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Ministry Focus: Single Momsô Support Care 
Kathy Summers 

 

 "God makes all things new" is a phrase many of us have grown up with or have heard over the years. However, for some 

of us, maybe many of us, this phrase has become a life experience.  So many different lives, so many different experienc-

es! 

 

One of these high impact life experiences:  becoming a single parent.  Wow!  What a challenge, what a daily commit-

ment, what a blessing!  Women and men can become single parents through a variety of life paths and choices including 

divorce, abuse, or death.   

 

Individually we may ask, ñWhy would God choose this path for me?ò  Please know, God did not choose this or any path 

for us; rather, our own choices have led us down these paths. Each one of us uses our own free will which has been given 

to us by God.   

 

However, regardless of where our free will may have led, God not only knows the path, but He is and has been waiting 

for us to seek a new path, turn to Him, and allow Him to "make all things new." 

 

Last year, God brought together a few women from our church family at Locust Grove who are moving through life as 

single parents or who have experienced single parenthood in earlier years.  These women have sought God and give 

thanks to God for His never-ending love and mercy, as well as His never-ending strength!  Individually, and as a group, 

God has touched these women, and through His touch, their lives have been made new. And now God is doing some-

thing new in them and through them! With the guidance and mentorship of Ann Kanagy, and in conjunction with women 

from several other community churches, these women have found a way to share Godôs love with other single moms.   

 

Single Momsô Support Care is a place where single moms can enjoy connecting with other moms facing similar 

questions and circumstances. Each bi-weekly meeting begins at 6:30 with dinner.  After dinner, the children have their 

own kidsô activities while all the moms gather for some input.  Small groups provide more opportunities for connection 

and discussion. Everyone heads for home by 8:00 so the little ones can get to bed!  

 

Our church family can support this new ministry for churched and unchurched moms by helping with child care, provid-

ing/serving dinner, and praying! Pray for the moms attending the group to experience Godôs love.  Pray that they would 

grow in their desire to follow God and that they would be able to raise their children with the love of Christ. Most of all, 

pray that each mom would understand and experience Godôs compassion and support in the groupôs interactions!  

 

**If you are interested in being part of this ministry in any way, or if you would like to refer a family member, neighbor, 

or friend who is a single mom, please contact Emili Altamuro (994-9177), Ann Kanagy (437-4946), or Kathy Summers 

(214-542-1681). 
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CƻǊƎƛǾŜƴ  

ōȅ ¢ŜǊǊƛ wƻōŜǊǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ WŜŀƴŜǧŜ ²ƛƴŘƭŜ 

.ƻƻƪ wŜǾƛŜǿ ōȅ ¢ǊǳŘȅ IŀǊǘȊƭŜǊ 

 

On October 2, 2006 Terri Robertsô personal self-identity as a wife, mother, and nur-

turer, was shattered when her firstborn son, Charlie, entered the Nickel Mines Amish 

School, took the lives of five young girls, and seriously injured five others before 

taking his own life. 

Join Terri on her journey as she confronts the biggest storm in her life.  Will she suc-

cumb to despair and be buried in her own pain of darkness and failure or will she ex-

perience surrender and accept the forgiveness that is extended to her by the parents of 

her sonôs victims? 

It is a choice. She must choose.  Her culture pulls her one way ï to hatred and re-

venge to soothe her pain ï but her spirit cries out for surrender and forgiveness to find an eternal balm for her 

pain.  What will she choose? 

In Forgiven, Ms. Roberts takes you, the reader, on an incredible journey, reflecting on her life story and the 

storms she encountered and conquered before the tsunami of October 2, 2006.  She will engage you in her life 

story and share her spiritual journey through the common toils and joys of daily living.   

You will see how God weaves a tranquil childhood in a large extended family, parenting four sons, the con-

trast of spousal personalities, and health issues into a pattern of personal growth and maturation.  In this envi-

ronment of life, Terri experiences compassion, healing, peace, thankfulness, surrender, obedienceéall in little 

doses, but just enough for the occasion.  These graces are cumulative, building on each other, all in prepara-

tion for the biggest storm yet to come.   

