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An ordinary day has changed significantly for me this 
year. When the home health agency I worked for 
suddenly closed the end of April, I took the plunge to 
start living the dream I thought would be for retirement 
and see if I could make it self-employed. I wanted to 
write and create a website that would provide resources 
to help people cope with life changes.  My work as an 
occupational therapist had been hands-on, helping 
people recover and adapt to severe or chronic mental 
and physical illness and/or disability. I saw that our 
health care system pays for services at the initial point of 
illness or accident, but individuals live the rest of their 
lives coping and adapting. I saw the need and had the 
desire, but how to generate income in the process was 
the question. It still is.  
 
I spent the first few months researching and talking to 
people. I thought I should develop private pay services 
to support my writing. The past few months have been 
spent clarifying that I really feel called to write and to 
develop a website. With that clarity, though, has come an 
avalanche of anxiety about my abilities to make money 
by writing and to actually make a website. I am faced 
with my dependence on money for security and my 
ingrained beliefs about money such as, òI can't make 
money writing.ó 
 
Iõm a total non-techie but I was determined to learn how 
to make a website myself so I could change and update it 
as needed. My primary technological success was 
starting a Facebook page with the help of my sister-in-
law (www.facebook.com/ReCreatingWellness ). Writing 
has been more fruitful: I am on the second draft of my 
book and its working title is òLive Well Anyhow.ó 
 
Theoretically, I spend my mornings writing and my 
afternoons working on the website with frequent breaks 
to get off my chair and away from the computer.  
However, my reality involves dealing with my anxiety 
and affirming that I am moving in the right direction. We 
will soon need to dig into savings to make ends meet. 
Fortunately we do have savings, but I feel I need to start 
bringing in income. Getting a real job is the obvious 
immediate solution, but so far it has not seemed to be the 

A Day in the Life of...  

right answer. I face my frequent self -criticism that I keep 
managing to stress myself out when Iõm blessed with 
such a great gift of time to write. I have great support 
from my husband, Herb. He is much more generous 
with me than I would be with him if our circumstances 
were reversed! I have a strong sense of call, direction, 
and presence from God. But that doesnõt take away my 
anxiety. So, for now at least, I acknowledge my fears and 
keep taking one step at a time. 
 
Joyce enjoys writing, reading, sewing, crafts, and camping. òI 
wrote in a journal when I was 16 that I would be 90 before I 
could get everything done I wanted to do. An ideal day would 
be like one during our vacation this 
summer when we camped at Chincoteague 
Island, VA and spent the day on the beach 
at Assateague National Wildlife Refuge. 
Our children and grandchild were with us 
for a few days, and the weather was 
perfect.ó Joyce attends Shalom Mennonite 
Church. 

JOYCE TROYER 

 

òI finally finished 
this quilt. It was 
mostly pieced by a 
local woman who 
passed away several 
years ago. Her son 
asked me to finish it, 
so I attached about a 
d o z e n  o f  t h e 
òflowersó she had 
made, quilted it, and 
bound it. I enjoy the 
old-fashioned fabrics 
she used. It will go to 
one of his grand-
daughters. (Iõve 
finished several items 
for him as a way to 
raise a bit of money to 
pay for [his] kidsõ 
college.)ó 

M ARJ RUSH  HOVDE  

http://www.facebook.com/ReCreatingWellness
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Editorõs Note 
Itõs a common enough question, with (usually) the most 
unsatisfactory of answers: òHow was your day?ó The parents at 
Simonõs preschool joke about how itõs like pulling teeth to find 
out something, anything, about the kidsõ day. I can imagine that 
the answers will be harder to come by as they get older! 
 

Why do we want to know, anyway? Weõre curious. We want to be 
reassured that there arenõt problems that we arenõt aware of. We 
want a connection. Recently, a list of questions for parents (25 
ways to ask your child, ôSo, how was school today?õ) made the rounds 
in our co-opõs social media, and Iõve struck conversation gold 
with some of the ideas.  
 

You can learn a lot about a person from how s/he spends time, 
whether itõs on a job, hobbies, other commitments. Do you know 
whatõs really important to fellow FMCers? I donõt, and I would 
love to figure out a way to fast -track some of our conversations at 
fellowship time to actually get to know people without wading 
through years of small talk first.  
 

This theme is meant to help us peer through a tiny window into 
the lives of various folks representing all ages and stages in life. 
Contributors were given several questions to consider for their 
answer: What is an ordinary day for you? Of all the moments that make 
up your day, what is the most important of your day? Describe a 
profound day in your life. How do you see God at work in your day?  
 

