MARCH 2016

Apri

Executive Directors:
David and Beverly Engle
Board of Directors:
Kelsey Baldwin
Derek Bengtson
Bonnie Bridges
Melinda Brown
Juan Carlos Segura
Steve Culpepper
Marty Parkhurst
Robyn Staggs
Marque Babyar
Natalie Tibbs
Advisory Board:
Dave Cooper
Yvonne Cooper
Board Emeritus:
Bill Gillingham, PhD (ret.)
Tom Hatley, ThD
Richard Knight, MD
Robert D. Ryan

Like us on
Facebook

Follow us
@rRestoringHope89
RestorationVillage.net
2215 Little Flock Drive
Rogers, AR 72756

When Words are Empty, Tears are Most Apt
There were buds beginning to appear
on the trees, the green stems of Jonquils
were reaching to the heaven, the
outside temperature was mild, partly
cloudy with a gentle breeze as I stood
over to the side and observed the
friends, the curious, and the mother
gather en masse and sit in the chairs
before a small casket at a country
cemetery.
I had what I considered a most difficult
task of officiating and saying some
words at a funeral for a baby born to a
mother (father was unknown) who was
living a troublesome lifestyle and was
addicted to different types of illicit and
illegal drugs. As I stood there silently
composing words to say, praying for
God’s direction and attempting to
appear calm when I wanted to scream
“look at what your lifestyle has done” in
the allotted 20 minutes of the service.
I had prepared the service using verses
from Isaiah chapter 6: “A little child shall
lead them” and interposed with Luke 2
“unto you this day is born, a babe, a
Savior.” Gentleness prevailed in
anticipation or a faux hope that
someone would get an epiphany that life
is precious, we do damage to our
bodies that will effect others and there

is a different way to live our life in order to
anticipate the day we will all die in our ever
shortening life journey to meet and reunite
with this precious child and hear the word
–“forgiven.”
I don’t know what the impact was and
most likely will never know. There were
some people who cried, a few said “thank
you”. But on that partly cloudy spring day, I
officiated at a service that need not have
been! A month later Restoration Village
purchased and placed at the gravesite a
marker of remembrance. It’s getting harder
to remember the details and I have to walk
around to find the site, but I have chosen
not to forget by returning to the grave site
every once in awhile.
I drive by that cemetery from time to time
and still think of that day that need not
have happened. I don’t tear up anymore
about that little one, but I have not
calloused myself by the fact that it was “not
supposed to be this way”. I lamented
then and now for that little baby.
Twenty-seven years at Restoration Village
attempting to care for and offer hope and
opportunities for others to begin anew has
filled our lives with multiple memories.
Recently, the pastor of the church we
attend ended his sermon with reference to

Village News
Organizing 101

Valentine’s Day

The first event of group activities provided by the
Junior League of Northwest Arkansas began in
February with “Organizing 101” or how to
condense, clear clutter and store away possessions.
Hanging in my office is a sign that reads: “I’d get
organized…but it just confuses my family” and I
would add to that sign “and the staff.”

Thank you for your thoughtfulness to Restoration
Village’s women and children for the special
Valentines Day gifts:
Stacy and all the members of Beta Sigma Phi for
dinner, gift bags and flowers (this is an annual event
they do for our residents); Arlene and members
from Grace Baptist Church for the heart-shaped
boxes filled with makeup and nail polish; Thelma and
the Sunday School class of First Baptist Church,
Pea Ridge who gathered hand prints of their
children to incorporate with gifts as a surprise for
the mothers.

Beautiful Bodies
Another activity added to our program for residents
is Beautiful Bodies. Fun exercises like Zumba and
ideas to move their body and stay healthy.
The activities include the children in their own
program at their level.
The ladies of Pea Ridge insisted I not show their
faces, we, with regrets agreed to their request

Needs
Pillows; large tubs and under bed tubs with lids;
size 3T and 4T diapers; laundry baskets; Walmart
gift cards; new ladies underwear sizes 5-7 brief and
hip hugger styles; Medicines—Tylenol and
ibuprofen; towels; Tuna; Ranch dressing; Sugar;
Spaghetti Sauce.

ArkansasGives Day
Please support Restoration Village on
ArkansasGives Day by making your online gift on
April 7 between 8 am and 8 pm. All proceeds will
support the Restoring Hope Equine Therapy
Program.
A donation of $50 will provide food for the
therapy horses for one week.
A donation of $85 will provide food and
veterinary care for the therapy horses for a week.

