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Today is Palm Sunday, a day traditionally marked when Jesus entered Jerusalem to the cheering masses.
But we know how fickle crowds can be. This day a crowd welcomed him waving palm branches and singing
“Hosanna, blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.”  Yet just days later another crowd – perhaps the
same crowd –would shout, “Crucify him!”  It is a tough thing to listen to the fickle crowds who shout first one
thing and then another. Tough:  difficult words also come in the form of prayers. All through this season of
Lent we have listened to the tough prayers in tough times: “Let this cup pass; Why have you forsaken me; Jesus,
remember me.” Today we listen to the tough prayer of Jesus hanging from the cross, one of the traditional
seven last words or sayings of Jesus: “Into your hands.”

My earliest and lasting impression of my daddy is his hands. Daddy’s hands…they fixed fences, they
disciplined, they dropped seeds along the rows of the garden…they played the piano at church on Sunday and
after the last hymn and just before the sermon they were draped over the shoulders of his four children along
the pew. His college ring, Auburn University, would hang precariously on his finger and would thump us
whenever we got too fidgety . . . and we always got too fidgety. 

There are all kind of hands – soft, callused, smooth, wrinkled.  All kinds…Hands tell a lot about a
person.

Think of the hands of Jesus. His were the hands of a carpenter turned prophet. They touched blind eyes
and deaf ears; they grasped the hand of a dead little girl and gave her life again; they broke a few loaves of
bread and a couple of fish and fed a multitude. His hands also bore the garish scars from nails driven in to
secure him for crucifixion. 

You can tell a lot about hands.  It is interesting that as we come to these last words of Jesus, the seven
last words, one of the seven last sayings of Jesus on the cross, these very last words, hear what He has to say. 
“Into your Hands…” So why is this prayer so tough? It is tough because it is a realization that life is beyond
our control.

“Into your Hands” is the prayer of relinquishing – a prayer of giving up.  And I don’t know about
you, but I just don’t like to give up. I know when I was in seminary, I took up playing chess with one of my
good friends in seminary.  He was a dynamite chess player.  I wanted to beat him so bad.  We would play for
hours on end, and I could never beat him.  I never wanted to give up.  But there are events in life far more
serious than a chess game when we are called to relinquish. There are the many occasions when I am called to
the hospital and the answer to the prayer is one of relinquishing.

Several years ago Amy and I enjoyed a fantastic trip to New York for her birthday. We had a wonderful
time and, believe it or not, we did not go to the first show…we were too busy gawking at all of the sights. Many
of you familiar with New York have seen the RCA Building on Fifth Avenue.  In its entrance is a gigantic
statue of mighty Atlas, with muscles bulging as he supports the world on his shoulders. This is the mightiest
man in mythology standing with the weight of the world on his shoulders.  Across the street from the RCA
Building is the wonderful St. Patrick’s Cathedral and there behind the altar is a statue of “Little Boy Jesus,”
maybe eight or nine years old.  In Jesus’ hand is a globe.  It is an ironic reminder that we so often think we must
bear the world on our shoulder’s when all along Christ has it all in the palm of His hands.  “Into your Hands I
give you my spirit.”



As Bruce Larson points out, “We have a choice. We can carry the world on our shoulders or we can say,
‘I give up Lord; here’s my life. I give you my world, the whole world.’”

Those who try to make their life secure will lose it, but those who lose their life for my sake will keep it.
(Luke 17:33)

We would rather have security, but there really is no such thing. Yet we are obsessed with security.
Daily we hear messages of national security; our computers are laced with software to provide security; we lock
and bolt our doors so that we can feel secure. 

 Jesus never once promised us security here in this world. You and I would like a belief system that will
tell us everything is going to be all right when it comes to the things of this world: when we are coping with
aging parents, when we are struggling with incorrigible children, when our health is marginal and our finances
are minimal. We all would like to think: that is okay; Jesus is going to make it better. 

Well, Jesus will see us through, but security in our time and in our way is not promised. Into your Hands
 is the prayer of relinquishment, of letting go.

Into your Hands... is the prayer of relinquishment, of letting go: “God in the end, it’s you. I have no
more control. Just you.” 

It is also a prayer of trust.  We cannot trust until we let go. The most ironic statement we have in this
country we read on a dollar bill: In God We Trust.

For forty years John Wesley recited a covenant every New Year’s Eve during his watch night service:

I am no longer my own,
But yours.

Put me to what you will
Rank me with whoever you will

Put me to doing…
Put me to suffering.

Let me be employed for you,
Or laid aside for You.

Exalted for you, or
Brought low for you.

Let me be full
Let me be empty

Let me have all things
Let me have nothing!
And now, O Father,

You are mine and I am yours
So be it. And the covenant I am making on earth,

Let it be ratified in heaven.
Amen.

When our prayers lead us to relinquish and trust then we find that the prayer “Into your hands” is also a
prayer of purpose.

Several years ago I spent a portion of the day at Piedmont Hospital with a church member. As I was on
the elevator that morning heading to his hospital room I saw a note posted on the elevator’s bulletin board. It



read: Hand Blessing Service. I was curious so I read further. Hand Blessing Service for our nurses. The power is
within your hands. Well the power is not really in our hands, but through our hands.

Look at your hands for just a moment. How do they look? How do they compare? My daddy’s hands are
awful. He is a farmer and his hands are cracked open and callused, the mark of hard work. How about your
hands? No doubt Kevin and Charlotte’s hands are nimble and strong because through their hands beautiful
music is made possible. The hands of Dr. George Williams can hold a scalpel in surgery and a baby in delivery.
The hands of our extended session workers can diaper a child and wipe away tears. Our hands can ball up and
make a fist of defiance, and they can open up to offer us a palm of compassion and peace.

When we place our hands into the hands of God, it is no longer about what we can do; it is about what
God can do through us.  One of the great things we have learned through the ages is the “priesthood of all
believers.”   I am no more called than you are.  God has a calling for each of us in this room.  Just imagine what
God wants to do through your hands, but it will require a most difficult prayer.  It will no longer be the prayer
of “God, use me as you will,” “God, let me apply my talents, my gifts, my intellect, my courage.”  It is not
about us any more.  It is about putting ourselves into God’s hands and realizing that only when we let go that
God is the One who grasps us.

It is like teaching your children when they are small to dive off into the deep water.  Remember, when
you were a child what that felt like, standing on the edge of the pool, and all you can see is the depth and the
impossibility, the fear, and the anxiety.  But Mom or Dad is standing there saying, “Come on.  Jump.  You can
do it.”  It is the feeling of jumping off into the abyss, but knowing that it is really not the abyss.  It is knowing
their arms are waiting for you, and all that is needed is your trust and your willingness to just take that step.

Jesus offered a powerful, a disturbing, a challenging, and difficult prayer there on the cross when all else
was gone, when the doubters, the skeptics, the bystanders, the witnesses, all of that did not matter any more. 
“Father, into your hands I place my spirit.”  This morning we gather here because you and I need to pray that
prayer again.  We need to remind ourselves that it is not who this church is that God will use.  It is when we
allow this church to be placed at His disposal, that is the hands of God.  

“The Kingdom of God is within you” (Luke 17:21)

Where do you place your hands? Whatever it is use it to do what God has called you to do. No more
excuses, and may God be praised eternally.
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