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A  W O R D  F R O M  T H E  D I R E C T O R

A HOME is representative of its people, 

beliefs, and culture. Family is the way 

most of us have come to describe it. 

I hold family in high regard because 

I believe it is God’s main tool for 

accomplishing His purposes on this 

earth.

The theme of family is laced throughout 

the scriptures. In the very beginning of 

time, God starts with Adam and Eve, 

tells them to be fruitful and multiply, 

and gives them the job of stewarding 

the earth (Genesis 1:28). He later 

chooses Abraham’s family, tells them to 

be fruitful and multiply, and gives them 

the job of showing the world who God 

is. He even tells Abraham that the other 

families of the earth will be blessed 

through his family (Genesis 12:3).  

The book of Acts has numerous 

mentions of entire households being 

saved (Acts 10, 11, 16) and turning 

to God. An individual walking in the 

ways of God is a wonderful thing. A 

family walking in the ways of God 

is a very different thing. It’s hard to 

ignore the fruit that develops in a 

family walking with God in the same 

direction, generation after generation. 

Their efforts are multiplied through 

the number of people and years lived 

on this earth. Their beliefs are deep 

because they are so rooted. Their 

culture is strong because it is so 

grounded. 

This type of family is so compelling that 

Jesus needed to be clear with those 

who might one day follow him. He said, 

“If anyone comes to me and does not 

hate his father, mother, wife, children 

and brothers and sisters, yes even his 

own life, he cannot be my disciple. 

(Luke 14:26). He is not saying family 

is bad. He is saying it is powerful. So 

powerful that we need to be careful 

that it is placed rightfully in our lives. 

We need to bring Jesus into the center 

of it and let Him direct it. 

Our hope is that each child can grow 

up in a HOME that centers around 

Jesus. At Cookson Hills, we give them 

a HOME. It allows them to experience 

being a part of something that is bigger 

than themselves. It is built on the belief 

that they matter and so do the others 

around them. This is a starting place for 

meaningful relationships in life. 

This also opens a door to believing 

that a father can be good. It is hard for 

a child to trust their Heavenly Father 

when life experience says fathers 

cannot be trusted. Father’s play a 

unique role in how a child will see God 

and ultimately condition their heart to 

receiving the Gospel. 

God, give us the wisdom to build solid 

HOMES and help us grow as fathers.
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FAMILY is God’s built-in support system for life. 

It shapes our identity and who we become. It is our living 

example of how to connect with God the Father. But, when 

families become broken – suffering follows. A broken family 

can shatter a child’s self-worth, identity, and ability to trust 

others. Many of the kids who come to Cookson Hills have ex-

perienced a fracture in their family. Whether it was a divorce, 

the death of a parent, or an absent father or mother, the child 

feels devastating effects. 

Kids start their life at Cookson Hills by becoming part of a 

family. They move into a home with married houseparents 

and up to nine brothers and sisters. These homes are a safe 

place to grow and learn. Kids receive love from their house-

parents that they may have never felt before. They learn how 

to work out arguments in a healthy way and practice forgive-

ness. God’s heart for these kids is revealed through family 

life at Cookson Hills. Families are a place of growth, love, and 

learning. 

Once a child feels secure with a family at Cookson Hills, they 

begin working on individual goals with the help of house-

parents and social workers. Goals might include learning to 

respect authority, developing good study habits, learning to 

make friends, or working through past trauma. Houseparents 

walk alongside children as they achieve success. Of course, 

there are plenty of setbacks along the way, but often the 

setbacks pave the way to true healing. Kids are also involved 

in weekly counseling sessions where they are given an op-

portunity to talk about their life and process growth. 

For some kids, Cookson Hills is the only home they will ever 

know. Their biological families are permanently out of the 

picture or unable to care for them. The people at Cookson 

Hills become family, and houseparents become surrogate 

parents. This is a beautiful work of the body of Christ: people 

coming together to fill a great need in a child’s life. 

But for other kids, their family of origin is still connected. 

In that case, our goal is to reunite families in a responsible 

and appropriate way. Once kids have learned and observed 

through their Cookson Hills family and started working on 

their own goals, they begin a process of reconnecting with 

their biological family. Cookson Hills offers monthly family 

counseling, equine training, and education so the family can 

grow together. The reconciliation of these families is a picture 

of God’s love: we are never beyond hope. 

Family isn’t always blood. 

