
You can know a person by their name.  A name speaks of a person’s identity.  A name reflects a person’s relationships.  
My full name is Stuart McNicol Cameron.  My first name speaks of my Scottish heritage that goes back centuries.  My 
last name is the name of my clan, my family’s ancestry.  My middle name, McNicol, speaks of my parent’s cruelty 
towards me even at a young age. 
 
The God we discover through the Bible has many names. 
 
One name that the Bible uses for God again and again is the name ‘Father’.  For some of us, this is name that causes 
problems.  You see when we hear the name ‘Father’ we can’t help but associate it with our experience of our own 
earthly father.   
 
Some of us have experienced great, if not flawed, Fathers. 
 
Others of us have experienced a father’s absence, or a father’s disinterest or even a father’s abuse.  One of the popes 
puts it this way: 
 

It is easier for a father to have children than for children to have a real father. (Pope John XXIII) 
 
Our concept of God as Father is shaped by our experience of our own dads – whether that experience is good, bad or 
indifferent.   
 
But rather than allow these experiences to define who God our Father is, perhaps this morning as we reflect on the 
Lord’s Prayer we can allow Jesus to define the Fatherhood of God for us.  You see, in each line of Jesus’ prayer 
something of God’s character as a Father is revealed.  I want to look at a few of those lines now. 
 
Jesus starts: 
 
Our Father in Heaven, Hallowed be your Name. 
Our Father is Perfect 
 
I have a great dad.  I had the privilege of introducing him on this stage to many of you a few weeks ago.  He has been a 
Godly, wonderful and warm example to me.  He’s a great dad, but he is not perfect.   
 
Seventeen years ago I became a dad for the first time.  I read books on parenting, I attended seminars, I asked other 
dads how they do it – but seventeen years later I am still as clueless as I was then about the role.  I bumble along, 
enjoying as much failure as success.  Without doubt, being a dad is the most terrifying thing I do. 
 
Added to the complexity of being a dad is working out how to father a son as well as a daughter.  I have some insights 
into the male teenager psyche, having been one myself many years and kilograms ago.  But as for being a dad to a 
teenage daughter, even one as wonderful as mine...Help!  Actor Hugh Laurie said this: 
 

Girls are complicated. The instruction manual that comes with girls is 800 pages, with chapters 14, 19, 26 and 32 
missing.  (Hugh Laurie) 

 
The sad reality is that many of us have been damaged emotionally, spiritually – physically even – by our experience of 
our fathers.  Even if we had an idyllic childhood as I did, scars can remain.  Author Mitch Albom states: 
 

All parents damage their children… Youth, like pristine glass, absorbs the prints of its handlers. Some parents 
smudge, others crack, a few shatter childhoods completely into jagged little pieces. (Mitch Albom) 

 
Jesus’ prayer begins with the words ‘Our Father in heaven, hallowed is your name’.   
 



In large and small ways our earthly fathers will let us down, they will fail us, they will disappoint us.  This is the nature of 
imperfection. 
 
But our heavenly Father’s name is hallowed – it is a name above every other name.  It is a name that personifies 
perfection. 
 
Jesus is saying that our Heavenly Father will never let us down, will never fail is.  Our Heavenly Father is perfect. 
 
Jesus encourages us to continue to pray: 
 
Give us this day our daily bread 
Our Father is a Provider 
 
When I was a kid my parents used to bore me with stories about how much tougher they had it as children.  How far 
they had to walk to school, how little money they had and so on.   
 
They would say things like when I was young we were so poor the only thing we had on the kitchen table were elbows.  
Or that they were so poor that the patches on their clothes had patches. 
 
What is it with parents that we have to convince our children that they have it good compared to the hardships we 
endured? 
 
Raising children is expensive.  Earlier this year an academic in Sydney calculated the cost of raising a child to the age of 
20 in Australia as anywhere between $250,000 and $600,000. Ouch!  No wonder someone once said: 
 

A father is someone who carries pictures in his wallet where his money used to be. 
 
The fact is that most parents will sacrifice for their kids.  Parents want to provide the best education, the best 
opportunities - the best start to life as possible, sometimes going even going overboard in providing too much.   
 
