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Becoming a follower of Christ seemed simple enough, but I certainly didn't realise that I 
was embarking on such a massive life-changing journey. 

 
My name is Len, born the 3rd son in a family of 4 boys and a girl (8years between 3 older siblings 
and us 2 younger sons) to an English father and a Maori mother. I lived all of my life in the Hutt 
Valley which was close to my mother's maraes at Porirua [Ngati Toa], Petone and Waiwhetu [Te 
Atiawa]. 

 
Our home provided most of the necessities of life, except a father's love. My dad was a powerfully 
built man who unfortunately had a penchant for drinking and fighting and this behaviour was part 
of our home life, where I witnessed more often than enough, my mother and brothers being 
physically abused. In fact, my grandmother on Dad's side would help my mother hide us younger 
ones in a bedroom so that they could assess Dad's behaviour, before letting us into the room 
after his returning home from his drinking episodes. As a small kid, without knowing anything 
about God, I cried into the darkness one awful night asking this God, to kill my father and make 
our life happy. I grew up hating what I saw as a youngster and couldn’t wait to get away from 
home. As a young man growing up, I was also very unhappy and unsure about who I was. I was 
called 'nigger' by some Europeans and a 'white Maori' by Maoris from outside of our pas and all 
this did was fuel my aggressiveness to all and sundry, brown, white, brindle or whatever. 
  
I had met and fallen in love with a young girl and we were married as kids, my wife 17 and me 20 
years old. Our son was born 5 months later but had a congenital liver problem and died at 9 
months of age. This should have been the end for us, because of our ages, but I fervently believe 
that God in His mercy and grace had provided me with a Guardian Angel, my wife. She had 
attended Sunday schools etc whereas I had been told quite clearly in my growing up years that 
church was for weak fools. Although I had my Guardian Angel and I had hated my upbringing, I 
still took on that "dreaded mantel" from my dad and became a very aggressive young man with a 
huge chip on my shoulder. Eventually after many years of trials and errors, my wife and I settled 
into a married lifestyle that saw us bringing up a further son and two daughters. I personally lived 
for rugby, rugby league (an official outlet for my aggressiveness) and I loved hunting and became 
quite self-centred for many years. I had started life as a budding professional but after marriage, 



left my chosen career and worked many years at a variety of manual jobs, eventually being 
rescued by a corporate professional who guided me into a new career, in finance, spending many 
years in clerical work finishing with a 13 year stint as an insurance agent. 
  
My life was a shambles, I was immature. I loved my wife and kids but I didn't like other people or 
authority. To me, life sucked! There had to be something better. During this time we experienced 
a very short time in the Mormon church which was my first introduction into the things of God. 
After we "saw the light" and left the Mormon church, my wife and kids missed the spiritual contact 
and began to search in earnest, eventually leading us to link up with a fellowship, where we have 
been for the last 23 years.  

 
Becoming a follower of Christ seemed simple enough, but I certainly didn't realise that I was 
embarking on such a massive life-changing journey. It was extremely difficult to drop the "hard 
man" persona (mostly problems with self and ego). It hasn’t been easy! No miraculous cures of 
bad habits, no sudden bolt of lightning to change bad habits dramatically! Just an overwhelming 
sense of coming into truth, and a real revelation of the awesomeness of a living God, who loves 
us, cares for us and wants us to live out our full potential in Him. Eventually, I realised and 
believed that true strength is found in true humility and perceived weakness, and this was such a 
revelation, to someone, who saw strength only in the physical body. To see the simple trust and 
love in the eyes of my mokos, was worth so much more value than seeing the fear in the eyes of 
my former foes. God had worked a miracle of sorts. 

 
My biggest problem during the last 23 years at church, has still been my aggressiveness. I still 
hunted and played rugby (until I was almost 50 years old). It has taken time, effort and a sincere 
belief that our Father wants the very best for each and every one of us, His children. I know 
that my aggressiveness sits just under the surface and could erupt at any time, but God has been 
extremely gracious. Aside from my Guardian Angel, He has surrounded me with men of character 
who have been there when I have needed them. Men that I could talk with, share my concerns, 
men that would pray with me. 
  
17 years ago I left the comfortable lifestyle of a moderately successful insurance agent and 
launched into prison ministry, linking up with P.A.R.S. (Prisoners Aid & rehabilitation Society). I 
have really enjoyed working with the inmates (now known as prisoners) of our jails, as I felt quite 
clearly that I could identify with the backgrounds of many of them (with my mixed ancestry, 
European/Maori, as 55% or more prisoners identify as having Maori ancestry, and of course, my 
"once were warriors" background). Interestingly enough, I have learnt a lot more about myself, my 
failings, my lack of compassion, my "just change your behaviour" attitude and such. God has 
worked on me "big-time". As a team, my staff and I work, in my 3rd career, with passion and a 
real desire to help men realise their full potential, whether or not they believe in God. I believe 
that's God's heart. He loves us all, warts and all. He wants only the best for His Creation. We 
have been able to help many men and will continue to assist as many others who want to change 
their lives in a positive way and become an integral part of the community that they live in. 
  
My wife [my Guardian Angel] and I have been married now for 42 years. We have a married son 
and 2 married daughters and are about to herald our 11th moko into God's Creation. None of our 
kids attend church but they have always allowed us to take some of our moko's to church with us. 
We are a blessed couple, who love our kids and our moko's. Such a difference to my previous 
life. We love God and continue to forge a closer relationship with Him. It's been very hard for me 
to allow that trust in a "Father" to surface and it may take more time for it to fully develop, but it is 
a journey that has so much meaning and depth, especially for me. I will get there with His help. 
  


