
Don’t freak out, but YOU are not in control                      Ecclesiastes 3:1-4:3  

What’s the Point!?!                                                 Sermon 05 

 

Out of the night that covers me, 

Black as the Pit from pole to pole, 

I thank whatever gods may be 

For my unconquerable soul. 

 

In the fell clutch of circumstance 

I have not winced nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeonings of chance 

My head is bloody, but unbowed. 

 

Beyond this place of wrath and tears 

Looms but the Horror of the shade, 

And yet the menace of the years 

Finds, and shall find, me unafraid. 

 

It matters not how strait the gate, 

How charged with punishments the scroll. 

I am the master of my fate: 

I am the captain of my soul. 

 

  That short Victorian poem, Invictus, was written by English poet, William Ernest Henley in 1875. When he was 14, 

Henley contracted a bone disease. A few years later, the disease had progressed to his foot. His doctor told him that the 

only way they could save his life was to amputate his leg just below the knee. So at 17 years of age, he half of his leg 

was amputated. While recovering from surgery, he wrote Invictus. “I am the master of my fate: I am the captain of my 

soul.” But he wasn’t, though he apparently had a full life, at age 53, William Ernest Henley died.  

  Are you a control freak? Do you like to be in control? We humans love to be in control, to be the “masters of our fate: 

captains of our souls.” Ladies, does it drive you nuts when someone else works in your kitchen and moves things 

around? Are you that way at work? You have things just so in your workspace. I worked for a pastor who had everything 

set perfectly on his desk. If you wanted to drive him crazy, you moved things about half an inch. Some people hate to 

fly…they’re not in control. Every teen argues with every parent about their curfew. It’s a fight for control. Some have to 

own their own business because they want to be in control and have difficulty working for someone else. Helicopter 

Parents drive their kid and everyone else crazy as they hover; seeking to protect and control their child’s life.  

  We’re continuing our study of an Old Testament book of wisdom, Ecclesiastes, that we’ve called What’s the point!? 

We’re working through the most familiar portion in Ecclesiastes, chapter 3.  

  Solomon is on a quest to find purpose or meaning in life. He’s found that an education doesn’t satisfy or give purpose 

to life. Neither does pleasure or owning all sorts of stuff. But now he gets into our personal space. I may not have a lot of 

education, maybe I can’t afford much or do much but I can run my own life, I can be the master of my fate: the captain 

of my soul. And Solomon cuts to the core of our self-sufficiency, the idolatry of self as he pulls his scalpel across our 

souls, revealing that we’re not in control. We’re not the “masters of our fate.” Don’t freak out, but YOU are not in 

control. You and I can’t control times, seasons and outcomes. When life throws us curve balls, we strike out. That’s 

because…. 

 

1. We have very limited control over the seasons of life, Ecclesiastes 3:1-15 (p. 554). What we have in these first eight 

verses is life’s routine, a description of the cycle of life covering the whole range of life. Someone cynically said that 

what you have in these 28 statements – 14 pluses…14 minuses – add up to nothing at all. Most of us know these verses 

because the Byrds, made them famous in their song, Turn, turn, turn. Many familiar with these words may not have 

known that they were even in the Bible and that God had written them. Maybe we could say that God wrote a pop song. 

  Looking at this list, I don’t want everything on it. If you look down the list, I like one side of each pair more than the 

other. I love births; I’m not a fan of death. This first pair mark out the extreme limits of human existence and define the 

scope of the entire list. Over the course of our lives we’ll face nearly everything on this list, from birth to death and from 

war to peace. I don’t get to say what I get on this list and neither do you. We spend our days in general in the ways 

described in the activities that lie between the poles of activity represented by these opposites.  



  In these fourteen statements, Solomon affirmed that God is in control and is at work in our individual lives, 

accomplishing His will. All of these events come from God and are good in their time. The inference is plain: if we 

cooperate with God's timing, life will not be meaningless. Everything will be "beautiful in His time" (v. 11), even the 

most difficult experiences of life. Most of these statements are easy to understand so let’s just work through a few of 

them.  

