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One day several months ago, Graham bumped his head on our hard kitchen countertop.  

It was a classic, running-full-blast, little boy head bump.  The blow raised a knot on 

Graham’s forehead almost instantly.  Graham cried a child’s cry for what seemed like a 

long time, interrupted only by an occasional gasp for a breath – crying with his whole 

body.  Darrah was there almost immediately to comfort him.  She repeatedly stated, “It’s 

O.K.  I’m here.”  But Graham continued to cry inconsolably.  Finally, Graham was able 

to get words out.  “I want God!” he sobbed.  “Where God?”  Darrah stated, “He’s here 

with us, Graham.  He’s here.”  Graham snapped back, “No He’s not!  I can’t see Him!”  

Darrah replied with a hand on Graham’s chest, “You can’t see Him, but He’s inside here.  

I promise.” 

 

Graham had verbalized what many of us have cried or thought during our deepest 

personal pain.  Where is God when I hurt and when I need His comfort most?  Darrah 

and I were faced with answering Graham’s piercing question in his time of need.  The 

two of us held Graham between us as he cried, mindful of the pureness of Graham’s 

question, the presence of his pain, and our sense of inadequacy to provide him with an 

answer in words. 

 

By the time Graham went to sleep that night, he had resolved his own dilemma.  As 

Darrah nursed Graham to sleep in the singular comfort of a mother and child’s embrace, 

he put his finger on Darrah and said, “God in here, Ma.”  Graham, in an eloquent and 

quintessential way, demonstrated how God’s comfort can be experienced through another 

person – in this case, through the nurturing mother. 

 

As I have reflected on this wonderful experience of being a parent, I have pondered what 

there is here for me to learn about pain, comfort and the presence of God.   How in my 

own life can I more fully practice the presence of God?  I am reminded of the Scripture in 

which we are old that we can approach God as a parent, a loving Father, as Abba – 

“Daddy.”  And my son has provided me with my most poignant image yet of what this 

may really mean, and the comfort that may really be possible with God. 

 

 
This is the third in a series of reflections upon fatherhood since my son Graham was born on April 14, 1992.  On each 

of his birthdays, I have paused to reflect on something that has touched me.  This April, Graham is 3 years old. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