Even more than children are dependent on their parents for material provision, we are all, without exception, 
dependant on God our Father for all that sustains life.  The air we breathe, the water we drink, the food we eat and the 
environment we enjoy are all gifts of our Creator Father.  The relationships we enjoy and the meaning and purpose we 
can discover in life are gifts of a Father who knows us intimately and loves us passionately.  Max Lucado puts it this way: 
 
 If God had a refrigerator your picture would be on it.  If God had a wallet your photo would be in it. 
 (Max Lucado)  
 
Jesus tells us we should pray: 
 
Forgive us our Sins 
Our Father is Patient (and Pardons) 
 
Perhaps the most important skill a parent can master is the ability to count.   
 
At least to ten.  Usually though gritted teeth and most often under our breath. 
 
A favourite story of mine is told about a young dad in a supermarket pushing a shopping trolley with his little son, who 
was strapped in the front. The little boy was fussing, irritable, and crying. The other shoppers gave the pair a wide berth 
because the child would pull cans off the shelf and throw them out of the cart. The father seemed to be very calm; as he 
continued down each aisle, he murmured gently: "Easy now, Joel. Keep calm, Joel. Steady, boy. It's all right, Joel." 
 



A mother passing by was greatly impressed by this young father's amazing attitude. She said, "You certainly know how 
to talk to an upset child—quietly and gently." 
 
And then bending down to the little boy, she said, "What seems to be the trouble, Joel?" 
 
"Oh no," said the father. "His name is Peter.  I'm Joel." 
 
The fact is that patience is often the virtue we most lack as parents, as fathers.  Educator Reed Markham states that: 
 

Average fathers have patience. Good fathers have more patience. Great fathers have an ocean of patience.  
(Reed Markham) 

 
Too often as a dad I have a puddle of patience, rather than an ocean. 
 
By contrast I know that God our Father has an ocean of patience.  You see more than our kids can ever and will ever 
rebel against us we have rebelled infinitely more against what God our Father wants for our lives. 
 
But rather than disown us, God our Father pursues us. 
 
Rather than dismiss us, God our Father runs after us. 
 
Rather than condemn us, God our Father forgives us. 
 
God’s posture towards us is not of an angry deity waiting to incinerate us with a lightning bolt.  Rather God is a Father 
longing to welcome us back home with a loving embrace. 
 
 Lets’ move on. 
 
Save us in the time of trial and deliver us from the evil one 
Our Father Protects 
 
Like most dads, I’d do anything to protect my kids.  When they hurt, I hurt.  So deeply ingrained is this protective 
mechanism in me I have to fight the urge to be over protective.  If it was up to me I’d wrap them up in cotton wool.  
They would never drive a car, stay out late or, heaven forbid, date a boy. 
 
I heard of a dad who was worried his daughter was rushing into marriage since she had known her fiancé only seven 
months.  On the big day, as the bride waited with her dad at the back of the church for the ceremony to begin, she 
leaned over and whispered to him, "Daddy, I can't move." 
 
"That's okay, darling," he said, revealing his obvious doubts. "We don't have to do this. We can turn around and walk 
right out that door." 
 
She had no choice but to bring him back to reality. "No, Daddy," she replied, squeezing his arm, "you're standing on my 
dress." 
 
Part of me would  love to freeze this moment in time and have my kids stay kids forever, even if just to protect them 
from the big, often bad, world.  I don’t think I’m alone. 
 
When asked how he will handle his 12-year-old daughter's future boyfriends one father responded, "I figure if I kill the 
first one, word will get out." 
 
That protective mechanism in me is merely a shadow, a glimpse of the Father heart of God for his children – for you and 
me. 



 
Forty-two-year-old David Saunders waited on the driveway of his home for his 4-year-old daughter, Danielle, to get off 
her school bus. A truck was stopped behind the bus. Saunders crossed the street to meet Danielle at the bus and then 
the two crossed the street together and stood in the Saunders' driveway. 
 
Suddenly he noticed that a car behind the bus was traveling too fast to stop safely before entering the crossing zone. 
The car swerved to avoid the car and went into the Saunders' driveway. Heading directly for them both, Saunders 
grabbed Danielle by the arm and flung her away from himself into their front yard. 
 
