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WHAT WE KEEP
The art of minimalism
Julie Monroe
“Edit your life frequently and ruthlessly. It’s your
masterpiece after all.”
― Nathan W. Morris
I consider myself to be a minimalist. In recent years, it
has become very important and life-giving for me to
constantly evaluate my possessions, relationships,
obligations, and activities to determine what is really
essential for my life. When my life is cluttered, my
ADD rages out of control and I become a distracted,
stressed-out, frantic mess. I have come to terms with
the fact that I have a limited capacity for “stuff.” As a
result, I have downsized my living space, given away
or sold the bulk of my possessions compared to what I
used to own, digitalized as many of my paper piles as
possible, and have refused to allow knickknacks and
tchotchkes take over my home.
By the standards of many minimalism purists, my
efforts have fallen short of the goal. Minimalism has
been defined by some as the art of letting go.
However, I believe that minimalism differs for every
individual and I personally define it as “the art of
knowing what to keep.” We live in a country where
we are constantly bombarded with more and more of
everything. We have access to more information than
we could ever absorb during our lifetimes. We can
buy goods and services at prices low enough that
makes it possible for us to accumulate possessions
rapidly. And, we are told through advertising and
marketing that we will be happier if we just consume
more.
The key to a contented life is to learn to sift through
this onslaught that barrages us daily and isolate the
specific things that bring us joy and complete our
lives. This is an art, or perhaps a spiritual practice,
because it requires us to get to know ourselves well.
We have to recognize what we love and are inspired
by, and we need to learn to spot the things that drag

us down or don’t reflect our values. Minimalism asks
us to constantly edit what comes to us and reflect on
whether or not it complements our lives and our
goals, or if it detracts from them.
At its root, minimalism asks us to live intentionally.
While some people may see this as a constraint or just
one more rule to govern their lives, the whole impetus
behind the philosophy is to bring us freedom:
freedom to have around us only what sparks joy,
freedom to live life and do community with the
people that enrich and inspire us, and freedom to
move more lightly upon the earth.
When I first started down my minimalism path, I got
rid of things indiscriminately because I thought the
whole point was just to own very little. Now, a few
years in, I am much more balanced in my approach. I
Continued on page 7

Editor’s Note
keeping waters
Shannon Dycus
they come as waves that reach far above us
rushing and hiding us beneath their touch
what we hold and what we carry
suitcases of waves, an emotional library
laughter
story
departures and waiting
heavy from the drenching
effervescent commemorating
what he said
how she held
what they wrote and dreamed of
in our basement
in our secrets
in the natural ways we love
to remember
to repeat
to heal from and defeat
what we learn from
what we bury
what we carry and what we keep

