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Into Your Hands
Lent 2016 at Hennepin

In the book of John, it is written that Jesus' final words are: "Into your 
hands, I commend my spirit." This is a vulnerable and humble act of 
letting go. The season of Lent invites us to let go, to opening our hands in 
release and in surrender. It also invites us to hold our hands and our 
hearts open to the new birth that God is always offering. 

Our theme for Lent 2016 is Into Your Hands. Over the next weeks, 
we will surround ourselves with images of hands and the many acts our 
hands do in the ordinary and extraordinary days of our lives. What do 
you see when you look at your hands? How do you use your hands in the 
context of every day? When have your hands known pain? When have 
they been a vehicle of comfort? What would you like to open your hands 
to receive? How are you willing to place your life in the hands of God?

These pages hold the stories and the work of hands in our 
community. They are inspiring, thoughtful and call us to fold our hands 
in prayer. May this prayer and the gifts of all our hands bring us to Easter 
in a deeper relationship with God and with one another.

Kent Peterson Jolene Roehlkepartain Sally Johnson

The cover art for the devotional was created by Ansgar Holmberg, CSJ. Ansgar 
is an artist whose work inspires and calls the viewer to broader images of God. 
Look carefully at this art form known as Zentangle and you will see the many 
hands that create the circle. Join in the Zentangle workshop to be held on 
Wednesday, February 17 from 6-8 in the Art Gallery.



Hands on Lent Year (HOLY)
 

PUB THEOLOGY (21+) | WEDNESDAYS IN LENT
Locations will vary. 6-8PM & 9-11PM 
hennepinchurch.org/pubtheology

ZENTANGLE | FEBRUARY 17
6PM in the Art Gallery.

This class will lead folks in the practice of meditative 
drawing.  Simple techniques will be shared and 

supplies  provided.  The class will end with a short 
worship service.

HANDS ON MINISTRY | FEBRUARY 23
6PM in the Social Hall. 

Projects led by Recyclers & Knotty Quilters. 

EGG ROLLS WITH KIEU DOAN | MARCH 2
6PM in the Kitchen & Social Hall. Make & enjoy egg rolls. 

Learn about our Vietnamese mission.

LENT IN A TENT | MARCH 11 & 12
Bring your tent and sleep inside for a ‘winter camping’ 

experience. All ages. Or just come to help assemble 
Roadside Kindness Packets at 9AM on the 12th.

MOVIE & SOUP POTLUCK | MARCH 16
6PM in the Art Gallery. Come share & enjoy soup while 

watching Places in the Heart.



Holy Week
MAUNDY THURSDAY | MARCH 24

NOON Border Chapel
7PM in the Art Gallery*

GOOD FRIDAY TENEBRAE | MARCH 25
NOON in the Border Chapel

7PM in the Sanctuary*

EASTER SUNDAY | MARCH 27
7AM Sunrise Service in Carlson Hall

8AM Breakfast in the Social Hall
9AM & 11AM in the Sanctuary*

*nursery care available

On Easter Sunday, everyone is encouraged to use the parking ramp at 
the Walker Art Center. Keep your car safe and warm, and help free up 
space in our parking lot for other guests, members and visitors. Be sure 
to get your voucher for free parking from an usher or at the reception 
desk before you go back. Also, remember there are about 50 spaces 
available to us at the Architectural Alliance parking lot (400 Clifton 
Ave). See our website or pick up a handy map at the reception desk!



Wednesday, February 10 Read Joel 2:1-2, 12-17

ASH WEDNESDAY

The World in Your Hands
Peter Millar

You hold the world in your hands,
yet know our human intimacies.
On the cross you thought of your mother and your friends.
You cared for their future.
And right where we are
that caring love enfolds us,
tenderly reminding us,
that in the midst of ordinary living,
your Spirit is with us,
sometimes challenging,
always surprising.

My God, my God, why did you abandon me?

We struggle, we fall,
we fail, we cry out
and often ask this question ourselves.
God help us in some small way to understand
that when we believe you are silent
or far off,
or have ditched us completely,
that there still remains a simple truth:
that we are not abandoned,
but held.

Loving God, may we learn to rest in your tender hands. 
Throughout this Lenten season, help us to know your Spirit’s 

closeness and experience the gentleness of your touch. 
Amen



Read Exodus 5:10-23 Thursday, February 11
 

Hands: The Stories of Our Lives
Sally Johnson

“I look at my hands and see that they are still unfinished.”
 ~Adrienne Rich

I still remember holding the tiny, soft hand of each of our 
newborn sons. How they gripped my finger in some unknown, 
ancient pattern of desire to connect. The tiny wrinkles of flesh, new 
to the world, made in secret by some miraculous coming together 
of cells and skin and Creator. Their hands in mine. It was only the 
beginning of that hand-holding. We reached out to clasp our five 
digits and smooth palms to cross streets safely, to seek the comfort 
of one another, to steer away from danger or toward something 
beautiful that needed to be shared. We shook hands in practice 
sessions for growing up, getting ready for the time when this action 
became a greeting. We allowed our fingers to lace in anticipation of 
when their hand would let go of mine and move toward another, 
full of the joy of new love and promise of a different kind of hand-
holding relationship.

Hands tell the stories of our lives. I look at my hands now and 
see the emergence of my mother's and grandmother's hands. Sun 
has marked its pattern in places, and skin that once was taught and 
smooth has the beauty of rivers and valleys. The Holy is still 
working on my hands. Still taking skin and nail and molding, ever 
molding. Still working through my hands. Still reaching out to hold 
and be held in my hands. I look at my hands and see they are still 
unfinished. 

Resurrection...New Life...comes in many faces and through 
many hands.

Creator God, you are never finished with us and for this we are 
filled to overflowing with hope. Shape us into goodness 

beyond our imagining this day, we pray. 
Amen



Friday, February 12 Read Psalm 91:1-2, 9-16

The Power of His Hands
Juanita Reed-Boniface

I grew up in Nebraska cattle country steeped in cowboy lore. 
Country-Western Gospel music speaks to me in special ways. 
Stuart Hamblen grew up in Texas, became a county artist, was 
converted during a Billy Graham Crusade and began writing and 
singing gospel music. When the theme for our Lenten devotional 
was announced, I thought of the words to this song:

His Hands

“Blessed are the merciful for they will receive mercy,” was the 
theme of a recent Thursday Bible Study Class. In our study, we 
were reminded that mercy is an attribute of God given as a divine 
choice. Hamblen’s song reminds us of the importance of keeping 
our hand in the hand of the One who is our Creator—and when we 
stumble and fall, his hands are there to give mercy, steadfast and 
faithful love.

Creator God, who gave us the beauty of this earth and whose 
mercies endure forever, help us to hold tight to your hand. 

Amen

His hands paint the flowers;
He put leaves in the trees

At His whisper birds start singing
When my heart needs melodies.

Why I stray from all His goodness
My poor mind can’t understand,
I’m to blame for my misfortune

I lost hold of His hands.

Those hands still give me mercy
Though I’m wrong as wrong can be

If they really gave me justice
I’d be lost on homeless seas.
I’ve been lost in this shuffle.

I’ve obeyed the wrong command.
I’m going back to the chapel

In search of His hand.



Read Matthew 23:37-39 Saturday, February 13
 

Mark of an Eagle
David McNally

The Eagle was growing older. He felt it, accepted it, and even 
embraced it. But his vision was clear and his wings still strong. And 
as he soared above the peaks and valleys he called home, the Eagle 
felt very much alive.

Yet deep down something was different. There was nothing 
more to prove, nothing he desired. But a new passion had begun to 
stir his soul.

The Eagle reflected on when he was first pushed out of the nest
—so young, so much energy, so much potential. Now the passage 
of life had taught many lessons and to those who would listen, he 
felt called to pass on that wisdom. 

That would be his legacy. He would teach the young how to be 
bold and confident. He would help them soar above their 
limitations. He would push them into a new world of possibility. 
And when they were ready he would reveal the secret for achieving 
their dreams: “It is your spirit not your speed that leads you to be 
strong and free.”

God, open my eyes to see how I can teach others, guide 
others, to live a life full of spirit. Amen



Sunday, February 14 Read Luke 1:5-11

THE FIRST SUNDAY IN LENT
 

The Hands of God
Marcia Brinkley

Being humans, we often describe our experiences of God in 
terms of human behavior. As I rethink my image of God these 
days, I am more likely to experience God in that person who 
reaches out hands to greet me, comforts me with a warm embrace, 
or holds my hands tenderly, but firmly, while expressing love and 
concern. 

Hands that wrap around another in a long and firm hug; hands 
that gently stroke the face of one who is ill or in pain; hands 
around a shoulder, supporting one who is weak with grief or fear; 
hands that reach out in welcome. Hands that prepare food and 
offer it generously; hands that hold the bread and wine for the 
Eucharist. All these human contacts are our face-to-face meeting 
with God. 

