Great Commission Northwest

 “Good parents give their children two things: one is roots,
 the other is wings.”
- Hodding Carter, civil rights journalist
GCC Parents,


I asked each of my seven children to write a paragraph or two on what we could have done better and what we might have gotten right, in releasing them out of high school.  Here are their thoughts.    

Keep pressing, Rick Whitney  

Dad and Mom,

Well, hard work was an important lesson.  We were always working around the barn outside.  I honestly think you made up work for us to do - the majority of the time.  
I would ask what we were going to do outside.  You wouldn't tell me most of the time because I think you were making it up as we walked outside.  
I started working summers for Ron Lindgren in his landscaping business when I was 15.  His work crew of about a dozen men was made up of all college age and early twenty-something’s.  Everyone was a lot older.  It was hard work, outside in the sun, and you set up that first job for me.  Thanks, dad.
Another lesson I learned from you and mom was to prepare for the future.  A big way this played out was through my finances.  You encouraged us to work hard and save the money.  I had to buy the majority of my first car.  You encouraged me to apply for every scholarship I could find.  And I did.  
Working and saving basically helped pay for my entire freshman year at CSU.  

But maybe the biggest lesson you taught was to be a servant of the local church.  
We were the first ones to church every Sunday morning before 8 a.m. and the last ones to leave usually after 1 p.m. - for as long as I can remember.  We would do a lot of the set-up and tear-down.  I remember once my 4-H Livestock Judging Team, the one where we won state, we usually practiced on Saturdays.  But our coach wanted us to practice on a Sunday.  You were not very happy about it.  It might have been about serving the church or you may have seen this as a “Chariots of Fire” kind of deal.  
I don't know.  But you made me drive an hour south to church early that morning, do set-up before church, and then drive 1.5 hours north to the feedlot where we were practicing.  It was stuff like this that showed me how much you valued serving the church and you wanted us to do likewise and have that same love for the church.  
We caught it from you, dad and mom.  Thanks.
Love, Josh
Mom and Dad,

When we wanted to go to Leadership Training in Myrtle Beach that first summer after my freshman year of college, the thing that I feel was important about your decision in letting us go, was that, even though it was hard for you guys, it was huge that you 
did let us go!  

You did not just expect us to spend our summers at home.  It had a huge impact on the student group at Colorado State University, since that student group was just getting going.  

And Josh and I leaving for South Carolina as a freshman and sophomore, meant for that fledging Bible study up at Colorado State, we all went!  God took your simple decision and your sacrifice and caused His Kingdom to grow.

It's neat looking back now, how what could just seem like one set of parent's struggles to let go and trust God with their kids, really does have a bigger, more far-reaching impact.  The momentum for our student group that went on to become the Rock, was affected by your one decision.  
"He who loves father or mother more than Me is not worthy of Me; and he who loves son or daughter more than Me is not worthy of Me.”   - Matthew 10:37

It set a pattern.  All of us kids have now been involved in many summer programs, missions trips and eventually church plants and I feel like releasing us to what God had for us that one summer, though hard, set the stage for all this Kingdom growth.


That is encouraging to me.  How well you release is just as important as how well you train us. 


Love you!  Mandy 
Dad and Mom,

I think that the biggest thing when you “released” me from the home was that, well, you actually did it! I was on my own. How I was going to use my money and pay for college was up to me. If I was going to attend classes, workout, what I was going to eat and how I spent my time was my decision. That is a bigger deal than you realize.
 As Director of Student Life, I have watched many college students move into our dorm and they are never really released by their parents.  It is a little horrifying.  Mom and dad are still involved in the jobs, money and weight gain of their freshmen sons and daughters. This really stunts kids from turning into adults and growing up. In my opinion, moms and dads should not still be helping you get by at 18 with day-to-day things. 
I see “involved” parents now who call me at the slightest concern that their students have. When their kid can’t even call me and say that they are not getting along with their roommate, instead their mom has to call me. 

