

[image: Cover: A Legacy that Lasts, by Trudy Cathy White]




A Legacy that Lasts


Preserving and Transferring Your Family Values


Trudy Cathy White


daughter of Jeannette and S. Truett Cathy, founder of Chick-fil-A










Praise for A Legacy that Lasts





“Everyone ends up somewhere, but few people end up somewhere on purpose. In her new book, A Legacy That Lasts, Trudy Cathy White gives readers valuable tools to help them intentionally invest in their families. Packed with spiritual truth, personal examples, and doable action steps, this book will help readers clearly define their family values and pass them on to future generations.”
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— JENNIE ALLEN, New York Times bestselling author of Find Your People and Get Out of Your Head, founder and visionary of IF:Gathering
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To our grandchildren:


Ashlynn, Anna Kathryn, Caleb, Daniel, Micah, Lydia, Reese, Wheeler, Maran, Levi, Michael, Tucker, Kaitlyn, Landon, Brooklyn, and any others God chooses to gift our family.


May you point others to Jesus as living examples of our family values.


He is the legacy that lasts.


In loving memory of Carter, our grandson in heaven, who was carried for a moment but will be loved for a lifetime.
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CHAPTER 1 YOUR IDENTITY IS NOT A CRISIS
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“But do you know who she really is?”


I heard a young mother say that to her little girl during my years as Camp Director at WinShape Camps for Girls at least a dozen times a summer. Parents and girls poured through the gates on Opening Day, and I was there to greet them—with a big smile on my face and a name tag on my shirt introducing me simply as “Trudy.” Opening Day was always a madhouse, full of excited-but-nervous children getting one last hug from their moms and dads—who were often just as nervous as their young campers! As Director, it was my job to make everyone feel as enthused about arriving at camp as we were about having them there. I chatted with as many moms, dads, and campers as I could, greeting everyone and welcoming the girls for a wonderful week or two of adventure.


At least once or twice on each Opening Day, a parent would introduce me to their child like this: “Sweetie, this is your Camp Director, Mrs. Trudy. She’s going to be with you girls while you’re here this week.” Then, there’d be a slight pause as the parent leaned in and said, “But do you know who she really is?”


The child would fumble around for a moment or two before the parent continued, “Well, you know those chicken nuggets and waffle fries you like so much? Her father is Truett Cathy, the man who invented Chick-fil-A. We’ve seen his picture hanging on the wall of the Chick-fil-A by our house! Isn’t that cool?”


Yes, that is “cool.” However, frankly, it’s not something any young camper ever cared much about.


But it’s something I’ve always cared very, very much about. My identity has always been and will always be bound to my Cathy family roots—even though my last name has been White for more than forty-five years now. I’m well into my sixties, and my parents have been gone several years at this point, but I will always be known as the daughter of Truett and Jeannette Cathy. And that’s just fine with me.


I have held many, many roles throughout my life: Daughter. Sister. Chick-fil-A Operator. Wife. Mother. Missionary. Camp Director. Grandmother (or “Mimi”). Chick-fil-A Ambassador. Author. Speaker. Each of those roles tells you something about me—a piece of my life. But none of them alone tells you who I am. That is a much bigger question, and it’s a question we all must answer for ourselves. And this generation, maybe more than any generation that’s come before, is desperately trying to figure out who they are.


Like it or not, who we are is largely a reflection of where we come from and the influence of relationships around us. Our attitudes, faith system, habits—even some of our most basic instincts—are intrinsically tied to the values we were taught as children. Every family has values, whether they’re intentional about articulating and communicating them or not. And those family values, together with God’s unique design and call on our lives, shape us into the men and women we become. As we—in our roles as parents, grandparents, and individuals who are making an impact on the next generation—seek to shape the boys and girls in our lives into the men and women of God they were designed to be, we have to be mindful of the family values we are passing on to them and how we’re passing on those values.


That’s what this book is all about.


