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#2 

 

Fatherôs Hands 

 

We all have different memories of our Fatherôs hands and 

the many things we have learned and experienced at those 

hands. 

Here are three stories that will illustrate that point. 

 

Night of Terror 

My earliest memories of my father and his addiction. 

By Charlene Murchison 

 I was crouched in the corner of the living room holding 

my little brother's hand as he cried in fear. I didn't know 

what was wrong with my father, but he was acting like a 

mad man. My mother was screaming at him to stop and 

leave us alone. My father had an ax raised in the air just 

above my mother's head, but somehow she dodged as the 

ax was swung... missing her by only inches. My mother ran 

to the other side of the room and grabbed the telephone to 

call for help... The next thing I remember is the police 

officer and some nice ladies from a nearby church coming 

to take us to safety. As me and my little brother got into the 

car, my father was being handcuffed and taken to jail. 

People say that most bad memories tend to fade as you get 

older, but this night will be forever etched in my memory.  

 There were many times after that he would have these 

wild outrages, but my mother always managed to keep him 

from doing harm to us. The local police were sympathetic 

to her and would always respond quickly to her calls for 

help when he got out of hand. I recall many, many visits to 

the local jail house to visit my father while he was sobering 

up. My mother learned many tricks to keep my father from 

getting his booze. 
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 Sometimes in desperation, she would take all his clothes 

and lock them in the trunk of the car so he couldn't get out 

of the house and spend every dime they had on alcohol. I 

watched her on more than one occasion; pull all the wires 

from the distributor cap on our car to stop him from 

leaving. 

 One day, when my mother picked us up at school, I 

didn't want to go home. My father had been gone for 

several days and I was afraid he would be home. Instead, I 

asked to go visit my grandmother and aunt who lived 

across the highway from us. My mother dropped me off at 

my grandmother's house and said she and my little brother 

would come over shortly. 

 I was sitting curled up on the couch beside my aunt 

watching out the window for my mother and little brother 

to walk over. My aunt and I watched as my little brother 

came to the road and started to run across on his stick 

horse... he never made it across. He was hit by an on 

coming car before he made it to the other side. I had to sit 

there and watch as the ambulance came and took my 

brother and mother away. The next thing I remember is my 

mother coming for me later that night and saying my little 

brother was in heaven with the angels. My father was 

nowhere to be found until the next day. He managed to pull 

himself together and stay sober for the funeral. I had never 

felt so alone in all my life. Always before, I had my little 

brother for comfort and friendship during the hard times, 

now he was gone forever.   

 Many times over the next few years, I begged my 

mother to leave him. She could not find the courage to do 

this because she was as dependent on him as he was on the 

alcohol. 
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#3 

 

 The year I turned 21 and could make my own way, I 

moved out of my father's house forever. You see, I am a 

survivor and after all the years of living with his addiction, 

I had to get out... A few months before my daughter's 

second birthday, my father died as a result of all the years 

of alcohol abuse to his body.  

http://morning-glow.com/mystory/castle.html 

 

My Father's Hands 

By Paul M. Clements 

When I was just a toddler, my first thoughts of my father 

were of how huge his hands were.  So big, I could sit in his 

palm, diaper and all, like a little bird.  It was a comfortable 

seat for me at that age.  He was strong, and his hands were 

huge and meaty.  He could hold me at arms length, and I 

still felt safe and secure.  As I grew older and bigger, I 

noticed that I could no longer fit so securely in his palm.  

Still, his hands were big and strong.  He could lift heavy 

things with ease.  I marveled at his strength.  I often looked 

at those hands in amazement, watching him use them to 

perform fatherly tasks.  He was a great fixer, and could put 

a bicycle together, unclog a drain, sharpen a kitchen knife 

for my mother.  Those were talented hands.  He was 

especially adept at building cabinets and closets, repairing 

windows, leveling floors and laying tile.  His hands could 

measure and mark, cut and saw, hammer and screw wood 

together like an artist painting or a sculptor carving.   

    As I grew older still, I found that those same hands could 

be an instrument of punishment.  As any boy-child might, I 

occasionally transgressed.  Then those hands of his would 

be swung like a paddle, usually aimed at my backside.  I 

came to fear them, for they were still huge and strong-  

http://morning-glow.com/mystory/castle.html
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 appearing to an eight or ten year old boy.  Not that I didn't 

deserve the swats, or that they were inflicted with unusual 

cruelty.  He was an old-fashioned father, who believed in 

instant correction for wrongdoing.  So, in that fashion, I 

learned moral and ethical lessons from those hands.   