The images are plentiful: we pray to be surrounded by the 
loving arms of God; to be held tenderly in God’s hands, or offer 
those same words of comfort or strength to a loved one or friend. 
We bless one another in our church gatherings while holding 
hands: “The peace of God be with you.” 



Our sacred music contains many of these images:
The classic Gospel hymn of comfort: “Precious Lord, take my 

hand....”
Marty Haugen’s beautiful “The Hand of God Shall Hold You”:

The hand of God shall hold you
The peace of God enfold you
The love that dreamed and formed you
Still surrounds you here today.

The light of God beside you
Above, beneath, inside you
The light that shines to guide you home 
To the loving hand of God.

I leave you with this Irish blessing that we often sing as our 
Going Forth song at the Sacred Journey gathering. May you carry 
this blessing with you as you go forth into your week.

May the road rise with you
May the wind be always at your back
May the sun shine warm upon your face
May the rain fall softly on your fields
Until we meet again
May you be held
In the hollow of God’s hands.

You use our hands to bless another, God. Through our skin you 
become presence in the world and for this we are thankful. 

Amen



Monday, February 15       Read 1 John 2:1-6
 

I Worried
Mary Oliver

I worried a lot. Will the garden grow, will the rivers
flow in the right direction, will the earth turn

as it was taught, and if not, how shall
I correct it?

Was I right, was I wrong, will I be forgiven,
can I do better?

Will I ever be able to sing, even the sparrows
can do it and I am, well,

hopeless.

Is my eyesight fading or am I just imagining it,
am I going to get rheumatism,

lockjaw, dementia?

Finally I saw that worrying had come to nothing.
And gave it up. And took my old body

and went out into the morning,
and sang.

O God, help me to loosen the knot of unnecessary worry. As I 
gently untie…and release…may I find the freedom to be me. 

Amen



Read Psalm 17 Tuesday, February 16       
 

Using Your Hands
Carol Southward

In India, the sides of homes are often festooned with circles of 
cow dung with a handprint in the middle.  When dried, these 
circles are used as fuel for the cooking fires. The women form these 
patties in service to their families.

My mother’s hands folded laundry, kneaded bread, played 
“Jesus Loves Me” for Sunday School at our church, and gently 
stroked my hair at night when she thought I was asleep.

My hands hold a book as I read to goggle-eyed children, 
portion out cookie dough for Rachel’s Cookie Jar, and pull a 
threaded needle through fabric, sewing for myself and others.

What do your hands do in service to others?

God, fill my hands with purpose and passion. Amen



Wednesday, February 17          Read Job 1:1-22
 

Praying in Color
Sybil MacBeth

Using a calendar template is one of my favorite ways to keep a 
daily discipline during Lent. On the calendar template I choose a 
word or name for each day, write the word in a space, and draw or 
doodle around it. As I draw, I let the name or word fill my heart 
and mind. If words come to me, I pray them. If not, I am quiet. I 
think of each mark or stroke of color as a wordless prayer. I love 
the accumulation of words or peoples’ names in a visual tapestry.

The website praying in color (prayingincolor.com/lenten-
calendar-templates-2016) has four coloring templates for Lent to 
download and color. Some calendars are dated; others allow you to 
choose your own placement. 

Here are some ways to use the calendar:
1. Use a daily book of Lenten meditations. Read the mediation for 

the day and select a word that jumps out at you.
2. Follow a daily lectionary and choose a word from one of the 

Scripture readings.
3. Pray for one person each day.

Use nouns or adjectives that describe the nature and character 
of Jesus: savior, redeemer, healer, radical, obedient, forgiving.

4. Read the same Psalm each day and choose a daily word. Psalm 
51 is a penitential Psalm with lots of juicy (sometimes 
depressing) words in it.

5. Just draw. If words come to you in your silence, write them in 
the space.

Holy God, unleash the power of my imagination. Release my 
creative energies. Throughout my Lenten journey, may I find 

new ways to discover, learn, and pray. Amen



Read Revelation 2:8-11 Thursday, February 18             
 

Digging in the Dirt
Deane Manbeck

Planting a particular grass to establish a grass waterway to 
safely convey runoff water down a slope with minimum erosion.  

“In my hands” literally--dirty, 
and experiencing camaraderie 
with students. 

Being an agricultural missionary of The Methodist Church 
opened doors, opened my heart, and opened my mind for a life 
work of expressing my understanding of the Christ through my 
hands, mind, and heart. The expressions included small area 
farmers (as small as ½ acre), university students, local engineers, 
and government officials.

“To lend each other a hand when we're falling,” Brendan 
said. “Perhaps that's the only work that matters in the end.”
 ~From Brendan by Frederick Buechner

May my heart, mind and hands continue to be open to new 
experiences, new considerations, new persons, and new projects.  

Amen



Friday, February 19         Read Philippians 3:17-20
 

Like This or Like This
Nate Melcher

When I was a seminary student, I interviewed a chaplain about her 
work. Eventually, the conversation turned to offering pastoral care in the 
face of death, a challenging topic but one that cannot be ignored. We’d 
known each other for some time, so I felt brave enough to ask a stark 
question: “What do you witness the most when people die?”

Without hesitation, she said, “Most of the people whom I’ve watched 
die do it in one of two ways. Either they enter death like this…” She held 
up her two hands, palms up, and she clenched them into two tight fists, a 
mix of red and white splotches forming in her skin as they shook and 
clenched.  She continued, “Or they enter death like this…” Her fists 
stopped shaking. She eased up on her grip and the tendons of her lower 
arms relaxed under her skin. She uncurled her fingers like an elapsed-
time film of a flower opening for the new day. Finally, those two balled-
up fists were two hands, palms up, fingers outstretched, like she wanted 
to catch a kickball. 

In the years since that interview, I’ve reflected on that juxtaposition 
of images, these two very different ways to enter death. I’ve often 
wondered if humankind has less of a fear of death and more of a fear of 
transition and of change, with death playing the role of the ultimate 
transition. I’ve wondered that even more deeply since that interview 
because I see many people living in one of these two ways. 

I’ve seen some spend much of life like two clinging fists, holding as 
tightly as they can to that part of life they cannot let go physically, 
mentally, or emotionally, as if to say, “I am closed.” 

I’ve seen many people live in that other way, too, the way of the open 
hands. The hands that are ready and willing to receive what comes their 
way, the hands that say, “I am open.”

There’s little doubt, I think, that life is a mixture of closed fists and 
open hands. Perhaps whichever way we live the most often speaks the 
most truth about how we see God. My prayer is that God is a God of 
open hands, and that we live as a people of open hands in response to 
such love.

May it be so. May we open our hands to you, Holy One, 
accepting the bounty of your love. 

Amen



Read Matthew 23:37-39 Saturday, February 20       
 

Her Hands 
Submitted by Cheryl Hauser

Her hands held me gently as I took my first breath.
Her hands helped to guide me as I took my first step.

Her hands held me close when tears would start to fall.
Her hands were quick to show me that she'd take care of it all.

Her hands were there to brush my hair or straighten a wayward bow.
Her hands were often there to comfort the hurts that didn't always show.

Her hands helped hold the stars in place and encouraged me to reach.
Her hands would clap and cheer and praise when I captured them at length.

Her hands would also push me, though not down or in harm’s way.
Her hands would punctuate the words, just do what I say.

Her hands sometimes had to discipline, to help and bend this young tree.
Her hands would shape and mold me into all I would be.

Her hands are now twisting with age and years of work.
Her hands now need gentle touch to rub away the hurt.

Her hands are more beautiful than anything can be.
Her hands are the reason I am me.

 ~Maggie Pittman

For all the hands that have held ours, we give our thanks. For all 
the hands that have touched our lives and brought us peace, we 

offer our gratitude. For all the hands that have shown us love 
and compassion, we rejoice. Thank you, God of Mercy. 

Amen



Sunday, February 21          Read Psalm 27

SECOND SUNDAY IN LENT
 

Letting Go into the Mystery
Lorelei Larson

I read a saying that accompanied a sculpture of open hands, 
years ago, that has stayed with me. It is:

"I put my cares into Your hands and then I step in too." This 
image speaks to me.

This idea reminds me of a Scripture verse of which I recently 
became aware, from Psalm 22:8. It is:

Commit your cause to the Lord, let Him deliver—let Him rescue 
the one in whom He delights.

When life is "humming along," I read inspiring words and 
thoughts and feel them deeply. This is my Essence, or true self, that 
is not clouded by fears….

At a time of a major transition, these words from Robert 
Vennings, also spoke to me in a deep way. It is:

"A crisis event often explodes the illusions that anchor our 
lives."

I falsely thought that I had control of my life (pride also plays a 
part in here) by making wise decisions in how I lived my life and 
my attitudes. Then, and any times like that, new awarenesses have 
come to me that there are many forces beyond our control. Letting 
go into the mystery of the unknown…of what's next…takes a lot of 
faith and trust. That is when all that I believe in my heart and mind 
is called into action…of solid belief and trust in a Force greater 
than me as I am facing my fears….

