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What Words Cannot Express
“They are not only telling you something
about the secret of who you are,” Buechner
continued to explain, “but more often than
not God is speaking to you through them of
the mystery of where you have come from
and is summoning you to where, if your soul
is to be saved, you should go next.” I will
confess, I have not been a person easily
moved to tears. And if a tear did occur, I
would quickly blame my allergies. I wanted to
be perceived as a strong, independent man
that others could lean on for strength and
courage during difficult times and felt that
showing my emotional side would signal
weakness and fragility. But, the years, the
experiences, these encounters that Buechner
alludes to has led to a repentance from my
stoicism towards a different perspective for
the future.
One of my favorite movies is The Princess
Bride, mostly because of its humor, but I do
like the whole of the story. One of the lines
that has stuck with me is said by the Dread
Pirate Roberts to Princess Buttercup; “Life is
pain, highness. Anyone who says
differently is selling something.” For me,
this quote would be the opening lines to
teaching the book of Jeremiah. The weeping
prophet, 2600 years ago, was in the middle of

a national crisis as the Israelite’s were a broken
-hearted nation devastated by the invading
armies of Nebuchadnezzar. Jeremiah just told
it like it is: “The sound of sobbing…is heard in
Zion…We’re devastated!” He told the women
of Jerusalem, “Teach your daughters to
mourn…teach one another to grieve…Death
has climbed through our windows” (9:20,21).
Jeremiah said earlier (8:22 – 9:1) what I have
thought to myself before, “If only my head
were a spring of water and my eyes a fountain
of tears, I would weep day and night for the
wounds of my people.” Jeremiah was shouting
out, “God, where are you?” The years of
observing and experiencing the plight of little
children, the captivity of adults to addiction, of
the endless needs of ladies that call the Village
in hope of a ‘room to come to,’ have created a
vacuum in my soul that also cries out, “God,
where are you?” Like the quote in the movie, I
accept that existence is painful.
At times, the Village family has experienced
great loss and I have cried. Some of those
experiences have been shared in previous
newsletters like of the time that I officiated the
funeral of a one-day old child from an unwed
mother whose continued drug abuse during
pregnancy was most likely the number one
factor in the child’s death. I remember another
funeral for 2 little girls, one of which was born
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June 13, 2016: “As you know, Rainbows are defining
moments in my life. When events have been extremely
difficult God has placed rainbows in the sky just for me.
It is his way of encouraging me and letting me know
all is good.”
September 4, 2017: “Marion and I have decided to
forgo any further treatments for the cancer and live
one day at a time.”
We will not look at a rainbow again without thinking
and remembering Faunelle and her compassion and
concern for Restoration Village though the years past.

Stars of Hope Holiday Program

The first volunteers to serve Restoration Village drove
over from Tulsa, Oklahoma, June 1989, to scrub floors,
clean commodes, wash windows and perform multiple
tasks to prepare the Village for women and children in
need of services.
One of those volunteers, along with her daughter Jacque,
was Faunelle Turner (later to be become Mrs. Marion
Deaton) who will forever be in our memories not only
for her willingness to serve, but for her Christmas bonus
donation to assist us with our first month at Restoration
Village in June of 1989, her monthly contributions for 28
years, and the packages that arrived with beautiful
clothing to share with our residents.
Prior to Restoration Village, Faunelle was a consistent
believer and encourager in the vision of Restoration
Village as she recognized from her own early experiences
the need for a “safe place for a single parent mother to
begin afresh.”
She was a valiant warrior, along with her husband, as
exemplified in her journal entries on the internet as they
together went through the years of cancer. On 12/21/16
she wrote: “Marion and I are blessed and have so much
to be thankful for, our ability to celebrate the birth of
our Savior along with our precious prayer partners….
you.”

We invite you to participate in our Stars of Hope
holiday program. Giving back is easy, you can
adopt an adult, child, or family from our stars of
hope and we will share that individual or families
wish list with you. To get started, follow this link
http://bit.ly/2yipGO4.
To adopt a family simply select all the names with the
same number and (*). Donations will be accepted
through December 15, 2017.
We welcome participation by church, civic, and school
groups. To find out how you can bring hope to a woman
or family at the Village or for questions about the Stars of
Hope Holiday Program, please contact Cie Cochran
cie@restorationvillage.net.

Monthly Giving
Did you know that it is easier than ever to become a
supporter of Restoration Village? You can support the
Village throughout the year by becoming a monthly
contributor. Your recurring gift supports our work
with women like Amy* and her two children. Since
they arrived they have received weekly advocacy
services connecting Amy with vital resources in our
community, they have participated in equine therapy,
and her children have had an opportunity to participate
in our Wonderful Words program. Together we can
provide Amy and others like her with the support,
tools, and confidence that she needs to continue on
her journey towards healthy and safe independent
living.