As I considered the world depicted in the book/movie The Giver 
(p 8), Iõve been thinking about Steve as FMCõs Giver. Heõs met 
with many of us over the past few months and received our 
stories, hopes, fears, ideas about our community. What does he 
do with that? What do we do with that? Once weõve shared 
weighty topics with him, have we washed our hands of them and 
saddled him with it instead? I know that Steve will not simply 
hold those experiences for us, and instead, he and Shannon are 
discerning patterns and determining where FMC could use a 
challenge, even though (or precisely because) it can be unnerving. 
In To Bless the Space Between Us, John OõDonohue wrote, òé we 
always need to cast a critical look at where we presently are, 
attempting always to discern where we have become stagnant 
and where new beginning might be ripening. There can be no 
growth if we do not remain open and vulnerable to what is new 
and different.ó* 
 

I hope that you are prompted to strike up a 
conversation with one of these contributors to 
find out more about his or her lifeé and Iõll take 
a page from the preschool book and start asking 
you questions along the lines above. May we be 
òopen and vulnerable to what is new and 
differentó in the process.ñAS 
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GRETA  WEAVER  

These days, routine is something I know not of. For the 
last year and a half my schedule has changed each month 
along with my clinical rotation. Having two days off on 
the weekend is a treat, not a given. The same applies to 
lunch. I have always been someone who thrives on a 
good routine. But the past few years and their lack of 
routine have challenged me and taught me innumerable 
lessons, and I have grown in unexpected ways.  
 
Here is a glimpse into my life lately:  
 
My garden shows me the importance of slowing down 
and appreciating the beauty around me, small as it may 
be. My roommate reminds me that life goes on even 
when I cannot remember the last time I vacuumed the 
house. The first time mother whose baby I delivered in 
the middle of a busy night, and her own mother who 
became a grandmother that day, keep me grounded 
because even though I may have delivered five more 
babies that night, they allowed me to be a part of a great 
moment in their lives. The memory of a woman I cared 
for in the emergency room who passed away in the 
hospital before I returned for my next shift urges me to 
be kind because life may end too soon.  
 
People have let me in to the happy, sad, hard, impossible 
places in their hearts and lives. These are sacred places, 
and I do not take that for granted. They are mothers, 
fathers, siblings, children, friends, and neighbors. In the 
end, a day in my life is a day in yours.  
 
Greta likes to garden, play soccer, go on walks, and share 
delicious meals with friends. òI am in my last year of medical 
school and am going into obstetrics and gynecology. My ideal 
day is one filled with outdoor adventures, followed by a tasty 
dinner and relaxing around a fire with the wonderful people in 
my life.ó  

mailto:fmc@indymenno.org
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October 1, 2009 was a day that changed my faith in God forever. My maternal grandfather left the earth and went to 
heaven to be with God, and I was there with him when it happened. Paul C. Sponsel, or Grandpa as I called him, lived a 
very rich life of 85 years. He did not drive a fancy car, go on extravagant vacations, nor have a lot of money; none of that 
mattered to him.  
 

What Grandpa valued more than anything money can buy was his wife and his 
family. He was a loving husband for 60 years, a devoted father to seven, a 
grandfather to 25 and also had 18 great-grandchildren. He joyfully served his 
church, community, and the underprivileged as long as he was physically able.  
 

When Grandpa was on his deathbed, he was surrounded by all that matters in the 
very end - his family. God was with us the day he went to heaven. As my grandma 
and my aunts, uncles, and cousins surrounded his bedside in the hospital room, we 
held hands, prayed, sang, and read scripture together for the last hour of his life. I 
miss him dearly and cherish my many happy memories of him. I will carry with me 
what I witnessed in his final moments on earth for the rest of my life. The peaceful 
power of Godõs presence that day is something that Iõll never forget.  

 
Valerie is a program manager for First Incentive Travel International. She plans corporate incentive trips and sales 
meetings that take place in the U.S., the Caribbean, and Europe. She is counting down the days until she marries 

fellow FMCer John Yoder in May 2015. άAn ideal day for me would include going for a run outdoors, eating a 
homemade breakfast, sipping coffee, and spending time doing something fun around town with friends or family.ó  

VALERIE  RAGO  

I set my alarm clock for 5:40 every morning, but the trick 
is, I turn it off and then my dad gets me up at 6. So I am 
awake kind of for 20 minutes so when I get up at 6 then 
Iõm actually fully awake. My dad gets up with me because 
he leaves at the same time I do. Breakfast is usually honey 
nut cheerios or scrambled eggs. [The bus stop] is just in 
front of my house. Iõm the first person on the bus in the 
morning and the first one off [in the afternoon].  
 
