
 
“I WAS A VIOLENT PERSON” 
 

 

TIM AND MARISE RAIKA live in the town of Otaki where 

Tim works in a local factory as a machinist producing a 

range of PVC safety mats for playgrounds and schools 

for both here and also for export overseas. Marise is 

involved as a part time teacher aid at the local primary 

school. They have three children, and Tim has two 

grown children in Auckland and two grand children.  

 
 

 

I grew up in the Otaki area and came from a family of nine children– 

two older brothers, four older sisters and two younger sisters. My mother 

was a devoted Roman Catholic and I grew up believing in God and the 

things that came out of my Catholic background and teaching. My father 

was a heavy drinker which made for a childhood that was difficult and even 

frightening at times. This eventually caused me to reject any religious 

teaching because it just did not seem to be relevant. He never acted violent 

towards my Mum although he used to verbally abuse her. He was, however, 

pretty rough on us younger members of the family, especially as alcohol 

took a greater hold on him, and on two occasions he knocked me out in one 

of his drunken states.  

 In my early teens I too began to get into the alcohol scene. It was 

about this age that I began to get sick of my father’s violence and came to 



the realisation I could fight back. On one occasion I said to him, “One day 

when Mum’s gone I’ll kill you! I’ll come home boozed and then I’ll kill 

you!”  And I began looking for an opportunity to do so. But this attitude 

only helped to open a life of violence for me and I got myself a name in 

town for being a very violent person. Often I would be overtaken by fits of 

uncontrolled rage, and in one of these fits I can remember throwing a table 

across the room.  

I had a select group of mates I grew up with and we drank together, 

fought together and partied together. We were also involved in all the 

attractions of the nightlife scene. Alcohol became a real problem in my life. 

At the age of 16 I met a girl and we ended up having a child together. I was 

about 18 when my son was born. At the age of 19 we decided to get married 

and by the age of 21 we had two children. I wanted my marriage to work but 

because of the alcohol I couldn’t get it together and had no idea how to 

relate to my family. Soon my wife left me and took the children. Eventually 

we were divorced. 

 I became more heavily involved with alcohol, drugs and women. I had 

no respect for them and just used them for my own purposes. My behaviour 

at the time, as I realised later, was really a reaction to the hurt I experience at 

my wife leaving me. I had lost trust in people and decided I was not going to 

be hurt again and so I put up a hard, cold exterior. The booze continued to 

take a hold on me and although I realised what was happening to me I could 

do nothing about it. I was in real bondage to it. 

 The most devastating thing to happen to me at that time was the death 

of my mother. She had been ill with a bad heart for some time. I was there in 

the room with my father when she passed away. She was the one person I 

deeply respected and now she was gone. This sent my life into an even 

worse spiral.  

I had a mate who lived close by and he was into the same arrogant, 

rebellious lifestyle I was. He went to Australia for a while, and when he 

returned home he came looking for me and found me in the pub. He used to 

call my mother “Mum’’, and he asked me where she was. I replied in a cold, 

unloving way, “She’s dead, bro”. Although her death really affected me 

badly, I was determined to tough it out. 

 He couldn’t believe it. He was shocked and devastated, and to my 

surprise broke down in front of me. He came back to my house and stayed 

that night and went the next morning. I couldn’t help noticing there was 

something different about him. But I went back to the pub and he looked me 

up again and stayed with me. He told me that he knew what I needed. I was 

curious as to what he meant, but I also wanted to fob him off. However, he 

just hung around.  



Finally he told me that I needed Jesus. I thought to myself, “What’s 

this?!!” Although I was scornful and tried to wipe it all aside as garbage, I 

was interested in what he had to say. He also came to my house once again 

and shared with me further. He told me how he had gone to a Christian 

church in Australia where he was challenged with the Gospel of Christ and 

how his life had been changed because he had received Jesus Christ as his 

personal Saviour. Although my outward response was pretty negative, for 

once in my life something was stirring deeply in my heart although I did not 

understand it. Looking back now I believe it was the hope that what he was 

saying was true and that here was a way for me to get out of my life of 

bondage of drunkenness and violence. Deep down I really hated what I had 

become and wanted to change. 

 After he had left, even though I was still half drunk I got on my knees, 

and cried out to the Lord. I had an awareness of God’s presence I had never 

had before. I prayed, “God, I know that I’m on my way to Hell. But if what 

my friend said is true, then I believe in Your Son, Jesus, as my Saviour.” 

From that day onward my life was changed and I became a different person. 

I told my workmates I had become a Christian. They gave me a month after 

which they reckoned I’d be back in the pub with them. But it never 

happened. God broke the bondage of alcohol in my life. 

 Not long afterwards my father was visiting family in Taranaki. He 

said to them, “I don’t know what it is with Tim, but he’s different. He’s gone 

all churchy. He’s into that Christian stuff!” When they heard this they 

couldn’t believe it, knowing what I had been. They had to come all the way 

to Otaki to see for themselves. 

 One of the hardest things for me to do was to forgive my father for the 

way he had treated my mother and for the time he gave us when we were 

children. But one night God gave me a dream in which I saw my father 

walking down a lonely road, looking from side to side. I realise he was lost – 

just as I had been in life. As a result God took away the hatred I had for him 

and replaced it with genuine affection. Because of the change in my life, not 

long before he died he too came to know the Lord. He died as a believer 

with his daughter reading the Scriptures to him. 

When I came to the Lord I asked Him to lead me into His truth and to 

keep me true to Him. I was not after a “quick fix”; I just wanted to know the 

Lord and to live to please Him. Although it has not always been easy and I 

have made mistakes I have proved the Lord’s faithfulness. There may be 

times in our walk with the God that we think we have screwed up to the 

point where God can no longer use us. But this is not true. We can always 

repent and turn back to Him. God continues to love us and to forgive and 

restore, and to pick us up when we need Him. 



In Isaiah chapter 40, verses 30 and 31, it says, “Even youths grow 

tired and weary, and young men stumble and fall. But those who hope in the 

Lord will renew their strength. They will soar on wings like eagles; they will 

run and not grow weary, they will walk and not be faint”. 

 I would like you to know that God comes into our darkness, our 

loneliness and our hopelessness and sets us free if we allow Him – just as He 

did with me. Another verse that means a lot to me and that I have proved so 

true, “For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to 

prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future”.  

 Part of the plans God has had for me is my marriage to Marise and the 

family He has given me. He has given me another chance to be a good 

husband and father. It also includes our fellowship with the Queen Street 

Gospel Chapel and our service for the Lord there. We have also been able to 

touch the lives of other people and to see friends and family come to the 

Lord as well. 

  