Our Village Care Team consists of dedicated
volunteers who are willing to help Restoration Village
with a variety of projects on an ongoing basis. We are
looking for groups and individuals who would like to
partner with the Village to Adopt-a-plot and help with
landscape maintenance and outdoor beautification for 1
or more acres. Visit our website to learn more.

Please consider becoming a monthly supporter, you
can set up a recurring gift online, via our website,
www.restorationvillage.net.

Annual Afternoon of Fairytales

Join the Village Care Team
Restoration Village sits on just under 70 acres of
beautiful land where those in need come to find
restoration. For over two decades we have cared
for the land and the precious people who live at the
Village with the support of our community.
Volunteers have been an integral part of our story
from the very beginning and we invite you to take
part in a new and exciting volunteer opportunity!

Fo

Save-the-Date for the
4th Annual Afternoon
of Fairytales on Saturday, February 3, 2018
from 1 – 3 p.m. at Avondale Chapel and Garden!
We invite the young and
the young at heart to enjoy an afternoon filled with music,
fairytale themed crafts, food, and guests from a faraway land!
Join us in strengthening women and children so they may
enjoy their own fairytale happy ending.
We welcome your support as an event sponsor or volunteer.
Contact Cie Cochran, cie@restorationvillage.net to learn
about our sponsorship and volunteer opportunities.

Continued from Page 1
to a resident here at the Village. In this instance, the
1:30 in the morning while I was still at the motel I received
perpetrator of their death was convicted only of
a phone call and the nurse said, “Mr. Engle you need to get
negligent homicide and served a few short years in
back up here to the hospital now!”
prison. I think of the personal effect of how moments
before I was to give my eldest daughter to her groom, I drove way faster than I should have, parked in the
how it felt that he was taking ‘our daughter’ away from handicap area and asked where Beverly was as she had
been moved from the ER to ICU. When I got to ICU, I
us. He didn’t, but I still cried prior to the ceremony.
walked in to see her surrounded by four staff members
Recently, an 18-month-old child was suffocated by a
working diligently around her, and there were two
caretaker who thought that placing pillows over the
defibrillators on the bed with her. It would still be another
child’s mouth would help the child cease to cry and
assist with sleep. I’ve carried around another one-year- 48 hours before I fully understood what had happened to
her while I was driving from the motel to the hospital. For
old in a full body cast after the child was viciously
beaten by the boyfriend of the mother. I recall another the remainder of the week, I stayed with her and remained
strong and stoic for our children and for the staff that took
time when one of our own children was seriously
care of her. After one of the nurses, who was in the room
injured, and I so badly wanted to take their place, to
that first night, had returned from a couple of
take the hurt for them. These are a few of the “Life is pain,
days off, I then learned that to save Beverly, they
times when I had no other emotion to express
highness.
had had to completely stop her heart from
other than the tears that streamed down my
beating and only then attempt to bring her back
Anyone who
face, and like Jeremiah, I questioned the
to life. When we returned home a week later,
providential hand of God.
says
and I knew she was going to be all right, the full
differently is
“Tears. Those tiny drops of humanity.
impact of that week finally overcame me. I cried,
Those round, wet balls of fluid that
those drops that were “most apt” that opened
selling
tumble from our eyes, creep down our
my reception to where God was speaking that
something.”
cheeks, and splash on the floor of our
we “should go next.”
hearts… They are miniature
I did not, do not weep as those who have
messengers; on call twenty-four hours a
no hope. I weep because of the pain of the
day to substitute for crippled words. They drip,
world,
and
in anticipation of a better world God
drop, and pour from the corners of our souls,
promised
to
us when His kingdom is finally
carrying with them the deepest emotion we
revealed. Romans 8:22-24a reminds us all “We groan
possess. They tumble down our faces with
announcements that range from most blissful joy within ourselves, for hope we have been saved.” Tears
became my prayer-beads when I thought of almost losing
to the darkest despair. The principle is simple:
my life companion and how important every single day is,
when words are most empty, tears are most
for we know not what tomorrow will bring.
apt” (“Max Lucado, No Wonder They Call Him Savior)
One year ago, this month, I fully understood the value
of tears. While we were out of town, Beverly became
sick with what we thought was a serious cold or
possibly the flu. A friend called her and after hearing
about the circumstances suggested we go to an
emergency clinic. The clinic thought she needed an IV
and that had to be done at the local hospital ER. After
she was admitted, they informed me that she would
need to spend the night in a room. After she was
hooked up to the IV, and was in a private room, I left to
go back to the hotel and get some of her belongings. At

A day at a time, I now see every chance meeting as
an opportunity. Every encounter is a divine
appointment. Today is possibly the last day to
make a difference. I love different, I care different, I
act different. As Jorgen Moltmann so aptly said
“God weeps with us now, so that someday we may
laugh with him.” May we all during this joyous
approaching season, allow heartbreak and tears to
become our prayer beads. Weep with those who
weep, mourn with those
who mourn.

