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TOGETHER
I’m living with dementia. Are you?
Marie Harnish
I am living with dementia. My mother and father are
living with dementia. My brother, sister, and my kids
are living with dementia – and so are their cousins.
Well, only one of us actually has documented brain
changes signifying dementia, but when you have a
family member with dementia, everyone lives with
dementia together. What does it mean to “live with
dementia?” Just like saying “I live with diabetes” or “I
live with a new heart,” it means I am still the same
person, but something has changed. In this instance,
dementia means brain changes.
We all have brain changes, but with dementia (an
umbrella term for over 100 different types of
dementia), determining the type (or types) of dementia
is a guessing game and often unreliable until an
autopsy of the brain is done. In the meantime, I care for
a family member with dementia.
Just over a year ago, my mother went to the hospital
with vague symptoms of some pain and confusion. She
should have been sent home for observation, but the
doctors kept her overnight. This began a rollercoaster
week of medications, scans, more meds to counteract
the ones she reacted to, until (after sleeping for 28
hours due to exhaustion and overmedication) the
doctors said she would die within a week and to take
her home on hospice.
I flew out early on a Friday morning to meet with the
doctors and make a decision about next steps.
Together, my family spent the days crying, calling
home health care companies, talking to hospice nurses,
and debating what was the best approach to take. By
Sunday night, we had a plan in place for 24/7 home
health care workers and hospice care ordering
equipment and medications to keep Mom comfortable.
Mom was bedridden and not always able to focus or
speak much. Ned and I flew all three of our kids out to
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see her and say goodbye to their beloved grandma.
Nathan sat up with her and talked and read to her.
Luke helped with errands and food. Hannah even
painted her toenails green and sparkly, the color Mom
requested. Care required two to three people to be
there at all times. I stayed for three weeks helping my
parents manage a new reality.
Mom had different ideas of what her reality was going
to be, though! Mom has always been a determined,
outspoken advocate for many other people and there
was no way she was just going to die. Within several
weeks and with small improvements showing, Dad
wanted her to get up and use a walker, strengthen her
legs, and make more progress. We had to dismiss
Continued on page 6

Hymns
Cheryl Martin
When Dan asked me to write about three hymns that
are my favorites, I had to think about all the hymns I
have sung in my life. There are three hymnals, various
other books, and unwritten scripture songs that have
been a part of my life. To pick only three is a very
arduous task. However, I have chosen to write about
these three.
The first is from the 1927 Hymnal from which I first
learned to sing in church. “Happy Day” is a song my
grandfather sang frequently when he lived with us
when I was very young. The words are so upbeat and
speak about the wonders of the day we asked Jesus to
come into our lives. It is a baptismal hymn and the
chorus says: “Happy day, happy day, When Jesus
washed my sins away/He taught me how to watch
and pray/And live rejoicing ev’ry day/Happy day,
happy day, When Jesus washed my sins away.”
The second hymn is from the 1969 Hymnal and is also
in the current hymnal. “I sought the Lord” by J. Harold
Moyer was very different from the hymns we had been
singing and I loved the modal melody. I was an
impressionable teenager when I first heard it and it
helped me to see that hymns didn’t need to be similar
in feeling as the ones I had been singing. The words are
also important because they tell us that not only do we
seek the Lord, but He seeks us out, too.
The third hymn is found in all three of the hymnals I
have used. “Angels We Have Heard on High” is a song
that my father sang to me to help me fall asleep. In my
grandparents’ house was a picture of an angel helping
a small child over a bridge in a rain storm. I think these
two things connected to help me see, as I grew older,
that God guards and protects His children. When I sing
this song, I still feel my father’s arms holding me as he
rocked me and sang. It is the feeling we can have from
God, also.
There are many more hymns I could identify as very
important to me. As a child, I learned many songs by
heart. One special one is “Praise to God, Immortal
Praise.” We learned all five stanzas as part of a
children’s chorus in church. I had sung “Easter
Anthem” by Billings in high school and was very
pleased to find a version of it in the 1969 hymnal. It is
still my favorite Easter song. Hymns are an important
part of my life and I often wake up in the night with
one running through my mind. I am not sure what life
would be like without singing.