THE THREE BIG QUESTIONS OF LIFE


I have been involved in children’s camps since I was a young girl myself. My husband, John, and I have raised four children of our own, and we’re the extremely proud grandparents of sixteen remarkable grandchildren. We worked with young families in a completely different culture during our ten years as missionaries in Brazil. Plus, John and I have the wonderful honor of getting to know a new class of recent high school graduates every year as they enter the Impact 360 Institute gap year program we founded in 2006 alongside our nonprofit organization, Lifeshape, which we founded in 2003. So, as you can see, I have a lot of experience working with boys and girls from elementary school all the way up to college age. In all those years and in all those roles, I’ve found young people are predominantly faced with what we call the three big questions of life:




	Who am I?


	Why am I here?


	Where do I belong?





These are the three questions that keep people up at night—and not only when they’re young. I’ve spent many sleepless nights myself wrestling with one or two of these questions at different stages of my life, even well into adulthood. And, I bet, so have you.


Let’s take a quick look at each key question.


Who Am I?


The Bible declares, “A good name is more desirable than great riches” (Proverbs 22:1, NIV). That is, our reputation—who we are in the eyes of others—is more valuable than anything we could ever buy and any amount of money we could ever have in the bank. But what is a “good name”? Where do we get it? How do we maintain it? How can we make sure our reputation reflects the God we serve?


Growing up, whenever my brothers or I would leave the house—whether it was to go to school, hang out with friends, or head out on a date—our mother would stand at the back door, hold it open for us, and say, “Have fun. And remember who you are and whose you are!”


“Remember who you are and whose you are.” I must have heard that a thousand times as a girl. I can still hear my mom’s sweet-but-stern voice ringing in my ears. She meant it. It was important to her that her children honor the Lord and behave in a manner that brought glory to Him. It was also important to her that we didn’t do anything to embarrass our family—especially once Chick-fil-A started taking off and Dad was becoming more well known. Mom gave us freedom to grow, explore, and make mistakes, but she never let us forget that who we are, wherever we are, matters. Understanding who we are has the power to build up or tear down, and that’s a responsibility my two brothers and I took very seriously as children—and even more seriously as adults.


When there’s alignment and consistency in who we are, what we say, what we do, the values we proclaim, how we’re making decisions, and how we’re living our lives, we become a powerful testimony to the people around us. People notice when a man or woman “walks the talk”—and when they don’t. How often have you heard community gossip or read shameful headlines about a pastor, religious leader, parent, teacher, coach, politician, celebrity, or local businessperson who’s had a very public disconnect in what they say versus what they do? Families are broken, businesses fail, people are embarrassed, professionals lose their jobs, God’s name is dishonored… all because they lived in a way that didn’t match their values. They lost sight of who they were and whose they were.


As parents or grandparents/guardians, it can sometimes be difficult to truly get a good look at a child, to see them for who they are out in the world instead of in the safety of our own home. We pray for little glimpses into the man or woman they’re becoming. A few years ago, God gave me such a glimpse at my oldest grandchild, Ashlynn. My daughter Joy had homeschooled Ashlynn all through elementary and middle school, but Ashlynn wanted to go to a “real” high school. So, they enrolled her in a local high school starting in the ninth grade. It was the first time Ashlynn had been out “on her own” in any significant way. Prior to that, she’d spent most of her time with her parents and siblings or at church. But now, she was heading into “the real world” of sorts, and we were curious how she’d react.


Now, as a proud grandmother, I knew Ashlynn was a special girl, always bright, smart, polite, caring, attentive—all the things you want to see in a child. But what would everyone else see? Would Ashlynn stay true to who we knew her to be when she was outside the protection of her parents?