So, then, the question is, “How did I figure it out, and other kids can’t seem to?” 

Well, here is why I think I made it:  
1. My older siblings had done it well. I looked to them for guidance and support on “How to do it” when I was a freshman at CSU. The pressure of not wanting to disappoint my family was big.

2. You kicked me out of the nest even when it was hard. I was excited to be at CSU and a big social butterfly. That first night in the dorms I went door to door with my roommate and met every girl on the floor and brought the other girls on the floor along until 35 freshman girls were standing in the hallway laughing and talking. I was pretty quickly the social center of the floor. 
But, after 4 weeks of non-stop outreach, fun, and freedom I called home for the first time. Dad, you answered and were a little mean to me. It is true. I hung up the phone after our 2 minute conversation and my feelings were hurt. But, I also did not get all mopey and homesick. I realized the sometimes sad, but honest truth, that I was not a kid anymore. My life was changing (big, fun, scary and exciting as it was) and THAT IS A GOOD THING! 
Our family wouldn’t be nearly as effective if we all stayed together forever. We are the body of Christ and not just a family. We are supposed to multiply, spread out and inhabit the land. And I was doing that in a small way in that dorm floor. When I did finally go home my freshman year for fall break, it was great – but it wasn’t the same. 
I wasn’t the same. And I shouldn’t have been – that is the point. 

3. I saw the seriousness of the Gospel. And that drove me to desire to be with other people and to step out on my own. I was involved in lives and they mattered to me. I might have wanted to go home at times, but God was calling me to serve where I was at. And I got involved in that. 

4. You guys supported me when it mattered, but you did not smother me. For instance, you didn’t check in on my finances all the time. When I blew my budget my freshman year, I had to figure it out. But, when a floor of guys threatened me, I was super encouraged that you were ticked off at the unbelievers and organized that security squad from the Bible study to lend a little muscle.  And that you were proud of me. 
It is a balance I guess. 
You assumed that I was going to succeed. So I did.       That’s it.   Love, Joy
Mom and Dad,

I believe releasing children is a two-way street.  All parents and all children need to "release" each other.  Parents and children alike need to work at releasing each other in a healthy way, and embracing this new aspect of their relationship. 
You did a good job of teaching me God's truth and how to obey the Lord while I lived under your roof.  I learned DAILY lessons about obeying and following God from your example.  Self-discipline, to be in the Word daily, to pray, share the gospel, stand up for truth, memorize Scripture, to be loyal and committed to God's church family, to lead other women's lives, etc. 
You may not have daily said theses things, but I saw them lived out in your personal lives. Your actions (and I'm sure your prayers that I never heard) impacted my life to the core.  When I went off to college, I had your firm instruction planted in my heart.  I had no desire to waiver and not try to obey God.  You practiced the verses from Deuteronomy, "Impress them (instruction) on your children. And teach them to your children, talking about them when you sit at home and when you walk along the road, when you lie down and when you get up."  -Deut. 6,7,19   
For me as a young 18 year old woman, Mom, our relationship became more than just a "mother and daughter" one -- it took on aspects of an adult friendship. Obviously you will always be my Mom, but you became more of a friend as I became a woman.  
I deeply appreciate how you both released me as your daughter - into college, marriage and now children.  Not only do parents need to release their children when they leave for college, but parents definitely need to do the same releasing when their children get married and then have children of their own. And children need to do the same toward their parents.  A daughter needs to turn to her husband for the leading that she used to receive from her parents.  It is healthy and Biblical.  
My husband and I have and will continue to respect our parents’ opinions on different aspects of life, and we know they respect that we are trying to serve God and may not do everything exactly how they would.  You all still love and care about our life without it feeling like you are micromanaging it. 
"And she made a vow, saying, "O Lord Almighty, if you will only look upon your servant's misery and remember me, and not forget your servant but give her a son, then I will give him to the Lord for all the days of his life..." &  "I prayed for this child, and the Lord has granted me what I asked of him. So now I give him to the Lord. For his whole life he will be given over to the Lord." And he worshiped the Lord  there." 
   