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Editor’s Note
What is a group you belong to? A community like
FMC, a group of friends, a sports team, your
siblings; what is that group for you and what makes
you feel a part of it?
I feel particularly connected to my book club. It’s
been going strong for 12 years, and those monthly
evenings are literary and literal therapy. Literal,
since I get to visit with close friends and literary, as
we have thought-provoking, lively, and occasionally
intense discussions over books/authors/writing
styles and whether science supports the premise of
any book. I almost always feel energized after an
evening with them.
Not everyone in that group feels as comfortable as I
do, though. Last year, someone who’d been in the
group for a couple of years mentioned how she was
really intimidated by us, and that she didn’t
intimidate easily. It was surprising to hear, but good,
so that we could take stock of how we could be more
welcoming to anyone new joining our ranks.
Once I read about a school in which the
administration had heard that a number of families
didn’t feel that they belonged there, for whatever
reason. In an effort to build community and be more
inclusive, they decided to throw an “I Don’t Feel
Like I Belong Party.” Everyone was invited, and over
half of the school’s families showed up. Guests were
invited to share about the ways in which they felt
outside of the norm and how it then affected their
ability to be fully part of this particular community.*
I loved the idea of that party. If FMC had an I Don’t
Feel Like I Belong Party, would you go? If you DO
feel like you belong, what’s made
the difference for you? - AS
*The party is described in Waking Up
White and Finding Myself in the Story
of Race, Debbie Irving, p 234-5
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The synergy of doing life together
Julie Monroe
When I was growing up, church
was a very individualistic affair.
Sure, we had socials, prayer chains,
and potlucks, but most weeks
centered around sitting in the pew
receiving “correct teachings” and
“right practices” from the pastor.
We were imparted with biblical
knowledge so that we could go out
and bring as many sinners into the
fold as possible. Paul’s metaphor of
the Body of Christ with its many
parts was simply a business model
for how to more efficiently recruit
new believers. As I grew older and
left the conservative denomination I
was a part of, I attended many
“relational” churches who worked
hard to smooth out their
institutional edges. But yet again,
they were largely rooted in
individualism and a strictly linear
worldview.
My church background has caused
me to seriously question what the
ultimate point of meeting together
as a faith community is supposed to
be. In my case, it took me stepping
away from Christianity for a time to
clear up my uncertainties and return
with a new perspective. I no longer
get up early on Sunday mornings,
scrub the kids down, and rush to
church just because it’s what I’ve
always done. Instead, I pull my
bleary-eyed self out of bed and
gather with the community I’ve
chosen to be a part of because I
whole-heartedly believe the
following three things:
The “stuff” of Life is inherently
relational.
Life is built on relationship and
interconnectedness. This is clear in
the idea of the Trinity, that mystical
Divine Dance between the Father,
Son, and Holy Spirit. Nature clearly
demonstrates this concept as well.
Quantum particles can only be
understood when observed relative
to one another. Scientific studies
have shown that baby humans and

animals become
stunted or even
die for no
physiological
reason when
isolated from
meaningful
connections for
very long
periods of time.
Finally, we do
not develop in
a vacuum. We
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are who we are
because of our relationships, our
interactions with our environment,
total of what we can each do alone.
our experiences, and the genetics
As Richard Rohr has suggested,
passed down to us.
belonging to such a community of
faith can move us out of our small
A healthy church community
selves and into a greater
functions as a life-giving
wholeness that is truly beneficial
ecosystem of being.
to others. The resulting actions of
I think the mistake we have often
the community are fueled, not out
made with Paul’s analogy of the
of righteous indignation, but from
Body of Christ is that we view it as
the joy and peace that emanates
a metaphor of “doing” instead of a
from being a partner of the great
metaphor of “being.” The Divine
Divine Dance.
