
 
WHANAU! 

 
The dream of real family life for my children always seemed far in the distance, but did I 

even know what real family life was or what it should be?  

My own father was one who drank and abused his wife, who was not around to guide us 

in love and understanding, who didn’t seem to care for anything but his own pleasures 

and desires.  A father? What did it really mean to have one?  

What understanding did I really have of family?  

A mother who worked hard to show and give love, to care for her children by assuring 

their daily needs were met. A mother who continued to love even when it ached and felt 

there was nothing left to give. A mother willing to never give up on hope, to never give 

up on her children, to never give up on life. To always be unrewarded, unsure of 

tomorrow and unsure if happiness and life was ever going to come her way.  

What hope was this for true family life? 

 

I grew to know life and family as my mother did, and lived accordingly with a husband 

also who portrayed his own father’s teaching and also what I knew of my own. He would 

be all he knew, nothing more and nothing less.  

Me, I would be the best I could be for my children, to replace all they never got with all I 

could give, and lived it all in the box I knew well. But was this really family? It wasn’t 

really even life -- just existing! 

Children born into the burdens of their parents and their parents before them. A father 

wanting to be a dad, instead a man having to be a father. A son wanting to be loved by a 

dad, instead being told to behave as a son should and destined to grow as he did. 

A daughter wanting a loving hug from a dad, a dad who should be a roll model in what 

she should look for in a man, but instead a daughter told to just behave and do as she was 

told. 

 

This once was family for us but things were to be different, cycles were destined to be 

broken but not without hard work, not without battles, but with the power of our Lord 

Jesus Christ. 



 

Ten years ago we found the Lord and asked Him to be our Lord and Saviour to teach us 

to be what He intended. To guide us, to undo the wrong and show us a new way, but 

allowing us to keep hold of the strength that came from what was right….what was 

good…..the hope of better….the hope of love…. the hope of together… a hope that 

would last forever. 

 

The Lord began to put our lives back together and teach us to be family. Family to love 

unconditionally, with boundaries that taught us to care, that taught us to have and give 

second chances, that showed us our own selves, to accept the things we can’t change and 

have the courage to change the things we could. 

 

As our journey began it was a hard struggle to not give in to the things we knew so well, 

to pretend there was nothing wrong, that everything was normal. 

Our heart’s desire changed, to want more from each other and ourselves. To be parents, 

to want and enjoy the company of each other and to be together as a family. The day the 

Lord asked me to share my children with their father was one of the hardest thing I ever 

had to do, I had become very protective of my children from their father because of the 

life we lived. Their father was abusive to me and his anger brought fear, his discipline 

brought violence and his truth brought excuses.  

In my love I learnt to protect and do whatever that meant to me. They were my life and I 

hoped for their future in my fear. As I let God have his way He began to teach us and 

show us better ways of not just loving but living in that love. 

The biggest break-through I remember was the day my husband, Peter, was in the 

paddock and getting mad at his son and in his own frustrations of himself he grabbed his 

boy and cried out to God to help him be a father. At that moment a father became a dad. 

In his tears he found a son and together they found love. Grown men do cry and that was 

the beginning of a journey that will last forever. 

It would take time to build this relationship but God was now in the centre of our 

mistakes and the head of our corrections. As time went on the Lord slowly showed us 

new ways to handle things and in his discipline we learnt to grow and overcome. 

We would learn to love His discipline for in that discipline we learnt to give up the things 

of the world that brought about our errors, and old patterns that were unhealthy for all of 

us. As the Lord disciplined us for our mistakes we learn better ways, we found 

conversation, communication, a healthy way to live. A way we can pass on to our 

children. We became apart of each other in a way we never knew we could, to be a 

family is to be apart of each other’s lives forever. 

The Lord taught us to spend time, to play, laugh and enjoy each day. Going to weekly 

sports games and cheering our children on, being interested and them knowing they are 

winners no matter the placing in the race.  

Letting them cry when they feel sad or hurt was something we had to learn was OK. 

Tough people don’t cry after all……or do they?  

We spent time talking, sharing, laughing, and playing. Life is pretty normal but not 

without the discipline the Lord gives us for the Lord disciplines those he loves as a father 

disciplines a son. 



So do we still have battles? For sure but we try to deal with things in different ways, not 

always getting it right but trying to bring correction not disappointment. 

Our oldest son now 19, daughter 17 who once feared their father and perhaps their future 

are now walking with Jesus, with a future full of hope. Free to dream and destined to be 

all they can be. A second chance they know so well to be true. 

 

Since coming to the Lord we have been blessed, and with the birth of our youngest two 

boys now nine and six, a second chance for us, the biggest miracle of all. Two boys who 

love to run and meet dad coming up the driveway for hugs and kisses. A dad that plays 

with his boys, who talks with his oldest and respects him as he grows to a man, a 

daughter he hugs, a dad she knows will protect her love, all from God who gives hope for 

her future of all that is good and right. Nothing more and nothing less.  

A mother, who now doesn’t fear to share her children but loves with a healthy love for 

each of them. Without the Lord’s intervention in our lives things would be very different 

to what they are today. 

As I watched our nine year old be baptized a few weeks ago I was deeply moved by the 

reality and the truth of what the Lord has brought us, the real and reassuring sense of 

family and the promise of a future.  Hope at the Beginning, Love in the centre and Jesus 

the completion of all that is true, good, and right in a family.  

 

The Lord disciplines those he loves as a father disciplines a son!  

Thank you Lord for loving a broken family and making them whole!  

 