You will also see the contrast between main stream individualistic American culture and the modest, commu-

nity and Christ centered Amish culture.  One act of godly obedience, carried out by Henry, an Amish neigh-

bor, enabled ñnot only the beginning of forgiveness, but also of healing.ò   

Terri is astonished to realize that the parents ñhad chosen to forgive instead of hating, to reach out in compas-

sion instead of anger. I have never encountered anyone who has better modeled to me the life and character of 

Jesus Christ than was displayed to us that day by the Amish of Lancaster County.ò 

Terri will lead you on a healing path of choices.  She states, ñI did not have to stop feeling anger, hurt and bit-

ter bewilderment at the inexplicable, horrific choices Charlie had made.  I only had to make a choice. This 

time it was a choice to forgiveéif I did not forgive, I would be left with the same hole in my heart that Char-

lie had allowed to fill up with bitterness and rage.ò 

What will Terri choose?  I invite you to catch a glimpse of Amish forgiveness as seen through the eyes of an 

English* mother overcome with grief.  

 

(Forgiven by Terri Roberts with Jeanette Windle, Bethany House Publishers; Minne-
apolis, Minnesota, 2015, 233 pages.  This book is available in our church library.) 

*Amish people use the word ñEnglishò to describe those of us who are not Amish. 
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Deliverance from the Darkest Places into His Marvelous Light 

by Katie Peachey 

It was cold in that basement. And dark. And for the most part, scary. I can clearly remember waking in the night to the 

sound of rats scurrying through the walls doing their nocturnal work, or to the sound of my twin sister crying. Cancer 

took my mom when I was barely more than a baby, and my father was nearly always gone. When he was at the house, 

the basement was our constant home, and the lock on the door made sure. It was not a fun childhood in that basement, 

but even the rat-infested cold of that cellar was better than the warmth of the second level of my childhood home, where 

the unabashed rage of my stepmother met our small bodies with cruel force on a regular basis; her harsh, angry words 

cut deep wounds that to this day ache from time to time. 

I can so easily recall the desperation and the prayers ï pleading for God to fix it; I had to get out of that basement. But 

long, cold nights turned into months and then years, and still the prayers went unanswered. The bruises healed but the 

longing to matter, the need for love, and the deep, unquenched desire to be important endured. And then there was a boy. 

A boy whose empty words came like a sweet melody to desperate ears, and the phrase ñI love youò seemed to have the 

power to change the world, or at least my world. So, I married him. I was twenty.   

It was not long before I realized how cheaply I had given away my life for a hope of something that never really existed. 

A few years later I had a three -year-old daughter, and a second baby was on the way, and simultaneously there were 

revelations of such deep betrayal that the marriage was over before that pregnancy came to term, and I gave birth to an-

other baby girl, this time alone. There I was, a young single mom with a newborn and a three-year-old, and except for 

the company of those sweet girls, I was totally alone, broke and scared. 

Once again, I found myself remembering my aunt telling me as a child about this God of hers who loved me so much, 

and how He had a plan for my life. I had yet to experience the presence of God in my life but figured it couldnôt hurt, so 

once again I prayed. I begged for a reprieve from the hard stuff, but I never really believedéjust hoped. 

And then there was Daniel. The cutest boy Iôd ever seen. He came into my life at what some might say was the worst 

possible timeéa time when there were no more options and nothing but hard, complicated affairs. I had lost all hope or 

faith in anything and was resigned to the eventual poverty and hopelessness that threatened to swallow me whole.  But 

this boy- he took me out for a cheeseburger, and he listened, and he cared. And then there were more cheeseburgers, 

eventually cheeseburgers and hugs. And all the while he just listened, and he cared. Weeks turned into months and those 

lunchtime cheeseburgers became nightly phone calls and soon I had a new best friend, and just in time. 