That is when I am also called to receive wisdom and kindnesses 
from my fellow life journeyers. Part of God's grace has been being a 
recipient of just what I need and speaks to me at the perfect time 
along the way. I feel the Divine spark speaking through other 
humans, like me, on this life journey. It is comforting and inspiring 



and also increases my faith and trust. The caring and prayers help 
me to surrender. I relax and let go.

By the time this reflection is printed, I will have put my life and 
body into the hands of two doctors in the operating room. How 
grateful we can all be for those whose hands are guided to perform 
intricate details during surgery—and all of the other hands of the 
caring staff, as well. As a nurse I was on the other side of giving in 
the medical field for a number of years.  I now surrender to those 
who give to me and am grateful!

Give me grace sufficient for this day, God. Help me to 
surrender to the promise of your steadfast love. 

In your holy name, we pray. 
Amen



Monday, February 22          Read Romans 4:1-12
 

Into God’s Hands…
Phyllis Krull

It is often that to myself I say,
I'll leave my cares with God today.
An hour later as I review them, 
I take them back without even an "Amen."
Is my trust so small that God's hands can't hold them all?
Knowing that God has lessened a friend’s pain,
In a parched land, there was rain.
Yes, and lost objects have been found,
Feeling safe, when it's needed, is always around.
I've been cancer-free for more than eight years.
I spend too much time feeding my fears.
A dear friend once told me no prayer is too small,
Put everything in God's hands, 
 there will be an answer to your call.
Sometimes it is hard for us to see
When the answer we get wasn't what we want it to be
But in the end, we find that we were truly blest.
For in God's hands there is peace, healing and rest.

May there be peace this day, we pray. 
May there be healing this day, we pray. 

May there be rest this day, we pray. 
Take our prayers this day, O God, 

and hold them to your beating heart. 
Amen



Read 1 Corinthians 10:1-13 Tuesday, February 23        
 

My Mother’s Hands
Jan DeSirey

“The Devil finds work for idle hands to do.”
“Busy hands are happy hands.”
These quotes, the first from Proverbs, the other simply a reworking of the 

first, were most likely common refrains when my mother was growing up. When 
I think of my mom I usually recall how busy she was. She was a “bustler”—
always scurrying in the kitchen, or dusting, or sewing, or tending houseplants, or 
canning vegetables, or playing the piano…the list goes on and on. Even in the 
evening, after daily tasks were done, she would often work a puzzle, embroider, 
or do some other craft. In fact my brother and I were reminiscing recently and 
we both wondered whether she had A.D.D. Her hands were hardly ever still. 

I think it’s like that for most people, only now our hands are often busy 
texting, emailing, gaming, and so on. I’m not sure this is always such a good 
thing. Everywhere we go, our heads are bent down, our minds preoccupied, eyes 
focused on a tiny screen, fingertips tapping away on a keypad. Thank goodness, 
however, there is still a big part of us that feels the need to use those hands to 
create. There are vast networks of creatives (now they’re called “makers”) out 
there, sharing their gifts via blogs and other social media. I love that there are 
groups that still get together to knit, draw, and share the details of their lives, the 
same way my mom did with her friends. In our busy lives, these groups keep us 
connected and provide us with much needed emotional support. The two craft 
groups to which I belong are life savers. 

When I think of all that my mother created, without ever using a computer, 
I am astonished. She made most of my clothes, gifts for friends and family, sold 
crafts at their garage sales, and canned enough vegetables to see us through the 
winter. Today, eight years after her passing, her family members have treasured 
memories that are invoked when we admire the things she made.

The last two years of her life were spent in a memory care facility as a result 
of her dementia. Instead of working with her hands, she worried about them 
constantly. She often remarked on how they looked, with their “age spots” and 
wrinkles. “Look at my hands,” she would say. “They’re so ugly. Look at these big 
spots.” Then she would rub them together fretfully. I would tell her I thought her 
hands were beautiful, and remind her of all that they had accomplished and all 
that they had created, how comforting they were when one of us was sick. And 
how beautifully they played the piano. 

How I miss those hands. 

God, thank you for giving us hands that help us to create, to 
connect, to celebrate. Amen



Wednesday, February 24        Read Luke 13:22-31
 

In God’s Hands
Bruce Ario

I hate to think of turning to God as a last resort, but that’s 
basically what my life was. In my book, City Boy, I describe how I 
was taken in by the city in my youth. I became quite worldly and 
took much to excess. Now I don’t necessarily think of the city as 
bad—and while much of my life as a boy was enjoyable and 
exciting, the city turned into a different animal when I suffered a 
traumatic brain injury in a car accident. For about a year I bounced 
around on a roller coaster ride until I began to take the steps to 
turn my life over to God and commit myself into His hands.

I will never know if I would have made this decision had I not 
experienced the trauma. And that’s the beauty of it. I came to God 
on God’s terms with no pretensions and full of problems. One big 
step I made was my decision to join Hennepin after Rev. 
McChesney convincingly encouraged me to do so. Change didn’t 
happen overnight, but gradually the message began to sink in. I did 
a lot of the footwork and I started to feel my second life kicking in. 
Kindnesses and encouragements coming from a whole lot of 
people meant so much to me. Then I was able to give back in things 
like Reader’s Theater, mission trips to Haiti and India, and Steeple 
People.

Sometimes I look back at my boyhood when I was essentially 
pulling my own strings—but I don’t look back in either fear or 
favor. Mostly I count my blessings and all the ways my life has been 
touched since coming to Hennepin and placing my life in God’s 
hands.

Take our lives this day, O God. Take all that is rough and all that 
is smooth. Take all that is fullness and all that is filled with want. 
Hold us in the palm of your hand today, tomorrow and always. 

Amen



Read Revelation 2:8-11 Thursday, February 25       

 
Nothing So Wise

Submitted by Mary Honstead

There is nothing so wise as a circle.
 ~Rilke

The arc of an egg
bends hands
to shape prayer,

the shell
unbroken,
the heavy yolk
floating.

Our fingers
curving always
inward, become a cup, 
an open bowl.

Prayer is
circumference
we may not
reach around,

space for all we cannot hold,
the rim of Love toward which we lean.

~Kathryn Petro Harper

We shape our hands to offer prayer to you, Holy One, 
knowing that we are held in your wisdom and your care. 

Amen



Friday, February 26 Read Daniel 12:1-4
 

Don’t Be a Fool
Gail Hernandez

I recently attended an event where the main seating area filled 
quickly and so we were invited to stand along the sides or head 
upstairs to the overflow seating. Many of the individuals who were 
asked to use the alternate seating had physical disabilities requiring 
the use of a cane and were unable to safely get into these alternate 
seats. As one elderly women struggled to sit on a riser, risking a 
potentially serious fall, a younger woman came from above and 
stood directly in front of her, offering her hands to help steady the 
woman. Those hands were gratefully accepted.

Dependence on others and God is how we are called to live, as 
Martin Luther King, Jr. reminds us in his 1967 sermon, “Why Jesus 
Called a Man a Fool.” We are all dependent on each other and 
God, and so “Into Your Hands” becomes both a practical way of 
living and our way to connect with one another.

God reaches out to us all the time, without our asking, to steady 
us and keep us safe. I wonder how many times I have waived away 
hands that were lovingly offered or withheld my hands from those 
who needed me. Only a fool fails to recognize their dependence on 
God and others. Lord help me to not be a fool.

Help me Lord to not be a fool. Help me strive daily to strengthen 
my connection with you and to accept and give helping hands. 

Help me recognize my dependence on you and others. 
Amen



Read Isaiah 5:1-7 Saturday, February 27
 

My Grandmother’s Hands
Carol Michalicek

For as long as I remember, my grandmother’s hands seemed to 
be a collection of knuckles and wrinkles. She was born before the 
turn of last century and raised a family in the 1920s. Her hands did 
not switch on electrical lights or plug in appliances. What stories her 
hands could tell us now about the rhythms of her day. Days which 
started by lighting up the wood-burning stove and carrying the 
heavy black kettle to simmer on top the whole day long; always ready 
for a cup of strong black tea and milk during the working day. 

Those hands milked cows each morning and night, turned the 
separator machine and churned the cream into butter. The butter 
was kneaded into dough for the biscuit tin and kuchen or home-
made bread. Forks, spades and fingers lifted the garden soil and 
weeds, and then the vegetables arrived. The food was peeled, 
prepped and stirred for 3 meals a day. Seasonal food was harvested 
and pickled and preserved. The dishes were washed and dried and 
the house cleaned. Clothes were washed in a washhouse, and hand-
turned through a wringer, then pegged on a line. 

In the evenings her hands knitted and mended, and sewed new 
clothes and then held her prayer books. Her home was well known 
for the hospitality these hands offered.

Her hands breathed their last movements in 1980. At my final 
visit with her, she would not let my hands go. I now know her 
hands were fluent in communication where her words were not. 
This reluctance to release my hands was her way of telling me how 
she loved me. 