  Birth & death. Abortion, euthanasia, mercy killing, cloning make it look as though man is in control of birth and death. 

The Bible says otherwise. Birth and death aren’t human accidents; they’re divine appointments, God is in control. Psalm 

139:13-16 states that God so designed us in the womb that our genetic structure is perfect for the work He’s prepared for 

us to do (Eph. 2:10). We may foolishly hasten our death and we can’t prevent it when our time comes, unless God so 

wills it (Isa. 38). "All the days ordained for me were written in Your book" (Ps. 139:16, NIV). Depressed people have a 

tendency to ask: Why was I born? Why can't I die? It seems when life boils down to the basics, we go back to birth and 

death. 

  Killing & healing. Life seems somewhere strangely fixed between a battlefield and a first-aid station, between murder 

and medicine. There’s the gangbanger part of our world and Mother Teresa in another. Sometimes they appear in 

adjacent columns in our newspaper, and we’re forced to deal with those opposites, killing and healing, at the same point 

in time. After an intense manhunt, police engaged in a furious exchange of gun-fire with Boston Marathon bomber, 

Dzhokhar Tsarnaev. Yet, after capturing him they rushed him to the hospital to save his life…a time to kill and a time to 

heal. 

  A time to weep & a time to laugh. Sorrow and joy are part of life; without one the other is unrecognizable. We 

encounter negative and positive emotions and experiences throughout life. It’s to be expected. One moment we’ll be on 

the mountain peak, the next we’re in the valley. C. S. Lewis insightfully said, “Pain is God's megaphone. He whispers to 

us in our pleasure [when we laugh], but He shouts to us in our pain [when we weep].” Are you weeping these days? If 

you've been weeping for an extended period of time, you may be beginning to doubt. “Never doubt in the darkness what 

God has shown you in the light,” Dr. V. Raymond Edman said wisely. During these tumultuous times, it’s important for 

us to be both sad and rejoice. A vital trait of a healthy Christian life is a sense of humor. If you don’t have a sense of 

humor, you’ll never get out of bed in the morning. You’ll just hit the snooze button and pull the sheets over your head. 

Eventually, you’ll wither and die.  

  Casting away stones & gathering stones. Tour guides in Israel will tell you that God gave stones to an angel and told 

him to distribute them across the world—and he tripped right over Palestine! Israel is a rocky land. Farmers must clear 

their fields before they can plow and plant. If you wanted to hurt an enemy, you filled up his field with rocks (2 Kings 

3:19, 25). Yet, people also gathered stones for building walls, homes and cities. Stones are neither good nor bad; it all 

depends on what you do with them. If your enemy fills your land with rocks, don't throw them back. Build something out 

of them! 

  Embracing & refraining from embracing. Middle Eastern people openly show their affections, kissing and hugging 

when they meet and when they part. You could paraphrase this, "A time to say hello and a time to say good-bye." 

“There’s a time to refrain” as your future father in-law will tell you when you’re over at the house. “I think it’s a time to 

refrain, Ecclesiastes 3:5. Take your hand off my daughter. Thank you very much.”   

    A time to keep & a time to throw away. This is the biblical authority for garage sales: a time to keep and a time to 

clean house! I think of my closet when I read that line, don't you? There's a time when you can no longer cram one more 

garment in your closet, unless you remodel the house. So its time to take some stuff out and give it to a friend or haul a 

pile down to Love. There's a time to rid yourself of excess baggage, to get a fresh start on life. There's a time to keep. 

Some things you never throw away, you’d rather die than part with, like pictures of your children or other loved ones.  

  Tearing & mending. This probably refers to the Jewish practice of tearing one's garments during a time of grief or 

repentance. God expects us to sorrow during bereavement yet not like the lost who have no hope (1 Thes. 4:13-18). 

There comes a time when we must get out the needle and thread and start sewing things up!  

  A time to be silent & a time to speak. Don't you wish someone invisible could be dispatched to stay near you to say, 

"Psst, speak up," when you should. When you shouldn't be talking, that same wise counselor could say, "Psst, be quiet; 

don't talk." Winston Churchill once said of one of his political adversaries: "He has the ability to compress the minimum 

amount of thought into the maximum amount of words." A wise person knows when to speak and when to keep quiet. 