Shannon spends her time looking for the Holy in her kitchen,
in churches, in prayer and in playgrounds. “I have a series of
bible commentaries that my grandfather and uncle both used.
I don’t actually care for the content of the commentaries
because it speaks from a perspective that I don’t relate to. But
the margins of the pages are filled with the written thoughts
of these men whose wisdom and randomness is a treasure to
me. Profound questions,
names of the couple they
are marrying and airport
details circle the printed
words of the pages. I keep
them and include it in my
sermon references so that
I carry them and their
musings with me along
my journey.”
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Reading, especially fiction, is one of my highlights of
being alive. Disappearing into a story, mulling it over
while I’m away from it, reading far too late into the
night because there is just no logical place to possibly
stop, sharing the excitement with a fellow reader who
was just as caught up in the story—all of these make me
feel so grateful to simply know how to read and to be
able to be immersed in someone else’s craft, someone
else’s story so completely. And yet I rarely retain more
from a book than the feeling I had while reading it. I’m
often reading books for book club at the very last second
because after a week or so, I can’t speak to details, plot
points—just the overall feeling of how much I loved it
or was completely annoyed by it. I keep the feeling.
There’s a lot of literal “keeping of stuff” in these pages.
Somehow lids—you know, lids to yogurt containers—
prompted a lively discussion in our planning meeting
for this issue. We keep lids because… we’re frugal!
They have many uses! You can use them to play kitchen
hockey! They are great coasters and popsicle holders!
We agreed: just because something has outlived its
intended use doesn’t mean it has lost its value.
And yet, we hang on to so many things Just In Case.
This goes beyond literal, tangible items: What
friendships do you maintain over decades? What have
you retained from cross-cultural experiences or
international travel? Do you believe everything you’re
“supposed” to believe as a Mennonite? Why have you
kept certain traditions alive, but not others? What
memories or stories are important to you to pass on to
loved ones? And—just as important as what we keep—
what would we be better off without?
The editorial board has planned out a year of themes:
Intersection (due 10/21); Together (due
1/20); Moving On (due 4/21). Our
overarching theme for this whole year
is Flow. Letting ideas, experiences,
journeys become what they are, taking
different shapes along the way. Where
will this current take us?—AS
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Luggage
Marie Schloneger
I went out West to find the sun.
Hoping and praying that it would
be the answer to fill the void of
emptiness that I felt when I couldn’t
relate to the enthusiasm my peers
around me showed as they
excitingly busied themselves,
getting ready to start careers right
out of college.
“What jobs have you applied to
yet? What are your next steps?
How much are you going to make?
What kind of apartment do you
want to live in?” are just minute
fragments of the storm of questions
every college senior learns to
endure from their parents, their
professors, but worst of all, their
peers. Because up until this point,
Sally and Shamika made the same
grades, were in the same
extracurriculars and were spoonfed the same American Dream that
hard work alone leads to success.
But now, Sally just landed a job
through her dad’s Fortune 500
company, while Shamika struggles
to find a job for the next five
months because employers can’t
look past her name and lack of
connections.
Mid-second semester senior year, I
realized that I needed to get back to
my faith-based roots but most
importantly, back to reality. And as
I’ve come to realize, no, going to
school at a predominantly white,
private university in rural Indiana
is not reality but a fancied illusion
where the rest of the world’s
problems are just read about online
or in a white man’s textbook.
“It’s so dreary in Indiana...I can’t
stand the cold... I’m ready for
something new,” are just fragments
of what I told myself and others
around me when they asked why I
was moving to San Francisco (SF).
Sadly enough, I didn’t admit that I
was running.
Running from a privileged life in
college where you buy lunch based

on imaginary meal plan – “points,”
not dollars (oh how the thousands
of SF’s homeless would love this
concept!) – and spend countless
breakout sessions talking about the
problems the rest of the world is
facing while ignoring the
systematic oppression that is
happening right on campus (just
Google “racist threats at DePauw
University” to read all about it).
I resolved to go to the next extreme:
deciding to do a year of volunteer
service with Mennonite Volunteer
Service (MVS) in San Francisco, the
most liberal of placements, where
participants live in minimalist,
community living, work a full-time
job in the non-profit sector, and
make only $60 a month. Seemed
like I would find my new and true
reality in this Sunshine State, so I
set out.
When I arrived in SF, I was afraid
to show my luggage, my figurative
luggage full of privilege and
identity, to new worldly friends. It
doesn’t take long to encounter
nervous silences in SF after you say
you’re from Indiana and then
realize that you’re white. All people
know about Indiana in SF is that's
where the r-words (Republicans)
and Mike Pence are from, so I got
pretty good at quickly following up
the “Where are you from?”
question from strangers with, “But
I’m a Democrat and can’t stand
Mike Pence.”
I learned more about myself and
my privilege that I brought from
Indiana with me in this quick year
in SF than I have in my previous 22
years of life. In one moment I’ll
never forget, I was walking with
one of DISH’s tenants when all of a
sudden I was talking about my
future and career next-steps.
The conversation went something
like this:
Tenant: “What are your plans after
DISH, Marie?”