Any fears or concerns were wiped away just a couple of months into the school year. Ashlynn—the “new girl” at school—was named the ninth-grade representative to the Homecoming Court. Because we’re an extremely close family, there were some aunts and uncles in the crowd cheering her on as she gracefully walked onto the football field that night. Afterward, her uncle Ross Cathy gave her a big hug of congratulations. Her teacher saw this and recognized Ross as the Operator of their local Chick-fil-A, and she knew he was a member of “the” Cathy family, because the family name always gets attention in the Atlanta area. Ashlynn, however, isn’t a Cathy by name; she’s a Wilbanks. And her grandparents’ last name is White. It turns out her teachers had no idea she was in any way connected to Chick-fil-A or our family.


The teacher asked Ashlynn how she knew Ross and the Cathy family, and Ashlynn thought nothing of it when she replied, “Oh, he’s my uncle.”


“Your uncle?!” the teacher replied, a bit surprised.


“Yes, ma’am. Truett Cathy was my great-grandfather. His daughter is my grandmother.”


The teacher said, “Well, Ashlynn, I had no idea. Why didn’t you ever say anything?”


“I don’t know,” Ashlynn said. “I never thought it would be that big a deal.”


The following week, her teacher sent a video message to Joy and her husband, Trent, about Ashlynn. She raved about how sweet Ashlynn was, how she went out of her way to make everyone around her feel special and “seen,” how she reflected the character of Jesus, how attentive she was to the needs of others, what a good student she was, and so on. Then, she said something that stood out to me: “You know, based on who she is, I guess it’s no surprise to learn that she’s a part of the Cathy family. She’s lived up to everything I’ve ever heard about you all. And I especially respect the fact that she doesn’t make a big deal about it. Other kids would probably lead with that!”


Of course, these insights into who your children and grandchildren are when they’re outside your view are priceless. We raise them the best we can, trying to instill in them a strong sense of who they are, who God made them to be, and what our family values are, but you never really know for sure how well it’s going until you get a report like this. I’m grateful for her teacher’s thoughtful video. It not only gave me a glimpse into who Ashlynn really is but also reminded me how some people can get confused about who someone is just by their name. You see, many people think your name—or, in this case, a family name—gives you value. It doesn’t. The opposite is true, in fact: we give our names value by who we show ourselves to be. Even at fourteen years old, Ashlynn knew the Cathy name didn’t make her special. Rather, who she is and who she shows herself to be makes the Cathy name special! The same goes for me, my brothers, my children, my grandchildren, and all my nieces and nephews.


Again, “A good name is more desirable than great riches” (Proverbs 22:1, NIV). But that name is only as valuable as we make it. We can add to or take away from that value at any time. A good family name isn’t a free pass, and a bad family name isn’t a curse. Every name, good or bad, is only what you make it by the way you live out who you are.


Why Am I Here?


John and I were blessed to spend an entire decade—including most of our thirties—serving as missionaries in Brazil. We raised our children there; two of them were even born there! As I revealed in my previous book, Climb Every Mountain, God’s call to overseas missions took me completely by surprise. He spoke to John first and then went to work on me, softening my heart for the people of Brazil and prompting my spirit to leave everything I knew and take a bold step of faith with Him. Despite my initial hesitations, God of course proved Himself faithful. He knew what He designed me to do, and He knew why I was needed in that place at that time. From our very first week there, I knew I was doing exactly what I was supposed to be doing.


Flash forward ten years, and I’d lost all certainty about the “Why am I here?” question. We had been back in the States for a few weeks. John had been called to an executive leadership position with the International Mission Board (IMB) of the Southern Baptist Convention, the mission organization we served under while in Brazil, and we’d traded our simple home in Brazil for a nice, new place in Richmond, Virginia. More importantly, we’d left behind the much-loved family of friends and ministry partners we’d developed there. And, as I quickly realized, I was afraid we’d left behind my very purpose as well.