Usually, we're wiser to say less. I know I am. I can’t remember ever feeling bad about things I didn’t say. However, there 

are times when we need to say it and to say it well—times in which, though it’s a struggle, we need to stand and speak, 

even if others think we’re foolish. 

  Loving & hating. Are God's people allowed to hate? Here’s another contrast that makes us uncomfortable. We’re from 

a generation that’s talked about love, love, love until we’re nearly nauseated. We seem to be in love with love, a love 

that's almost unthinking, non-discerning, gullible-loving anything! But the statement from Solomon (actually, from 



God!) puts it into perspective. There is a time to demonstrate love; there’s also a time to hate. Acts of injustice, acts of 

prejudice, and inequities ought to be hated and withstood. There's a time to hate and there's a time to love.  

  A time for war & a time for peace. When tyranny runs roughshod over the rights of mankind, war is necessary. We 

worship today without the fear of infringement from law because someone fought for our right to be heard and to speak 

freely, to stand and (if necessary) die for what one believes to be the truth, to be have the right to worship freely. There’s 

a time for war.  

  Peter Muhlenberg was an Anglican pastor in Virginia. In 1774, he was elected to the Virginia legislature and was 

present at St. John's Church in Richmond when Patrick Henry proclaimed, "Give me liberty or give me death!" Pastor 

Muhlenberg was so moved that he promptly joined George Washington's army. On a bitterly sad Sunday morning, he 

resigned from his church and preached his farewell sermon. He read Ecclesiastes 3:1: "To everything there is a season, a 

time for every purpose under heaven." Looking up, he said, "There is a time to preach and a time to pray, but there is 

also a time to fight, and that time has now come." Then, he suddenly flung off his ministerial robe to reveal underneath 

the uniform of a militia colonel. Other men in his church joined him. In half an hour, there were 162 new recruits. It's 

because of men like Peter Muhlenberg that America has a Constitution and the Bill of Rights. We have freedom today 

because others recognized that “there is a time for war.”  

  What Solomon is teaching us in Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 is that all of life unfolds under the appointment of God’s providence. 

Birth and death, sowing and harvest, joys and sorrows, acquiring and losing, speech and silence, war and peace—

everything has its appointed time from God. He is sovereign and He’s always faithful. Our lives need to reflect His 

divine pacing. We need the cadence of His call, the rhythm of His wisdom running through our moments, our days, and 

our years. Through all the seasons of life, through all the undulating circumstances of the passing years, God remains 

both loving and powerful. But here’s our problem and why God placed this in the Bible... 

 

2. We really have no control. In April of 1912, Captain Edward J. Smith of the British White Star cruise line was 

scheduled to retire. The company called him into the office and said to him, "We want you to make one more 

transatlantic trip. We want you to take the Titanic on its maiden voyage to New York, and when you return, you can 

retire." It seemed like a sure thing, but we all know what happened to Captain Smith and the Titanic? Did you know 

there were 11 millionaires on the Titanic? They all went down with the ship. That was back when a million dollars was a 

lot of money. One woman had about a minute to decide what she wanted to take with her as she abandoned the ship. She 

had $300,000 in securities and jewelry in a suitcase. She never bothered to open it, choosing to take three oranges 

instead. When your ship is sinking, you evaluate what’s truly valuable.  

  Solomon doesn’t take the approach to time most of us take. We’d expect him to say something like time is short or 

about the brevity of time. We’d expect him to say something about time management and that we’ll never have enough 

time to do all the things we want to do. We’d expect him to talk about the tyranny of time — the way it seems to control 

our lives down to the millisecond. At the very least, he should say that time is fleeting, we’re running out of time and 

once it’s gone, it can never be recovered. With that thought in mind, American educator Horace Mann wrote the 

following want ad: “Lost, yesterday, somewhere between Sunrise and Sunset, two golden hours, each set with sixty 

diamond minutes. No reward is offered, for they are gone forever.” And all of these things are true, and Solomon could 

have said them all but he doesn’t.  