He was then struck by the car and was pronounced dead at the scene. Danielle was treated for minor injuries at a 
nearby hospital and soon released.  A policeman at the scene said that, "It was a heroic act by a father to save his child. 
He did everything he could, and in the process, he lost his own life.” 
 
The grand story of the Bible, from beginning to end, is that God our Father has embarked on a monumental search and 
rescue mission for his wayward children.  God longs to protect us from the consequences of our mistakes and the 
mistakes of others – from the consequences of sin.  Our Father has done everything he can to save our lives, to shield us 
from evil and to guarantee us freedom and life forever.  Jesus puts it this way: 
 

For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in him shall not perish but 
have eternal life. (John 3:16) 

 
God has done everything possible to save us. 
 
Through the sacrificial life and death of Jesus, and because of the victory of his resurrection, we can live in the shelter of 
God our Father’s house forever. 
 
Our Father is perfect, a provider, patient, protects and finally, God our Father is present. 

 
Our Father is Present 
 
Many of us have experienced the absence of a father.  Our parents may have been separated or divorced, or even if dad 
was around he was present in body but absent in spirit.  The promise of a Father who loves us fully and freely for who 
we are seems too good to be true.  
 
But the fact is even more astounding.  You see, God our Father chooses to love us.  God does not love us out of 
obligation but as an expression of his very character. 
 
God chooses us. 
 
In a sense, I did not choose my parents, nor did they choose me – I just turned up, unannounced, kicking and screaming. 
 
But God my Father chose me.  When I was in my mother’s womb God knew me in a way my parents would only 
discover.  And he chose to love me.  God loved me through the endless months of nappies, the terrible twos, my primary 
school years; my pimple ravaged teenage life into young adulthood.  God loved me as I married and had kids of my own.  
God loves me now with my middle aged gut and my greying hair.  And God will continue to love me.  God always has, 
always will – will forever love me.   
 
The love of God my Father is always present, inviting me into relationship with him. 
 
My parents gave birth to me; God my Father chose to adopt me into his family. 
 
A few months ago I read a magazine article written by a Father who with his wife adopted two, one year old orphans 
from the former Soviet Union.   He writes of the horror of the conditions of the orphanage, the squalor and the stench.  



More disturbing than that was the silence.  An orphanage filled with babies was quieter than a funeral home.  Not a cry, 
not a laugh, not a squeal - not a sound except cribs bumping against walls as babies rocked themselves backwards and 
forwards. 
 
The babies had stopped crying soon after they arrived in the orphanage as they learned no one ever responded to their 
calls for food, for comfort - for love. 
 
Introduced to the two boys they would adopt, the couple would come into the orphanage every day to read to them, to 
cuddle them – to get to know them just a little bit.  But even from these two boys there was never a noise.  Let me read 
what happens next: 

 
On the last day of the trip, Maria and I arrived at the moment we had dreaded since the minute we received our adoption 
referral.  We had to tell the boys goodbye, as by law we had to return to the United States and wait for the legal 
paperwork to be completed before returning to pick them up for good.  After hugging and kissing them, we walked out 
into the quiet hallway as Maria shook with tears. 
 
And that’s when we heard the scream. 
 
Little Maxim fell back in his crib and let out a guttural yell.  It seemed he knew, maybe for the first time, that he would be 
heard.  On some primal level, he knew he had a father and a mother now.  I will never forget how the hairs on my arms 
stood up as I heard the yell. 
(Russell Moore, Abba Changes Everything, Christianity Today, July 2010) 
 
All of us, no matter our circumstances or history, have a Father.  We have a Father who longs to hear our cry and who 
chooses – chooses! – to pick us up and love us for eternity.  Some of us dare not believe that we cry out in pain or 
desperation or loneliness or despair that anyone hears us at all.  But God the Father always hears the cry of his children. 
 
We have a Father who longs to adopt us as his sons and daughter into his family.  This Father does not force himself on 
us.  He has chosen to love us and waits ad longs for us to love him in return. 