There were two moments in that season of transition that rattled me to the core. The first was when I had to formally resign my position as a missionary from the IMB. After living the life of an international missionary for ten years—more than a quarter of my life at that point—it was difficult to “give up” that part of my identity. However, God had made His call clear to us that the next phase of our ministry would take place in Richmond, with John helping to lead the entire mission organization. As I signed the official document stating that I was no longer a missionary for the IMB, I couldn’t help but wonder, But… where does this leave me?


My second “identity crisis” moment happened just a couple of weeks later. Now that we were legal residents of Virginia, I had to get a new driver’s license. During our years in Brazil, since I was not a citizen there, I simply kept my Georgia driver’s license. I was born and raised in Georgia, I learned to drive in Georgia, I had taken my driver’s test in Georgia twenty-plus years earlier, I kept my Georgia license while I went to college in Alabama, and I still had it when we moved overseas. For more than twenty years, whenever I needed to prove my identity, I pulled out that license. It may sound silly, but that little piece of plastic was a part of me. It was mine. And now, the nice lady at the Virginia Department of Motor Vehicles wanted to take it away from me.


“Ma’am, you’ll need to surrender your old license before I can hand you your new one.”


I could feel my face fall. Something in me was breaking as I meekly replied, “But… but couldn’t I just keep it? I know it isn’t ‘good’ anymore, but I’d really like to keep it for sentimental value.”


“I’m sorry, honey, but you can only have one driver’s license. I need to destroy your Georgia license.”


Tears welled up as I handed it to her. They were flowing in force when I got to the parking lot. By the time I got back in the car with John, who had been waiting for me, I was sobbing.


“What in the world happened in there?” he asked, trying to understand what was going on.


“I don’t have anything that’s mine anymore!” I cried. “I don’t have any sense of purpose! Why in the world are we here? What am I supposed to do with my life now?”


That poor lady at the DMV! She had no idea what door she was unlocking simply by asking me to hand over my Georgia driver’s license. But I suppose that was the last straw. It was a traumatic experience. I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me and the rug pulled out from under my feet, all at the same time. The weight of change in my life at that point felt unbearable. I truly didn’t know who I was or what I was supposed to be doing with my life anymore.


That experience caused me to enter a season of deep searching, praying, experimentation, study, and exploration into exactly who and what God had made me to be. I’ll unpack it a bit more in the following chapter, but that exploration led me to a newfound sense of purpose and identity that has brought laser focus to my understanding of why I’m here. While this book is primarily focused on family values, I pray you, too, will receive the added benefit of a renewed sense of purpose in your life as a spouse, parent, grandparent, or someone who has the opportunity to influence this next generation.


Where Do I Belong?


The third big question of life is one we’re all intimately familiar with: Where do I belong? It’s so easy to feel lost in this big, scary world, and few things unnerve us more than not knowing where we are or where we’re going. That’s a lesson that became all too real for me as a teenager—in Paris, of all places!


During my eleventh-grade year, I participated in a four-week “study abroad” excursion in London. We flew into and out of Paris, so we also stayed one night there. The day we arrived in Paris, our small group of students hit the town, trying to take in as much of the Parisian culture as we could in the few hours we had. The group I was with dropped our bags off at the hotel and immediately rushed out to visit the Louvre Museum. I was awestruck by the beauty all around me. One piece in particular caught my eye, and I lingered there admiring it. My friends, however, didn’t linger quite as long as I did. When I turned to head to the next attraction, I realized my friends were gone. I scanned the crowd and couldn’t find them. There were no teachers or chaperones anywhere. That was certainly an unsettling feeling, but I didn’t worry too much. I just went back to admiring the works of art, certain I would bump into my friends soon enough.


I didn’t.


