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Musings…What it means to be a family 
 
Family isn’t always blood. It’s the people in your life that want you in theirs: the ones who accept 
you for who you are. The ones who would do anything to see you smile and who love you, no 
matter what. 
 
In February, I moved to Colorado to be closer to some of my family who live in this mountain 
paradise. It was a hard decision to leave my sister, my daughter and my two granddaughters in 
Arizona, but my Colorado children reminded me that it was time to share their lives, too. In the 
process of relocating, I have been thinking about what is means to be family and to celebrate 
and to love each member as the individuals they are. 
 
When I was growing up, a family was easily defined as a mother, father and x-number of 
children. It’s what we saw on TV shows like “Leave It to Beaver” or “Father’s Knows Best”. 
Andy Griffith broke that mold by being a single dad, raising Opie with the help of Aunt Bea. I 
think that all of my friends’ families had a similar structure. I only knew of one divorced woman, 
but people graciously “loved her anyway”. Life was pretty simple for those of us who lived in this 
stereo-typical world. But I now know that hidden in the shadows of my structured childhood 
were lots of other family types. 
 
As a society we now recognize that a family can have many shapes and sizes, many colors and 
ages, many kinds of mothers and fathers. I was talking to a woman recently who told me that 
she was the oldest of 30 children. I was shocked and asked how that was. She told me that she 
and her brother were the only two biological children in the family, but that the other 28 had 
been adopted—some from Haiti, some from China, some from Africa and some from the United 
States.  Some of them were siblings, but most were children that were incorporated into this 
family of extreme love. When she talked about them it was as if there was nothing special about 
30 children from all over the world living together as one extremely big, happy family. What a 
blessing for each and every one of them to have known such generous love and to be able to 
share it. That is a family. 
 
I have a wonderful family and I love each of them dearly. I have three children, a sister and six 
grandchildren. Each person is unique, as each family unit is unique. And, although I sometimes 



don’t agree with them and want to give them the benefit of my wisdom, I honor their lives and 
their decisions. 
 
My oldest daughter is a doctor, divorced and has two daughters. One is just starting her 
sophomore year in college; the other is in her senior year in high school. It has been a pleasure 
to watch these two beautiful young women through their whole lives, as they have turned into 
smart, talented, funny, courageous, and delightful adults. The girls spend time with their father 
and with their mother, which in today’s world is not unusual, but they do it with grace and love 
for each parent and for each other. They are cat lovers, who extend their family love to 
independent, curious, furry and usually affectionate four-legged creatures.  One big, delightful 
family unit. 
 
My son, who specialized in international finance, is married to a passionate and creative woman 
who is a nurse and spends many hours at the hospital, leaving quite a few household chores to 
her spouse—cooking, shopping, laundry, school pickups, violin classes and golf lessons. They 
have two teen-aged boys who are smart, energetic, full of sibling rivalry, and extremely loving. 
They all seem to thrive in the business of their lives and parental schedules that seem 
exhausting.  They are dog people, who love the two large Golden Retrievers that actually rule 
the household. They have created a family unit that is close knit and caring, always ready for a 
new adventure but always ready to support each other. 
 
My younger daughter is a lesbian who was married to her wife as soon as it was sanctioned by 
law, but who had been bonded through a commitment ceremony for several years before. They 
have two children—the first, a daughter, was the result of in-vitro fertilization, using the sperm 
of a dear family friend. Although he is the biological male parent, everyone calls him “Tio”, 
which is the Spanish word for “uncle’.  His husband was given the name Gunkle and the two 
became know by the collective “The Gunkles”.  The Gunkles are a loved and cherished part of 
this family unit. They moved from Texas to Colorado in order to be part of the lives of this 
unique family. They are incorporated into all of the family celebrations and milestones and are 
deeply loved, just as they love this family.  My daughter’s second child is a son, who was also the 
product in in vitro fertilization. His biological father is a close friend of my daughter’s. He and his 
wife live in South Carolina and have one son but chose not to have others. They were thrilled to 
participate in this growing family. Every few years everyone gets together: two loving lesbians, a 
gay couple who helped make part of this family possible, and the husband, wife and child of a 
biological donor. There is no embarrassment or uncertainty, just love and the joy of family. 
 
As I am writing this I am packing to leave for a trip to the Republic of Georgia and Armenia. It 
will give me the opportunity to study the very early paths of the influence of Yeshua before it 
became enmeshed in the traditions and doctrine of Roman Catholicism. I am thrilled to have the 
opportunity to experience a very different cultural and spiritual climate. But the main purpose 
of the trip is to visit a Georgian exchange student who lived as part of our family for four years in 
the 1990s. Like our other ten exchange students, Giorgi was treated as a member of the family. 
He went to the local community college and graduated with an associate degree in Video 
Production and finished his studies at the University of North Texas.  We were his family as he 
completed his university years and we were there for him after he graduated. When he went 
back to Georgia with his degree he became the Georgian producer of “Who Wants to be a 
Millionaire”!! Now, he represents his country in the international cinema/television industry. 
 



Each of our international sons and daughters enhanced the core of our family and they are part 
of our lives today. We regularly see Frederick (Germany), keep up with Nils (Germany), have 
visited Michael (Switzerland) and hear from Marie Chlotilde (France) and Julia (Germany) 
frequently. And although we have lost touch with Marcus, Rafael, Grit and Sylvia and the 
students from Japan and Austria, I know that they remember when they became part of our 
family for a time in their lives. I know that we do, too.   
 
I am proud of my diverse and atypical family.  Family isn’t biological but is created through the 
mystery of love, acceptance, compassion, and trust. It was my wish during the times when these 
adventurous teenagers came into our family that they and my own children would see the 
people and cultures of the world as the gift of knowing that the whole human family was a place 
where we could be together and celebrate the ties that we have to each other. My hope and 
prayer is that we can recognize “family “where it exists and create “family” where we are. 
 
         ~~ Abbot Ann Johnston 


