
 

ELLEN – “glad I worked hard and grew up so strong . . .” 

Kia Ora! My name is Ellen and this is my testimony. I grew up on a farm in Taranaki and 

was the eldest in our family. I had three brothers and a sister. I need to tell you a little about 

my father as he had a big impact on my life. My father lost his parents one night in the black 

plague of 1918, which was a major flu epidemic where the bodies of victims turned black. He 

was 5 years old and had four brothers and two sisters. Dad was adopted into a family that 

worked him so hard he slept through school so he could not read or write. He grew up very 

tough and hard and became a New Zealand champion boxer. They called him “The Candy 

Kid”. 

When I was born my Dad hung up his gloves and never had another fight, although he did 

teach us enough to defend ourselves. We were brought up to work hard and while we knew 

our father loved us he was a hard task master. It was a tough life. Our mother was very kind, 

very beautiful and worked very hard. 

When tractors took over from the big Clydesdale horses my Dad bought the horses for a 

pound ($2) each and made blood and bone manure from them. My brother, Bill, and I had to 

ride them home and skin them. It was a sad time for us as we loved horses. 

I was a very shy teenager and didn’t talk much having low self-esteem. I didn’t think I was 

good enough – not even good enough to go to church. My worst problem was fighting at 

school. If someone looked at me the wrong way – boys included – I would give them a 

hiding. Dad took us to athletics in Inglewood. Bill and I enjoyed this, breaking many North 

Island records. We both got places in NZ championships and could have gone to the Rome 

Olympics. 

My brother has since gone home to be with the Lord. His fishing boat was caught in a storm 

and six people were drowned including my brother and his two sons. We spent many day 

hoping they would wash up on shore, looking along the coast for two weeks. We never found 



my brother – only one 16-year-old son. We think the other son who was 7 years old, went 

down with the boat. All this happened on New Year’s Day and my brother’s wife was in the 

maternity home with a new baby girl. 

A man by the name of Mr Warner who was a Christian came to the farm to buy stock from 

Dad. He was good to Dad and Dad liked him. One time when I was 16 years old he asked 

Dad if I could go to a Christian camp in Taranaki at the race course. I was amazed when Dad 

said “Yes”! I thought I was very lucky.  

It was so neat at Camp – we had lots of fun. I found out that just believing there is a God 

wouldn’t get me to Heaven because even Satan believes in God. I also knew that I was a 

sinner and that God hates sin. Even reading the Bible, going to church, praying, was not 

enough to get me to Heaven. I was pretty upset and I thought “I’m doomed. I’m going to 

Hell”. Then the preacher said, “Tonight I’m going to tell you how you can get to Heaven”. I 

wasn’t going to miss this. 

I soon found out I had to make a decision. It was one I never regretted. In making this 

decision I got down on my knees, confessed my sins to God who is holy and then accepted 

Jesus Christ into my heart and life. Now I know where I will be going when I leave earth. I 

will be in the presence of the King. I was very happy. I went home and told my brothers. My 

sister was three years old at the time. 

I carried on the best I could although I didn’t have a Bible apart from the big family Bibles 

and I would read these when I could. When I was 18 I met this 6ft blonde guy who could run 

very fast and I could. We started going to the Gospel Hall in Inglewood. It was at this I knew 

I wanted to obey the Lord in Baptism. I also knew I had to obey my parents. 

I didn’t know very much at this time and little did I know what plan God had for me. It would 

rock me to the core. I plucked up courage to ask my Dad if I could get baptised. He hit the 

roof. I think he thought I was joining the Klu Klux Clan. It was a definite “No”! I didn’t 

know what to do and I was angry with God for allowing me to be in this mess. He wanted me 

to get baptised and I had to obey my parents. What was I to do? Well I kept praying every 

chance I got. God made me wait till the last moment. I know now He was softening my Dad’s 

heart. That would have taken some time for he was a hard man. 

Tem minutes before we were to go to the service I plucked up courage once again to ask Dad 

once again and this time he said, “Please your …….. self what you do!” When I got home my 

hair was still wet from being baptised and Mum and Dad were still up. Dad asked, “Why is 

your hair wet?” I knew he wouldn’t understand and thought I was in big trouble. I prayed 

silently, “Lord, please help me!” And then I had a good idea. I would start reading from 

Genesis and tell him everything I knew. I got to Revelation at 2 o’clock in the morning and 

just couldn’t believe what happened next. 

Mum and Dad both got down on their knees and gave their hearts to God. This was a miracle. 

There is no doubt we have a great God! The next day Dad went in to town and got six Bibles 



– one for each of a family. I could thank God enough. It was so great seeing God at work in 

our lives. 

Mum and Dad and I started a Sunday school. It became the biggest in Taranaki with over 100 

kids. It was in a rural area called Tarurutangi. The hall is still called Tarurutangi Hall but the 

district is now known as Hillsborough. 

My Mum is 93 now and going strong. She has a wonderful prayer life. My Dad has gone 

home to be with his Lord. I really regret I didn’t get to tell Dad I was glad I worked hard and 

grew up so strong. It has helped me to keep doing God’s work. My Dad’s brother once asked 

me, “How come your Dad can’t read the paper, but he can read the Bible?” I replied that God 

helps him. 

By now Bruce’s brother had been killed in a cycle race in Wellington. They had rode together 

in New Zealand and Australia and were top riders. This was a blow to Bruce (my then future 

husband) and he never rode professionally again. But not long after this Bruce also gave his 

heart to the Lord. He was 23 years old and not once did he ever look back. It was at this time 

Bruce and I were married. Then along came our first child Karen; then Paul, Steve and 

Janice. Now there are 12 grandchildren and nine great grandchildren with more on the way. 

KAWERAU YOUTH GROUP 
For the last 16 years I have been working with teenagers in Kawerau. At present I have a 

youth group of 48 and I love this work God has for me. I have seen many come to know the 

Lord over the years who have carried on doing things God’s way in life. 

Most young people stay on five to seven years. Because there are a lot more coming now I 

have divided them into two groups with the over 15s on Friday nights and the rest on Sunday 

nights. I am also training two young people as leaders to take the youth group some time if 

they stay on in Kawerau and can get jobs here. 

My husband has Alzheimer’s disease now but still supports me. Please pray I will have 

strength to be able to continue this work here. There is nothing greater or more rewarding 

than what God has for me. In 2 Timothy chapter 2, verse 2 the Apostle Paul says that we 

should teach people who can be trusted the things we have learned, so that they in turn can 

teach others. -- Ellen 

 