It’s the people in your life who 

want you in theirs. It’s the 

people who accept you for 

who you are. The ones who 

would do anything to see you 

smile and who love you no 

matter what.”  
— UNKNOWN

“
HOME
A L L  K I D S  C O M E  T O  C O O K S O N  H I L L S  T O  L I V E  W I T H I N  A  F A M I L Y .
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Before Cookson Hills, I was a lost and rebellious child. I 

caused my family lots of emotional pain because of my daily 

choices. I was hurt as a child, but I didn’t know how to deal 

with it. I was asking for help in all the wrong ways and turned 

to the wrong crowds for answers. Soon enough I coped with 

my pain through doing drugs, running away, sneaking out 

constantly, and having sex with grown 

men. Eventually it caught up to me as 

I was sent to juvenile detention twice 

and spent a fair amount of time on 

house arrest. But this didn’t change the 

inner me. I still chased after the same 

things. So my parents sent me to Cook-

son Hills.

Looking back, I can honestly say it was the best decision that 

was ever made for my life. When I first got to Cookson Hills, 

I thought it was strange. It seemed boring and too strict. All 

the people were Christians and I just didn’t believe in that 

“nonsense” at the time, so it was a drag to have to hear the 

devotions and go to church. Then everything changed. I ac-

cepted Jesus as my Savior and had an eye opening experi-

ence where I actually felt God.

After that, I was able to accept the support and stable en-

vironment. I felt safe and at peace at Cookson Hills and it 

helped my faith flourish. Not only did I get to experience be-

ing a child of God there, but I learned many things that helped 

me in other areas of life. Over time, I was transformed into a 

respectful, mature child. I learned how to communicate ef-

fectively with others and how to complete basic living tasks. 

I also learned much about myself and how to improve my at-

titude and behavior. It was an amazing opportunity to better 

my character. And let me tell you: it did! 

I also had the chance to participate in ac-

tivities like counseling that improved my 

family structure.

Two years later I reached my discharge 

date. I was nervous to go home feeling 

like my family wasn’t ready to accept 

the new me. But after six months of be-

ing home, I knew I had a good future ahead. The first two 

months were rocky as it was definitely an adjustment period. 

But then, it got better. My family has healed and bonded. I 

honestly never expected to have the relationship I have with 

them today. I haven’t been in any trouble and everyone is al-

ways commenting on how it seems like I’m a different person. 

Cookson Hills has changed my life.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR | Kim, Class of 2018, is from 

Auburn, IN and enjoys sushi, track and field, shopping 

at Walmart, and going on walks with friends.

“ 
Cookson Hills has
 changed my life.

”
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B y K im Scot t  -  vo lunteer  f rom 
Southeas t  Chr i s t ian Church ,  Loui s v i l le ,  K Y.

We    first partnered with Cookson Hills to facilitate the 

Cowboy Jamboree in October 2011. I remember 

not quite knowing what to expect. As the families gathered, I 

was awed by the sense of community. Each year since, as the 

family/team-building games begin, I am so impressed by how 

each family group works together and encourages each other. 

They are competitive, but competition always takes a back 

seat to respect, cooperation, and most especially love.

 

There are many types of mission trips. Oftentimes, you build 

buildings. The Cowboy Jamboree is all about building rela-

tionships. It’s creating a relaxed environment for the kids to 

see a different side of their houseparents, teachers, and each 

other. The Cowboy Jamboree is a fun day where the Cookson 

Hills families can put aside the stresses of every day life to put 

on a funny costume, chase a greased pig, laugh, and smile.

 
Each time I see one of those smiles, 
I think to myself: “God lives here.” 
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IMAGINE THIS: you are in a brand new place with no 

friends and no idea what will come next. For Marissa, this 

was her reality when she arrived at Cookson Hills. At first, 

she was nervous. She knew from her past that making 

friends can be difficult and she wasn’t sure who she could 

trust. Before arriving at Cookson Hills, she had experienced 

repeated pain and rejection from those she loved most. In 

her own words, Marissa describes what led up to this point:

Relationships were always a hard thing for me to accept. I be-

lieved that people were only nice to me because they wanted 

something from me or they were trying to make fun of me. I 

lived in complete darkness. Trying to build a relationship with 

my mom was the hardest. Ever since I could remember, I lived 

with my grandma and abusive grandpa. My grandpa would 

tell me that my mom never wanted me, and for the longest 

time I didn’t want to believe it. But as I got older, I began to 

take his words to heart. My mother didn’t seem to want me 

at all. I would try to go to her house, but she always kicked 

me out. She lived right across the street from me, but I never 

heard from her. When I reached out to her, she rejected me. 

