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He’s Got the Whole World in His Hands
By Susan Skinner

I believe because my family believed. 

One of my earliest "faith" memories was a stormy October morning in 1954. Hurricane
Hazel was headed our way! Though I didn't know what a hurricane was (I was not
quite 4), I knew it was something big. Tree limbs were falling everywhere, and the rain
was pounding down. Daddy rushed next door to get my grandparents, Big Mama and
Pappy, and my great grandmother, Granny. He thought we should all be together and
that they would be safer at our house. Daddy asked us all to go to the back bedroom.
Pappy said, " I think I'll sit here in the living room by the window and watch the
storm. Let the ladyfolk and children go to the bedroom." Mother tried to calm my
baby brother and my sister was jumping on the bed. The storm grew louder and
louder, and I was afraid. Granny kept yelling, "We're all gonna die! Help us, Lord!"
Daddy walked into the room quietly and said, "Let's say a prayer."  I don't remember
his words, but as we gathered around the bed in that tiny room, there was a quiet
calm that embraced our family. Suddenly we heard a loud crash from the living room.
Our metal porch glider had sailed through the front window and knocked Pappy right
out of his chair! Daddy ran to help Pappy, and Big Mama grabbed me up in her arms
and sat me on her lap and rocked me back and forth. And then she began to sing:

     "He's got the whole world in His hands,
      He's got the whole world in His hands,..."
And pretty soon we all joined in.
     "He's got the itty bitty baby in His hands,...
      He's got you and me brother in His hands,...
      He's got you and me sister in His hands,...
      He's got the whole world in His hands.”



When Big Mama ran out of verses, she would make up some of her own:
       “He's got Susie and Mel in His hands,...”
       “He's got Dottie and Bud in His hands,...”
And the song continued until the winds began to die down. What a peaceful distraction
in the height of the storm!

That sweet song was never forgotten. When I began to play the piano, "He's Got the
Whole World" was one of the first pieces that I learned to play. It was always the only
piece Big Mama requested. Big Mama gave me a special gift of comfort and love that
day in a simple song. That gift continues to comfort and guide me along the way in my
journey of faith.

"He's Got the Whole World in His Hands"...if we only believe.

2 Timothy 1:1-7
Paul, an apostle of Christ Jesus by the will of God, for the sake of the promise of life
that is in Christ Jesus, 
 To Timothy, my beloved child:
Grace, mercy, and peace from God the Father and Christ Jesus our Lord.

I am grateful to God—whom I worship with a clear conscience, as my ancestors
did—when I remember you constantly in my prayers night and day. Recalling your
tears, I long to see you so that I may be filled with joy. I am reminded of your sincere
faith, a faith that lived first in your grandmother Lois and your mother Eunice and
now, I am sure, lives in you. For this reason I remind you to rekindle the gift of God
that is within you through the laying on of my hands; for God did not give us a spirit
of cowardice, but rather a spirit of power and of love and of self-discipline. 

Prayer: 
Thank you, Lord, for the comfort of a loving family who offers support when we are
afraid and guides us through life on our journey of faith. Help us to be mindful of the
"little things," like a simple song, to reach out to others who may need our love and
support along the way.


