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“Nobody heard him, the dead man,
But still he lay moaning:
I was much further out than you thought

And not Waving but Drowning”

I

enrolled and learned to swim after a near
encounter with drowning. I became proficient
at swimming and within two years a certified Red
Cross instructor and lifesaver. The summer
after high school graduation I took employment
with the City of Tulsa as a lifeguard and my first
assignment was at Newblock pool in Sand
Springs, Oklahoma.
It was the first week of the opening of the pool
and my assignment was the shallow
end of the pool. When I first heard
the screaming coming from the
lifeguard who was our director that
someone was in trouble I hesitated
for a split second and then jumped
out of the tower, ran all the way to
the other end of the pool, saw the
child at the bottom and dove in.
After getting the boy to the surface,
the senior lifeguard pulled him up and
covered the spitting water, coughing
boy with a towel. I walked back to
my end and wondered why the
senior guard was so afraid? What I
didn’t know was that the manager of
the pool saw the whole incident. The next day I
showed up for a day at the pool and another
person was introduced as the new senior
lifeguard and I was promoted to the “deep end”
of the pool. Our former senior life guard was
reassigned to the “kiddies pool” until he resigned
a few days later.
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The second rescue was a result of knowing what I
was looking for and recognizing that a child was
drowning even though surrounded by a host of
swimmers and friends. Instantly, I bounded off the
tower and pulled him from the bottom of the pool
and swam him to the surface into the arms of
another life guard. The third intervention was for
one of our own children. We were at the lake and I
was walking further out into the lake when I turned
and did not see our son who was
following me. I remembered stepping
into a sink hole a few feet behind me
and instinctively turned back and
reached down into the lake water
where I thought the sink hole was.
Within a few seconds my hands got
hold of his head and I pulled him up.
Once again there was no warning, no
shouting out, just the possibility of a
life being lost surrounded by
swimmers and parents nearby.
Drowning is a very good metaphor for
what can be defined as “mission field.”
The Coast Guard training magazine
On the Scene details why people can’t
cry out for help: physiologically unable to call out
as breathing is needed to be able to speak; not
above the water enough to exhale or inhale; cannot
wave as their arms are instinctively pressing against
the surface attempting to get leverage; the
Instinctive Drowning Response (IDR) cannot

Village News
November at Restoration Village is a month of weather changes, thoughts of impending
holidays, difficult days for residents as we often are their only family, and weeks of marvelous snacks
and meals that are overly delicious. The decorations, the smells and anticipations (especially by the
children) seem to make the days linger far slower than desired. As I observe and collect articles
regarding the psychological impact of the attitude of gratitude; it is linked to better health, sounder
sleep, kinder behavior towards other people and exemplifies itself with less anxiety and depression.
I read this month of a study that shows that grateful individuals are less aggressive when provoked.
One of the hidden benefits to grateful people is they realize they are important to other people and
have a larger capacity of empathy towards others.
One the reasons we send out thank you letters to Restoration Village contributors is not
because you necessarily need one, but because we have a need to send you one. It is our
way of informing the giver of some of the insider information at the Village and we are
grateful for you.
This year is the 50th year since the assassination of President John F. Kennedy and it was he
who said: “As we express our gratitude, we must never forget that the highest appreciation is
not to utter words, but to live by them.”
From all the staff, the Board of Directors, and
residents of Restoration Village, we wish you a
most blessed Thanksgiving Season and we are
grateful to you for caring about those to whom we serve.
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Three years ago the Village sustained serious damage to two of our buildings. The ice and snow
caused some trees to fall and crash through the roof of the six bedroom house and the chapel. The
damages were so severe that we were advised to destroy the house. The library and chapel received
extensive damage as the snow and ice leaked into the building and ruined carpets, furniture and the
walls. The Village used the insurance monies to repair the chapel roof, but have not had the resources
to repair and replace the damage on the inside of the building. Praise the Lord; work on the
restoration of the chapel will begin in November. The first part is to repair the retaining wall, remove
the mold and expand the bathroom before the carpets, etc... We will retain the chapel/library and the
new offices will be used for increasing our counseling area.
The Avoca and Little Flock Fire Departments (pictured left), in a joint
Endeavor, burned the Valley house that was damaged beyond repair. It
was a cold and rainy Saturday that they gave up for us and we are
appreciative.