I sit with my friends at lunch. The majority of the time I 
take my lunch, usually a sandwich and yogurt. Iõve been 
getting mixed berry lately and mixed berry is the worst 
yogurt. You got to have a pure fruit; you canõt have mixed 
berry.  
 
I have marketing with Allbry, and [we] sit in the back. Itõs 
fun. Itõs definitely not a hard class but Iõve learned stuff. 
Period 4/5 I have AP US history. Itõs a challenge. We have 
lectures a lot in class about what we were supposed to 
read last night, and if you donõt read the night before and 
he asks you a question, you look stupid in front of the 
class.  
 
I look forward to lunch or study hall, because I have study 

hall last period. So itõs the end of the day for me and I get 
to go home. I leave at 2:40 and get home around 3.  
 
[If I didnõt have to go to school I would] stay home, I 
guess. That would depend on whether my friends had to 
go to school or not. If not, then Iõd hang out with my 
friends a lot more. If they did, then Iõd stay home or find 
a job or research. I want to become a pilot so Iõd research 
aviation.  
 
Some days I wake up tired and in a funk and Iõm gloomy 
all day. Not sad, but sleepy and I donõt want to learn. I 
want to zone out and just doodle. I donõt know if I have a 
single most important part of my day. Maybe if I know 
whatõs going on in all of my classes. 
 
Liamõs perfect day would be òif Iõve had a good nightõs sleep, I 
go in the kitchen and there are waffles ready. The bus is on 
time, I have a good morning, and my day 
consists of mainly substitute teachers, except 
for maybe English, marketing, and Spanish. A 
great lunch with no mixed berry yogurt. A 
minimal amount of homework, and I get a 
good nightõs rest again.ó 

LIAM  FRIESENÅCondensed from an interview with Sam Carpenter 

Grandpa carving the Thanksgiving turkey  



 

Currently, I spend many days at the 
Marion County Coronerõs Office 
gathering data for my dissertation.  I 
am collecting data from prescription 
painkiller and heroin overdose 
deaths to further understand the 
conditions and contexts of these 
deaths with the overarching intent 
of increasing the availability and 
reach of naloxone, an antidote for 
prescription painkiller and heroin 
overdoses.   
 
The Coronerõs Office is like most 
government agencies: tons of rich 
data that have been gathered and 
stored using archaic methods.  So, if 
you want the data you must spend a 
lot of time getting it.  As a doc 
student working on a dissertation, I 
have that time.    
 
To get the data I need to go to the 
Coronerõs office and travel down to 
the  dungeon - l i ke  env i rons 
(seriously) of the morgueõs 
basement where they keep all of 
their hard files.  I am collecting data 
from over 1,000 deaths that 
occurred from 2007-2014.  I have to 
individually go through each of 
those files and pull out and enter 
data into my laptop.   
 
At first, I was thrilled and excited to 
go through these files.  The 
information in there is a goldmine.  
Quickly, however, that thrill and 
excitement turned into something 
else.  Iõm not sure what it is, but the 
best way to describe it is to say 
ôsadnessõ.  I found myself being sad 
because these were people that had 
lives, families, and friends.  Their 
families and friends are still around, 
but they are not.  Iõm sad because I 
know the intimate details of their 
death and there is no dignity in 
those details.  I am sad because 
those deaths were preventable; 
there was an antidote that could 

have saved their lives.   
 
But mostly, Iõm sad because I really 
do not believe this is how they 
wanted to die and because they 
either did not know that they did 
not have to die if someone could 
have injected them with naloxone, 
or they knew they were going to die 
because no one had naloxone with 
them to stop their friend, sister, 
brother, mother, father, daughter, 
son, grandparent, neighbor, or 
stranger from dying.  As sad as I am 
each day that I am there, I am also 
filled with hope that their deaths 
will not become forgotten like all 
the other files in the basement, and 
instead their deaths will ultimately 
lead to the prevention of similar 
deaths. 
 
Aaron enjoys cooking and playing 
lumberjack in his backyard by felling 
trees, sawing them into logs, and then 
splitting them into firewood.  An ideal 
day for him would 
consist of nothing, 
other than hanging 
out with his dogs 
and Melissa in the 
backyard. 
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AARON  WILLIS  

Of all the moments that make up 
my day, the most important is when 
I get home from school and I can 
just relax.  Even though school is ok, 
I get frustrated with many people 
and things.  When I get home, I 
don't have to think about any of that 
any more, and I can just wind down 
from the day.   I can wear comfy, 
cozy clothes, and not worry about 
what other people think.   At home 
there is no rush, because you have 
all evening to prepare for the next 
day.  
  