-1 Samuel 1:11, 27-28.

Parents need to be like Hannah and give their children to the Lord and trust Him with each child's life.  Parents need to pray for their children and release them to God, and know that God has a plan for each child's life.  Parents need to continue to trust God with their children, even more now that the child is not safely under their roof.  





Love you, Grace
Dad and Mom,

Two areas come to mind, especially now that I am finishing up college.

- A Work Ethic.  In addition to your faith and it becoming my own, Dad, I would say that an ability to work was maybe the best thing you gave me.  At my different jobs working with students and in the dorms, I rarely find a guy who knows how to work.  Someone who can show up early and stay late, till the task is complete, is rare. 

God began shaping my faith and some of my character during those high school summers - landscaping, construction, working for Mr. Mattive & Mr. Lindgren.  Every young man should work for some gnarly, old Christian and do ridiculous jobs for him.  (I am not talking about the work that you had me do, I saw purpose in that.  But those two guys - wow!) God made me more accustomed to pain during those summers and helped me realize that this is His school.  
I think He also used the hard work that I had to put in training for wrestling, to help me prepare for the world.  Nobody cares much about a teenage boy working long hours all by himself at training, where nobody is watching.  But when the public turns and watches you on the mat, then you better have your act together and you better have worked hard.  Any wrestling success would not have come without all those hours in the garage with the weights and running on those gravel roads with you watching and coaching.  Yea, the best gift that you gave me is my work ethic.
-Contentment. This does not just ring true for me, but it’s also evident in the lives of all of your daughters as well, Mom.  I wore hand me down clothes, which is hard to do with three older sisters.  I played with Josh’s toys, I got my jeans patched.  I slept on the same bed, ate the same food, watched the same movies, and read the same books as my siblings and I loved every minute of it.  
I was able to be content because you modeled it.  Even now when I am writing this I am wearing the same wrestling shirt that I won in middle school.  I know that my shopping habits are “different” compared to other people my age.  How many college kids buy all their clothes at Goodwill?  But the heart of what you communicated to us was, “You cannot want what you do not see.”  
You were content with what you had.  We noticed.   I don’t find myself wanting new clothes, a new car or the latest technology.  I think you deserve the credit.  Thank you for winning this battle of contentment, mom.  
Thanks for being an outstanding mother.  Thanks for spanking me.  Thanks for waking me up in the morning with that song you sang all the time.  Thanks for being a woman of faith who has a heart for God and for dad.  Thanks for being such a huge support and encouragement to our father.  Thanks for always having your quiet time at your desk in the mornings where us kids could see you.  Thanks for the nick name. Thanks for sharing verses with me and thanks for the notes in my lunch box when I was at work, school or at a wrestling tournament.  
Thanks for praying for me.  I have some amazing stories about getting caught when there was no reason imaginable to get caught and I thank you for that.  When I was younger I feared your prayers because I knew that God listened to my mom and I knew that it would be an act of God for me to get away with anything.  I really do believe that your prayers are part of why our family is still in this fight. Your prayers protect us.     
God has been good to my cowboy father and his ‘Rock Star’ wife.  God has blessed us.  He is the One that is holding us all together and He is the One that is going to bring us home safely.

Thank you Dad and Mom for being Christians who decided to trust God.  So far you have been true to your Savior, and I am grateful that you honor Him.  I am praying that He will continue to be your strong support with this new church plant.  Your courage inspires.  Dad, the men here in The Rock breathe different air, since the Candlewood Men’s Retreat.  The Holy Spirit spoke through you and they are now more aggressive, violent men who hold the door for their sisters.  
God bless you two.  I am praying for you and I love our talks on Sunday nights.
As far as the stuff you guys could have done better -
I was one of the younger crew, so your methods were already pretty polished and battle tested by the time I came along. I think I missed a lot of the challenges that the older three went through. Honestly I feel like I got the best end of the deal. 