And now as my own knuckles and wrinkles expand, I thank my 
grandmother for this blessing…and know that my hands, too, do 
not want to live a small life.

God, remind me to live a large life 
by keeping my hands full of meaningful activity. 

Amen



Sunday, February 28                    Read Isaiah 55:1-11

THIRD SUNDAY IN LENT 
 

Going to Church as a Pilgrimage
Ingrid Bloom

Three young adults stayed up late Saturday night talking
wake up bleary-eyed Sunday morning
can hardly talk…stumble around the kitchen
depending on ride to get there.
Waiting, waiting
in line for bathroom to take shower
Still haven’t had coffee
 

Two young parents of baby haven’t slept much
baby cried through the night
they stumble into the same kitchen
asking for help to feed the baby
waiting, waiting
in line to use bathroom
 

a worn out grandmother calls the nursing home
reminding attendants she will be picking up 93-year-old father
to take him to church while feeding baby of young couple
 

it’s past time to leave for church
 

great-grandmother arrives moving very slowly.
waiting, waiting
cars in driveway need to be rearranged
it was time to leave 10 minutes ago
coffee is spilled on way to the car
someone needs to go back to house to pick up extra diapers
 

one carload arrives at nursing home.
Waiting, waiting… father has to make another bathroom stop.
Parents and baby are not ready…. they will drive separately
 



Drive to church has begun…running very late
Nursing home attendants didn’t tell family, this morning’s medication would
cause great-grandfather to need bathroom every 15 minutes
group pulls off highway at a rest stop for another bathroom break
one of the young adults helps the old man in the bathroom
waiting, waiting
car with young parents pulls off at another fast food parking lot
to nurse baby who is distressed
waiting, waiting
 

the young adults straggle into church
helping the old man with his walker
ten minutes later grandmother arrives after not finding a parking spot nearby.
 

the pilgrims do not arrive at a set time
each comes after a struggle to find their way
the road is not direct
there are babies to feed
youth to shepherd along the way
helping an old man get to the bathroom
helping an old woman re-park her car
waiting for someone to go back and retrieve what they forgot
assisting the old man with the walker
waiting for the one who needed a ride
calming the crying one
letting go of a disagreement
 

miraculously everyone is in the church
music like a hummingbird beats in restless hearts
they have arrived
each turns their heart to the altar

 

God is waiting
quietly
no hurry,  no striving, no struggle, no judgments
breath slows down, 
irritations go to sleep
resentments become irrelevant
what seemed important is not
everyone lets the Son rise in their heart
they see colors in their mind that astound
each worshipper remembers the helping hand
that made this moment possible

Give me grace sufficient for this day, God. 
Help me to surrender to the promise of your steadfast love. 

In your holy name, we pray. 
Amen



Monday, February 29           Read Jeremiah 11:1-17
 

Farm Hands to Faith Hands
Jeff Smith

Visiting a friend recently, our conversation turned to Rev. 
Verda Aegerter’s book, Here Am I. Verda became part of the 
Hennepin family in 1967 when she answered an ad for a Bible 
school teacher. She was appointed as Hennepin’s first woman 
clergy several years later after her ordination as an Elder. 

Her autobiography tells the story of her upbringing in Iowa, 
marrying the love of her life, Harold, and raising three children on 
their family farm. There are chapters about the auto accident that 
paralyzed her brother—and seeing her daughter recover from 
polio, going on to play basketball in the district tournament. 
Verda’s healing hand was there through it all.

Harold’s death in 1954, from complications in a farm accident, 
was the catalyst for Verda’s conversion from farm work to faith 
work. Her hands helped to build the Hennepin community we 
know today and they helped shape my faith.

She tells the story of a lunch we had one day to advise me on a 
Cursillo talk I was preparing. “To our great surprise the nine gifts 
of the Holy Spirit were printed on the upper border of the café 
dining room,” says Verda. “This was another of life’s little 
unexpected pleasures.”  

The gifts of the Holy Spirit are Love, Joy, Peace, Patience, 
Kindness, Goodness, Faithfulness, Gentleness, and Self-Control.
 ~Galatians 5:22, 23

Verda’s wise hands served on the staff for 24 years and for 
many years as a volunteer after that, especially helping to 
reorganize our library, where you will find all of her books. 

God, help us to be open to the changes in our lives 
so that we can contribute in ways that make a difference. 

Amen



Read Ezekiel 17:1-10 Tuesday, March 1        
 

Handing Over Everything
Kathleen McDowell

When Hennepin sponsored the Lenten series, Kent Millard 
gave a sermon where he talked about how each morning he would 
pray for the day. He would bow his head over his cupped hands 
and release the worries, concerns, issues and other daily cares into 
them. After he finished, he would image God's hands underneath 
his hands, then release it into God's hands…taking them away.

This has been an important concept for me to embrace and use. 
When my mind hops on the squirrel worry train, it involves stuff I 
cannot control anyway. This is especially important when I am 
unable to sleep, that hamster wheel spinning and spinning. By 
doing the above exercise, my mind calms down and I have that 
connection that God is helping me handle what I cannot. 

Realizing that we cannot control much of anything that occurs 
outside of ourselves is an important concept to grasp. We all have 
free will to make the choices we do as well as the learning curve 
that comes from those choices. By handing over the stuff I am 
struggling with and those uncertainties of potential outcomes, I am 
asking God to help provide clarity, to sort out which I can or 
cannot do something about and even to smooth the road ahead. 
These things happen in God's time, not necessarily ours.

It also means that God and I are partners in this life. I do 
not travel alone.

God-Who-Walks-With-Us, move through our lives this day so we 
are confident of your presence. Remind us of your invitation to 

be co-creators with you for the healing of the world. 
Amen



Wednesday, March 2             Read Numbers 13:17-27
 

Hands
Submitted by Mary Moeller

From Hands, a spoken word performance, by Sarah Kay:

...We used to have a game, my dad and I about holding hands 
because we held hands everywhere, and every time either he or I 
would whisper a great big number to the other, pretending that we 
were keeping track of how many times we had held hands... hands 
learn more than minds do, hands learn how to hold other hands, 
how to grip pencils and mold poetry, how to tickle pianos and 
dribble a basketball, and grip the handles of a bicycle how to hold old 
people, and touch babies, I love hands like I love people, they’re the 
maps and compasses in which we navigate our way through life, 
some people read palms to tell your future, but I read hands to tell 
your past, each scar marks the story worth telling, each callused 
palm, each cracked knuckle is a missed punch or years in a factory, 
now I’ve seen Middle Eastern hands clenched in Middle Eastern fists 
pounding against each other like war drums, each country sees their 
fists as warriors and others as enemies even if fists alone are only 
hands. but this is not about politics, no hands aren’t about politics, 
this is a poem about love, and fingers. fingers interlock like a 
beautiful zipper of prayer...

As we walk through Lent, may we reflect on our hands and 
reach out for others.

I recommend that you take the time to watch the full spoken 
word performance online, or read Sarah Kay’s entire poem.

Nudge me this day, God, to take a moment to reflect on the 
beauty and wonder of my hands. Fill me with the miracle of 

them. Let me trace every line and curve until I am spinning in 
the awe and mystery of your Creative Spirit. 

Amen



Read Joshua 4:1-13 Thursday, March 3            
 

The Miracle of Our Hands
Jim McChesney

Growing up on a ranch, you are using your hands from 
morning to evening to care for animals. Many days your hands are 
working with ropes, saddles, and many machines. Your hands get 
callouses, blisters, and sometimes cuts and bruises.  Your whole 
body—legs, arms, back, etc.—are at work, but your hands are at the 
business end of life. 

Your hands also assure the animals and help deliver the new 
baby animals. And hands help you take care of your own self.

Part of the miracle of our hands is the gift of connecting with 
others. There is a shaking of hands of folks we meet and a thankful 
hand on the back in appreciation. The music teacher or the 
basketball coach is saying "good job," "well done," or "thank you." 
And when we reach around one another, our two hands become a 
very pleasing hug of joy and empathy.

Our legs keep us moving, but their relatives—our hands—help 
us use tools, and hold a writing pencil, or play the piano, or clap or 
snap or point or signal. Our hands help us use telephones, cameras, 
computers, drive cars, fly planes, sail boats and thousands of 
activities every day.

Then God gives us the choices as to what good we will do for 
and with God in the world with the marvelous gift of our hands.

Does that mean reading a book with an inner city second 
grader? Does that mean feeding a hungry family at a community 
meal? Does that mean giving a ride to a senior who can't drive 
now? Does that mean helping a kid go to college? 

Does that mean visiting a shut-in or hospital patient? Does that 
mean volunteering to do a tough job when there is a call for help? 
Does that mean being a pen pal with one of our missionaries? Does 
that mean witnessing for God's love for us in Jesus Christ?