After a while, with no familiar faces in sight, I felt a panic start to rise in my chest. I hurried through the room I was in, then the next, and then the next. I scoured as much of the Louvre as I could—it is a big place for a young girl from Georgia, after all—but I never saw my friends. As it was getting late in the afternoon, I decided to give up my search and return to the hotel. I assumed they’d done the same, and we’d all reconnect at the hotel. When I stepped out of the massive front door of the Louvre and onto the Paris streets, however, I had a horrible realization. We had taken a bus from the airport to the hotel, and I hadn’t paid any attention at all to where we were on the drive. And, since we had hurried out of the hotel and to the Louvre using a tourist map of the city, I didn’t remember the route back to the hotel. Worse, I didn’t even know the name of the hotel! I was absolutely, positively lost—in a foreign country. And I couldn’t speak French!


All I could think to do was to wander around a bit, praying I’d recognize something, some landmark from our walk to the museum. But I didn’t. I got unsettling looks from several men and teenage boys, and I even got a few honks and hollers from men in cars passing by. I quickly turned and stared at the window decorations of the stores I was passing, trying to ignore the would-be suitors as best I could. I passed a police officer, but I was too scared to try to speak to him. I didn’t know the language and couldn’t tell him the name of the hotel, so I worried he’d take me away to the police station, where there’d be no chance of bumping into my friends. Finally, I passed by a bench at a busy intersection, and I immediately recognized it. I remembered driving past it on our bus ride to the hotel, and I knew the bus would most likely have to pass by this same bench on the way back to the airport the next morning. I figured that, if I just stayed here, the bus with my teachers and friends would drive past it, see me, and pick me up. But that meant actually staying out there, on that bench, overnight. I couldn’t think of any other options.


I sat down and prayed, “Lord, would You protect me tonight as I stay right here?” I’d never felt so lost in my life. Honestly, I’m not sure I’ve ever felt that lost in the fifty years since either. It was truly terrifying to feel so disconnected from everything and everyone. I was cut off from the world I knew and loved, and the only thing I wanted at that moment was for someone to find me, to call out my name and bring me back to where I belonged.


And that’s when I heard it: “Trudy! Trudy, is that you?”


I turned my head and saw my friends who I’d been with at the Louvre running toward me. “What are you doing?” they asked. “Why are you out here all by yourself?”


I explained what had happened, and we all shared a huge sigh of relief and a big hug. Then they said, “Come on, let’s go back to the hotel.” And we did. Believe it or not, it was just a stone’s throw from where I was sitting. But I didn’t recognize it. It could have been on the other side of town, for all I knew!


That question—where do I belong?—has haunted me several other times throughout my life: when I left home for the first time for college, when I opened and ran my own Chick-fil-A at age nineteen, when I got married and had to adjust to life as “John’s wife,” when we moved to Brazil, when I resigned as a missionary, when I moved back to Atlanta to be with my family for the first time in twenty years, when all my children were grown and gone, when I was faced with the opportunity to lead WinShape Camps for Girls, when I had to figure out my role in the company my father had built. Over and over in life, we’re called on to take a good, hard look at not only who we are but where we are—and where we should be. Those are very difficult questions, and they require us to dig deep and draw on the strength, wisdom, and values we were raised with. Sadly, too many people are unprepared to face these challenges because their families never took “value training” seriously.


We can change that for our children and grandchildren.



CULTURE’S QUEST FOR IDENTITY AND PURPOSE


Those three questions—who am I? why am I here? and where do I belong?—drive us. Practically every major decision we make in life can be traced back to how we answer these three questions. We are yearning to know exactly what God has called us to do, both in the moment and with our lives as a whole. We are desperate to understand our identity and purpose, and we’ll do almost anything to figure it out.


I think people—especially young people—today are lost. They’re wandering around and grasping for anything to help them understand their identity. Like I did in Paris, they’re desperately searching for something familiar, something they can feel connected to. However, it too often seems like they’re looking in all the wrong places.