That’s when my hurt turned to rage. At age 12, I was forced 

to live with her. Because of my years of pain and rejection, I 

had given up on our relationship and I had also given up on 

myself. This led to fights, anger, and more hurt. I spent most 

of my teen years in and out of shelters, detention centers, and 

group homes.

The summer before her senior year, after being released 

from a detention center, Marissa was offered a different 

choice. She learned that Cookson Hills could possibly help 

her complete her GED and would give her a new chance to 

heal. She decided to give it a try. As she was unpacking her 

bags in her new Cookson Hills home, she recalls how she 

truly felt about the world around her:

What do you do when the world is so oblivious to how you’re 

feeling? Do you stay “keeping it cool” or do you “cry for atten-

tion?” What do you do when it’s the middle of the night and 

you need someone there with you? But you have no one…no 

mommy, no daddy, no friends, not even a silly stuffed animal. 

You just sit there and nothing is going through your head, 

but all of a sudden there it is: the “cry”, the “scream into the 

pillow,” the “hitting the walls” because you are just so hurt 

but you don’t even know why. You just are. You feel empty – 

hungry for something but you don’t know what.  

 

Could it be love? It has to be love because why else would 

you get emotional every time you see a mom telling her 

daughter how proud she is? Or when you see a dad play-

ing catch with his daughter and teaching her how to ride a 

bike. What about when you’re at school and you see the girls 

all with their other girlfriends, and you look at yourself and 

you’re all alone. No one wants to talk to you and no one even 

notices you. What is this empty feeling inside? It keeps me 

up at night and it keeps me from feeling. Did the pieces of 

my broken heart fall off and make a wall so that no one can 

come in? Or did they blind me from seeing how many people 

were on the other side? Sometimes I wonder how this all 

began. Because I wish I could make it end. I wish I could turn 

What do you do when it’s 

the middle of the night and 

you need someone there 

with you? But you have no 

one…no mommy, no daddy, 

no friends, not even a silly 

stuffed animal.” 

“

I’M NOT ALONE
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    Elliott & Jacqueline Potter

Jack Beck cont.  
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    Dan & Amanda Pummill
Oscar Curnutt 
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    Marilyn Aikins
Donald Ford 
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Sharon Gates 
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    Peter Agnell
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Jonathan Henady 
    Delmar & Doris Henady
Marion Henderson 
    Kenneth & Jane Killhofer
Kay Hughes 
    Bud & Mary Jean Anderson
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Esther Kellhofer 
    Kenneth & Jane Killhofer
Everett & Jewelle Lake 
    Kenny & Jane Lake
Tom & Jo McCann 
    Alan & Helen Blanchard
Danny Ohl 
    Jo Helen Ohl
James Ohl
    Jo Helen Ohl
Vera Helen Renz 
    Donna Schnewels
    Norman & Diana Reeves
    Cheryl Whiteman
    Delores Whiteman
    Kathy Reeves 
    Linda & Roger Bartel
Keith Shrum 
    Jeana Hayes
    Steven & Barbara Shrum
Helen & Delmar R. Schrumpf, Sr. 
    Delmar Schrumpf, Jr
Donald L. Schrumpf 
    Delmar Schrumpf, Jr
John Junior Sparks 
    Jeff & Nancy Enabnit

Gary Steele 
    Dan & Amanda Pummill
Bill Stevens 
    Jim & Debbie Johnson
    Doug & Janie Cole
    Jim & Brenda Hill
    Seneca HS Class of 1966
    Phyllis Brady
   Richard & Linda Bormaster
    TD & RL Marion
Joan Swank 
    Nancy Swank
Edgar A Thomas 
    John & Nancy Hatfield
Carol Wilson 
    Bill & Caroline Hunter
    Sandi Thayer & Stanley Wilson
    Lillian Leeds
    Billy & Caroline Hunter
Allen J. Winter 
    Anita Winter

