm 121:1-2,

Those who are the most competent to judge tell us thet this Psalm dates from the period
of the exile., The awvthor wes an exile on the plains of Babylenis., Held captive under
the hand of a tyrent and ameppg heatben, he was far swey Trom the hills znd mountaine of
his native countrv. Iven though his body was ip borndare, his soul was free. Oubt of the
dreariness of the vast and monobtonous ewpense, the Pealmist sent his thoupht, like =
swift bird, to the hilles which he hed viewed formeriy, and which were dyed with the
mepories of home, Although he was ovpressed with the bhurders and sorrows of exile, his
drooping spirit was cheered ss he thoughlt of the hills of his homelsnd, which were so
rick with the precious heritage of many years. Those hills brought faith and hope %o
hine.

4z the Psalmist strained his weary eyes toward the weshern horizom and shut his door at
night, thinking of the majestic hills yonder in the distance, it was with a trust made
eagier and more confident thalt he comanltied himself To the keeping of Him of whose un~
wearied watch the hills somelow snoke. Today we would call him a displaced person,
separated from home arnd &1 of the ifhings that meske 1ife dear and worthwhile. Yeb, we
carnot do thisz Psalm jusiice If we think of it as having only hemesickmess in it. The
deepest longing of the Fsglmist wez not for home, but for God., It was toward God that
his whole being was set. He was far more anxleuns for God than he was for home. Nothing
less than Gcd's help could reslily meet his meeds, He did mot turm to men, to nature, to
work or Yo plessure, bubt to God,

The word which characterizes the present generation is Phelplessnpess.® In the midst of
our highly mechanized world we are powerless lo cope with the very forces we have helped
to create. This impotence of man is accounted for by the fact that we have sought suecor
from the Things around us. We have nol looked up and out. ’

Whether or not you know it, we have a highland Bible, The Seriptures were written by a
race of highlanders who subdued their enemies, built their sltars and reared their homes
on the crests of the hills. The mountains arve landmarks in the histery and geccraphy of
Pglestine, They mark the vericus stages of develorment in the national 1life and heritage
of Tsrael, The feith of Abrsham experienced its severest test on Mount Moriah., Cut of
the majestic heights of Hount Sinel came the divine voice ubitering God's holy will im
the Ten Commandments, Meunt Sinel was the birthplace of the moral law. Those elernal
laws which were declared there still stamd. They are broken only at great cost te the
wrongdoer. From Mount Sinai we lesrn whal God wenis us to do, and what He does not wamlt
us to do. On the wondrous Mount Plspah Moses stood and viewed a promised land where his
disobedient feet were mever permitied %o tread. From Moumt Pisgah Moses' spirit was
taken to be with God, and somewhere on it his body wes buried in a mysterious grave dug

by the angels.,.

The supremacy of God was the clear verdict of Mount Carmel. O Mount Carmel, upen which
the praying mateh brought down the blessinrg of God which certified the Efernal One l
Mount Gilbos witnessed the dismal crash of Sanl and his house. The issues of good and
evil were set in confrast on the swmits of Mount Gerezim and Mount Ebal. The Psalmist
lived in the mountains., A slight acquaintance with the peography of Palestine is suffi-
cient to convince anybody that hills and mounbtaine are rumerous there. Many of them
hold an interesting and important place in Biblicsl event and story. Even the temple
that enshrined a nation's faith was esteblished In the rocky fastnesses of Jerusalem,
which is in the mountains. Mownt Zion was the lofty seat of Jehovah. O Zion, Zion,
beautiful Zion, City of the Iiving God!l
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Did you ever stop to think what would happen if you took the mountains out of the life
of Christ? There would be no Nazareth embosomed in the hills. There would be no con-
quest of the devil on the top of that high mountain of temptation. There would net be
any Sermon on the Mount., The Transfiguratior would be gome forever. A4l11 of those hours
of secret prayer among the hills and mountains would go. Strike out the hills, and
there iz no Calvary, with its cross and ita pierced hands and riven side. Sirike oubt
the mountains and the Mount of Clives poes, with its wrestling through the blood-drops
to the victory. Strike out the mountains and you shall look in vain for a Saviour
ascending to His Father, Iift up your eves unito the hills and remember how our Iord
loved them.

T. The Challenge of The Hills
1. The hills call us to a higher life,

They challenge us to live on a higher plane, They beckon us %o higher levels,
They remind us that it is posgible to live above the lower levels. Life may be
lived on any level, on the plain or on the height, but the plame on which vwe
live determines cur characters and indicates our destirles.

