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Read about how the Lord used a group of men in a local church to minister to a child in a divorced home. 

As a single mom I wanted my children to respect the Lord and the family of God.  I wanted them to be part of a church family.  I worried the divorce between their father and me would hinder their ability to have an intimate relationship with Jesus Christ.  

I prayed constantly, without ceasing, for my children.  In my searching the scriptures, the Lord took me to Isaiah 61:1, 3 “He has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted . . . to bestow on them a crown of beauty instead of ashes, the oil of gladness instead of mourning, and a garment of praise instead of a spirit of despair.  They will be called the trees of righteousness, a planting of the Lord for the display of his splendor.”  

Yes, I wanted my children’s broken hearts to be healed.  I wanted my children to live happy and peaceful lives.  I detested the fact they had to grow up without an earthly father in the home.

I believed the scriptures, yet I sat idly by one evening as I watched a Bible study teacher push by son away from the church.  Maybe “idly by” isn’t the correct term; it was more of shock and incredulity. I was in shock because I couldn’t believe that a representative and member of God’s family would so blatantly discourage a teen, and incredulous because of the ignorance of 

this Bible study teacher in his ability to minister to my son. 

I remember the incident as if it were yesterday.  It happened when my now adult son was just turning 13 years of age.  My son, Brian, and I were working in the yard one spring evening when we saw a car drive up.  Brian went to see who it was and returned to the back yard with his Bible study teacher.  I remember thinking, “How nice, this is the first time someone at church has reached out to my son in the four years since his dad left.”   

As the three of us sat on the patio talking about his Sunday school class, this teacher began to share some of his frustrations with his class:  “These kids from broken homes just destroy my class every Sunday.”  

I looked at my son, and he had the most shocked look on his face; I got a knot in the pit of my stomach. He went on to say, “They don’t come very often, and when they do, they don’t know what’s going on and they are troublemakers.  I don’t understand why they can’t come every Sunday.  It would sure make my job easier.”  

At some point in the conversation my son got up and ran out of the yard.  I mumbled something to the effect of “Do 

you realize you are sitting on the patio of a single parent family?”  Because he thought Brian was a nice kid and didn’t give him any problems, he had not realized Brian was from a broken home.  

I bristled every time I heard the term “broken home” and finally informed this teacher that Brian lived in a single parent family.  He said he had wondered why Brian only came every other Sunday.  Now he realized Brian went to visit his dad’s and why couldn’t I make his dad bring him to church on his Sunday?  Right, sure   just not in this lifetime.

I could never pull my son back into that church.  Oh, he went every Sunday he was home, but it was a struggle.  My heart ached for my son.  As a young teen, he was driven away from church.  My son’s spirit was bound.  Where were the people who were going to help bind up his broken heart? 

The freeing part came several years later.  I had the opportunity to be called to a small church as a pianist.  After we had been attending for several months, an announcement was made one Sunday morning that the annual “father-son fishing trip was coming up.”  

During the announcement, I felt that knot coming up in the pit of my stomach again.  Brain wasn’t with me that Sunday morning, and after church one of the men came up to me and asked, “Is Brian going to the father-son fishing trip?”  

My response was, “I guess you don’t know that Brian doesn’t have a father at home to bring him.”  He said to me, “I guess you don’t know that I have three daughters and no son at home.”  He then asked if he could adopt my son for that weekend.  I asked him to call my son that evening and ask him.

Here’s the part of the conversation I heard later that evening.  The phone rang and Brian answered, “Well, I don’t think I can go.  Uh, uh, I don’t have a fishing pole.  My dad took it.  Oh, uh-huh, you’ll bring one for me?  Well, I uh don’t have a tent or a sleeping bag anymore.  You’ll bring those for me too?  Well, uh I guess I can go.”  

On Friday I took a very apprehensive young man to church.  Saturday evening when he came home, he was quite a different young man.  He was so excited.  “Mom, guess what?  I got to go fishing in a boat.  And at night, they invited me to sit around the campfire with them.  And you know what else . . . they gave me coffee to drink!”  

This group of Christian men did something that I—a single mom—couldn’t do.  They freed my son from the past experience and brought him back into the folds of a loving New Testament church.  In one weekend they brought my son back to the Lord.  They built a relationship with him.

My mind went back to that verse in Isaiah 61.  My son could feel the “crown of beauty,” he could taste the “oil of gladness,” and he could wear the “garment of praise.” Most of all his heart was restored.  As a young adult my son doesn’t remember the backyard incident, but he does remember the fishing trip.

Sometimes it takes several of God’s people to raise a child in a single parent home.  I’m grateful for the freedom my son and I found in the Lord and in the Lord’s people, the church.

This article first appeared in the  "Living Solo Magazine" 2003

Linda Ranson Jacobs

Email:  Linda@hlp4.com  

© 2012 by the author
This publication is protected under U.S. Copyright laws [© Linda Ranson Jacobs, 2012] However, it is also a ministry to those who need it. While you may pass along this article freely, please check before reprinting anything in another publication. In most cases, all she requires is proper credit.

IMPORTANT NOTE: Nothing in this document or materials from Linda Ranson Jacobs should be considered as psychological or legal advice. Linda is not a psychologist, psychiatrist, therapist, or lawyer. These suggestions are simply suggestions and not guaranteed solutions to your particular problems. Linda offers this information because she was a single mom for years and ran a child care where the majority of her children were from single parent families. She offers support, encouragement, and suggestions to help you succeed as a single parent.

