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There are moments in our lives when it seems that our breathing has ceased and our diaphragm is failing to
pump air in or out; moments when our heart reverberates like a drum that fills a sudden void in our mind and
we can hear nothing but that boom – boom – boom; a moment when it seems that the earth has stood still
and we are the only person that fully comprehends the aloneness of the universe; there is a day that is unexpected, unplanned and our life is about to be changed forever.
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everal weeks ago a commuter train was
carrying passengers on the way to work, to visit
friends, and some going home from a long night at
work, some dozing off, others reading the paper,
another drinking their coffee, who were entrusting
the rest of their day to be a normal routine of their
existence. Rounding a curve the train started to
squeal as a late attempt to put on the brakes
occurred and then the awful noises of crashing as
the train and its passengers careened off the tracks.
There was no warning, no opportunity to talk to
loved ones, no phone call to the employer to say
“I’m going to be late to work today”, no chance to
escape as the train derailed – killing four and
injuring 60 others. The train was doing 82 miles
per hour in a 30 mile per hour zone and derailed.
The engineer went to sleep or was at minimum
dozing and awoke too late. There was a day
before and all seemed normal.
Five months before his death, Michael Spencer
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wrote a piece for his internet blog, “The Internet
Monk” an article that addresses this issue when he
wrote:
“We all live the days before. We are living them now.
There was a day before 9 – 11.
There was a day before your child told you she was
pregnant.
There was a day before your wife said she’d had
enough.
There was a day before your employer said “layoffs.”
We are living our days before. We are living them
now.
Some of us are doing, for the last time, what we think
we will be doing twenty years from now.”
“The health of our bodies, the passions of our minds,
the noise and hurry and pleasures and business of the
world, lead us with eyes that see not and ears that
hear not” wrote William Law in his book “A Devout
and Holy Life.” I wrote that sentence down in
preparation to officiate at a memorial service for a
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From the staff of Restoration Village: Kathy, Liana, Sandy, Shelly,
Tara, Beverly and David we are grateful for your compassion,
concern and contributions that make it possible for us to serve
the mothers and children who come to the Village. We wish you a
blessed Christmas season.
Each year a Christmas tree is decorated in the dining room with the pictures
of the many children that have resided at Restoration Village. Children are
resilient and we want to honor them. Often during this season when former
children come by to visit they go look for their picture on the tree.

ONE OF THE MANY BLESSINGS
OF CHRISTMAS TO THE
RESIDENTS IS THE EXTENDED
KINDNESS OF SO MANY GROUPS,
CHURCHES AND INDIVIDUALS.
One of the annual events is when the
ladies and children from Little Flock
Primitive Baptist Church arrive with
their homemade pies and cakes. This year 40 desserts arrived and
eight were gone the day of Thanksgiving. They need to do a dessert
cookbook.

FINALLY AFTER A THREE YEAR WAIT FOR
THE FUNDS, the repairs to the Chapel/Library
begin! Kevin Tibbs (son-in law) is down in the
ditch power washing the wall so that we could
find the crack that was seeping the water that
ruined the carpets and walls. It has been double
sealed and the inside work begins soon. From
time to time we will update our readership as to
the progress.
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Somehow, not only for Christmas,
But all the long year through,
The joy that you give to others,
Is the joy that comes back to you.
And the more you spend in blessings,
The poor and lonely and sad,

The more of your heart’s possessing,
Returns to you glad.
John Greenleaf Whittier
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precious family that has long befriended Restoration
Village and meditated on the wisdom to be learned
at funerals, and that there is a day before.
Of all the memorial services that I have officiated
this was the first service where tears flowed down
my cheeks, and the saltiness of same brought
bitterness into my mouth, and I struggled,
brokenness and the tears made it hard for me to
read the words as I approached the last words of
consolation to the family. My soul was listening and
seeing that could have been our child. I was
experiencing a listening ear that it could be me or
my wife there that day and I empathized with the
sorrow of the family. I was experiencing a there is
a day before.”
I paused after typing that last paragraph to reheat a
gingerbread latte. I opened my email for a mental
break and to escape from the thoughts of “last days”
and one of the emails was from a dear friend of
Restoration Village asking for prayer regarding the
next steps of her life journey as just days before
Thanksgiving the doctors gave the news, “you have
cancer.” Silenced by not knowing how to respond
and the gravity of the situation for them, I just sat
for awhile and again there was a day before.
Christmas is supposed to be about a cultural
consciousness of joyful expectations, stocking
strewn hearths, beautiful decorations, laughter,
singing and a flat screen television watching
wonderful life movies with cocoa and the family
while awaiting the first snow flakes. And yet
beneath the exterior of commercialism, parades and
bargains galore is the reality of pain in diseases,
family dysfunctions, drunkenness, abuse,
abandonment, unemployment, soldiers across the
sea, financial strain, marriages careening into
separation, oppression of multiple causes and the
endless disarrays of needy people that requires
immediate attention. The impact of the day
before allowed the imagination to flourish that
Jesus looking down from heaven at the depravity
and destitution upon earth turned to the Father and
said, “Enough, no more, send me.”

Savior…, and what does a broken world need to
hear - that Immanuel came to be born in an obscure
barn to a peasant teenager and that He would take
on our flesh to free us from the chains of death,
renew our shattered dreams and hopes, love us
more than enough to take away our fears and die as
our scapegoat to be resurrected for our future. But
who knew on that day in Bethlehem? It was William
James who wrote that there is a differentiation
between trying to treat religion as a set of truth and
seeing it as beliefs that give force and meaning to
our lives. Belief is rules for action, overcomes the
maybes and the self-doubts in the interactions of our
lives and can inspire us to face a tyrant or to save
others from the tyranny of suffering and darkness.
Adeste fideles, come all ye faithful, come towards
the light and taste and see if it be good or not.
Adeste fideles, come and behold him, come with
your empty hands and experience the love that you
need and long for. The birth that night in a stable
visited by shepherds changed the history of the
world.
I observe the lives of those who come through the
doors to residency at Restoration Village and know
that their first day here is the day before and
always wait in hopeful anticipation of the
resurrection in their future as little steps of faith if
they were willing to adeste fideles, come all ye
faithful, ever enlarge your horizons.
“Hope, in this deep and powerful sense, is not the
same thing as joy that things are going well, or
willingness to invest in enterprises that are obviously
heading for success…Hope is definitely not the
same thing as optimism. It is not the conviction that
something will turn out well, but the certainty
something makes sense, regardless of how it turns
out.” (Victor Havel)
We all experience the day before, we would do
well to consider the real Christmas story, and it will
change our life and prepare all for the day after
the day before. That is the blessed hope.

For unto you is born this day, in the city of David, a
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