
daddy’s little girl
learning to see God as my father



I am a dreamer with a very vivid imagination. I love to process through 

things by playing them out in my mind as if I were in a movie. 

As I wrote in the blog, I clung onto the label of “daddy issues” as if it were 

my life line. It went everywhere with me, informed every decision I made, 

and obstructed my view for many years. 

I struggled to accept God as my father, thinking of him instead as “mean” 

or “angry” or “disappointed” or “abusive”. But, over the years, I’ve learned 
that’s not the case. In fact, he’s just the opposite of those things. He loves 
you. And I’m not using the general “everyone in humanity” version of the 

word “you”, but you, reading this right now, he loves you. 

I want to invite you to use your imagination with me for just a moment. 
Stick with me here. This might make you uncomfortable and that’s okay. 
You might not process the same way that I do and that’s okay. You might 
think this is dumb and that’s okay. Just try it and see what happens. See 

what you learn. And see how God can speak to you. 

We love you! 
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let’s imagine together!
We all have pain. It might be physical. It might be emotional. It 

might be relational. It might be self-inflicted. It might have been 
done to you. It could be something that you’ve shared with 

friends. It could be that thing that you’re too scared to even voice. 
I want you to identify that pain point. You might have a pile of pain 

stacked high and that’s okay, let’s just start with one thing. 

What is your pain point?

Now I want you to take that source of pain and imagine it as an 

object. It could be the shards of a broken vase. It could be a 
teddy bear that is worn and tattered with stuffing falling out of it. It 
could be a handful of pearls that were once strung together in a 

beautiful necklace. 

What does your pain look like?

Now I want you to picture yourself as a child. I don’t remember 
my childhood very well, so this is always a little difficult and weird 
to me. But, whenever I imagine myself, I picture a 3 or 4 year old 

with my bright blonde hair in unruly pigtails, wearing overalls and 

running around barefoot. You might picture yourself as a pre-teen 

or a teenager, but just imagine yourself as a child, holding that 
broken thing, carrying your pain with you wherever you go.



How old are you? What do you look like? How do you feel? What 
does carrying that broken thing do to you? 

Now I want you, still carrying that broken thing, to walk into 

another room, the room where our Father God is. The room can 

look however you want. Mine is always dimly lit with a roaring 

fire blazing and God sitting in a rocking chair reading a book. 
The room is silent except for the faint squeak from the chair 

and the sound of his breath as he rests. It’s peaceful and all is 
calm. Though little 3 year old me has been running around, the 

peace hits me and I slow down in that room. I am quiet and more 

intentional with my steps as I approach Daddy God. 

In your imagination, what does the room look like? What does it 

feel like? How do you change when you enter the room?

Now, here’s the fun part: I want you to get close to Daddy God 
and give him that broken thing. 

For me, God is huge. He’s so big that the top of my head is the 
same height as his knee. I look up at him with my eyes as big 

as saucers, a little intimidated by his size, but his eyes are kind 
and warm and welcoming. I allow him to pick me up and I situate 

myself on his lap and give him my broken item, today it’s shards 
of a broken pot. I feel shame that the pot was broken while it was 

in my care, but I know that he can fix it. I don’t have to be scared 
or worried or fearful in his arms; I can give the brokenness to him. 

I am safe.



Sometimes I want to hold onto it, hiding it away or fighting over 
it with him, but I know the release that comes when I trust my 

Father with the broken things in my life. Sometimes I need to 

cry and cry over the brokenness. Other times I yell and my face 

grows red with anger. Other times I just hang my head in shame, 
unable to make eye contact because I am so unworthy. But, that 

broken thing isn’t allowed to come back with me when I leave my 
Father’s lap. I choose to leave that broken pot with him there. 

Give your broken thing to God. Process however you need to. 

Cry, yell, journal, sing, be still, be silent, whatever you need to 
do, do it. Feel the arms of the Father wrap around you. Feel 

the burden lift as he takes that broken thing away from you 

that you’ve been carrying for so long. Embrace the release that 
entrusting your Father brings. 

What does this look like in your mind? How do you feel? Process 
your feelings below. 

Spend as much time with your Father as you need; there’s 
nowhere he’d rather be. But, before you leave his presence, I 
want you to imagine his face. Picture the kindness in his eyes. 

Feel the warmth of his smile. Trust that he loves you and is proud 

of you.



How do you think Daddy God sees you?

If you have released something through this exercise, let me warn 

you, it will come back again. And you’ll be tempted to pick it up 
and carry it around, making it your identity once more, but that’s 
not the truth. When that happens, I want to encourage you, once 

again, to take it to your Daddy who loves you and leave it with 

him. You might have to do this multiple times a day and that’s 
okay.



a simple reminder...

When the lies of the enemy come into your mind and 

you begin to wonder if you can approach God as your 

father, just remember: 

God is peace. 

God is loving. 

God is empathetic. 

God is safe. 

God is present. 

God is for you. 

God is aware. 

God is welcoming. 

God is warm. 

God is proud. 

God is your Father. 


