
Daddy’s Slippers 
 

Hebrews 4:9-11 

 

 
I know You have a rest for me that makes my work to cease 
Will I hear Your voice that calls me to give in? 
Don’t let my heart be hardened; don’t wanna miss Your gift of peace. 
Is it good enough to offer You my sin? 
 
Sometimes my heart gets heavy with all the work I see to do. 
How can I believe there’s more that could be won? 
But Jesus, You said “It’s finished” and Your work here was all through 
Yet You only did what He saw Your Daddy done. 
 
Let me wear Your slippers, Daddy. 
Let me be Your feet. 
Let me rest in all the comfort that You give. 
Take these shoes I’ve worn out “tryin” 
Take my stubble, wood, and hay. 
Let me rest in all Your works You want  
to work through me today. 
 
I’ve tried to walk this road of life in shoes that just don’t “give” 
But my Daddy says my works I must lay down. 
“Enter in My rest,” He said, “that you might truly live: 
REST, my son, put on My slippers, 
in My “rest” your life is found. 
 
If Your joy would be my strength and Your daily bread my food 
and I would humbly ask to be Your friend. 
Then I could wear Your slippers, Daddy, ‘till my life is through 
to enter in Your rest right now, that I thought was for the end. 
 
Let me wear Your slippers, Daddy. 
Let me be Your feet. 
Let me rest in all the comfort that You give. 
Take the shoes I’ve worn out “tryin” 
Take my stubble, wood, and hay. 
Let me rest in all Your works You want  
to work through me today. 
 
Bridge: 
 
Daddy, are You comfortable with all You see in me? 
Could you say that I am walkin’ in the way I ought to be? 
Or do You wish that I would change my shoes, and rest as you I see? 
Please, let me wear Your slippers, Daddy. 

I know they’re made for me. 
 
Let me wear Your slippers, Daddy. 
Let me be Your feet. 
Let me rest in all the comfort that You give. 
Take these shoes I’ve worn out “tryin” 
Take my stubble, wood, and hay. 
Let me rest in all Your works You want  
to work through me today. 
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