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My name is Debbie Sallee. I was raised
in a dysfunctional home with a sexually
abusive father and a detached and
unprotective mother. My parents
divorced when I was 12 years old and a
year later my mother married another
man who was sexually abusive.
By the time I was 15, my brother and
sister had both left home and I found
myself alone. I left home to live on the
streets thinking it was a better
alternative. I moved from place to place
with whomever would take me in.
Sometimes, out of desperation, I would
even do things against my will to have
food and a place to sleep.
At the age of 23, with 4 children and
a failed marriage from an abusive
man, I was at my lowest point.

Looking for an escape, I gave myself and
my children to God and moved to
Colorado to start a new life. For the
first time, God had brought peace
into my life.
In 1989, at the age of 26, I was still
hoping for a relationship with my
mother. Her husband at the time (a good
man), had cancer and she asked me if I
would move to NWA to help take care
of him. Only a few months later, he
passed away and since my mother
no longer needed my help she
kicked me and my children out.

With very little money and nowhere to
go, a friend recommended Restoration
Village. I called Beverly and she
immediately took us in. This is the first
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Debbie Sallee (in blue) and her family at her daughters wedding.
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time Restoration Village rescued me and my
family. We stayed only a month, but during that time I
was able to start counseling and begin the process of
forgiving my parents.
Fast forward 20 years, my children are all grown and
starting their own lives. Even though I felt like I had
worked through most of my past, my life had
started to crumble again. I had lied to myself about
who I really was. I had always been a very strong
woman. I had a great career, provided for and raised
wonderful children, and loved my family as best as I
knew how.
But, in reality, I was still a broken and hurt little girl. I
was living with a lot of hate especially towards men and
I had built a wall around myself, so no one could ever
get close. With the lies and flashbacks of abuse
consuming my every thought, I went into a very dark
pit. After about a year of trying to regain control over
my life, I was at a crossroad. I knew I would either have
to face the pain of my past or take my own life to
escape the pain.
I called the only place I trusted, Restoration
Village. Beverly, with so much grace, love and
compassion made it possible for me to meet with a
counselor on her staff and rescued me for the second

Renew

time. After my first meeting with Tara (my counselor),
I had hope that God was going to heal me. I
spent five years with Tara doing weekly
meetings and two years off and on. I also
started attending group therapy at Restoration
Village. I was able to meet people with similar
stories and I realized I was not alone in my
pain. In that time, God restored my soul and in
forgiving the unforgivable, I found freedom
from my pain.
My oldest daughter as well went through a time of
darkness and after receiving counseling at Restoration
Village God has brought her through and has restored
our relationship. This would be the third time
Restoration village has rescued my family.
There are so many of us walking around in pain. To
have a place of refuge in Restoration Village is such a
blessing to this community. I don’t know how I could
ever thank Restoration Village for the support and
restoration they have brought to me and my family.
But, I do know that without the help from
Restoration Village and their amazing staff, I
would not be the woman I am today.
-Debbie Sallee, past resident

End of Year Giving
As we reflect on 2018 and look forward to the
many blessings of 2019, we are reminded that we
can’t do this without the support of contributors
like you. Every gift we receive allows the team at
the Village to provide immediate food, shelter,
healthcare, counseling and advocacy services.
We need your help to raise an additional
$80,000 to help us meet our financial year
end goal. Contributions for 2018 need to be
postmarked by Dec. 31st.
Make
your
donation
on-line
at
restorationvillage.net or with the enclosed return
envelope. Your faithfulness is greatly appreciated
in making a difference in the lives of others!

Merry Christmas from Maddy Mizelle, Tara Lentz, Marcy Stave,
Jonathan and Adrienne Engle, Shannon West, Beverly and David
Engle, and Gracie!

