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To the Greatest Show on Earth
There are some childhood memories that
impacted me enough to remember bits and
pieces of them to this day. One was of my
father waking me very early in the morning and
we walked two blocks down the road to wait
for a train that would soon be passing by.
From the
distance, I heard
the horn blow
and I saw the
steam rise in
intermittent puffs
(I’m giving away
my age by
admitting that I
know what a
steam engine is).
And here it
came, it was the
Ringling Brothers,
Barnum, and Bailey Circus train coming into
Tulsa. My father had taken the day off from
work and after the train chugged by we got
into our vehicle and then drove downtown to
the train station to watch the circus unload and
then parade out to the venue.
We stood on the side of the road and watched
as the camels, elephants, and other wild animals
in cages began to make their journey from the
station to the tent site. There were clowns

with funny decorated faces that seemed to spring
out from the passenger cars and they honked
horns and made balloon animals for those lined
up on the street. It appeared to be a mile-long
entourage with a police escort as the performers
and circus hands made their way to the large
field and began to
put up the tent. It
was the greatest
show and it had
not even begun.
Later that evening,
my parents took
me to the “big
top.” The crowd
was huge, and the
tent seemed to me
to be the biggest
non-building ever.
There were big canvas banners lining the fairway
with pictures of ladies holding snakes, bearded
ladies, sword swallowers, and the gorilla boy.
We could hear the barker’s cries of “Step right
up, Ladies and Gentlemen” coupled with the
smells of corndogs, cotton candy, and fresh
popped popcorn. I thought I was in heaven and I
still hadn’t seen the circus yet.
A three-ring circus can be somewhat challenging
in the sense of choosing which ring and act to
focus on. But for me, it was the clowns, the
trapeze artist, and the cannon shot that were the

Village News
If you are on Instagram, be sure to follow the
adventures of graciethegentle. Gracie is our
Village therapy dog and she sure loves attention!

One of our bedrooms has had the same wooden
bunkbeds and cabinetry since we first moved in
29 years ago. It was beyond time for a makeover.
Thanks Young Men’s Service Leauge for tearing it
all down and pulling it all out in order to make
room for a new bedroom suite. If you would like
to help with the makeover and room design,
reach out at: jonathan@restorationvillage.net

Upcoming summer events:
Fishing Day with the residents; Outing to Wet
Willy Water Park; July 4th Celebration and
Seafood Boil; Arkansas Naturals baseball game;
Fayetteville Botanical Gardens; Scott Family
Amazeum.
We appreciate your continued prayers and
support on behalf of our women and children!
May your summer also be filled with fun and
adventure!
Road Construction:
Thank you for your
response thus far!
Almost there!
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Resident Spotlight

Eight years ago, my future husband had been
released from a four-year prison sentence. I
met him two days after his release, and we
were married one year later. He was terrific.
We loved each other very much. Everything
was great until my husband became addicted
to Vicodin and then Meth. He
began to hear things and was
tremendously paranoid. My life
warped into a petrifying
existence, my husband now
terrified me. Every second of the
day I had to be on guard.
I remember seeing white and
having a shrill ringing in my head
after being slammed against the
wall so hard I could not stand up.
I curled up into a ball while being
hit full force all over my body. I
protected myself with my hands
and arms while he struck me
with a chair so hard the impact
bent the rings on my fingers.
Every word out of my mouth,
every move I made was dripping with fear. I
shut down completely, so that I might survive.
The physical pain didn't faze me anymore, I
was numb to it by then. Fighting back was not
an option, that only got me strangled. For
three years I was utterly alone and, forced to
be secluded from the world. As a result of
domestic violence, I have suffered from PTSD
and flashbacks.
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I believe people suffering from PTSD are not
only wounded in their mind and body, but in
their spirit as well. The Bible says that the
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eyes are the windows to the soul. I feel I will
never be the same because of the hurts that
pierce my soul. The person I loved and trusted
the most destroyed me. Thankfully, God
specializes in healing hurt souls. People have
their own feelings about God. As for me, life
would not be worth living without Him. I have
wonderful friends and family for support, and
most of them do not even know this part of
my story. I have a great therapist for my mind,
and doctors for my body. However, only God
can heal my soul.
Surviving a traumatic experience is life-