  Solomon says something that’s foreign to our thinking: We have no control over time. That’s not usually on our menus, 

but it’s true. We can’t control time, and seasons and outcomes. It’s impossible. Ecclesiastes continually asks what’s the 

purpose of life, yet, how can you have purpose in life if you can’t even control the stuff that life is made of – time.  

  And Solomon unmasks our idolatry. We want to be in control, the masters of our fates, captains of our destiny…and 

we’re not. We try to control things, our spouses, kids, how things turn out, what people think of us. We try to avoid pain 

and pad our lives with materialism and entertainment, even positive thinking. We become addicted to control. In all 

honesty, we worship control, convince ourselves that we’re in control, and we’re not. An example of this is that we used 

to have funerals; then we went to memorial services. Now we have celebrations of life. We don’t have control over death 

so instead we seek to just change our attitude, feelings and emotions.  

  At the heart of this driving need for control is fear. We believe that if we can somehow control and protect ourselves 

and our little manufactured worlds, we can protect ourselves from all the bad stuff out there, and we can’t. Our control is 

motivated by fear because all of us are understandably scared of life. We live with a deep sense of dread, often whether 

we realize it or not: Will my kids turn out okay? Will I ever get married? Will he ever love me? Will she ever respect me? 

Will I get cancer? Will I lose my job? Will I have enough for retirement? Does what I’m doing matter? Does it have 

significance? Will I die young? Will my children die young? Will I always have this problem? Will I always be depressed 

or angry or hopeless?  



  Under the surface, these are the fears we all struggle with because this world is broken, sin contaminated, and so 

chaotic. We know intuitively that we can’t control outcomes and times and seasons but we still try. We try to calm our 

fears but we know that we’re really not in control, though we try to be, though we crave it and worship control. We want 

to have control because we don’t want to fail at life. It’s gotten worse in our modern age because… 

  a. Technology deludes us into thinking that we have control. We have cell phones, smart phones, PDAs. Our 

computers are faster. We have more information and get it faster than ever before. We know more about time and are 

more efficient with our time, than possibly ever before BUT we still don’t have more time. We still can’t control time. 

Yet, it deceives us in to thinking that we can control things more than we can. No one could even control two brothers 

determined to hurt, maim and kill at the Boston Marathon. You can have the fastest computer in the world but it won’t 

cure cancer or make your kids turn out okay. You can have the best gadgets and die of a heart attack. Are you the captain 

of your soul? You can’t even control the beating of your own heart or your own brainwaves. 

  b. Realizing that we don’t have control can succumb to fatalism. Fatalism is the idea that all things are predetermined 

to occur and that there’s no ability of the person to alter the predetermined plan. It’s que sera sera, whatever will be, will 

be. It’s just "bad karma." There’s no reason to try. The fatalistic driver sees no reason to learn how to steer his car out of 

a skid because that skid was predetermined by the gods or nature. So what happens will happen no matter what he might 

attempt to do to change the trajectory of the car. Why bother to even pray because what’s going to happen is going to 

happen anyway? Elisha Shapiro, a performance artist who once ran for President portrays this view: “There is no God, 

and I don't feel like replacing him with anything, and I like it that way. To me, there really isn't any significance to life, 

none whatsoever. No significance. And I find that's a comforting thing. You're let off the hook that way. I'm a product 

of…if I were trying to figure out what I was a product of, the best thing I could guess would be billions of years of 

coincidences, dumb luck.”  

  c. Realizing that we don’t have control can succumb to cynicism, anger or apathy. The late Francis Schaeffer said, 

“What marks our own generation? It is the fact that modern man thinks there is nobody home in the universe.” The 

reality that life is beyond our control can hit us like a heavyweight boxer's punch to the gut. We can’t get our career 

under control. Our spouse builds their own world and interests. Our kids increasingly flaunt their independence. 

Situations at work occur over which we have no input, younger employees join the company and challenge our position. 

The boss fires, hires, transfers people, and generally operates without even our input. Some of our friends change jobs or 

spouses, or just move away. One or two of them contract cancer or heart disease, and may even die. We come to the 

terrible realization that this world is humming along without us and we can do little to govern events. Frustrated by this 

out-of-control state of affairs, we may succumb to anger or apathy.  