O God, help me to use my hands in ways that serve you best. 
Amen



Friday, March 4           Read 2 Corinthians 5:6-15
 

An Experience of my Relationship with the 
Present Moment in the Act of Hand-Washing

Evelyn Ahlberg

Being present to each step, I walk to the kitchen sink.  
My hands reach toward the soap dispenser while noticing my 

breath. My left palm is placed on top of the dispenser and presses 
down gently while I watch a small soapy lavender dollop flow into 
my right palm. Again I notice my breath. The color I notice is 
beautiful and I notice also a slight sent of lavender.

My left hand moves to the faucet handle and turns it just 
slightly. The water flows down and softly makes a sound as it flows 
over my hands and then almost simultaneously as it reaches the 
sink, while I begin to rub my hands together. It feels pleasurable as 
I continue to rub the soap and water around each hand and all 
fingers. Then I notice the soapy feeling disappear and the water 
runs clear.

I reach again for the faucet handle and my right hand turns it 
off……then silence.

Both hands reach for the towel nearby. I notice its forest green 
color and feel its softness as my hands are rubbed dry.

Holy One, may I live fully in the present moment…in every 
moment. Help me to be aware. Help me to be awake. 

Amen



Read Psalm 32 Saturday, March 5
 

In Your Hand
Submitted by Anne Buchanan

What is it you hold in your hand?
Nothing you say? Look again.
Every hand holds some special gift.
…a hammer…a broom…a pen…a 

hoe…
a scalpel…a needle…a microscope…
a violin’s bow...a way with words in 

the giving of faith and hope.
What is that you hold in your hand?
Whatever your gift may be, it can 

open your door to abundant life.
Your hold in your hand the key.

 ~Anonymous

“So God simply asked Moses, ‘What 
is that in your hand?’ 
A shepherd's staff, Moses replied.”

 ~Exodus 4:2

O God of All, may I learn to use the tools around me 
to sow compassion, to grow hope, and to cultivate love. 

Amen



Sunday, March 6                Read Joshua 5:9-12

FOURTH SUNDAY IN LENT
 

How God Gets Around
Deb Green

Once the soul awakens, the search begins and you can never go 
back. From then on, you are inflamed with a special longing 
that will never again let you linger in the lowlands of 
complacency and partial fulfillment. The eternal makes you 
urgent. You are loath to let compromise or the threat of danger 
hold you back from striving toward the summit of fulfillment.

 ~John O'Donohue
 from Anam Cara: A Book of Celtic Wisdom

We each have our own story—our own Sacred Journey—that 
has brought us to this community, this city center of outreach and 
ministry, what fills our hands, as well as how we extend gifts from 
our hands. Our soul awakenings, eye-openings, “a-has,” walk 
through our childhood teachings, and the maturing of these 
experiences in each of us, all contribute to where we are now.     

The phrases “You can never go home again,” and “How are you 
going to keep them down on the farm, after they’ve seen Par-ee,” 
may apply as we grow, hear new concepts and ideas, and become 
aware that what fit in the past is often not what works now. My 
prayer is, as we know better, may we do better. The blending of our 
cultures and religions with our shrinking world: climate change, 
fear of the unknown, failure to see the interconnectedness and 
value of all life, are all threatened by our our clinging to the 
familiar, old ways, and battling each other, rather than finding 
creative and new ways to respect each other, and work together. 
Ken Williamson, a Unity minister at my church some years ago, 
would say, “You are how God gets around.”   

How is God getting around through us? How do we use our 
experiences and God connections as we move about our days? As 



our souls awaken, we continue to be exposed to thoughts and ideas 
that reach beyond what we have known. It seems the more we are 
driven by fear, clinging to old ways, the harsher and stronger the 
lessons and messages are: Wake up! Are we listening? Wake up! 

The quote, “If nothing changes, nothing changes” reminds me 
that I cannot expect change, if I am not willing to see the 
opportunities I have each day, to make one change at a time, one 
kindness at a time.   

I envision change as my hands and heart let go of fear, 
judgment, misunderstanding, criticism, of self and others. When I 
let go, I make a space for broader understanding, compassion, 
empathy, kindness, trust and connection to flow into my hands 
and heart—no longer contributing to separation, but supporting 
and building understanding and Oneness. My Sacred Journey 
Sunday mornings and community continue to support me on my 
own awakening “journey”…into my hands.  

God, awaken my soul so that I see to live with change and 
create a life that’s connected to you—and to others. 

Amen



Monday, March 7             Read Leviticus 23:26-41
 

Socially Engaged
Diane Goulding

Will you let me be your servant, 
Let me be as Christ to you;
Pray that I may have the grace to 
Let you be my servant too.

 ~Richard Gillard, The Servant Song

In Sacred Journey, we are invited to see the face of God in one another. I 
tend to think of that in terms of the Biblical passages, “Even as you have done 
this unto the least of these, you have done it onto me,” or “Do you love me? Feed 
my sheep.” In my thoughts, I am the doer rather than the receiver of these acts of 
compassion or generosity. But what about the reciprocal of that sentiment, what 
about commending or entrusting my spirit to the God I see in the faces around 
me, in family, friends and other fellow travelers on life’s path?

My parents lived lives that were socially engaged through political, 
community and church organizations. They were active and comfortable in the 
role of helper or enabler for others and truly found joy and purpose in giving 
and contributing to the welfare of others. But when they became old and 
physically frail, they (my mother in particular) declined assistance that would 
have enabled them to remain involved in their church and community. My 
mother began declining communion when she could no longer walk to the altar 
rail and kneel. She soon quit attending church because she felt incapable of 
taking care or herself there. She also declined the church’s attempt to include her 
and my father in their home visitation program. I saw how her inability to accept 
help contributed to her isolation and loneliness during her final years.  

My mother died in August 2013. At the reception after her memorial service 
I said to my father, “If church people ask you again if you would like church 
visitors, say yes.”  They did ask and he did say yes. Two visitors quickly became 
an important part of his final year of life. He already knew one of his visitors and 
was happy to learn that she remembered him from his days of action on the 
church council and outreach ministries. The visits energized him and brought 
him a sense of continued connection with his church.   

The time they spent together became a gift to all of them. I am grateful for 
their ministry to him and for his willingness to entrust (commend) his spirit to 
God in the form of those friendly and compassionate faces.

God, be with me in my resistance and help me to see 
the caring, helpful hands around me. 

Amen



Read Leviticus 25:1-19 Tuesday, March 8           
 

Hands
Anonymous

There are hired hands, big hands, small hands, medium hands, 
farm hands, happy hands, grandma hands, poker hands, bridge 
hands, and praying hands.

There are clapping hands, waving hands, helping hands, and 
knitting hands.

There are handsome hands, hands across the border, kept on 
hand, sleight of hand, hand over hand, holding hands, handful, 
take in hand, dirty hands, mother’s hands, hand of God, give ‘em a 
hand, and George F. Handel.

There are hand me downs, handshake, hand to mouth, 
handmade, handout, and hands up.

There are red hands, black hands, white hands, soft hands, hard 
hands, gnarled hands, his hands, and her hands.

But of course, the most important hands are found at the end 
of our sleeves.

We clap and raise our hands to you, O God, 
for the infinite variety of blessings 

that our hands bring us. 
Amen



Wednesday, March 9 Read Philippians 2:19-24
           
 

Commit Ourselves into God’s Hands
Dwight Haberman

The “hands of God” are an image we use to express so much about 
the nature of God. They are the hands of a father reaching out to his 
children. In Jesus, they are loving, healing, trustworthy, sheltering, 
protecting, embracing, comforting, strengthening and more. His hands, 
restored to life, threw out money changers, blessed people. His hands did 
so much. In his final earthly moments nails were driven into his hands. 
The hymn writer summed it all up this way. “Jesus hands were kind 
hands”—loving hands.

We, as followers of Jesus, are called to commit ourselves into the 
hands of God as Jesus did. To commit our lives to God’s care does also 
carry the responsibility to be faithful. As Jesus was committing himself to 
the loving care of his father on the cross, he was also living out his calling 
to do the will of his Father regardless of the consequences.

Our response to God is, like Jesus’—to put our spirits, our whole 
lives, into the hands of God. 

That is not just a response of individuals. As a church we, at 
Hennepin, are also asked to put our spirits into God’s hands, willing to 
do God’s will regardless of the consequences. As he loved us we are to 
love each other—all others. And we seek to do that at Hennepin with our 
ministries, worship and fellowship.

Lent is a time for us as individuals and as a church to think deeply 
about what it means to commit ourselves into God’s hands.

The hymn writer says:
Take my hands, Lord Jesus,

Let them work for you,
Make them strong and gentle, kind in all I do.

Let me watch you, Jesus, till I’m gentle too,
Till my hands are kind hands,

Quick to work for you.

May we use our loving, kind hands 
to commit ourselves into God’s hands. 

Amen



Read Isaiah 43:8-15 Thursday, March 10
 

Yours
Saint Teresa of Avila

Christ has no body on earth but yours,
 no hands but yours,
 no feet but yours,
Yours are the eyes through which is to look out
 Christ’s compassion to the world
Yours are the feet with which he is to go about
 doing good;
Yours are the hands with which he is to bless humans now.