Rick & Melinda Bayless
    Daniel & Amanda Pummill
    Larry & Tena Minden
Forrest & Carolyn Biven     
    RD & Jane Allen family
Tom Bradley 
    Cynthia Bradley
Mr. & Mrs. Mark Cox 
    Kenneth & Jamie Gott
Dr. Carl & Georgia Dobson 
    Dr. & Mrs. Earl R. Williams
Jim & Jeanne Dobson 
    Dr. & Mrs. Earl R. Williams
Martha Dobson 
    Dr. & Mrs. Earl R. Williams
Loren Dutka 
    Ruth Dornery
Veronica Enabnit 
    Kenny & Jane Lake
Gary & Charlotte Filson 
    Kent & Stephanie Woolfolk

Betty Gilkey 
    Dave & Kim Harris
Brandon Groome Family     
    RD & Jane Allen Family
Henady Grandchildren 
    Delmar & Doris Henady
Mr. & Mrs. Jerry Henry 
    Kenneth & Jamie Gott
Heath & Cindy Hostetler     
    Daniel & Amanda Pummill
Sondra Krogstad 
    Mona Krogstad
Robb & Anna Lenardson     
    Bernard & Annie Barber
    William & Cathy Buckenmeyer
    Scott & Ellen Klaus
    James & Debra Lenardson
Larry & Tina Minden 
    Keith Banks
Jack & Loretta Moody 
    Children, Grandchildren, &         
        Great Grandchildren
Terry Siemens 
    Donald R. Siemens
Kathy Sisney 
    Dr. & Mrs. Earl R. Williams
Mr. & Mrs. Paul Souders     
    Kenneth & Jamie Gott
Jim Stephens 
    Kenneth & Jamie Gott
Lucy Thomas 
    Nancy Hatfield
    John & Nancy Hatfield
Orlan & Bertha Unruh
    Neil & Debra Watson
Carol Wilson 
    Bill & Caroline Hunter
Lloyd & Bobbie Woollen             
    Monte & Shawn Shoemake
Family Members 
    Paula O’Neill
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In memory of...

In honor of...

the feeling back on like a faucet, because feeling something 

other than empty would be nice right now. I have realized 

that tough times don’t last, but tough people do and that’s 

what keeps me going every single day.

Marissa’s healing will be a long journey. But she has slowly 

started to realize that there are people who love her and 

care for her. She has seen glimpses of a better future. She 

has witnessed the beginnings of healthy relationships:

Ever since I came to Cookson Hills, my relationship with my 

mom has really changed. On our visits, I feel like we can con-

nect and actually talk to each other without arguing. This is a 

big step since our past arguments were mainly angry words 

and running away. But I’m starting to learn what a healthy 

argument looks like. It’s still a work in progress, but I can see 

hope.

I also feel like I belong…for the first time in my life. I have 

friends, new family members, and a place to call home. Ever 

since I’ve arrived here, my relationship with Christ has grown 

so much more and I feel like I’m actually worth something. I 

feel like my voice is finally heard and I know I’m not invisible 

and alone. I have hope now and I couldn’t have done it with-

out the help of God and my Cookson Hills family by my side.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR  | Marissa, Class of 2016, is 

from Woodward, OK and enjoys singing, writing, and 

having deep conversations with people.

To make an online tribute 
gift, visit cooksonhills.org 
and click on the Donate 
Now button.



a bean bags (library)
a construction paper  
     (black)
a highlighters
a dry erase markers (large)
a sharpies (black)

a cereal
a honey
a nuts
a dried fruit

a commercial grade  
     weed eaters ($350 ea)

a twin sheet sets
a pillows (standard size)
a waterproof zippered  
     twin mattress covers
a shower curtains, liners,       
     rods, and hooks
a bath towels
a bath mats
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OFFICE HOURS  |  Monday - Friday  |  8:30am - 4:30pm CST
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—------------—    S T A Y T U N E D —------------— 
 to Facebook and cooksonhills.org for info and times

OPPORTUNITIES
WANT TO MAKE AN ETERNAL DIFFERENCE IN THE LIVES OF KIDS? 

n  HOUSEPARENTS — Immediate openings for mature Christian  
couples 25 years or older. High School Diploma or equivalency 
required with college degree preferred. Experience desired but not 
required. Selected couples will be trained and will work with a team of 
skilled social workers, professional counselors, and certified teachers.

n  CERTIFIED TEACHERS — 3-5 years of experience is preferred 
but not required. Coaching and/or other extra-curricular abilities are a 
plus.

employment

Visit: cooksonhills.org/contact