  Some become bitter or resentful. Others become passive and stop trying, convinced it doesn’t matter anyway. Some of 

you sitting here are there. You’ve given up. Along with it, there’s an increasing negativity. Sometimes in desperation, we 

abandon it all – our spouse, kids, job, our faith and our home. Yet, even though acting uncaring there’s this gnawing 

unhappiness in our soul. It’s a reaction to the reality – we really have no control. We have no control over our lives or 

time. But Solomon points out one more area.  

 

3. We have no control over justice. On June 17, 1966, two men strode into the Lafayette Grill in Paterson, NJ and shot 

three people to death. Rubin ‘Hurricane’ Carter, a celebrated boxer, and an acquaintance, were falsely charged and 

wrongly convicted of the murders in a highly publicized and racially charged trial. The fiercely outspoken boxer 

maintained his claim of innocence and became his own jailhouse lawyer. After serving nineteen years, Carter was 

released. Nevertheless, Carter lost the most productive years of his life, between the ages of twenty-nine and fifty. He 

was deprived of his career, his wife, and seeing his children grow up. Sadly, while Hurricane’ Carter’s tragic account of 

injustice is well known because of the movie with Denzel Washington, The Hurricane, situations like that, even much 

worse than that happen all the time.  

  Does it make you angry? We hate injustice. We hate knowing that innocent people go to prison. We hate knowing that 

guilty people get off, that 85% of convicted murderers will be released. I hate knowing children are being forced into 

prostitution and slavery. I hate knowing that women are being physically and verbally abused. I hate knowing that 

children are molested. This world is filled with injustice. And so in Ecclesiastes 3:16—4:3 (p. 554), he now points out 

that not any can we not control time; we have no control over justice. I wonder if Solomon, faced with life…a world 

out of control, went to the one place that he thought there’d be control – the courtroom...but it wasn’t there.  

  American poet, James Russell Lowell, said: "Truth forever on the scaffold, Wrong forever on the throne." If life can’t 

be controlled, if it’s beyond us to control it – at least it can be fair! But it’s not. In Ecclesiastes 4:1 Solomon writes: 

“Again I saw all the oppressions that are done under the sun. And behold, the tears of the oppressed, and they had no 

one to comfort them! On the side of their oppressors there was power, and there was no one to comfort them.” Can you 



feel the sigh, the despair in his words? There’s something within humanity that longs for judicial justification! And if 

someone is oppressed, there at least ought to be someone there to comfort.  

  We are members of an unjust race. The greatest problem is though is that even "the place of justice" (3:16) is unjust. 

The very place where we most expect and need to receive justice turns out to be a place of unfairness. Even the court 

system is corrupt. This isn’t merely a frustration, like some of the other problems we read about in Ecclesiastes; it’s a 

manifestation of genuine evil. Innocent people are convicted for crimes they never committed. They were simply in the 

wrong place at the wrong time, or maybe the wrong color in the wrong neighborhood. Just as frequently, other people get 

away with murder. They have the money to hire better lawyers, or else they hide behind the structure of a large 

corporation to take advantage of people who are less fortunate. And even worse, there’s nothing that can be done about 

this.  

  Solomon’s frustration is not simply that injustice is done, but that it goes unpunished. According to Martin Luther, he’s 

“not complaining because there is wickedness in the place of justice but because the wickedness in the place of justice 

cannot be corrected.” When the halls of justice become corridors of corruption, where can righteousness be found? On 

the side of the oppressors there was power. Solomon concludes that there are two kinds of people in the world: the 

oppressed and their oppressors. The oppressors are the ones who have all the advantages. The power is all on their side, 

leaving their victims with nothing but tears. 