 When I entered my teen years, I began to notice changes 

in my own hands.  They were becoming larger and bonier, 

and I often wondered if they would ever become as strong 

and capable as Dad's.  By now, he was entering middle age, 

and his hands did not seem so huge, but appeared to be 

getting meatier.  Ham-handed, I think they call it.  It was as 

if he had muscles bulging out around the finger and 

knuckle bones.  He certainly had a lot of strength in them, 

and Mom was always calling on him to open stuck jar lids.  

Sometimes, though, I began to notice there were tasks he 

could not perform barehanded.  His need to resort to a 

wrench, or to a vise, or to a hammer, to accomplish some 

task, caused me to stop thinking of him as a superman.  His 

hands were beginning too demonstrate his mortality, and I 

was recognizing it for the first time.   

    When I graduated from Navy recruit training, my 

fathers' hands changed again.  Full of confidence, I 

returned home on leave feeling like I had at last attained 

manhood.  My father hugged me at first sight, then, 

embarrassed a bit, he stepped back and extended his hand.  

We shook, and I realized that, at last, my hands were the 

same size as his.  Not quite as strong yet, but getting real 

close.  In later years, we worked together filing cars, doing 

yard work, building a house, undertaking renovations.  His 

hands were still strong and capable, but now I saw them as 

normal man's hands.  Large, calloused, strong.  He could 

work outdoors in cold weather, with his hands turning red, 
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and never complain.  I learned stoicism from those hands 

in the cold of New England winters.   

    When I married, and had a child of my own, the circle of 

life began to close in on itself.  I held my daughter in my 

own palm one day, and realized that that was my first 

impression of my father.  I wondered if my daughter would 

remember me by my hands.  As I looked at them, I realized 

how much like my fathers' hands they had become.  Same 

size, same shape, same wrinkling of the skin.  As I stroked 

her hair, I wondered how many times my father had used 

his hands on me in the same fashion, while I slept, 

unaware.  A grandfather four times over by now, I noticed 

age creeping into my father's hands.  More wrinkles, less 

muscularity, an occasional brown spot.  Sometimes, he had 

to ask me to open a jar, or pick up a heavy object.  His 

hands were becoming weak and bony.  An old man's hands, 

crossed back and forth with blue veins, standing dearly 

under the loose skin.   

    Finally, his body began to malfunction.  Several times he 

had to be hospitalized, and it was painful to me to see his 

hands pierced by needles and swathed in tape and gauze.  

Lifting a glass to his lips, his hands would shake, as if with 

the exertion.  He lacked the old confidence in their power 

and utility, and moved objects carefully, lest they be 

spilled.  Sometimes they did.  At the very end, in a hospital 

emergency ward, he seemed to have difficulty just lifting 

those hands to wave "hi".  Thin and bony, they remained 

motionless most of the time.  Early one morning, I was 

summoned to the hospital to say my final farewell.  As I 

took his lifeless hands in mine, and felt the warmth fading 

away, I realized how important those hands had been in my 

own life.  The comfort, the safety, the help, the lessons  
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#4 

 

they had offered.  With a final comparison, I saw how 

much of him I had inherited.  When last I saw those hands, 

folded together across his chest, clutching his prayer beads, 

I couldn't resist laying my own on top of them, mentally 

saying, "Thanks, Dad, for lending me a helping hand while 

I was growing up."   

 http://www.fathersforlife.org/fatherhood/hands.htm 

 

"My Father's Hands"  

By Melanie Brown 

(Melanieôs Dad was in the military.) 

My father had strong hands. 

I don't remember their touch, 

but I know they were strong 

because he was trained to kill with them. 

My father had gentle hands 

that once caressed his wife and 

cradled his baby daughter. 

My father's hands once played the trumpet. 

My father's hands never touched mine 

as we walked down the aisle to my husband. 

My father's hands never held his grandchildren. 

My father's hands will never again make music. 

My father's hands were trophies 

for the man who killed him; 

They never even made it home with him. 

http://grunt.space.swri.edu/dadhands.htm 

 

My Fatherôs hands 

I am not sure what your experience in life has been. 

