
The Other Murphy
Most of us are familiar with the cynical lament known as Murphy’s Law, 
“If anything can go wrong, it will.” It was named after CPT Edward A.
Murphy in 1949 who complained about the improper wiring of a
transducer and cursed the technician who was responsible. Murphy’s
original comment, “If there is any way to do it wrong, he will find it,” was
codified by the project manager and added to his growing list of “laws.”
Some think, based on their own experience, that Murphy was an optimist.

But have you ever heard of William Lawrence Murphy (1876-1959)? This
Murphy was an American who invented the mechanism that enabled him
to be able to hide his bed in a closet in his one room apartment. Murphy
beds were very popular during the early 20  century. As people began toth

flee the confines of inner-city living for the suburbs, with bigger houses
and bigger rooms, the Murphy bed fell into disfavor.

I became interested in Murphy beds a few months ago. The occasion was
the 4  birthday of my third grandson, Cooper. The celebration took placeth

under a portico at one of the Hoover (AL) fire stations. It was a typical
kid’s party featuring hot dogs, soft drinks, cake,
ice cream and the ripping open of gifts – followed
by crying, barfing and arguments over who would
get to play with the toys.

The real high point of the celebration for me was
the tour of the fire station (prior to the previously-
mentioned activities). The kids enjoyed climbing
onto the fire trucks. They listened intently as
Fireman Jerry talked about equipment and what
to do if any of us ever caught on fire. The tour
concluded with a thunderous refrain of “Stop,
drop and roll.”

The kids didn’t seem quite as interested during the tour of the firemen’s
living quarters. But my attention was riveted when Fireman Jerry opened
one of the many large cabinets – and a bed emerged.

I had been planning for months to “redo” my computer room at home. The
only thing I had been unable to decide was what to do about a bed. With
so many grandchildren, it would be nice to have an extra bed. But its
infrequent usage and the loss of floor space were negatives. When
Fireman Jerry pulled the handle on that cabinet, my dilemma ended.

After laying the porcelain tile, installing the cabinets and fabricating the
countertops, I determined it was too early to end my agony. I would build
a Murphy bed. I found the mechanism (pistons, hinges and hardware) and

detailed plans online. Home Depot was a repository for poplar boards and
plywood, nails and screws, and wood glue and construction adhesive.
Within a couple of weeks, the bed was completed. With Carol’s help, it is
securely attached to the wall with lag screws. It is ready to be occupied by
a couple of feisty grandchildren – or by me the next time Carol or I get a
case of the “crud.” Sleeping in a recliner during sick days is the pits!

Having already stated the main reason for
wanting this style of bed, I have discovered that it
has other advantages, too. After a nap or a good
night’s sleep, I don’t have to make it up. I just
close it up! Rumpled sheets, a slightly soiled
pillow case, animal cracker crumbs or blonde
dog hairs make no difference whatsoever. And
by the time anyone is ready to use it again, they
probably will be too tired to notice. 

When I was a child, I sometimes slept on a
hideaway bed. But I couldn’t hide anything in it.
The Murphy bed is the real hideaway.

As sinners, hiding things comes natural to us. We hide our true feelings
from each other, fearful of rejection. We hide our failures, hoping the hurt
won’t be as intense. We hide our fears, additionally afraid that someone
will see through all our bravado. And we try to hide our sins from God.

While it is true that we may have some modicum of success in hiding our
fears, failures and foibles from each other, we can hide nothing from God.

You know my folly, O God; my guilt is not hidden from you. Psa. 69:5

Blessed is he whose transgressions are forgiven, whose sins are covered.
Blessed is the man whose sin the LORD does not count against him and in
whose spirit is no deceit. Psa. 32:1-2

David, from his pre-cross perspective, was certain about something over
which many of us needlessly struggle. It is futile to try to hide our sins
from the Lord. It is, in fact, by bringing them openly to the Lord and calling
our behavior and attitude what God calls it – sin – that we discover that
God Himself will cover them with the blood of Christ. Horatio Spafford
wrote: “O the bliss of this glorious thought: My sin – not in part – but the
whole is nailed to the cross and I bear it no more. Praise the Lord. Praise
the Lord, O my soul.” Believers in Christ do have a hiding place. We are
safely hidden in the Rock of Ages.

       Chuck Bradshaw
       26 October 2007
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