Katarina is an 8th grader at Westlane 
Middle School.  She spends her free time 
reading, playing with her cat Snickers 
and hanging out with friends.  An ideal 

day for her would be 
not getting much 
homework and being 
able to spend lots of 
time with her friends 
and family doing fun 
things.  

 

KATARINA  AMSTUTZ  

Katarina Amstutz  
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I am a stay-at-home mom of two children under the age 
of three. Itõs by far the hardest thing Iõve ever done. 
 
At the risk of embarrassing myself, I will say that in a 
normal day, I may not shower, brush my teeth, or eat 
lunch. Sometimes Iõm still in my pajamas at noon. There 
are probably dirty dishes in the sink, clean laundry that 
needs to be put away, and toys scattered across the floor 
of every room.  
 
My days are made up of moments that are extremely 
ordinary and yet often completely overwhelming. Here 
are some recent examples: 

 

¶ Nora, my four -month -old, starts screaming 
inexplicably at 6 a.m., waking Caitlin, my two -and-a-
half -year-old, who also proceeds to start crying. 
Neither one goes back to sleep and thus, my day has 
started. 

 

¶ Caitlin is fussing because she wants me to read her a 
book, Nora is crying because she needs to be put 
down for a nap, the dog is whining because she 
wants to be fed, the oven timer is beeping because 
Iõm in the middle of making dinner, and Iõm on the 
phone trying to tell my husband what I need him to 
pick up at the store. 

 
Needless to say, these kinds of moments are not my 
favorite. And they are, unfortunately, quite numerous 
throughout the day.  In such moments, I get annoyed 
and frustrated, and frankly, Iõm not having much fun. 
My life sometimes feels isolating, mundane, and 
repetitive. I am often bored, overwhelmed, and 
underappreciated.  
 
So why do I do this? I could go back to work. I could 
arrange for someone else to watch my children. I could 
be doing something with my life that might bring me 
more fulfillment, more satisfaction, more engagement 
with my community.  
 
If I left my children in someone elseõs capable hands, I 
would find relief from these moments of frustration and 
annoyance and noise. I could go to the bathroom by 
myself and eat my lunch in peace. I could sit down. I 
could enjoy, no, actually finish a cup of coffee.   
 
But I have chosen to be a stay-at-home mom precisely 
because I cannot bear to miss these precious moments 
with my children ð both the wonderful, fill -my-heart-
with -joy moments and the exhausting, will -this-day-ever-

M ELANIE  SCHMUCKER  

end moments. These moments show me what a great 
responsibility and gift it is to be a parent.  
 
I recently had the opportunity to attend a presentation 
by Rachel Gerber, Mennonite minister, blogger, and 
mom extraordinaire. From her I learned that offering 
thanksgiving has the power to change the situation of 
my heart, and I now strive to practice this in my daily 
life with my children. There are plenty of hard days, and 
plenty of challenging moments within those days, but I 
am thankful for the opportunities they bring for me to 
practice patience, grace, and forgiveness, and in doing 
so, teach these values to my daughters. 
 
And donõt get me wrong; there are plenty of good 
moments too. Like these: 

¶ When Caitlin tells me out of the blue, òYou take such 
good care of me and Nora.ó 

¶ The way Noraõs face lights up when she sees me for 
the first time in morning after she wakes up.   

¶ An unsolicited kiss, hug, or òI love you, Mama.ó 
 
I am so thankful for the countless ways throughout the 
day that my daughters show me, in both good moments 
and bad, that they love me unconditionally and depend 
on me to teach them how to navigate this world.  
 
And I want to be here for every moment.  

 
Melanieõs hobbies are baking, eating, and 
running. òMy ideal day would consist of 
a massage, a good book, and absolute 
silence. And chocolate cake.ó 

Nora and Caitlin  



A regular day  
Adult life has started to settle down 
into a comfortable routine for me 
over the last month. My weekdays 
have a standard, òOffice Spaceó-like 
schedule: I go to work, sit at a desk 
for eight hours, usually head to the 
gym afterwards and work out, and 
then go home to eat and relax in 
front of the TV. I remember making 
fun of my parents for doing this 
every night when I was in high 
school and college, and yet Iõve 
already reached that level at 24 
years old. Having a lot of friends 
still living in Indianapolis makes for 
good weekends, so I canõt imagine I 
have a much different life from 
anyone else with an office job. What 
this says to me is that comfort and 
relaxation are important in order for 
me to be happy. Despite the òOffice 
Spaceó reference, I love my job and 
the people I get to work alongside. 
It gives me a perfect balance 
between my work life and personal 
life. That can make for a pretty 
stress-free life, and one that Iõm 
really content with right now.  
 
