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Friends Community Church 

June 13, 2021 

Anticipating Father’s Day 

In the Palms of His Hands 

  

Call-to-Worship 

  

 Psalm 103:13-19 

As a father has compassion on his children, 

    so the Lord has compassion on those who fear him; 

for he knows how we are formed, 

    He remembers that we are dust. 

The life of mortals is like grass, 

    they flourish like a flower of the field; 

the wind blows over it and it is gone, 

    and its place remembers it no more. 

But from everlasting to everlasting 

    the Lord’s love is with those who fear him, 

    and his righteousness with their children’s children— 

with those who keep his covenant 

    and remember to obey his precepts.  

  

Teaching 

  

June 20 is Father’s Day.  We are focusing on the topic one week early for two reasons.  First, 

June 20 we have something else planned for that date.  We could mix Father’s Day with what we have 

planned, but each is important on its own.   

Second, Joy and I are leaving at the end of June.  We will be sharing together for the June 27 

service, so today is the last time I will prepare a sermon on my own.  Father’s Day has been a bitter-

sweet day for me for many years.  In light of that, I am sharing some personal reflections on a subject 

that is a significant place of growth for me – growth in the past and growth needed as I go 

forward.  Being a father terrified me to the point where I was not sure I should have children.  The loss 

of my first father and the abuse by a missionary left me with very little trust in men.  Looking forward to 
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my own family was overrun by thoughts of not being able to protect my child.  In the midst of all that, 

the image of a ‘Father’ who could be trusted was a challenge.  Except it wasn’t, and this is about that.   

Most of us have memories of our father.  In my case it is of two fathers.  My first father was born 

in Saskatchewan and moved to British Columbia shortly after his mom died.  His dad remarried and my 

father became the oldest of a blended family of 2 boys and 2 girls, which grew to 3 boys and 3 girls. He 

grew up in Yarrow, a village predominantly Mennonite.    

My second father was also born in Saskatchewan but moved the other direction, to Manitoba, 

when he was a youngster. His parents were an arranged marriage, set up to get out of Russia after the 

revolution.  His memories of family life included two sisters and two brothers, and parents who 

struggled to get along, separating for a time.   

Both Walter and Fred, my fathers, were called to mission.  They spent the majority of their 

careers as missionaries.  It was where they met and became close friends.  Fred felt called to India, and 

ended up in Congo. Walter wanted to be in Congo, and was for a time, but at the time of his death was 

on the way to Brazil – reluctantly so.  Walter died young.  Two years after his death Fred married Irma, 

my mother, and we went back to Congo.  Fred spent the rest of his career except for one year, working 

for the mission. When he developed dementia, I would have long conversations with him in which he 

was planning travel for missionaries and working on mission issues.  It gave him purpose even when it 

wasn’t real.   

Memories of fathers.  Most of us have them.  Some children in foster care don’t.  They have 

‘wish’ memories of what they would have wanted.  The lack of memories is a void they fill with 

fantasy.  Missionary children in hostels have memories of father’s only at Christmas and summer. The 

rest of the time those memories are of hostel parents, like Fred and Irma, my parents who, as hostel 

parents, were the replacements for families off on a mission station.   

It’s complicated and emotional and wonderful and heart-breaking.  And into that life experience 

some of us become fathers ourselves.  We see our child being born and their eyes looking at us for the 

first time.  We walk differently because of that child.  And at some point, we panic.  How are we going 

to do this?  But it just happens.  The relationship with our child just happens and it goes so quickly and 

they grow up and we wonder if we have been a good father?  Did I prepare them for the world they live 

in?  We are so proud of them and at the same time insecure whether we have been good enough as a 

dad.  I think that is part of the cycle of life since Adam and Eve.   



3 
 

During the time I experienced sexual abuse by a missionary I called ‘uncle’ (all the missionaries 

were uncles and aunts for us mish-kids), I began to experience something else.  Both during the abuse 

and in the aftermath, I had a deep sense of being protected.  It was not my dad, who didn’t know what 

was happening.  It was something else.  During the abuse a voice kept saying “I got you, right here in 

the palms of my hands”.  And I felt safe.  During the time of pain afterwards, the same voice was there – 

“I got you, right here, in these palms”.   

You would think that voice would be female, given it was a man doing the abuse, but it 

wasn’t.  It was a male voice.  The voice was so gentle and loving.  It was safe.  It could be trusted.  In a 

world where nothing seemed safe anymore, that voice was, and it has been there my whole life since. 

That voice for me is God my Father.  I know of no other way to describe it.  The voice that was 

safe during a time of horror – the voice that was love and caring – that was God my Father. 