The Suffering of God in the World
Two thousand years ago, in an animal barn,
squatting in the hay, without any medical
assistance, or trained staff, a young woman,
“…gave birth to her firstborn, a son. She wrapped him in

churches and had been “refused help as there was no
staff working that week.” I called a church that we had
worked with before and asked the staff member if
“anyone could pick this lady up at the motel where she
was staying and bring her out to the Village as we were
cloths, and placed him in a manger because there was no guest
already dealing with another crisis at the Village that
room available for them.” Eight days later when the baby
morning.”
The secretary told me that “the
was circumcised, Simeon the Priest spoke to Mary, “This
benevolence committee was meeting with the pastor
child marks both the failure and the recovery of many
now and she would go ask if anyone could help
in Israel, a figure misunderstood and contradicted- the The purpose of
us.” She called us back and said, “We can’t
pain of a sword thrust through you- But the
our
lives
is
to
help you as this is something we don’t do.”
rejection will force honesty, as God reveals who they
really are.” (Luke 2:34-35 The Message)

be more like
Jesus.

During the dedication blessing, Simeon
gave a prophetic word about this newborn
child, that he would cause a division amongst
people, in that for some he would be a stumbling block,
but in others, he would be the cause of their rising.
Dietrich Bonhoeffer described “sword thrust through you”
as meaning “taking seriously, not our own suffering, but
those of God in this world.”

I thought of Madeleine L’ Engle’s book “A Stone for a Pillow,”
as she writes of a student “who went to a famous old
Rabbi and asked: “Master, in the old days there were people
who could see God. Why is it that nobody see God these
days?”
The old rabbi looked at the student and thoughtfully
answered, “My child, nowadays nobody can stoop so low.” (p.
58, 1986)
The question for all of us, especially as we collectively
celebrate this joyous of seasons remains: “Do I care
about others?” I read of a small church in a Midwestern
state where a young boy was appointed to be the
innkeeper in the Christmas pageant. The boy had only one
line to memorize and he practiced it over and over:
“There’s no room in my inn!” At the church on the night
of the pageant Joseph and Mary performed their roles
perfectly as they approached the inn after their journey
looking tired and in distress. Joseph asked the innkeeper
for a room as his wife was with child and they were tired.
The boy playing the innkeeper was about to say his
memorized line when he suddenly began to cry and
with tears rolling down his cheeks blurted out: “Oh,
come on in. You can have my room!”
***

In November of 1995, during Thanksgiving week,
we received a phone call early in the morning from
a lady in distress. She shared that she had called several

We gave one our current residents
directions to the motel and sent her to
go pick the lady up and to bring her to
us. The lady had not eaten in several days. She had
few clothes and no coat to wear on a cold, rainy
morning. We first made a warm breakfast for her,
gathered some bath products and showed her where
she could take a hot shower. Afterwards she took a
long nap. Conversation later revealed that she
was pregnant, her car had broken down here in
Rogers and that she was contemplating suicide
because she was unmarried and with child.
Beverly spent significant time with her during the
afternoon and she called her family and decided to go
home to her parents. We got her a new coat,
secured some travelling food, bought her a bus
ticket home and at midnight drove her to the
bus station and watched her ride off – going
home.
We don’t know how the story ended, but we do
know that for 20 hours she was loved,
welcomed, and offered hope, encouragement,
and a safe place to rest.
I can’t love the Spirit of God “directly” as I do not
relate to the spiritual world like I do with the physical
world of matter around me.
But can we still
“directly” love the newborn child in the manger?
Well, what is the purpose of our lives that we
have been called to? To be more like Jesus!
And how do we do that? It is through the loving
of others, “our neighbors, those in need, those who
cannot repay” that we love the child born in a manger,
love the God whom we cannot see. The Christmas
message: “…for if we don’t love people that we can
see, how can we love God whom we cannot see?” (I
John 4:20)

Village News

Thank you Rebecca Hill, Mrs. Becky, for graciously
coming to tutor some of our kids every Tuesday
and Thursday and making learning fun! We love our
volunteers!

Thank YOU for helping us overachieve our goal of
$4,000 to purchase a new riding lawn mower. Because
of YOU we were able to raise $5,330!

Thank you to everyone who ‘adopted’ a resident or
family for the holidays! We are happy to announce
that ALL of our residents have been adopted.
THANK YOU!

Join us for a magical afternoon of princesses, princes, and
superheroes here to dance, sing, and play with the whole
family!
FEB 2nd 2019 at the
BENTONVILLE COMMUNITY CENTER.
1-3PM
To purchase tickets, please visit our website,
www.restorationvillage.net

Friends playing in the leaves after school.