The tragedy of our generation is in the fact that se many look to the gutiers
for ideals and standards rather than leok to the hills, Many are lecking for
life in the gubters. They are seeking escepe from 1ife’s boredoms and burdens
in the lewd, the low, the base, and the vile, Just as the poliution of the .
water supply of a city endangers the health of all who live there, so the pol-
lution of the sources of 1ife and inspirsliion means death to a nation. It is
the tragic misfortune of our generation thal so many great sources have becone
polluted and that so many are turning to gutter filth for spiritual re-enforce-
nenbs,

In other ages literature was one of the great sanctifying and strengthening in-
fluences of life, but much of modern literature runs the dreary gamut of sex and
excess. Under the delusion that nothing is interesting but neastiness and filth,
most of our novelists weave their stories sbout the sordid and the perverted.
One must seek long and diligently to find a noble and respectable hero, or a
charming and chaste heroine,

Tn the modern mad rush for a thrill memy lesugh at everything sacred. Holy
things have been prostituted and unholy profits have been made respectable,
Alcohol has put on a dress suit, crashed the gate, and been admitied to so-
called good society. Speed masquerades as progress, clamor goes for convictions,
and big type is accepted as an evidence of great living. We have undertaken to
learn from the cave-man and the cuspidor.

2. The hills remind us that there are contrasts im life.

Iife is not all sunshine. Iife is not all vision., Iife is nolt 2ll emotional
uplift. life is full of seeming contradictions. There are ups and downs in
life, In other words, there are hills and valleys. There is sunshine today,
and there is shadow tomeorrow. There is disasppointment, and there is hope; work
and rest; storm and calm; sickness and health; joy and sorrow; life and death,
But it tskes the seeming contradictions of life to make a full-orbed Christian
character,
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The hills bring a wider horizon into life.

A Chinese proverb states, "If you do not ascend The mountain, yom will not be
able to view the plain." Spiritual enriclment means a wider outlook, broader
sympathies, and an enlargement of the understanding.

Gall For Relp
Help is greatly needed,

The exiled Psalmist had many hostile to him between his sbiding place and that
kome where he desired to be. It would have been extremely difficult for him te
have gotten away from the dominion that held him captive unless it had been by
the consent of the one holding him. So the mere he thought of the mommtains of
Israel, the more he realized his mneed of help inm reaching them. Even the hills
could not send the needed help. He realized that his help must come from beyend
the hills,

(1) Certaintiez creste the meed for help.
Temptations, vexations, trials, duties, difficulties and opporiunities
create this ased,

{2} Uncertainties create the need for help.
Among these uacertainties are some great Joy, some very sorve perplexity,
some very serious problem, some overwhelming serrow, or the last experience
of death,

One can never outgrow this need of help. Dependence is the characteristic
of the creature, Help must be had in the corfliet or it will end inm defesil,
in the toil or it will issue in failure, in the pilgrim-march or we will
faint and £311 by the way. ¥We need help greaily, im varied Torms, now, and
constantly.

Foman help is not sufficient,

We naturally look to our kindred and friends for sympathy and help, Bubt they
do not remain with us, Parenis die; brothers and sislters are scattered far and
wide; and friends beccme estranged, Neither can they vender the sssistance we
need, Our wants and needs go so far and sitrike so deep that bwman sympathy does
not avail, %e need more than it can bring us, hence we must "1ift up our eyes
unto the hills from whence cometh our help.” Our help comes from Ged.

Divine help is available,

What a blessing that we have powerful, efficient and comstant help in God. For
help it is im vain to trust creatures,; but it is extremely wise to trust the
Creator. God is the only true help for the soul. He slone can raise it from
its fallen condition, break its feiters, heal its wounds, energize its faecultiies,
and set it on a safe and presperous course, When = worldly man has trials he
usually looks to earthly thinmes for support. He looks to soeisl sympathies and
human friendships. The gerwine Christian turns at once to God because he :
realizes that from Him alone the necessary help can and must come. The hills
to which we mmat 1ift our eyes are the purpeses of God, the providences of God,
the promises of God, and the proved faithfulness of God, for these are the
hills from whence cometh our help. God is the source of our help. He helps

us in provoriion as we feel our need of His help and ask for it. His help is
never in vain,
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Iift up your eyes, away from the bitler struggle and peitly amnoyances of the
day. Iook across the centuries to the outskirts of an old town. There on the
edge of the city, on the crest of a little rounded hill that looked 1like a
skull, half-submerged in the plain, stands a cross. TUpon 1% hangs a ¥an, in
the agony of death, defying hate, malice ard evil, as He prays, "Father, forgive
them, for they know not what they do.”™ That little hill is the highest vinnacle
to which eny soul ever lifted his eyes. In the midst of your lowest moments

and vour worst days, 1ift up your eyes umto the hill whereon Christ agonized
and suffered for the sake of the world. ¥look away to Jesus, Iook sway from
211! Then we need not stumble, Then we shell not fall, Trom each snare that
lureth, Foe or phamtom grim, Cafety this insureth, Iook away to Him,"



