
Broken Home and Anxiety 

I was born as the fourth child in my family.  My parents were young when they 
married and remained married until both died,13 days apart.  My father from 
chronic health issues and my mother by her will to die without her husband, 
my father. 

When I was approximately 5 years old, we moved to the Newton area where 
I have remained.   My paternal grandparents were “wonderful Christian’s” that 
prayed and spoke of God in a loving way through their prayers at the table. 
And they attended church every Sunday.  But as I look back, they never 
spoke of God at any other time than at meals.  They had pictures of Jesus on 
their walls and scripture plates in a China cabinet.  That is all I can recall of 
God in their home, but it was significant to me. I wanted to know this God they 
prayed to, as it seemed he was trustworthy, unconditional at loving everyone, 
and forgiving of anyone that asked for it.  

My family did not go to church.  At some point I begged to go to church and 
my mother told me that I could if I wanted to walk as she wouldn’t take me. I 
had no clue as to where to go or where to walk so I never asked again, but I 
also didn’t pursue my own desires to know Jesus. 

My mother was always in turmoil; weekly if not daily my siblings and I heard 
that she was going to commit suicide as she locked herself in her bedroom 
or bathroom for hours.  This was very traumatic for us as we waited for her to 
come out or my dad to come home and be with us.  Up to the day she died 
she continued this type of behavior.  Of course, I see now that she had mental 
health issues, but as a child, I never understood it. I lived in some type of 
anxiety due to her behaviors my entire life. 

The mental and emotional anxiety of being in a dysfunctional family took a 
toll on my self-esteem.  I was never worthy of being loved in my eyes.  I 
couldn’t make friends as I didn’t trust anyone.  I felt like everyone was always 
judging me because of how my family lived.   

As I grew older the self-esteem issues continued and I self-isolated myself 
throughout grade school and high school.  I don’t recall many friends, 2 in fact 
were true friends, and the rest were acquaintances while at school but not at 
home.  

I married young and somewhere along the line, deceit and trust issues arose 
in my marriage.  We lived our lives almost by ourselves within the same 



home.  He would go his way and I would go mine. We had children, but really 
didn’t deserve any of our kids.  We fought against each other more times than 
I can count on how we were raising them.  I always was “their protector.”  If 
he disciplined, it was always too hard, he didn’t love them, he didn’t 
care.  When actually he was doing his father duties and I interfered with it.  As 
much as I wanted to protect my children, I was hurting them. As much as I 
vowed nobody would ever do wrong towards them; I did.  I was damaging my 
children as much as I had been growing up just in a different way.  By not 
being united for our kids on how to raise them we gave them many mixed 
messages of what commitment really should look like. One of my biggest 
regrets. 

I continued to somehow know God had been with me my entire life.  I have 
not deserved his grace.  And I have turned my back many times on God, the 
one true person that has always loved me unconditionally.  I reflect back and 
think, no wonder I never had friends, I have not been a good friend to God let 
alone people I come in contact with.   

Then we came to Newton Church of the Way.  Everyone was so loving and 
kind.  I wasn’t judged as I walked through the door, I was greeted.  The 
messages given every week made me crave more.  I started reading the bible 
and understanding that God loves and forgives everyone under any condition 
if they repent.  Where Sundays used to be a day of doing nothing, now I 
couldn’t wait for Sunday to go meet all of my new friends.  Friends that have 
been forgiven and look beyond the past, but into the future.  I joined bible 
studies, volunteer activities, and childcare.  I couldn’t get enough.   

This love at The Way has never stopped.   Pastor Steve and the entire staff 
team are dedicated to showing others the love of Jesus through the 
church.  The doors are open to anyone that comes through them.  The Way 
is active in the community reaching out to families just like mine.  So many 
hurting families are healed when they begin to know Jesus.  Because of the 
love in the church, I have my self esteem through Jesus, for Jesus I am able 
to share with others my story in hopes that they too will seek and find the joy 
of Jesus. 

 

 

 