Me: “Well, I’m not sure. I’m trying
to find jobs but it’s just so hard. I
feel that I have no technical skills
with a communication degree.”
Tenant: “Well, any degree in itself
is great, don’t you think?”
Wow. I felt like a complete idiot.
This tenant knows what real
problems are and has battled drug
addiction and chronic homelessness
his whole life. But he wasn’t snarky
with his comment, just more
deflated, which made it even
worse. I realized that I had had this
conversation millions of times with
scholarly colleagues, friends, and
family and not one of them had
given me a more realistic answer
than this man whom most of
society looks down upon as an
outcast.
So yes, I did in fact bring luggage
full of privilege to San Francisco.
Sadly, it is not something I can
simply give away, it is something I
was born with, and inherently keep
with me wherever I go. However,
my luggage is going to be a lot
heavier on its way back to Indiana.
Weighted realizations that a college
degree and even the opportunity to
take a year from making money to
do volunteer work are just some of
those privileges.
We all have luggage full of
privilege. The important thing now
is to acknowledge our privileges,
and try to understand how we can
use our privilege for good.
Sometimes it might be through
monetary donations, time, or
simply to step aside to make room
and space for those with less to step
forward to new opportunities.
In Marie’s free time
she loves practicing
yoga, writing short
stories, traveling,
and meeting as
many new dogs as
she can!
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What advice was important for you to hold onto as you grew older; what are the things that,
looking back, you wish you would have left behind?

Jen Barnhart

Sam Carpenter

Carol Mullet
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The one piece of advice I refer to
frequently is “Choose your battles.” I
heard this years ago and it has applied
in so many stages of my life. It applies
easily to my marriage, my kids and my
work. It’s a good reminder that it
doesn’t always have to be my way and
to not get caught up with the little things
that really aren’t worth stressing over.

Having recently left an almost 18-year
career with Global Gifts, I am entering a
new stage in life. The advice I try to
follow myself is to be open to change. I
believe that it is easy to fall into a
pattern and follow that pattern without
much question. Sometimes where we
are and what we are doing makes a lot
of sense. Sometimes a change would be
a good decision. Allowing for the
possibility of change can provide a new
landscape and new opportunities.
Our move several years ago from the
Ohio community and church where
Wade and I spent most of our married
life was remarkably easy. Living three
blocks from family and joining the
welcoming community at FMC were the
primary keys to adapting. We bought a
lovely old house in the village of
Zionsville and moved only furniture
and “stuff” that would fit in the smaller
spaces here. These familiar things,
pieces from parents and items we had
collected, helped us feel at home in our
transplanted setting. We are thankful for
joys and blessings surrounding us each
day, and realize as we take root, that the
Lord will give us opportunities to
receive and share His love, wherever we
are! Hallelujah!

LeRoy: One of the things that has helped me
with transitions is to expect constant change,
realizing nothing is permanent. Work to
embrace new concepts, new thoughts, new
ideas and patterns.

Sherry & LeRoy Mast
Sherry: Letting go of material stuff is hard!
I decided I did not want my children to
have to dispose of it after I go home to meet
my maker. I frequently look at my stuff and
what I don’t use, wear or read, I get rid of it!
That does not mean I am not tempted to get
new stuff; if something comes in, something
goes out. Stuff does not provide happiness!

Spend more time with
family and friends, and
less time accumulating
“stuff” (a term my mother
used).

Rose Love
On a regular basis, I try to
leave behind shame. It only
serves destructive purposes
and is never life-giving. Guilt
motivates change, but shame
paralyzes.

Cathy Delaney

Keeping busy but balanced
Kristi Kauffman
In some ways it seems like summer has only just
begun and yet school starts in just a few short weeks!
Back to routines, figuring out what we can keep in our
schedule and what we might need to consider letting
go of. We will have two boys in middle school this
year, Andrew in 8th grade and Carson in 6th grade,
and Alex is in elementary school, 1st grade. This
means different bus times, school hours, and different
activities at each school.
I personally function much better if I am not
overscheduled. Chad and I try to encourage our boys
to participate in different activities including both
sports & artistic activities. There is no shortage of
different activities that kids can choose from! One rule
I had was that each boy could only participate in one
sport at a time, which would still mean three different
sports schedules between our boys. However, that
rule has been broken a few times in recent years.
Andrew ran cross country with Eastwood Middle
School as well as played on a rec league soccer team
the past two fall seasons and plans to again this year.
Carson played soccer and fall baseball one year. This
doubling up on sports definitely pushed my comfort
level of busyness but we made it work. All three boys
will be playing soccer this fall. I can only focus on one
season at a time!
For several years Andrew and Carson sang in the
Indianapolis Children’s Choir. This is a wonderful
organization and we enjoyed the boys’ time in the