  Sad endings we can handle, but not unjust ones. Suffering makes us sad, but injustice makes us mad. In our childlike 

minds we still long for fairness and equity. We want stories to end well so that people can live happily ever after. But life 

isn’t neat and tidy. Only in fairy tales does right always triumph. In life, the helpless get pushed around, the wicked 

stepsisters often get the slipper. Some of those we thought were generous, unselfish givers were actually greedy, self-

serving takers. And it starts early. You feel it when your children are mistreated in their own neighborhood or when 

some bully pushes them around at school or on the bus and you're not there to help make things right. You don't like it 

when injustice occurs in the classroom or in your office. You don't like to know that the police department might harbor 

corruption. You realize it may be going on, but you despise the thought, because if there's any place where there ought to 

be justice, it's there. We especially don't like to see a courtroom marked by a lack of integrity. 

  So we see all of this and understand Solomon’s conclusion, “I said in my heart with regard to the children of man that 

God is testing them that they may see that they themselves are but beasts. For what happens to the children of man and 

what happens to the beasts is the same; as one dies, so dies the other. They all have the same breath, and man has no 

advantage over the beasts, for all is vanity” (3:18-19). In his cynical rage, Solomon cries out that there’s no advantage in 

even being a human being. "We're all just like a bunch of beasts, a herd of animals and since that’s true, our destinations 

are the same!" His point is this: Injustice may be hard to bear, but at least it reveals the ragged-edge reality—we are 

animalistic to the core!  

  And tragically, if you live in an unjust world without God, you become beastlike in nature, beastlike in action, beastlike 

in reaction, beastlike in destiny. Simply the realization and admission of this terrible fact will convince us that we need 

help outside ourselves…from above the sun, from God. Why? Because apart from that, our depravity knows no bounds.  

  If you question that, take the time to look over the homicide files at the local police station. Or, recall the attitude of 

your own heart when you’ve been dealt an unjust blow and you're operating from the flesh. If that's not enough, call to 

mind the bestial imagination that is yours when your smoldering lust bursts into a bonfire. When faced with injustice, 

there are typically two responses… 

  a. We try to find justice in an unjust world. Whatever your political persuasion, much of the passion behind politics is 

an attempt to get the right people elected so that we can finally have justice. Whether that’s being tough on crime or 

illegal immigration or fiscal fairness, we foolishly believe that we can, via the ballot box, solve injustice…and we can’t. 

Please hear me, I believe that we should vote and be involved in the political process BUT we must realize the 

limitations of the political process and human court systems.  

  Or, if there is no justice then I’ll be my own justice. I can’t trust the government. I can’t trust cops, so I’ll be my own 

justice. That’s much of the impetus behind the nearly obsession to own guns without government intrusion. It’s the 

rational, that if someone breaks into my home or robs me, I’ll defend myself and if necessary, blow them away. If there’s 

no justice, then I’ll be both judge and jury.   

  I’ve been a Police Chaplain nearly a decade. Many times I’ve seen those who’ve been trained to deal with life and 

death, have difficulty working through the loss of human life. Statistics show that most crimes are committed by those 

between 16 and 20 years of age. That means that if you kill someone to defend yourself, it’s probably going to be a 

teenager. As a Christian, you’re not just killing them; you’re probably sending them to Hell.  

  So am I saying that people shouldn’t own guns or defend themselves? Absolutely not! Let’s just not be foolish enough 

to believe that defending ourselves or taking a human life is a frivolous decision or will give us some sense of justice in 

the end. It won’t. 



  b. We become disillusioned and bitter if there is no justice. Have you ever noticed? If a person lives with injustice long 

enough, especially if he or she lacks divine perspective, that person becomes disillusioned…ultimately, cynical. And that 

cynicism results in a twisted kind of injustice itself. Some of the angriest individuals you’ll ever meet are those who feel 

that they have suffered injustice.  

 

Conclusion: As I was preparing this message, I learned that the poem I opened with, Invictus, was chosen as his last 

statement to the world before his execution by Timothy McVeigh. You’ll recall that McVeigh detonated a truck bomb in 

front of the Alfred P. Murrah Federal Building in Oklahoma City on April 19, 1995. Commonly referred to as the 

Oklahoma City Bombing, that brutal attack killed 168 people, injuring over 800. It was the deadliest act of terrorism 

within the United States prior to 9/11 and still remains the deadliest act of domestic terrorism in United States history.  