Use me, O God of Love—my hands, my feet, my eyes, my all—
to scatter your love throughout the world. 

Amen



Friday, March 11 Read Psalm 20; Judges 9:7-15; John 2:18-28

 
At the End of My Forearms

Art Michalicek

As I grew, I found these multi-fingered organs at the end of 
my arms. 

They taught me hot and cold, how to count, right and left. 
They helped me pick up objects, feed myself, and play 

musical instruments.
They create art, write books and climb trees.
The sense of touch is intimately associated with these 

organs, and as I grew,
I used them to connect with life on earth.
To hold the books as my eyes read about the universe,
shake hands, caress cheeks, pick up a fallen bird to give my 

love to.
I passed things unto the hands of others, as I grew.
I gave family, friends, and lovers presents,
passed the ball from my hands to others waiting to receive,
money to merchants for services rendered,
donations to the charity buckets,
held the hands of the sick and dying with love and 

compassion.
The sensitive appendages of digits at the end of my 

forelimbs,
the hands where I receive so much feeling,
are a blessing that has allowed me to give and receive
so many beautiful experiences as I grew.

God, thank you for the gift of our hands 
that can do so much, receive so much, give so much. 

Amen



Read John 11:45-57 Saturday, March 12        
 

Handiworks
Nan Stubenvoll

I loved spending time with my grandmother Ann watching her 
do her handiwork. 

Over the years, I have recognized that my own handiworks are 
a way to express my gratitude and need for hands-on creativity 
through working with elements from the earth: clay (pottery 
bowls), sheep's wool (yarn knitted into hats and mitts), and organic 
farm produce (cooking and baking with ingredients that contain 
the best nutrition).  

In all cases, I use my hands to create something new to me, 
guided by God with a sense of practicality, adventure and delight. 

When I put these handiworks aside for periods of time, as I do 
with the practice of meditation, I am drawn to engage again...so 
that, with God's presence, I am carried along with warm hands and 
heart.

God, guide my hands to do the work I’m called to do. 
Amen



Sunday, March 13                    Read Psalm 126

FIFTH SUNDAY IN LENT
 

Jumping Off the Riverbank
Kent Peterson

Listen carefully: Unless a grain of wheat is buried in the 
ground, dead to the world, it is never any more than a grain 
of wheat. But if it is buried, it sprouts and reproduces itself 
many times over. In the same way, anyone who holds on to 
life just as it is destroys that life. But if you let it go, reckless 
in your love, you’ll have it forever, real and eternal.

 ~John 12:24-25 (translation: The Message)

When doing laundry recently, my washing machine became 
stuck in the spin cycle. One or two of the items were unusually 
heavy when wet, and they threw the entire load out of balance. The 
machine kept endlessly repeating the spin cycle, unable to find the 
equilibrium it needed to move forward.

When I pause long enough to recognize it, I see that I live 
much of my life in the spin cycle. I rehash the same thoughts and 
repeat the same behaviors over and over again. I live 
unconsciously. And the loads that I carry can be unbearably heavy.

I cling to old patterns for lots of reasons. Because the past is 
known while the future is uncertain. Because I’ve been taught to be 
persistent and never give up. Because what is familiar is 
comforting. Because I’m afraid of the free fall if I let go.

Or maybe because I’m afraid of coming alive as myself.
Jesus taught that the kingdom of heaven is within. And the 

Tibetan Masters teach that enlightenment is ever-present, just on 
the other side of our knot of clinging.



I am growing in my awareness that each of us is like a river.  
Our waters are forever changing, but along our river’s rocky 
bottom lies an innate God-nature that is permanent and 
unbounded. Awakening to this luminous, formless One that lies 
beneath all of my fear and attachment is what my spiritual walk is 
all about. 

By “catching myself” again and again when I find myself 
stuck…by recognizing my attachments and relinquishing my ego’s 
attempts to control…by waking up…by recognizing my true 
nature, my True Self…and by finding a way to jump off the 
riverbank when the waters are churning…I find the bedrock of the 
streambed’s bottom to be vast, endless, and profoundly real. I find 
Love, and I find Presence.

As long as I’m caught in the spin cycle, clinging to my old 
patterns, I live as if God is an “Other”—a distant, grey-haired 
composer who writes and creates beautiful music that I listen to 
and love. But when I surrender…when I open my hands and 
release to the Mystery and Oneness beneath…I discover that I am 
the music itself.

O God, calm my spirit so I can stop spinning. 
Help me to discover the music within. 

Amen



Monday, March 14                Read Hebrews 10:19-25
 

I Pledge My Hands
Juanita Reed-Boniface

Hands are the third “H” in the 4-H pledge, and 4-H members the 
world over pledge their Hands for larger service when they gather for 
meetings, retreats, camps and other major events. 

This marks my 70th years of involvement with the 4-H program as a 
member, parent, volunteer leader, professional staff, and donor. Visualize 
if you will, young people ages 5-19, guided by caring adults, bringing 
action to this pledge:

--it’s the 6-year-old Cloverbud, proudly using his hands as he repeats 
the 4-H pledge

--it’s the mother, grandmother, volunteer leader patiently guiding 
the young girl constructing her first sewing project.

--it’s the teenage camp counselor with the caring touch reassuring 
the young camper who’s had a tough day.

--it’s the judge shaking hands with the winner of the Champion 
Steer.

--it’s the 4-H club making Care Bears and fleece blankets for boys 
and girls in hospitals or homeless shelters, cleaning roadside ditches or 
sharing their musical talents for senior citizens

--it’s the members demonstrating for the public best practices in 
caring for 

their livestock, building rockets, preparing a meal
--it’s the professional going the extra mile to thank and recognize 

those who give their time and talents to help youth reach their full 
potential.

--it’s the 4-H alumni serving as community leaders in churches, 
schools, government.

--it’s men and women in the business community building a strong 
public/private partnership to provide unlimited opportunities for youth.

Proverbs 22:6 says, “Train up a child in the way he should go; and 
when he is old, he will not depart from it.”  “4-H folks” are doing this day 
by day as they put the Hands “H” into action.

Holy God, bless the use of our hands 
for loving compassionate service in the world. 

Amen



Read Luke 9:10-17 Tuesday, March 15
 

Your Hands, My Hands
Donna Long

I firmly think that we believers in Jesus are supposed to be the 
hands and feet of Jesus here on earth. I like to envision myself with 
my hands stretched out in perpetual giving, but that is because I 
like to pat my own back about how giving I am. The truth is that 
without a receiver I would be nothing. Both giving and receiving 
require open hands that stretch across an open space and meet in 
the middle. You can’t have one without the other. Does that mean 
that both parties are the hands of God, because you can’t have one 
without the other? Giving anonymously does not mean that the 
recipient is not also the hands of God, because we are surely not 
giving just to have the money or goods piled up in a warehouse. 
That means that the hands of God are just not visible to us. 

I think it takes four hands, two from each side to make the 
hands of God a complete unit. Neither side is more important or 
more holy than the other, we have to all be in this together. I have 
seen many holy hands that have taken things out of my grasp that 
were worn, torn and callused, and were the holier for that. It takes 
a lot of humility to receive, and it puts to shame a lot of the givers 
who do it with pride and hubris. 

I think it is good for everyone to practice from both sides of the 
equation so we get the full picture of what God is like. If it is 
difficult to receive maybe we just need more practice. It might 
mean we give material goods and receive a heartfelt compliment or 
a sincere thank you in return—and accept them graciously because 
in truth those things often last longer than something we can 
physically hold onto. And to be part of God we have to learn to 
accept them graciously. 

Open my hands this day, God. Do not let my fists be clenched 
or balled up and out of sight. Instead, soften my fingers and 
my skin, to welcome the gifts of this day and all the hands of 

the others through whom you will bless me. 
Amen



Wednesday, March 16               Read Habakkuk 3:2-15
 

The Outstretched Hand
Anne Buchanan

Bright autumn sun shone as we disembarked from the van. Eight 
women and two guides traveling to Taylors Falls for a rock-climbing 
adventure. Newly divorced, graduated, transplanted, or amidst other life 
changes, we came together to connect and stretch our limits.  

The work began with a lesson in equipment and safety. We learned 
hand signals, tested gear, and practiced finding finger- and foot-holds on 
the low rocks. Warm-up stretches completed our preparations.

We formed a line, with one instructor at the bottom and the second 
waving from the top of the cliff, pull rope in her other hand.    

It was not so difficult a climb—about 78 feet high, lots of rocky 
protrusions—but quite vertical. Three women went ahead of me. The 
first, fast, eager and strong. The second, young, fearless, athletic. This was 
looking possible. The third, apprehensive but excited, made a good start 
but froze at the two-thirds point and asked to be let down. Slowly she was 
given slack to rappel down. Kicking away from the rock, though, she hit 
with her helmet on the rebound. A collective gasp went out. Once on the 
ground, she was ok.