choirs but they chose to let go of singing in it last
year. The time commitment, particularly for
performances, was becoming too much. Andrew and
Carson will be playing in their school’s band and
singing in a school choir this year.
I try to help out in the classroom (this varies
depending on the teacher), as well as with PTO
activities at the boys’ schools. I enjoy seeing the kids
in the school environment and helping out when I
can.
Maintaining a balance between scheduled activities
and free time is crucial in our family life. This is
something we continually evaluate to decide what to
keep in our schedules and what to part with.
Keeping a healthy balance between family time,
sports, arts, school, work, friends and even alone
time makes a happy life.
Kristi spends her time caring for and shuttling boys to
various events, trying to keep the homestead clean & running
somewhat smoothly, reading or attending Pure Barre classes.
“In my youth I collected Precious
Moments figurines. My Grandma Short
would often give me one for my birthday
each year. I still have these figurines
tucked away in a box in the basement. I
have kept them because they are precious
gifts from my grandma.”

Hollins Showalter
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Keeping the Precious—Devon and Margaret’s Reflections
Kenda Resler Friend
18,250 days. What if you had
lived in a house for that time
period, and it was time to move:
what would you keep? Devon
and Margaret Miller are facing
this question now, as they have
moved out of their home of 50
years (to the day!) to
accommodate changing health
needs. Their reflections, decisions
and “things kept” can serve to
inspire each of us.
When one thinks of downsizing,
there is an obvious “to keep” list
of items. Things like a bed and
chairs are needed – and in the
Millers’ case, other essentials
include the sewing machine and
fabric. Magic moments for
Margaret come via that machine,
like making a dress for her
granddaughter similar to one
worn by a girl in the movie
“Wonder.” Many at FMC have
monogrammed towels made with
love on that machine, or perhaps
something like a Purdue
cheerleader outfit made for a
toddler who is now 16.
But what about the things that
don’t take up space? In visiting
with Devon, Margaret and their
son Marty, it is clear there is so
much more to keep. Like a secret!
The entire family, including those
from out of state, came to surprise
Devon for his 80th birthday. Other
precious items to keep are
handwritten stories, like the one
their granddaughter wrote about
making pizza with Grandpa. This
story now lives on a phone as a
precious photo.
In talking about things they have
kept over the years—and perhaps
wish they hadn’t—at the top of
the list is a parrot one of their
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sons brought home from the golf
course where he worked while in
high school. The “orphan” parrot
spent many years at the Millers’
home, keeping the chatter going.

Technology has of course evolved
over their five decades on Darby
Lane, yet they are able to keep
their original phone number in
their new apartment. They are
also able to keep Devon’s IUPUI
email address—a wonderful way
to keep in touch with friends far
and near.
Church photo directories from
years gone by made the “keep”
list, representing cherished
connections. Devon and Margaret
came to First Mennonite in June
of 1966, and their numerous
contributions are felt by us all.
Did you know that Margaret did
all the needlepoint for the “Fruits
of the Spirit” signs that are
outside of all the Sunday School
rooms we added on in 2008? Who
knew that Devon was a key part
of starting the Easter breakfast
tradition? In 1967 he was asked to
make pastry for 35 people to
enjoy Easter morning, yet when
he was informed in fact 100

people were coming, he was
unfazed. “I just made more
batches,” he recalls. He also
shares the reason Easter breakfast
was done, instead of an Easter
dinner: many of the W1 workers
had to work on Easter starting at
noon. He also notes many
Thanksgivings were celebrated at
FMC as people were unable to
return to their hometowns due to
work obligations at Indianapolis
hospitals.
Of course, Devon is known for
keeping us informed about great
recipes in this publication. When
Amelia Miller passed away in
1995, Devon took up the “Food
for Thought” spot in
MennoExpressions, contributing
recipes to issues for many, many
years. He keeps many of his
favorites top of mind, always
willing to share an idea.
Perhaps in the downsizing phase
of life, the best things to keep are
memories, relationships and
stories that give others a window
to beautiful times shared. What
will you keep?
Kenda keeps her days full with work,
family, volunteering – and in August –
the Indiana State Fair. She keeps blue
ribbons on a
bulletin board in
the back hallway of
her home as
reminder of the
many good times
at the fair with
friends and family.