During this one-day event, each donation you give
will help Restoration Village qualify for additional
bonus dollars from the Arkansas Community
Foundation. All participating nonprofits will
receive a portion of a pool of bonus dollars
provided by Arkansas Community Foundation; the
more the Village raises, the more bonus dollars
will be received.

Contributions

Fo

How to Donate:
Online: http://restorationvillage.net/donate/
Mail: 2215 Little Flock Drive, Little Flock, AR 72756
Shop: By using our smile link anytime you shop on
Amazon, 5% of your purchases will be contributed
directly to Restoration Village. Smile Link: https://
smile.amazon.com/ch/71-0684644
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the “dash” or “hyphen” that is on grave markers
in other parts of the world; children who come
between the birth date and the death date. The day
into the Children’s Advocacy Center each year;
before the Board of Directors and the staff were
to know of the homeless school age children
together at a strategic planning retreat to discuss
just in our own county; to join with other
and lay out a ground work of “where is Restoration
groups and citizens on a cold rainy Tuesday to
Village going in the next five year?” Plans for the
feed those living in a “cheap” motel as they
future and a reminder of “the dash” in our own lives
have no other place to reside; the noisy,
were powerful reminders to consider that our days
energetic precious little children in the Village
are numbered, compared to eternity our lives are
dining hall, some of whom have called me
short, and our final legacy is just a dash on a head
“daddy” as a substitute for the one they don’t
stone and only what is done for Christ and
know. Ashley Montagu concluded from a
“… weeping
others is all that will be of any significance.
study on “tears” that weeping
contributes not
contributes not only to the health of the
only to the health
The older I get, the more I have come to
individual, but to a group’s sense of
of the individual,
deeply appreciate the orthodoxy of certain
community and tends to deepen
denominations. The liturgical calendar would but to a group’s involvement in the welfare of others.
sense of
have created more of a methodology of the
What we need is a call to lament and to
community
and
rhythm of the gospels and a sense of
understand that lament is a valid
tends to deepen
discipline that I still have not acquired. I
spiritual process.
involvement in
think of the approaching Palm Sunday which
the welfare of “It is a curious fact” says Walter
to me has become an “Irony Sunday” as the
others.
crowds that praised Jesus were to yell 5 days
Brugggemann, “that the church has, by
later: ”Crucify Him!” I read a few months
and large, continued to sing songs of
ago of a church that burns last year’s palm tree
orientation in a world increasingly experienced
branches to become this year’s Ash Wednesday
as disorientated…It is my judgment that this
cruciform drawn upon the forehead of the
action of the church is less an evangelical
participants. Ash Wednesday is not only a reminder
defiance guided by faith, and much more a
of death and sin during the period of lent, but it is a
frightened, numb denial and deception that
reminder of the weakness of our spirituality: a wave
does not want to acknowledge or experience
of glory (palm leaves) and now rubbed in our face as
the disorientation of life.”
a burning ember of ash. Ash Wednesday, I wish we
Remember Saul of Tarsus? A man who was
did that in my church. But there is a different type
murdering Christians and demanded the blood
of ash that resides upon my soul daily, lament for
of same to flow until he met Jesus on the road
the children.
to Damascus and was struck blind. Jesus
Our case files have too many mothers who
appeared to Ananias telling him to go to Saul,
eventually lost custody of their children due to their
“for he is praying.” Yes, we have and do
inability to parent because of the devastation to
lament, and yes we do all we can do to help
their own life as a result of the emotional trauma of
another, but because of the tears of lament we
their childhood which converted into addictive drug
have learned that lament leads to prayer,
or alcohol usage as an adult to make the psychic
not mumbling about how bad things are.
pain “go away.” Each year we will receive phone
Prayer allows me to intervene for sorrows all
calls from children, now in another’s custody or in
over the world. I am engaged.
foster care programs who tell us where they are as
their mother is in a treatment center, jail or prison.
Maybe we all need some ashes on our forehead
We lament for the children and the parent.
and a time of lament instead of an awakening.
I thought of the “dash” in lives and of the violence of
2015; the migrants and their children drowning in
the Mediterranean Sea as they attempted to escape
despotism; the torture and persecution of Christians