My turn. “Ok, I can do this.” It felt strong to be holding and pulling, 
working upward. “One foot at a time. Keep going,” came the calls from 
below. I was 7 feet from the top when I saw the width of the ledge 
hanging over it, blocking everything but the sky.

Panic. What if I can't make the last big pull? Without foot-holds, 
there was only the strength of my hands.

Over the ledge, where the sky had been resting, a hand appeared. 
“Take me, I am here,” it beckoned. Reaching up to make contact, a 
greater strength pulled, and I was safe.

For I, the Lord your God, hold your right hand;
it is I who say to you, “Do not fear, I will help you.”
 ~Isaiah 41:13

God, stretch out your hand and help me to take it. 
Amen



Read Isaiah 53:10-12 St. Patrick’s Day Thursday, March 17              

Clapping Makes for Happy Hands
Rebecca Key

O clap your hands, all ye people; shout unto God 
with the voice of triumph.
 ~Psalms 47:1

“Patty Cake-Patty Cake,” “Go Team-Go Team,” and “Encore-
Encore,” are all examples that encourage clapping. The action of 
clapping creates a sound of music, excitement and happiness. The 
expression of bringing our hands together causes a positive 
outcome, whether in a crowd or even being alone. Keeping a beat 
with our hands puts a smile on our face. We clap to get another’s 
attention or warn of danger. Soft clapping is proper etiquette while 
on a golf course.

Applause during church services is traditionally regarded as 
taboo as emphasis is on the aspect of worship. This rule may be 
relaxed, however, to permit applause in honor of the bride and 
groom, as the newly married couple turns to be greeted by their 
family and friends. Applause may also be permitted at certain 
services such as the investiture of a new priest or minister. In less 
traditional services, contemporary or more casual atmospheres, 
applause may be encountered quite frequently.

I, myself, clap in church as the “spirit moves me.” Gospel music 
brings it on along with tapping toes. A rousing message from the 
pulpit can be enjoyed with a hearty “Amen” and clapping. And 
don’t forget a moving piece by the choir when they can get “the 
place a rockin’” or exemplify extreme talent.  So, yes, I clap in 
church and quite often may even be the person to start the process 
or be the loudest “clapper” in the pew. 

Help us to be playful today, God. Give us the courage to 
remember the joy of childhood and the thrill of affirmation. 

May this day be a day of joy! 
Amen



Friday, March 18     Read Psalm 31:9-16                         
 

Watch It Come and Go
Submitted by David McNally

Looking back at life we see
that nothing remained the same.

Things came
and went

without our permission or control.
The future will unfold in the same manner.

What is there to do
but sit in mindful appreciation

and watch it come
and go.

Work with passion and energy
at the tasks you cherish,

but connect often with that part of you
that is watching it all happen

with eternal joy and love.

~from The Sage’s Tao Te Ching 
by William Martin

God, help me to let go when I’m called to let go
 and to work with passion with what’s before me. 

Amen



Read Luke 22:1-13 Saturday, March 19                        
 

Mom’s Caring Hands
Bobbie Keller

As I watched my mother move closer toward the end of her life 
on earth, I remembered all the things her hands had done for me 
through the years, especially when I was growing up. Gradually my 
hands began to do many of the same things for her, including 
driving her places, shopping for groceries, keeping her apartment 
clean, and (occasionally) fixing meals and helping her prepare for 
bed. By the end of her life, I was pushing her in a wheelchair--as 
she had wheeled me in a stroller so many years ago. And the 
evenings I was with her, I would tuck her into bed.  

In her adult lifetime, Mom’s hands cared for Dad and me, plus 
three dogs. Now she is in the hands of God. But I’m thinking her 
hands are caring for others again — only now it for those around 
her in heaven. 

For the saints who have offered their hands to us, enriching 
our lives immeasurably, we offer our thanks to you, Holy God. 

Amen



Sunday, March 20                          Read Luke 19:28-40

PALM SUNDAY
 

Tender Hands
Jolene Roehlkepartain

Over the past year, many deep, unexpected pains have thrust 
themselves into my hands.

In September, my dad died of a sudden cardiac arrest on our 
vacation. His death followed the loss of my two uncles, one aunt, 
and a cousin. Three of these deaths, including my father’s, 
happened within 18 days of each other.

On March 13, the 11:15 Many Voices worship service at our 
church gathered for the last time in Border Chapel. In our 
worshipping community, we have held each other’s cares through 
prayer and support. Nine of us have suffered significant losses in 
the past year, losses that have made us gasp and wonder how to 
move forward.

Up until last September, my hands were used to giving. 
Helping. Reaching out to others. Then the losses hit, and my hands 
collapsed.

“In grief, nothing stays put,” writes C. S. Lewis in A Grief 
Observed. “One keeps emerging from a phase, but it always recurs. 
Round and round. Everything repeats. Am I going in circles or 
dare I hope I am on a spiral? But if a spiral, am I going up or 
down?”

In the circular process of grief, I’ve discovered many tender 
hands. Those who haven’t feared stepping closer to me rather than 
away. Those who have sent me soulful, caring notes. Those who 
have sat with me. Those who have listened to my experiences of 
loss.



“When we honestly ask ourselves which person in our lives 
means the most to us,” writes Henri Nouwen in The Road to 
Daybreak, “we often find that it is those who, instead of giving 
advice, solutions, or cures, have chosen rather to share our pain 
and touch our wounds with a warm and tender hand.”

Imagine a world full of warm and tender hands.

Great Healer, you companion us on the road and through the 
darkest of places. Today we ask that you take all that grieves 

us and hold it tenderly until we can find our rest in you.
Amen

The Hand of God
Auguste Rodin



Monday, March 21                                     Read Isaiah 42:1-9
 

Out of the Dark
Barbara Crooker

The amaryllis bulb, dumb as dirt,
inert, how can anything spring

from this clod, this stone,
the pit of some subtropical,

atypical, likely inedible fruit?
But it does: out of the dark

earth, two shoots, green
flames in December,

despite the short days,
the Long Night Moon

flooding the hard ground.
Nothing outside grows;

even small rodents
are burrowed in
the silent nights.

Then, one morning—
a single stalk,

then a bud
that swells, bells

full sail, full-bellied,
the skin grows thin,
tighter, until it splits:

heralds the night
will not be endless,

that dawn will blossom,
pearly and radiant,

and two white
trumpets unfold, sing

their sweet song,
their Hallelujah chorus,

sing carols in the thin cold air,
and our mouths say O and O and O.

Wondrous God, as we walk through this Holy Week, open our 
hearts to the new life emerging within and all around us. 

Amen



Read Psalm 71:1-14 Tuesday, March 22                     
 

Living Without Knowing
Steve Blons

“Admitted we were powerless over….”  
These are the first few words from Step 1 of Alcoholics Anonymous and 

every other twelve step program based on it. By step three we are “turning our 
lives and our wills” over to a power greater than ourselves—in other words, 
saying to our higher power, “Into your hands….”

Step one goes on to name a specific substance or behavior—different for 
each twelve-step program.  But what I’ve learned is that it is possible and very 
effective to “twelve-step” many things. Because, truth be known, I am in fact 
powerless over much of my life. Here are just three examples.

Other people. Oh, how often I have wished that my dear wife, Jan, could 
just think the way I do, or do things my way, or respond to me exactly the way 
I’d prefer. Then there are those annoying drivers who bug me on the freeway, 
and the people that write those letters to the newspaper expressing views that 
make no sense (to me). I’m powerless over the whole lot. I can’t do a thing about 
what someone else thinks or does. And it’s such a relief to let that go, to resign 
from that job, to commend it all to God’s care. It’s simply none of my business.

My Body. Disease, diminishment, limitations, accidents, genetics—my body 
is affected by all these and more. Even if I do all the right things to take care of 
myself, I am not in complete control of my health. Nor, if and when I need 
medical treatment, do I have any power over the outcome. Outcomes, in general, 
are not within the scope of my power. I can only do what I can do and turn the 
outcomes over to God’s care.

My Understanding. I’m a curious person, always interested in learning and 
getting to the bottom of things. I love science, politics, relationships and 
especially the big ideas and questions. But I’ve had to accept there is a limit to 
what I, or anyone, can know and understand. Some things—like God and death, 
another person’s motivations, and the ups and downs of relationships and 
organizations—are too complex, too uncertain, and too full of mystery to fully 
understand. So I turn this over as well. I live without knowing, without having to 
know. And it is liberating.

“Into your hands” is about surrender—about accepting my powerlessness. 
More and more, surrender and acceptance seem to me to be at the heart of my 
spirituality and faith.