changing. I can quickly be consumed by the
intense memories that haunt my every waking
moment. Like my husband, who suffered from
the same affliction from his childhood, and in
the end died from an overdose because of it.
However, I am now a strong, confident woman
of God. With the help of God, and my newfound friends and family, I will break through
the walls of fear, and not back down.
- Rosa B.
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highlights and have remained so for years to come as I
have complete trust in my catcher. The public might think I
had the opportunity to visit the circus
am the great star of the trapeze, but the
multiple times. William Stringfellow
real star is Joe, my catcher. He has to
wrote in his book, A Simplicity of Faith:
be there with split second precision and
“In the circus, humans are freed from
grab me out of the air as I come to
consignment to death. There one
him.” As a beloved child of God,
person walks on wire fifty feet above
we entrust ourselves to be caught
the ground…another hangs in the air
as we extend our arms. The
by heels, one upholds twelve in a
Village staff knows that we can’t
human pyramid, another is shot from
change anybody, but we can offer
a cannon. The circus is an
the opportunity for those whom
eschatological parable and social parody: it signals a
we serve to reach out and see what happens next.
transcendence of the power of death, which
We entrust
There are other aspects of the circus that can be a
exposes this world as it truly is while it
pioneers the kingdom.” (pp. 89-91, emphasis ourselves to be parody of society or a parable of eschatological (endtime) significance. Clowns do things that are
ours)
caught as we
contradictory to normal behavior. They are
Years ago, we decided to make sure that our
extend our
unpredictable and that can cause distrust and
monthly newsletters include real life stories
apprehension even in adults. They may look like
from those that are current or former residents. arms.
they are human, but their faces deviate from normal.
They are stories of the women’s struggles, of
Their
makeup
is strange, they have over exaggerated eyes and
learning who is ultimately in charge, and of what it is to
smiles,
their
costume
is colorful and flamboyant, and their
live in a fallen world that still has the memory of a time
when it wasn’t. This month’s brief story is of a life whose shoes are extremely large. They don’t behave like we think
journey is on-going, but what is happening in her life and
they should and it can be unsettling to say the least, especially
in the life of her children is enough to say, “this is the
to younger children. We learn to laugh, we learn to accept
best circus of my life and I will remember it forever.” It is that they are people also, and that “real life” clowns are
our desire that all that come here may experience this:
usually trying to hide something – themselves and act the fool
Buried with him by baptism into death, like as Christ
to us. Many of our residents attend at least one, sometimes
raised up from the dead, even so we should walk in
two group sessions every week and are allowing their past to
newness of life.
become their ministry of healing to others. The old mask of
self-preservation begins to come off, and the new person
There is a song in the recent movie “The Greatest
arises.
Showman” that says: “I am not a stranger to the dark/
Hide away they say, cause we don’t want your broken
parts/ I’ve learned to be ashamed of all my scars/ Run
away they say/ No one will love you as you are.” In the
movie, the bearded lady sings about how people don’t
want her broken parts, they want to grind her down to
dust, shame her, and cut her down, but she sings and
portrays that she is brave, is not a freak, but rather
“glorious.” All are welcome at the circus and loved
unconditionally. P.T. Barnum was an example of
unconditional love and non-contempt. The Village is
open to all.
One of the most dangerous acts in the circus is that of
the trapeze artists. In his book Our Greatest Gift, Henri
Nouwen tells of his time with the Flying Rodleighs, a
most famous trapeze family in the German circus.
Rodleigh, the leader of the troupe said, “As a flyer, I must

The final act in the circus is when a man is shot out of a
cannon from one side of the tent across all three rings and
into a net on the other side. Not once have I ever seen
anyone shot through the top of the tent or miss the net. The
big finale is about all of us choosing to enjoy the greatest
show on earth, the people God puts in front of us –
immigrants, different colors, different religions,
different political views, etc., and our willingness to love
them – unconditionally. We, along with you, stand and
applaud when one graduates from the Village into newness of
life.

