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I love being at home.  Two of my great pleasures are coming home in the evening after 

work, and our family’s nightly prayer time.  But I must admit that I was slow to 

understand the joy and importance of coming home on weeknights.  As a younger man, I 

regularly worked nights and weekends.  When my son Graham was born, I still worked 

three nights a week until 10 p.m.  As Graham grew from a baby into a toddler, Darrah 

explained to me that I was not around for a gratifying part of the life of our family.  

“Royce,” she said, “I want you to be home at night for you, not just for us.  You would 

love it.  You’re really missing out.”  She was right.  Being a slow learner, it took until my 

Dad’s death in 1999 for me to give up nighttime work altogether.  Only then did I 

discover the joy of spending weeknights at home with my family.  The word home took 

on a new meaning for me.  I felt more “at home” in my home.  Coming home from my 

office on weekday evenings is still one of the favorite moments in my day. 

 

Our family’s nightly prayer time is the other dependable highlight of my day.  The whole 

family piles into our big bed together – a pooped mom and dad, a muscular teenage boy, 

a precious 9-year-old girl, and two canines who always lay claim to the prime real estate.  

I’m usually the last one in, accommodating myself to whatever available bed space 

remains.  We pray in order, from youngest (Victoria) to oldest (that would be me).  

Prayers vary in length and depth, depending on amount of homework, lateness of the 

hour, the pressing situations of family and loved ones, and plain tiredness.  We end our 

time with the Lord’s Prayer.  In our bedtime prayers, I always have the sense that our 

family is “under” God – under His care, His protection, His love.  I am able to lay down 

my role as family sentry and protector and feel that a greater Father is in charge.  It is as 

if God’s big hand covers our little family during that time, and my own load feels a little 

lighter. 

 

I feel more at home in my house than anywhere else – because of my family’s love and 

acceptance.  Still, my sense of the brevity and fragility of life and the growing list of 

departed loved ones remind me that my house and my family are only my temporal home 

– no matter how precious they are to me.  My spiritual home is not as tangible as bricks 

and mortar, or even flesh and blood.  My real life is with God, who beckons me to a 

permanent, heavenly home.  I feel yearnings to be with Him even as my family members 

huddle together in our nightly embrace.  As good as this life can be, my heart knows 

there is more. 

 

I am so grateful for the privilege of being a husband and a father, and for the richness 

added to my life by family.  And I am blessed to have a place on earth that I can call 

home.  But, as much as I cherish my earthly home and family, I know that they are 

fleeting.  I know that my life is not actually about me or my story.  Rather, my life is part 

of the greater story of God, who is bringing everything on this earth back to Himself.  My 

real life is with Him.  Ultimately, HE is my home. 

 



 “Your old life is dead.  Your new life, which is your real life…is with 

 Christ in God.  He is your life.  When Christ (your real life, remember) 

 shows up again on this earth, you’ll show up, too – the real you, the 

 glorious you.           (Colossians 3: 2-4, The Message) 

 

 
This is the fourteenth in a series of reflections upon fatherhood since my son Graham was born on April 14, 1992.  

On each of his birthdays, I have paused to reflect upon something that has touched me.  This April, Graham is 15 

years old. My daughter Victoria is 9 . 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