 We all have one. 

 You may be filled with fond memories. 

http://www.fathersforlife.org/fatherhood/hands.htm
http://grunt.space.swri.edu/dadhands.htm
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#5 
Isaiah 41:9- 13 (NIV)

I took you from the ends of the earth, 
from its farthest corners I called you. I 
§t|w? ćl£© t¦x ¡­ §x¦ªt¢¨ĈN \ {tªx 

chosen you and have not rejected you.  
 

#6 
Isaiah 41:9- 13 (NIV)

So do not fear, for I am with you; do not 
be dismayed, for I am your God. I will 

strengthen you and help you; I will 
uphold you with my righteous right hand. 
#7 

Isaiah 41:9- 13 (NIV)
ąT   «{£ ¦tzx tzt|¢§¨ ­£© «|   §©¦x ­ ux 

ashamed and disgraced; those who oppose 
you will be as nothing and perish. Though 
you search for your enemies, you will not 

find them.  
 

#8 
Isaiah 41:9- 13 (NIV)

Those who wage war against you will be as 
nothing at all. For I am the LORD, your 

God, who takes hold of your right hand and 
says to you, Do not fear; I will help you. 
 

 

#9 

 

 You may be making memories right now. 

Many of you have lost your Father. 

 He has gone to his eternal reward. 

Some of you have never known your Father. 

 He was never a part of your life. 

Some of you have the joy or the fear of living with your 

Father. 

 

Whatever your experience, I want to give you something 

from Godôs word that will strengthen and help you in the 

days to come. 

Isaiah 41:9-13 (NIV) I took you from the ends of the earth, 

from its farthest corners I called you. I said, óYou are my 

servantô; I have chosen you and have not rejected you.  

So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I 

am your God. I will strengthen you and help you; I will 

uphold you with my righteous right hand.  

ñAll who rage against you will surely be ashamed and 

disgraced; those who oppose you will be as nothing and 

perish. Though you search for your enemies, you will not 

find them.  

Those who wage war against you will be as nothing at all. 

For I am the LORD, your God, who takes hold of your 

right hand and says to you, Do not fear; I will help you. 

 

Fatherôs Day causes me to remember many things about 

my Father that I experienced as a child. 

 These stories have refreshed many memories. 

I thank God for my Father. 
 In many, many ways he was responsible for making 

 me the person I am today. 
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#10 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

#11 
The Hands of God are powerful

ØHe formed man with His hands.
ØHe secures us in His hands.
ØHe comforts us in His hands.
ØHe heals us with His hands.
ØHe supplies with His hands.
ØHe has our future in His hands.

 

I am sure that you also have many memories of your 

life experiences. 
 Some of your memories are wonderful and some may 

 be difficult to remember.  

If your Family was blessed with a Godly Father, your 

experience is different from those who have lived in 

other circumstances. 
 

Regardless of your story, you need the strength of these 

verses in Isaiah. 

There will come a moment in time when you will need 

to know that the Almighty God, who is our Heavenly 

Father, is there for you. 
 

If you are walking through life blessed, you need the 

Heavenly Father. 

If you are going thorough days and nights of terror, you 

need the Heavenly Father. 

 

God has spoken to us about His hands. 

 The Church is in the hands of the Lord. 

The Lord Jesus said: ñNo one can snatch them out of my 

hand. My Father, who has given them to me, is greater than 

all; no one can snatch them out of my Fatherôs hand.ò 

(John 10:28-29 NIV) 

When God was creating, He formed man with His hands. 

 He secures us in His hands. 

 He comforts us in His hands. 

 He heals us with His hands 

 He supplies our need with His hands. 

 He has our future in His hands. 
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#12

Ecclesiastes 9:1 (NIV) 
So I reflected on all this and concluded 
that the righteous and the wise and what 

¨{x­ w£ t¦x |¢ Z£wĈ§ {t¢w§

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

#13 
Isaiah 41:9- 13 (NIV)

I took you from the ends of the earth, 
from its farthest corners I called you. I 
§t|w? ćl£© t¦x ¡­ §x¦ªt¢¨ĈN \ {tªx 

chosen you and have not rejected you.  
 