  To the very end Timothy McVeigh exhibited no public remorse but he wanted the world to know that “I am the master 

of my fate: I am the captain of my soul.” The word Invictus means unconquerable in Latin, and he handed a handwritten 

copy of William Ernest Henley's poem to the prison warden, Harley Lappin, just before his death. But at 7:14 a.m. on 

June 11, 2001, the United States government proved that Timothy McVeigh wasn’t in control and he wasn’t the master 

of his fate as they sent him to meet His Maker, the righteous Judge of all the earth, executing by him lethal injection. 

  The author of Ecclesiastes, King Solomon, wisely knew that he was not in control, that he was not the master of his 

fate. Neither was Timothy McVeigh, neither am I and neither are you?  

  What’s the point? We think we’re in control, we’re untouchable, that we’ll live forever. And God continually reminds 

us that He’s sovereign, that He is the only One is in control. And in a world out of control, though we do not have 

control – God does.  

  Dr. Donald Grey Barnhouse used to say, “All of the world’s problems are theological!” And they are! There are really 

only two choices, two worldviews: 1) Our world is out of control and unjust. 2) God is in control and is just. There will 

be a day, there will come a time when justice will be done, and will be seen to have been done.  

  There are two powerful “all” verses in the Bible, one is in Genesis and one is in Romans. Each of us lives under the one 

or the other. In Genesis 42:36 Jacob an old man, cynical and bitter raged that he’d gotten the short straw so he said, “All 

these things are against me.” The other “all” is Romans 8:28 “And we know that for those who love God all things work 

together for good, for those who are called according to his purpose.” That’s what Solomon is referring to in 

Ecclesiastes 3:11, “[God] has made everything beautiful in its time. Also, he has put eternity into man's heart.”  

  How someone responds to the truth of God’s control will evidence whether they have a heart renewed by God or a heart 

committed to being their own god, to being in control, to worshiping the idol of themselves. The true believer rejoices 

that God controls the events of our lives, the timing of each event and ultimate justice. He sings with hope and 

confidence, “Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say, It is well, it is well, with my soul.”  

  You and I have a comforting opportunity to look at life through the powerful lenses of God’s truth and promises. No, 

we are not in control but we know the One who is. His name is Abba Father, and we choose to trust Him.  

  No, this world is not a nice place and certainly not a just place but we know that there will be a final accounting when 

the Judge of all the earth will fix it all. He’s going to make it all right. Our question and choice is – will we trust Him? 

As Francis Fenelon, the 17th century churchman reminds us, “And you will be better off physically and spiritually when 

you quietly place everything in God’s hands.”  

  Pastor Bruce Larson used to tell how he helped people who were struggling with problems and issues. For many years 

he ministered in New York City and he counseled at his office countless numbers of people who were wrestling with 

major issues. Often Pastor Larson would suggest that they walk with him from his office down to the RCA Building on 

Fifth Avenue. In the entrance of that building is a gigantic statue of Atlas, a beautifully proportioned man who, with all 

his muscles straining, is attempting to hold the world upon his shoulders. There he is, the most powerfully built man in 

the world, and he can barely stand up under this burden. And Larson would say, “Now that’s one way to live,” as he’d 

point out to his companion, “trying to carry the world on your shoulders. But now come across the street with me.” On 

the other side of Fifth Avenue is Saint Patrick’s Cathedral, and there behind the high altar is a little shrine of the boy 

Jesus, perhaps eight or nine years old and with no effort Jesus is holding the world in one hand.  

  Then, Bruce Larson would point out that each of us has a choice. We can attempt to carry the world on our shoulders, 

or we can say, “I give up, Lord; here’s my life. I give you my world, the whole world. I’m choosing to trust you.”  

  That’s why Jesus came. That’s why He died on the Cross. He knew that we weren’t in control, that we couldn’t carry 

our worlds. We don’t just need His help, we need to surrender them to Him.  

  So what will you do? Will you do that? Will you trust Him? Will we let Him have control of our lives and trust His 

justice? Will you put your world in His hands?  

   