Mom, we were and are still very close. Dad, I probably got the most one-on-one time with you.  All those practices, rides to and from work, duals, those ridiculous Saturday kid’s tournaments, and all those hours working out in the garage.  

Thanks again for spanking us and being hard on us. I would rather have a parent who needs to lighten up a little, than a parent who needs to crank up the discipline.  








Loving you, Mike

Mom and Dad, 

 
In response to your asking how I was released - I have prayed long and hard, honestly I have. Because I want to make sure that I was evaluating how you guys did, and not how I handled it. Those are two different things. As you have shown me, the choice is and always will be mine. 
But here are my thoughts on how I think you did on giving me the choice.   Overall, pretty good. ( 

Positive Things: Moving out of the comfort and shelter of your protection was the biggest challenge that I had yet to walk through, in my young 17 years of life. I kind of didn’t know what to do. So, following the example you had set for me, I went to God. If I had not moved 500 miles away from your wings, I am pretty confident that to this day my spiritual life would solely have fallen on you guys. And that is not good.
 I was forced to become independent very quick, and remembering your words and what you showed me….I read my Bible, and prayed to God when there was a problem, or if I felt alone and scared (which was everyday). 
It was the most miserable, homesick time of my life. I felt like as if I was drowning, but because of your teachings and testimony to me, I began to swim. Looking back and west to your wisdom, I would cling to your words, and desperately try to follow them.  You guys clearly showed me that the choice was mine, and that I would make the right one.  I always knew that you guys were proud of me, and that would spur me on to do things, many things, hopefully great things - for our King. 

Negative Things: I think that it was hard, and I felt guilty for leaving you all.  But that could mostly just be my own personal thing that I had to walk through with God. Maybe if you guys weren’t so loving, and amazing, and if you guys would have been really mean and negative to me…I might have been relieved to get out of the house. 
But, that didn’t happen. And I really missed you guys. 

All in all, you guys did a wonderful job of loving on, pouring into, and caring for me. I thank you for everything. And it is true, your words haunted me.

 




I love you guys.  Jessica
 


Dad and Mom,

I definitely am confident in the way that you two brought me up. 
When it was our last two years together and it was just the three of us, you made sure that when I had to make decisions, I would make them myself. I can remember countless times when you both would say, "Well, next year we won't be there, so what do you think?" Or you would start conversations off with "When you’re in college....." 
Having those kind of remarks constantly rolling through my head - made me realize the reality of actually moving out and living on my own. I am not saying that you didn't ever have input on decisions in my life when I was a junior or senior in high school.  You in fact always had the final say since I was still living at home, but you just made me exercise an independent mindset more and more, while I was still in a safe place to fall back to, if things went wrong. 
As far as college goes, you made sure that I was working hard at getting things done in preparation for college. I remember you always telling me to push a little harder, pull a little longer, and speak a little bolder. You were always aware of my weakness of being just too comfortable, and I think that your consistent stand on my getting out of my comfort zone was extremely influential on my growing up a little. 
You definitely pushed me as far as outreach goes, and I am totally thankful for that.  And you really helped me to learn how to serve God’s church. Week after week, I followed you and the three of us did some good. You always told me to pray for my friends and that you would pray for them too.
As far as what you could have done different:  I sometimes look back and wish I had more accountability, more drive to grow in my relationship for Christ as a teenager. 
I did read my Bible and journal faithfully.  But I know some girls here at UNO who were memorizing more verses as a high schooler than I did, who were maybe challenged more in their spiritual habits, such as really making God their refuge, or even just praying more consistently. 
Probably every Christian at times reflects on their past and wishes that they had done more for their Savior. Looking back, maybe I will never be fully satisfied with what I was. I wish that I had read more, memorized more, and had run to God more.
But I understand now that you guys couldn’t pray my prayers for me, you couldn’t read books for me, and you couldn’t desire to love God for me. 
I know that you can’t have the Fire for me, but I am thankful that you always put me “In front of the Fire.”                     Love you, your daughter, Rebecca
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