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In her left hand, the Statue of Liberty holds the Declaration of Independence; in her right hand she holds a torch. At her base are these words, written by the poet Emma Lazarus in 1883:
Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,
With conquering limbs astride from land to land;
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name
Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.
"Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!" cries she
With silent lips. "Give me your tired, your poor,
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!"
I’ve sometimes wonder if a more apt symbol of her welcome would not be the torch, but rather, a hand reaching down to take the hand of the tired and the poor, the huddled masses yearning to breathe free, the tempest-tost, wretched refuse and the homeless. Just a hand, ready to take another’s at their most vulnerable time. 
Just as a child instinctively lifts a hand, sometimes for no particular reason, knowing that someone will be there to take it. It is to know that we are not alone in the world, that no matter what is going on in our life right now, somehow it will be OK, because we don’t have to do it alone.  
Not too many of us have yoked our oxen together recently, so the words of Jesus might not strike home. But we do know what it is for someone to hold our hand. So perhaps we might reshape the words of Jesus in the gospel today to simply read this:  Come to me all you who labor and are burdened, and take my hand…

The hand of God, who comes into the city, as Zechariah prophesied, not to do battle, but to bring peace.  Not riding on a war horse, but on a colt, the traditional mount of a king that comes with gentleness and goodness. 
The hand of God reaches far into corners of the earth and into the corners of our hearts; no one is left alone; no care or concern goes unnoticed. God understands the limitations and temptations of our bodies and our souls; he does not push us away in condemnation but with his hands, God holds us in compassion and mercy. 
It is the hand of a God who is known by children who instinctively know to trust, not by those who are learned and clever who think they can do it on their own…until they can’t. Or the hands of Miss Liberty who reaches out to all, making no distinctions or judgement, not promising to take anyone’s burdens and labors away, but instead, to carry them with us.  
God is ready to take our hand, whether we are driven to do so when we have nowhere else to go, or when our own wisdom and all that we have learned is insufficient to bring clarity or comfort or direction or confidence, or when we just need to know that we are not alone. God offers his hand, and he says, “Come to me”… and somehow, we just know that everything will be OK.  