#14 
Isaiah 41:9- 13 (NIV)

So do not fear, for I am with you; do not 
be dismayed, for I am your God. I will 

strengthen you and help you; I will 
uphold you with my righteous right hand. 
#15 

Isaiah 41:9- 13 (NIV)
ąT   «{£ ¦tzx tzt|¢§¨ ­£© «|   §©¦x ­ ux 

ashamed and disgraced; those who 
oppose you will be as nothing and perish. 
Though you search for your enemies, you 

will not find them.  
 

#16 
Isaiah 41:9- 13 (NIV)

Those who wage war against you will be as 
nothing at all. For I am the LORD, your 

God, who takes hold of your right hand and 
says to you, Do not fear; I will help you. 
 

 

 

#17 

 

Ecclesiastes 9:1 (NIV) So I reflected on all this and 

concluded that the righteous and the wise and what they do 

are in Godôs hands 

 The wise man Solomon knew the reality of living in 

 His Heavenly Fatherôs hands. 

God has put His hands on us to correct us and to bless 

us. 

God told Isaiah something every one of us needs to 

hear. 

God said: Isaiah 41:9-13 (NIV) I took you from the ends 

of the earth, from its farthest corners I called you. I said, 

óYou are my servantô; I have chosen you and have not 

rejected you.  

So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I 

am your God. I will strengthen you and help you; I will 

uphold you with my righteous right hand.  

ñAll who rage against you will surely be ashamed and 

disgraced; those who oppose you will be as nothing and 

perish. Though you search for your enemies, you will not 

find them.  

Those who wage war against you will be as nothing at all. 

For I am the LORD, your God, who takes hold of your 

right hand and says to you, Do not fear; I will help you. 

 

You need to hear this word from the Lord. 

 God is disposed to take hold of your right hand and 

 say: ñDo not fear; I will help you.ò 

When Joseph was about to die he told his brothers: ñGod 

will surely come to your aid and take you up.ò Genesis 50:24 

Joseph had become a father figure to his brothers after 

Jacob their father had died. 

In Genesis 49 Jacob was old and was on his death bed. 
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#18 

 
 

 

 

 

 

#19 

 

He placed his hands on each of his children and blessed 

them. 

 He reminded them of the things in life that were of 

 most value. 

He remembered his home and his past and then he died. 

In Genesis 50: 1 Joseph fell on his Father and wept. 

 Much of Josephôs life had been lived without the aid  or 

input from his father. 

 The time he had him was too short.  

 During the famine Jacob and his whole family came  to 

Egypt and were cared for by Joseph. 

Joseph had become their protector in Egypt. 

  Joseph had learned to depend on God. 

 God had been his family in those dark days. 

 Joseph knew that God would be the help his family 

 would need. 

He knew what it means for God to take hold of your right 

hand. 

He had heard God say: ñDo not fear, I will help you.ò 

There are at least three groups of people in this room. 
First there are those who do not know their father. 

 You have wondered what life would be like with a 

 father. 

 God intended that you have a man who would be the 

 father of your life. 

 He should be your mentor and example. 

Joseph is proof that God will be a Father to you when you 

are alone in life. 

Second, there are those who have known their father, 

but he is no longer in their life. 

 Some of this group has lost their father to death. 

Some of you have recently said goodbye to your father. 



  Sermon #1466 

Page 11 of 12 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

#20 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

You stood over him and remembered things he told you.  

You may have responded like Joseph did over Jacob his 

father. 

You have often looked back to the days when your dad was 

there. 

You have wished that you had some more time to sit and 

visit a while. 

You have longed to have those moments with Dad. 

Some have lost their father to divorce or abandonment. 

 I must admit that I donôt know how you feel. 

My heart goes out to you. 

 I can only imagine the pain you have lived through. 

 I have listened to many people who have experienced 

 life without a father figure. 

 The pain is real and often intense. 

 The only one who truly knows how you feel is God. 

 God your heavenly Father has promised to take hold  of 

your hand and help you get through. 

Third, there are those who still have their father in 

their life.  

For some this is a blessing. 

 Your Dad is your friend and associate. 

 Your Dad is your cheer leader and adviser. 

 Your Dad is a strong arm and extended hand. 

 Your Dad has been full of wisdom and help. 

 You are really blessed. 

For others this is a point of pain. 

 You have feared the moment Dad comes home. 

 He has been a terror and heartbreak in your life. 

Fatherôs Day has many emotions tied to it. 

It is my prayer that  it is a happy and blessed day for 

you. 