Continued from page 1
very selectively filter what I allow into my life, and
I don’t always to try be minimal with the things I
love the most, like books. Finally, and most
importantly, when I part with my possessions,
activities, or relationships, I try to remember to
take a moment and thank them for how they have
served me, and bless them as they move on to
serve others.
Julie is a boy-mom, nursing student,
and freelance writer who is passionate
about the intersection between science
and spirituality, Bollywood movies,
and the Oxford comma. “I greatly
appreciate family heirlooms, old photos,
and meaningful items that are passed
down from generation to generation.
However, I don’t like the responsibility of caring for them
because of the added stress it brings to my life. So instead,
what I cherish most are the words of wisdom that have been
passed down to me from those who have gone before, and
those who have more life experience. One such nugget that
has really sustained me through my parenting years came
from an older friend, years ago: ‘Julie, you’ll know you’ve
been a ‘good enough’ parent if you introduce your children
to God, and ensure that they know how to contact a
therapist when they reach adulthood.’”

I’ll call this a keeper!
Dan Hess
Culling my books, I came upon a journal book
written by my mother, Ella Kreider Good Hess.
Actually, I gave her the book with empty pages. On
each page I wrote a topic and asked her to scribble
memories on the topics of her choosing. In one year
she returned the journal altogether full. Here is a
photo (Mother, front left, is perhaps five years old)
and an excerpt.

Moving boxes
Meagan Johnson
I have moved five times in the
last ten years. Some of them were
inter-state moves, some were less
than a mile, but all required
boxes. I grew up in a family that
moved several times for my dad’s
academic career, so I know a bit
about moving; a good box can
make all the difference in safely
and (relatively) easily
transporting your books or keepsakes to your new
home, or having the box break and losing things.
I’ve been keeping “good moving boxes” for years,
anticipating the next move, only recycling those
that had torn. After my last move in the summer of
2017, though, I had a few friends who were
moving and who asked me for boxes. I started
giving the boxes away, but I still kept in my garage
any boxes that arrived in the mail, out of habit.
Last weekend, I broke them down – the random
accumulation of boxes was taking over a quarter of
my garage – and sent them to be recycled. It
cleared up so much space. I notice that the absence
of a pile of moving boxes-in-waiting feels a little
like being settled.
I don’t know how long I’ll stay in this house, but
I’m not anticipating the next move. When and if I
do, I know there is an abundance of moving boxes
out there in the world – I don’t have to hang on to
them “just in case.”
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If you want to pray like Denver
MYF
If you want to pray for Denver, you have to pray in
her way.

Pray like…the children coming together at Kid’s
Club to play as a group.

Pray like…you’re pulling up a chair to watch a
backgammon game or telling stories of past days in
Alaska.

Pray like…a refugee parent trying to provide for
their family and ensure they stay together and safe.

Pray like…you’re chasing two goats in 100 degree
heat or dancing the twist with seniors.

Pray like…a child yearning for affection, love and a
full belly.

Pray like…Dave as he listens to forgotten stories of
discarded people.

Pray like…D at Earthlinks who spends every day
outside in jeans working to feed those hungry in
Denver.

Pray like…you only have $1.50 to buy a meal.

Pray like…Bill looking for hope.

Pray like…the bees working tirelessly and
seldom stinging.
Pray like…the kids at the daycare who
have known what it is like to go hungry.
Pray like…the gardeners who hope for
rain so they can feed a community.
Pray like…the mountain climber who is
afraid of heights but climbs anyway.
Pray like…the mother who starves just so
her children can have food.
Pray like…Sarah, who stayed true to her
unicorn self despite unimaginable
hardship.
Pray like…the people who wake up at 5 am to cook
breakfast for others or those who fight for
immigrant justice.
Pray like…the men and women at network café
who found a community in the city.
Pray like…you’re with 3 and 4 year olds who have
experienced more trauma than we can imagine
Pray like…Uncle Ruckus sorting food at the food
bank.
Pray like…you’re sifting through compost so that
people have access to fresh food.

If you want to pray for Denver, you have to…
You have to pray as…the rain that evaporates
before reaching the ground.
You have to pray as…Jess who encourages
volunteers while tirelessly serving others.
You have to pray as…Sheryl dances; free flowing as
the wind and joyful as the sun.
You have to pray as…the homeless man searching
for his next meal.
You have to pray as…brightly as the sun blasting
on the sidewalks where many homeless live.
You have to pray as…
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