Everything is being questioned today in a way I’ve never seen before in my sixty-something years on earth. Every day, young people are told to question their faith, question their politics, question their orientation, question their relationships, question their upbringing, question American history, and even question fundamental scientific facts. People who have only ever shown love and compassion for all people are suddenly questioning whether they’re actually racist and didn’t know it. Men and women are now even told to question their biological gender. I know we live in a fallen world, but it is stunning to me that we’ve come to a place in history where someone can shout “Trust the science!” about one issue while completely discounting the biological reality of gender and ignoring the scientific proof that human life begins in the womb. Everything we thought we knew—everything my parents’ generation simply took as fact—is now open for debate. And not only is it open for debate, but it seems like the baseline assumption is that everything we thought we knew is wrong. It feels like the world’s turned upside-down. It’s hard not to hear Jesus’s warning to us about the terrible consequences of building a house on a foundation of sand: “The rain came down, the streams rose, and the winds blew and beat against that house, and it fell with a great crash” (Matthew 7:27, NIV). When there’s no strong foundation, nothing we build will last.


That’s one key reason John and I founded the Impact 360 Institute gap year program several years ago. It’s a nine-month program designed specifically for new high school graduates who already have a relationship with Christ to spend the year before they enter college exploring themselves, their faith, and their purpose. We strive to help them get clarity on who they are and why they’re here before they head off into the often confusing and challenging world of college and then the “real world.” This helps them stay focused as they complete their degree programs and enter the workforce as the mature, Christ-following, grounded leaders we need right now.


THE MISSION: TO DEFINE, PRESERVE, AND TRANSFER YOUR FAMILY VALUES


Clearly, we don’t want to build our children’s and grandchildren’s legacy on a foundation of shifting sand. But what is the strong, secure foundation we need to truly live and leave a legacy that will last for generations? I believe it is an identity and purpose built on strong, bold, specific, Bible-based family values that are not only practiced in the home but intentionally taught to our children in creative ways repeatedly throughout their entire lives—even into adulthood.


I am writing this book for one reason: to help you define, preserve, and transfer your family values. To do that, we’ll need to go on a little journey together. Along the way, I’ll explain why I think Bible-based family values are the key to raising wise, loving, giving, disciplined, God-loving boys and girls who become men and women the future so badly needs. And we won’t only talk about what values are and why they matter, indeed we’ll also spend a few chapters exploring creative ways you can transfer those values to the next generation. I’ll unpack several strategies for being intentional about sharing your family values and show you how to create fun and memorable activities—what I call value experiences—that will crystalize those values in the minds of your children and/or grandchildren. Of course, because I’m a storyteller at heart, I’ll also share plenty of stories along the way from my own family’s journey, giving you the chance to learn from what worked in our family… and what didn’t.


Every family has family values, whether you’re intentional about defining and teaching them or not. My hope is that, together, we can explore the rich landscape of family values and revolutionize how, when, where, and why they’re taught. But first, we need to get a better understanding of what our values are and why they matter. We’ll do that next.










CHAPTER 2 UNDERSTANDING FAMILY VALUES
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In the previous chapter, we spent some time examining who we are and why we’re here. Those questions speak to the deep realities of our identity—the very core of our being. Understanding our identity is crucial to living an effective, fulfilling, and enjoyable life. No one reaches the end of their life wishing they’d been less authentic to their true selves! Rather, we’re more likely to hear a loved one on their deathbed mournfully regret all the time they spent trying to be something and someone they weren’t born to be. We are called to be ourselves.


The funny thing about identity is that we’re actually born with dual identities: an identity in Christ and a family identity. We weren’t created from a blank slate; no, we were knit together in the very image of God (Genesis 1:27). Moreover, Scripture declares, “My old self has been crucified with Christ. It is no longer I who live, but Christ lives in me” (Galatians 2:20, NLT). So, not only did God make us in His image, but He also remade us in Christ. This reminds me of a story I once heard about a little boy and his boat. This boy spent weeks painstakingly building, painting, and crafting a perfect toy boat from a model kit he’d bought with his hard-earned grass-cutting money he’d made that summer. The first time he put his boat in the river, however, the current carried it off far out of his sight. He was devastated to have lost such a precious creation. Then, months later, as he was scanning the aisles at his local toy and hobby shop, he was stunned to see a boat—his boat—on display. He explained to the shopkeeper that this was his boat and how he had built it then lost it.