(Pictured below) Some of the roof damage to the library. No books were
damaged, but the walls and carpeting are beyond salvaging.

If you are a Facebook person we invite you to like us:
https://www.facebook.com/pages/RestorationVillage/59567474295. Our staff posts pictures of events
and activities from around the Village and it is the quick
opportunity to see some of the happenings. The fall
festival has been posted by now, the work progress at
the chapel/library is supposed to start the first week of November and the seasonal activities are
approaching. We are also on twitter follow us @restore89.
We like gift cards to give our ladies at Christmas time and for their birthdays. These cards allow them
to purchase items they need. We currently have in residence 3 teenage girls, 8 mothers, and 5
children and the cards are a valuable resource in aiding the women.
The Faith riders motorcycle club of Northwest Arkansas (pictured left) spent over 211 hours picking up the cans at a
recent event in Fayetteville and then presented the proceeds to us here at the Village. $1,407.00 worth of cans sold – that
is a lot of work and a lot of love for our mommies and babies.
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control their arm movements and flatten their
arms in an attempt to float; and, the IDR causes
the body to remain upright with no evidence of a
supporting kick. A drowning person will struggle
on the surface for 20 to 60 seconds.
There are people at work, in the church, in the
checkout line of the store, in the class room, in
our neighborhood who are drowning in debt,
addictions, marriage crisis, mental illness, financial
woes, etc. and sadly, nobody knows until they go
under – forever. We spend too much time with
the noisy splashing and energetic people and
totally do not see the periphery ones who are
drowning.
Using the IDR format to illustrate circumstances
of life, drowning people cannot voice what is
happening. Shame, fear, guilt, pride, and other
reasons can prevent a person from asking for
help. People are self sabotaging themselves
attempting to stay afloat. Drowning people are
upright and walking about but have no energy to
kick themselves out of the situations. Their head
is barely above water, struggling to breathe and
everything that needs to be happening to save
their life is not happening under the water of
troubles.
There isn’t much gratitude expressed by
drowning people. I was never thanked by the
parents or even the pool management in that
summer of 1960. There were no medals, no
plaques, and no pictures in the paper. There is
only the personal knowledge that a difference was
made in another person’s life. That is good
enough. Here at the Village our first task is
rescue, not behavior modification, not personal
moral improvement, not try harder, do more on
the to do list, or fill out the membership roles
with your offering of finances. It is to extend the
free gift of grace in order that they catch their
breath. The church should be the place where we
are teaching others to swim in their life journey
and to be the life guard to the ones who are
drowning – that is our mission!

As illustrated from my own experience there are
those who stand on the shore of life and yell for
someone else to rescue another. They may want
a response of action, but won’t jump in
themselves. They warm the pews and make
demands and tell the rescuers that “they did a
nice job.” There is a second group (most needed
group) that sees the drowning person and they do
what can at that moment to alleviate the situation
or circumstances. A smile, a hug, a cup of coffee
and a listening ear, taking a meal over to their
house, giving them monies, or in silence mourn
with them and the healing begins because
someone cared. There are even fewer who
expose their own vulnerability as they share their
remembrance of sink holes in their life journey
and go back and reach into the darkness and
make a difference in another’s life with their own
testimony and long term commitment to care.
I won’t attempt to use Francis Spufford’s (book,
Unapologetic) anagram, but will borrow his idea
and say that I have HPtMtU (Human Propensity to
Mess things Up) and so do we all. I know that I
cannot and will not solve the world’s problems,
much less my neighbors. History proves that no
one can stop the HPtMtU, but someone did walk
this earth just like you and I, was arrested
wrongly, died just as surely as you and I will, but
he resurrected and therein is our hope. We can
together or single-handedly decide to love
another person because He first loved us,
expecting nothing in return.
“Poor chap, he always loved larking
And now he’s dead
It must have been too cold for him his heart gave
way,
They said.
Oh, no no no, it was too cold always
(Still the dead one lay moaning)
I was much too far out all my life
And not waving but drowning. (Poem by Stevie
Smith)
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