The most important moments  
Any moment that can make me 
laugh is a special moment for me. 
Those make up every day in one 
way or another. I also love the 
feeling of being able to drive into 
downtown Indianapolis with the 
morning sun and drive away with 
the evening sunset for five days of 
the week. 
 
Seeing God  
This is pretty cliché, but ever since 
my sisterõs baby, Eivin, was born in 
September, Iõve seen God most 
often when Iõve been around him. 
Now, my experience with my babies 
is basically non-existent, and my 
confidence in taking care of them 
completely reflects that, so getting 

comfortable with him from a 
personal standpoint has been an 
adjustment. But seeing a new life 
grow so quickly while my family 
lights up around his presence sure 
makes me feel peaceful and more 
aware of Godõs impact. If anything, 
it makes Facebook and Instagram 
baby craziness in my age group (22-
27 year olds, give or take) more 
understandable. 
 
A profound day  
In an effort to differentiate from just 
another answer about my nephew, 
Iõll say the day I moved from 
Muncie to Indianapolis this past 
summer was profound for me. 
Moving in general changes so many 
aspects of life. New house/
apartment. New friends. New job. 
New environment. Thereõs such a 
significant transition that it can 
make a person feel older than ever, 
just because you no longer have the 
same life you once did. Thatõs your 
past life now. With an adjustment 
like that, though, comes a lot of 
reflection on what youõve learned in 
your recent past and how it has 
made you grow. I canõt think of 
anything more impactful in my life 
recently than perspective like that.  
 
òI spend my time working at Appirio, a 
c loud consul t ing company in 
downtown Indianapolis, watching 
sports, and spending time with my 
friends. My ideal day is to one where I 
have time to do whatever I want to do. 
That likely includes eating good meals, 
sleeping for an extended period of time 

and finding new 
things to do around 
I n d i a n a p o l i s . 
Essentially, my 
ideal day is 
Saturday.ó 
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ALICIA  SCHWARTZENTRUBER  ANDREW  M ISHLER  

Why do we go through life afraid of 
not being enough? Where we try to 
be the best at everything, and failure 
is not an option? 
  
Iõve struggled with having to be the 
best: The best Christian. The best 
athlete. The best daughter. The best 
student. The best friend. At some 
point in my life, I had ingrained in 
myself that mediocrity equaled 
failure.  
  
While I was striving to be well -
rounded, I was actually being 
mediocre. Itõs crazy. But as I was 
working toward being the best at 
everything, I was robbing the world 
of my unique brilliance.  
  
When I learned that it is just as 
important to know what I am best at 
as it is to acknowledge what I am 
not good at, that is when I no longer 
had to be well-rounded. Instead I 
began surrounding myself with 
individuals who bring out my best 
contributions.   
  
We have been designed to be in 
community, to be collaborative. So 
while I will never stop looking for 
those moments that make me 
excited, that bring me joy, and that 
allow me to be the best steward of 
my God-given talents, Iõll also 
continue to surround myself with 
teammates who ,  when  in 
collaboration, bring brilliance to this 
world.  
 
òWhen Iõm not planning, coordinating, 
or managing as Marketing Manager at 
FirstPerson, I can be 
found spending time 
with friends and family, 
baking in the kitchen, or 
playing volleyball or 
softball.ó 
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Hereõs a good day. (Clockwise from top left) I start early, head 
south/southeast with a slow, admiring look at Columbus, 
Indiana (1), a beloved old farm (2) and a pick-up truck I wanted 
to swap for my car (3). After lunch in Muscatatuck County Park 
(4), I found my way to Clifty Falls State Park (5), wondrous in 
small and large ways (6). The caves were closed in order to 
protect the bats (7). But there was so much more of light, color 
and texture to see in Clifty Falls (8). I drove to Madison, where I 
ate a late afternoon lunch by the Ohio River (9) before heading 
back to Indy.  

DAN  HESS 

Dan attends Shalom 
Mennonite Church. 

òRetirement is a whole 
lot better than I 

expected. For example, 
I can drink my 

morning coffee slowly. I 
can wash dishes at The 

Juniper Spoon. I can 
visit Indianaõs superb 

state parks.ó  