In anticipation of Father’s Day, I share with you three bible references to God our Father which 

have been most helpful to me.  The first is found in Matthew 6.  Jesus is sitting on a hillside teaching a 

crowd.  He knows folks have lots to worry about.  I can hear the rumbling – why shouldn’t we 

worry?  Life’s not so good right now, taxes are high, we live poor – and we shouldn’t worry?  Why not? 

Here are the words of Jesus from Matthew 6:25-27 “Do not worry about your life, what you will 

eat or drink; or about your body, what you will wear. Isn't life more than food, and the body more than 

clothes? Look at the birds of the air; they do not sow or reap or store away in barns, and yet your 

heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not much more valuable than they? Can any one of you by 

worrying add a single hour to your life? 

Don’t worry because the ‘Father’ has got you right in the palm of his hands.  Jesus points to 

God’s creation on how that creation trusts him.  He reminds the crowd how important they are to their 

Father in Heaven – the one that says in Leviticus 26:12 – “I will walk among you, and will be your God, 

and you shall be my people”   

The fact I was so valuable to the ‘Father’ is really important to me.  The times when life didn’t 

make sense, when dad died, when an ‘uncle’ abused – the times I heard “I got you” – these are all 

wrapped up in the truth of how valuable I am to God.  My Father loves me.  I didn’t know the verses at 

the time, but I knew the truth of God.  When I discovered these verses, it was an ‘aha’ moment – when 

scripture came to life in my personal experience. I was safe. 
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A second text comes from Matthew 10.  Jesus is sending out his disciples on their first big 

mission trip.  He tells them what they can expect, and it’s not pretty.  Jesus tells them of the treachery 

ahead and tells them how it will be handled.  Let God take care of it.  

For the disciples, and for us as disciples in 2021, here is how the ‘Father’ handles it.  Matthew 

10:29-39 - “Are not two sparrows sold for a penny? Yet not one of them will fall to the ground outside 

your Father’s care.  And even the very hairs of your head are all numbered. So don’t be afraid; you are 

worth more than many sparrows.  

I grew up with birds – wild tropical birds.  They had lots of colour and style.  Some, like the 

parrot, were spectacular, but others, like the sparrow, were drab and fit in with the dusty brown of dry 

season.  They didn’t get my attention.  But my ‘Father’ – he was different.  I am so much like the 

sparrow, and God notices.  He takes care of me.  When I feel like the sparrow, that’s when I know of his 

love.  I have looked at birds differently since then.   

The text from James was a discovery a bit later on.  It was a revelation – a moment when I 

understood light and shadow.  My work and life have often been lived in shifting shades of grey.  James 

tells me my Father in the God of heavenly lights, and what lurks in the shadows has nothing to do with 

His light.  The shadows are the scary part – the memory of what came out of the shadow.  That is the 

first bit in James 1:16   

James 1:16-18 – “Don’t be deceived, my dear brothers and sisters. Every good and perfect gift is 

from above, coming down from the Father of the heavenly lights, who does not change like shifting 

shadows.” 

The second bit is in verse 18 – God my Father has a purpose for me.   “He chose to give us birth 

through the word of truth, that we might be a kind of first-fruits of all he created.”  I am to be a first-

fruit of his creation – to honour him – the one who created me.  The freedom from shadow and the 

thought of first-fruit have been liberating and given purpose.   

  

Feet-in-the-Dirt 

  

        Your experience with a father or being a father will be different from mine.  We each have our own 

story.  Whatever that experience, the thought that we have a Father in heaven is comforting and 

safe.  That He is loving is very special. 
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        The fact I can trust a man even a little today is due entirely to the ‘Father’ who had me, who has 

me, in the palm of his hands.  I testify to the truth of that ‘Father’.  I testify to the holiness, safety and 

love of that ‘Father’.   

        I cannot be that ‘Father’, nor should I aspire to be.  To compare to perfection is to fail every 

time.  What I can do is point others to that ‘Father’.  I can testify to my experience with ‘Him’, and to 

what that has meant in my life. 

        In preparation for Father’s Day 2021, I point you to these texts that speak of our ‘Father’ in 

heaven.  I point you to the grace and freedom that comes from that relationship.  And I point you to the 

life-eternal we can anticipate when we cross the threshold of death.  That life is life with our ‘Father’.  It 

is a wonderful thing to anticipate. 

        In the meantime, dads, just be yourselves.  Share with your children what God means to you.  Share 

how often you feel you have failed.  Share the joy the child brings you.  Don’t take it for granted our 

children know all that.  Sometimes it is important to share it. 

        That is something we can do.  Rather than receiving gifts this Father’s Day, we can give one.  We 

can share who we are.  We can share who our ‘Father’ in heaven is and what that means for us. 

        The Lord be with you.  

 