For Christmas that first year his gift to me was a Bible, the first Bible I had ever been given. I opened it, said thank you, 

promptly set it in the least obvious place I could find and ignored it. But those nightly phone calls continued which led to  

/ƻƴǝƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ ǇŀƎŜ с 
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honest sharing of his faith with me, and for the first time in my life I realized that at least one person in the world still 

told the truth, and stood for something good.  He spent more and more time with me, and continued to reveal a depth of 

character and genuine faith that I had never seen before.  He eventually met my girls, who immediately loved him, and 

when he asked me to marry him a year later my answer was an enthusiastic yes.   

After we got married, we were attending church regularly, and of course there were prayers at meal times and such, but 

for me faith was still a struggle.  I kept wondering how a God who loved me so much could have allowed such unjust 

suffering.  I couldnôt seem to get past that question.  I would tell Daniel about my struggles and he would patiently hear 

me out and answer kindly, ñHaving faith isnôt always easy, Katie, but that doesnôt mean it isnôt real.  And someday that 

hard story of yours will be used for something good.ò  

 A few years later I heard Max give a sermon on moving mountains, explaining that only God has the power to move the 

mountains in our lives, whatever those mountains might be, and I realized that He had been moving mine.  It was the 

first time that I heard God speak right to my heart, and in the months and years that followed I became hungry for 

knowledge of who God really is.   

I gradually fell irrevocably in love with Jesus, and as I did, He showed me that the hard stuff that happened in my past 

was because of cancer or sinful human beings; Godôs goodness was never in question despite my hard story.  Turns out, 

the words ñI love youò do have the power to change the world, one life at a time.  I was baptized at age 32 and things 

went along smashingly for a few years.  And then the phone rangé 

My fatherôs second ex-wife, with whom he had reconciled a few years prior, was on the other end of the line rant-

ing.  My dad was in jail after a vehicle accident had revealed a bench warrant for an old traffic violation for which he 

hadnôt shown up in court.  In my adult life, my relationship with my father was very hollow and mostly nonexistent, but 

in the sporadic interactions Iôd had with him, I had started to notice that his memory was getting bad.  He was repeating 

himself quite a bit and forgetting things, but I just assumed that at his age this was somewhat normal.  Earlier, he had 

been diagnosed with vascular dementia which could be treated with surgery, so I believed thatôs what he had.  The ex-

wife didnôt want any more to do with him now that things were getting so complicated, so my sister and I travelled to 

Kentucky and spent three days purging our dadôs life into a thirty-yard dumpster. And then we brought him back to 

Pennsylvania, and he moved into my house.  

A month or so later, his carotid study took place and the harsh reality became clearémy dad didnôt have vascular de-

mentia at all.  He was healthy as a horse, except for the fact that he didnôt know what was going on, and that meant one 

thing.  Dementiaéthe kind surgery couldnôt fix.   

I did what needed to be done ï I sold houses and cars and handled the business and got his financial entanglements con-

siderably less tangled.  I fed him and took care of him.  I cut his hair, trimmed his nails and after an infection was  
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discovered I washed his feet twice a day. And a lot of the time I cried. I cried for the life that was leaving my dad, I 

cried for my own lost childhood, I cried out of frustration, I cried out of anger, and I cried out of genuine sorrow, but 

most of the time I cried because I loved my dad but even after all this, he still did not love me. And that hurt. A lot.   

During the year that my dad lived here I cried many times, but I also grew to understand that the man who was living 

in my house was not my real father. God is. And to Him I am important, I do matter and I am cared for. As I did the 

agonizing work to forgive my father for all that he had done or neglected to do, the profound realization of my own 

forgiveness took shape. Redemption. Total redemption. Completely underserved yet freely given, for meéand for my 

dad. The kind of life altering redemption that can travel back in time and heal a broken heart. And thatôs exactly what 

God did.   

I still have tears for my dad as he continues to shrink from the world by inches, taking with him all the words I wish he 

would say but wonôt. Or maybe canôt. I will never know, but what I do know is I finally got out of that basement; my 

oldest prayer has been answered in Godôs perfect timing. And the light is breathtaking.   

ōȅΥ YŀǘŜƭȅƴ wŜƴƴƻ 