God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot 
change, the courage to change the things I can, 

and the wisdom to know the difference. 
Amen



Wednesday, March 23                      Read Hebrews 12:1-3
 

Holding and Touching
Curt Oliver

Every concert of the Twin Cities Gay Men’s Chorus ends with 
the choir moving out into the audience, all joining hands for a 
sing-along of “Walk hand in hand with me, through all eternity….“ 
It’s simultaneously schmaltzy and deeply moving. A Methodist 
church we’ve attended in California ends each service with the 
congregation joining hands across the aisle and singing, “Let there 
be peace on earth, and let it begin with me.” Ditto, the schmaltzy 
and moving thing! And it dawns on me that this may be the only 
intimate touching and holding which many in the group may 
experience in their day…or week…or month.

When we take another person by the hand, even if only for a 
brief handshake, our very lifeblood is separated by a mere fraction 
of an inch. This casual contact can become almost sacramental—as 
it seems to have been with Jesus, whose touch was known to heal 
and to startle. At his death, Jesus commended his spirit into God’s 
loving hands.

It’s tempting to anthropomorphize God with human features 
such as eyes, hands and ears, since our minds and imaginations are 
so limited. Michelangelo’s Sistine Chapel ceiling comes to mind, 
with God’s and Adam’s hands reaching out to each other. We use 
whatever poetic images we can muster to reach out and touch the 
unknowable. The great wonder and joy is that in Jesus, God 
understands our limitations, and walks with us.

“What a fellowship, what a joy divine, leaning on the everlasting 
arms!”

I reach out for you, Creator God, as you reach out for me. May 
our hands meet, our fingers touch, our lives become entwined. 
May we do this with the dawning of each day and at its ending. 

Amen



Read John 13:1-17, 31b-35       Thursday, March 24

MAUNDY THURSDAY

It Is I Who Must Begin
Submitted by Jane Stegner

It is I who must begin.
Once I begin, once I try—

here and now,
right where I am,

not excusing myself
by saying that things

would be easier elsewhere,
without grand speeches and

ostentatious gestures,
but all the more persistently

—to live in harmony
with the “Voice of Being,” as I

understand it within myself
—as soon as I begin that,

I suddenly discover,
to my surprise, that

I am neither the only one,
nor the first,

nor the most important one
to have set out
upon that road.

Whether all is really lost
or not depends entirely on
whether or not I am lost.

 ~Vaclav Havel

On this Maundy Thursday, help me to see the connections 
between me and you and between me and others around me. 

Show me the way when I feel lost. 
Amen



Friday, March 25          Read John 18:1-19:24           

GOOD FRIDAY

Placing Our Lives into Others’ Hands
Sally Johnson

Every day we place our lives, our spirit, into the hands of 
another. Yet, we rarely think of it in this way. Each time we drive 
our car or move along the highways and byways of our ordinary 
days, we are setting our lives into the hands of other drivers, total 
strangers we hope will cherish the precious life we lead. Each time 
we go to a restaurant and are fed by the hands of another, we place 
our sustenance in the hands of countless workers…those who grew 
the food…those who transported it…those who prepared it…those 
who served us. 

When we go to our doctor or when we need surgery, we place 
our lives into the hands of those who have been called and trained. 
We trust that their hands will move with wisdom and compassion 
to bring us to health. If we travel, we place our lives in the hands of 
those who drive buses and trains, those who fly planes and steer 
ships. 

We walk our children through the doors of schools and place 
their lives into the hands of teachers, praying with all our might 
that these gifted people will care for them as we would, and will 
recognize their uniqueness, their beauty, their gifts. Everyday, if we 
are lucky—or blessed—we place our life's work into the hands of 
our colleagues, offering our contributions, praying to be 
recognized and affirmed, hoping to make a difference.

Living is a never-ending act of placing our lives into the hands 
of others and receiving the lives of others into ours. In this giving 
and receiving we shape our faith in the One from whose hands we 
have been birthed and into whose hands we will return. In this 
faith and with this trust we humbly whisper…"Into your Hands, I 
commend my spirit."

God bless those who this day welcome with outstretched 
hands. May each touch be gentle, kind and full of mercy. 

Amen



Read Job 14:1-4            Saturday, March 26 

HOLY SATURDAY 

Collaborating Together
Bill Mate

Whenever I hear the words of Jesus, “Into your hands,” I cringe 
a bit, to be truthful. I used to think it meant giving something up, 
turning things over to someone else—like God, in this case. I don’t 
think that way anymore. I think in terms of collaboration, 
relationship, and even tension, when I hear these words now.

For instance, if you are at the tiller or wheel of a sailboat, you 
don’t turn things over to the wind nor do you fight to make the 
boat go where you want to go. Rather you put enough pressure on 
the tiller to hold the boat in tension with the wind; otherwise it is 
just a struggle and you don’t go anywhere with ease. You don’t 
hold a golf club too tight nor do you simply throw it. You hold it in 
tension with the speed of your swing to make solid contact. 
Holding a hammer too tight never gets the most from the swing. 
There needs to be just enough tension between your arm and wrist 
to maximize the force on the nail or you will get very tired and take 
a long time to finish your project. There is collaboration in all three 
examples.

So too with God, I think. God does not take over. I don’t think 
God has any desire to be in total control. God enters into a 
relationship with us to make something feel whole; a collaboration 
with each other. We may be dying, or we may be in the middle of a 
family tragedy or tough time. Or it could be the best moment in 
our life. 

In any case, perhaps these final words of Jesus really mean 
something like this: “Into your hands I place mine.”

Walk with me this day, Holy One. Be my companion no matter 
what the day may bring. Fill me with comfort for the ways in 

which you allow me to be the fullness of myself each and 
every day. I pray in humility, hoping for grace. 

Amen



Sunday, March 27  Read Luke 24:1-12

EASTER SUNDAY

Our Hands Say It All
Judy Zabel

“Into your hands, I commend my spirit.”  
What if we said those powerful words every morning? What if we 

had the courage to trust God so completely that we were willing to really 
offer our spirit to God daily? It sounds great on paper, but what would 
that really look like? How would that feel? 

“Into your hands....” I give you my worries, my fears, my hang-ups, 
my discouragement, my guilt, my shame. Into your hands, O God, I give 
you my time, my talent, and my treasure. This prayer, it seems to me is an 
act of trust. “Into your hands….”  

We can do so many things with our hands. We can bless or we can 
curse. We can lift up or set down.  We can open or shut things. We can 
separate or gather together. All with our hands. 

It seems to me that hands are instruments of the heart.  How we 
choose to use our hands is an indication of what is in our hearts. “Into 
your hands….”

There are times when we use our hands to gently touch someone on 
the hand or arm to reassure and comfort. This is in times when words are 
just not enough. With the gentle touch of a hand we send the message, “I 
am here. I am with you.” 

We offer our blessing to the poor when we use our hands to bring 
them a hot plate of food.  No words are needed.  Our hands say it all. 
“Into your hands….”

When I was ordained an elder in the United Methodist Church, 
Bishop John Hopkins placed his hands on my head and pressed down 
hard as he said the words of ordination. I don’t remember all the words, 
but I remember the weight of his hands on my head. It was if the whole 
church was in those heavy hands, pressing down, pressing in, “This 
servant of Christ is gifted and called to teach, preach, order, lead and 
administer the sacraments. We bless this one and send her into the world 
to be a blessing to others. “Into your hands….” 

Every time I baptize someone, I use my hands to splash the waters of 
grace all over the one being baptized. “I baptize in the name of God who 
is parent of us all, in the name of Jesus, God’s son, and in the name of the 



Holy Spirit….” Three times my hand blesses, and in this sacred act of 
baptism, a child, a man or a woman is “incorporated into God’s mighty 
acts of salvation.”  “Into your hands….” 

There are times in our life and ministry together when we use our 
hands to create new things, new experiences, new opportunities, and new 
blessings, praying that God will take our feeble attempts and make 
something great. There are other times when we use our hands to end 
things, to take apart, and to close doors, so that in our endings we may 
discover new beginnings. This is the message of the Cross. “Into your 
hands, O God, I commend my spirit.” And Jesus died. And on the third 
day, he rose again. An ending and then a new beginning. This is the 
rhythm of life, death, and resurrection life. It is hard, scary at times, and a 
holy mystery. 

We want to cling. We are tempted to hold hands and curse the 
darkness, fighting to prevent the inevitable deaths in our lives. And yet, 
peace comes when we finally let go, trusting that God will not let us go in 
the midst of our endings, and trusting that God will give us new 
beginnings. Will we trust that when we pray, “Into your hands, O God, I 
commend my spirit,” that God will be there to catch us? Do we trust God 
to catch us when we lose a loved one and we pray, “Into your hands…”? 
Do we trust God to catch us when something dear to us ends before we 
are ready? “Into your hands….” Do we trust God to catch us when 
something happens that we cannot understand or explain? 

Will we offer our fears, our anger, and our disappointment to God by 
praying, “Into your hands, I commend my spirit”? 

Jesus did. We can too, because God is worthy of our trust. 
Thanks be to God!

O God of the Resurrection, we rest in your hands’ loving 
embrace. Give us the courage to let go and to trust in your 

gentle care—so that new life may be born within us, 
and we might use it to transform the world. 

Amen
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