The owner was unmoved.


“Sorry, son. I bought that from someone last week. I guess they found it on the shore. You’ll have to buy it if you want it back.”


The boy reached into his pocket and pulled out a wad of $1 bills—all the money he’d saved from a month’s worth of cutting yards. He handed the shopkeeper the money and said, “Okay, it’s worth it. I want my boat back.”


As he left the shop, the child cradled his boat in his hands with the loving care of a new parent holding a baby. He whispered to the boat, “You’re home now. I’ve got you and I won’t let you go this time. I love you so much I bought you twice.”


That’s how God loves us: He loves us so much that He bought us twice—once at our birth and again in Christ. That He has marked us as His is a core part of our identity.


We also have a family identity, however, and that one is a bit trickier to pin down. We don’t come into this world alone; we are born into a family, and that family has an identity and purpose all its own. That family identity is reflected, preserved, and transferred in the form of family values. That’s how we grow to understand how a “White,” a “Cathy,” a “Johnson,” or a “Smith” fits into the world around us. The family values we grow up with—whether your parents ever intentionally articulated those values or not—shape who we are as individuals and, as a result, who our children and grandchildren will become as we pass those values down generationally.


THE CASE FOR DEFINING YOUR FAMILY VALUES


The White family values are faith, family, integrity, generosity, and gratitude. If you ask me, John, or any of our four children to explain what each of these five values means and how they’ve been made evident in our family life for the past forty-five years, we could go on and on. In fact, I’ll spend the next several chapters unpacking each of these five values and explaining why they’re important to us and how they reflect our family’s priorities. I’d like to say that John and I sat down early in our marriage to pray through what was important to us and what we hoped to accomplish throughout our lives in each of these five areas. I’d like to say we had these five values displayed in our home as our four children grew up. I’d like to say that from birth, all our children could recite our family values from memory at the drop of a dime. I’d love to say all those things. But I can’t. The truth is, John and I were very late in getting our act together around articulating our personal and family values. Even after we discovered the sheer power in doing so—and, I’m embarrassed to say, even after we engaged a life coach to teach our then-adult children how to define their personal and family values—we still hadn’t worked through the process of identifying and naming our own! If it weren’t for our children’s bold challenge to us, we might still not have taken this incredibly important step for our family.


The Values Assembly


It was the main topic of our 2011 White Family Assembly—an annual retreat for me, John, our four children, and their spouses to discuss family and business matters. (We’ll discuss family assemblies later in the book.) John and I had been working with a good friend and life coach, Dr. Maurice Graham, for several years at that point, and he had recently encouraged us to start thinking more seriously about our children, the families they were starting, and the roles and responsibilities they were growing into with Chick-fil-A. Our children were in their mid-to-late twenties at that time, and Maurice rightly warned us that they were heading into a period of making some enormous life decisions. He encouraged us to help them prepare for the next phase of their lives by showing them how to set a firm foundation of clear, articulated convictions and values on which they’d base their big decisions for the rest of their lives.


Sitting around the living room of a cabin in the Blue Ridge Mountains of Georgia that weekend, Maurice introduced the concept of values to our children and their spouses. At that time, three of our four children were married. John and I listened as Maurice led lively discussions around what was important to them, what they valued in their lives, how they were raised, what they were raised to believe, and what they would use as the basis for their upcoming decisions about careers, choosing spouses, and raising children. He walked them through a process for narrowing a long list of possible values to the five that really meant the most to each of them (below I will explain the process he used). By the end of that weekend, each of our children had started thinking about a personalized list of core values that they believed represented who they were, what they believed, and where they wanted to invest their time and energy for the rest of their lives. It was an incredible experience, one we still look back on fondly more than a decade later.
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