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“Flight to Egypt”
Matthew 2:13-23
Mapuana knew that it was time to get to the safe house.  Her cousin Loke told her about a place she could go where she would be safe from the physical abuse of her husband.  Mapuana knew it was time not because of the violence he directed against her.

For years she had put up with his abuse.  Whatever troubled him it was always her fault. 

Whatever days they had spent going to church together as a family were long gone.  She prayed.  She cried.  She tried. 
But today was different.  Today she saw him turn a hand against their son.  It was the same hand that cradled him at his birth and now it was raised against him.  

He sat in his worn-out living room chair watching the latest of round of ultimate fighters on television surrounded by six empty cans of beer.  Makamae and Puna were off to the side playing Chinese checkers.
“Ey, go get me one beer!” he said to no one in particular.  

Makamae and Puna did not hear him.  Mapuana was in the kitchen and did not hear him.

His voice thundered, “Ey, go get me one beer I said.  You guys deaf ear or what?  Good for nuthin!”

“Sorry, dad,” Makamae said.

“Yeah, I sorry you,” he said to his son as he raised his hand.  “I give you one whack on your head.”

“Makamae, I get ‘em daddy.  You and  Puna, go next door and play with Yoshi and Kumiko,” Mapuana said in a calm, steady voice that reminded them of their Tütü Ani.  It was a voice that was familiar to her husband and it was enough to quiet him down at least for the moment.

He was not always this way, Mapuana remembered.  There was a time when their life together was more hopeful.  They were both working.  The kids were doing well in school.  

There was enough fish and avocadoes and papayas to share among neighbors.  But when the mill closed down and there was no work to be found, the stress and strain of making ends meet began to take its toll.  First there was the drinking and then the drugs.  After that the foul language and the endless tirades that made no sense.
Mapuana knew it was time to go to the safe house.  There was no address to be found anywhere for the safe house – not in the telephone directory or in the newspaper; not anywhere.  But everybody knew where the house was including her husband.  Still Mapuana decided it was time to seek refuge for herself and for her children.  
Fearful of what would happen to Makamae and Puna, she left the house that day after her husband fell asleep again in his worn-out living room chair.  The drive to the safe house took all of six minutes.  But for Mapuana the drive was the longest five miles she had ever traveled in her entire life.  
As she drove up to the safe house she could see other children playing in a yard surrounded by a hedge of lau kï or ti leaf plants.  The plantation-style house had a wrap-around lanai furnished with several püne‘e or wooden couches.  

A mild breeze, filled with the scent of pineapple, swept across the yard from fields that had been abandoned not so long ago.  It was a bittersweet moment for Mapuana because it seemed that it was not only the pineapple fields that now lay abandoned.  
Centuries ago a man named Joseph and a woman named Mary embarked on an epic journey with a baby named Jesus seeking refuge for themselves and for their son.  Our reading from The Gospel According to Matthew is the story of that journey.  An angel appeared to Joseph in a dream.  “Get up, take the child and Mary and flee to Egypt, and remain there until I tell you,” an angel warned, “Herod is about to search for the child, to destroy him.”  (Matthew 2:13)

The magi barely had time to offer their gifts and the shepherds who were filled with great joy had little time to celebrate.  The birth of Jesus was not welcomed as good news by everyone in ancient Palestine.  
Herod, the King of Judea, was helped into power by the Roman Empire.  He responded to the news with fear, convinced that his power was being threatened.  And so the decree went out from Herod that all of the children in Bethlehem who were two years old and under would be killed.
Much is made of the comparison between Jesus and Moses.  The flight into Egypt recalls the protection of the infant Moses from the plot of a wicked tyrant; the massacre of children recalls the killing of the Hebrew children by Pharaoh; and the return from Egypt is linked directly to Israel’s Exodus from Egypt.  Theologians time and time again have concluded that everything that happened could only have happened by God’s initiative.

Jesus becomes a new Moses.  For the writer of Matthew the birth of Jesus is the culmination of God’s plan of salvation for humankind.  

We would not be far off the mark to say that the writer of Matthew was focused on his own theological concerns.  It was important for the writer that the words spoken by the prophets come to pass and so the story takes all of that into account - from Matthew 2:15:  “Out of Egypt I have called my son”; from Matthew 2:18:  “A voice was heard in Rä´mah, wailing and loud lamentation, Rachel weeping for her children; she refused to be consoled, because they are no more”; and from Matthew 2:23: “He will be called a Nazorë´an.” 

While all of this makes for interesting theology the question may be asked:  What difference does any of this make to Mapuana?  My hunch is that if Mapuana were asked the question she may be tempted to answer:  “Not much!”
But if the story of the birth of Jesus is an affirmation that “God is with us,” then there is much for Mapuana and for all of us to celebrate.  Joseph and Mary fled to Egypt with Jesus to escape the violence that overshadowed their lives.  Mapuana fled to a safe house with Makamae and Puna to escape the violence that overshadowed their lives.  
The story of Joseph and Mary is a part of our lives in the same way that it is a part of Mapuana’s life.  Like them there are moments when we find ourselves in flight seeking refuge from the violence we experience in our own lives.

There are also moments when we find ourselves in flight, often driven by fear, seeking refuge from pain or suffering, hurt or despair that may trouble us.  There are moments when we flee from others and sometimes even from ourselves. 
As we seek refuge we give thanks to God that however long the journey may be; whatever perils we may encounter along the way, “God is with us.”  We give thanks in times of joy and in times of sorrow, “God is with us.”  So we join with Joseph and Mary in choosing to live with hope – a hope that we share with Mapuana, Makamae, and Puna.  

It is a hope born out of the reassuring words of the angel spoken to Joseph and to Mary:  “Do not be afraid!” (Matthew 1:20; Luke 1:30).  It is a hope born out of the promise spoken by Jesus to the disciples and to all of us:  “Remember, I am with you always, to the end of the age . . . Do not be afraid!”  (Matthew 28:20; 10).
PAGE  