Dance does not have a goal or
some external task to achieve. It is
There are no perfect faith
simply the interplay of loving and
communities out there, for sure.
being loved because of the joy that
Many of us have been neglected,
arises from that. So, instead, I
manipulated, or traumatized by
think of a faith community as a
churches or church leadership at
dynamic ecosystem; we are all
some point in our lives. Even so, I
linked together in an energy flow
am convinced that we need to
of giving and receiving, offering
keep striving to create healthy,
belonging, and being offered
dynamic church communities,
sanctuary. The purpose of this
whatever their external forms may
ecosystem, where every member is
look like. Hurting, broken, and
necessary and of equal value, is
forgotten people in the world need
first and foremost to incarnate the
a place to dance.
Divine Dance in the here and now.
Julie Monroe is a boy-mom, nurse, and
There is synergy in community.
freelance writer who is passionate
A fundamental aspect of the
about the intersection between science
Christian faith is service to others,
and spirituality, Bollywood movies,
and the Oxford
especially the marginalized in
comma. “One of my
society. While we can offer much
favorite activities is
to the world as compassionate and
hitting the Buy Now
empathetic individuals, when we
with 1-Click button
come together and pursue justice
on Amazon for books
as a community, a synergistic
on spirituality and
effect arises. Our combined efforts
self-development.”
become much more than the sum
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God weaves us together—insight from Johnny and Linda Dixon
Kenda Resler Friend
It was a sermon Mag Richter Smith gave at First
Mennonite Church, many years ago. The imagery she
used was that of God weaving us together in Christian
community; darning, sewing, patching. Linda Dixon
vividly recalls this sermon of more than two decades
past, as the message of God
not just “carrying us” but
rather knitting and
incorporating each of us into
God’s plan and in community
with each other resonated
deeply with her. As members
of First Mennonite Church
since 1962, Linda and Johnny
Dixon’s life together
illustrates a beautiful story of
how God weaves us together.
The fact they got together in
1959 in Ohio illustrates the
power of listening to God’s
plan, given how society at the
time viewed a white woman
dating a black man. They
were at an event where Linda wanted to dance and her
date didn’t, so Johnny was the one to take her out to the
dance floor. They exchanged phone numbers and the
rest is history!
They were married in 1960 at Lee Heights Community
church in Cleveland, which was a Mennonite missionsponsored church. Their families were opposed to their
union, so this integrated church cemented their life
together. What a wonderful feeling of “together” it must
have been when all in the church welcomed Linda and
Johnny into membership! They were the first couple to
be married in that church by Pastor Vern Miller.
Their early years took them to Goshen College for
Johnny to finish his college via Pastor Miller’s
connection, and then to Indianapolis for grad school.
Johnny and Linda were warmly welcomed by Cleo and
Nellie Mann at FMC. They walked through the doors of
the initial FMC building on Kessler in August of 1962,
and like the Farmers Insurance commercial, “they’ve
seen a lot of things” through the years in this church
community. Johnny had completed one semester when
he was “dismissed” from his graduate academic pursuits
when school leaders discovered he had a white wife.
Linda and Johnny fondly recall the early years at FMC
when people in the small congregation spent so much
time together. They, like many FMCers, took turns in
the nursery, caring for the “youngsters” like the
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Boschmann kids, including Heidi Boschmann Amstutz,
Lisa Miller and Marty Miller who are adults in our
congregation today! Linda has fond memories of these
now-middle-aged adults when they were kids –
including Mary and Ed Liechty’s son Karl who had
snakes as pets.
Linda continues to prioritize talking
to children at FMC, wanting them to
know they are loved and cherished
here. In fact, they started a
photography club for FMC kids in
those early years as they shared a
passion for picture taking. Did you
know that Linda and Johnny had a
photography business together and
Johnny served as president of the
Indianapolis Camera Club in the
1980s? Another wonderful example
of their life together is that they been
faithful poll workers for elections
since 1971.
The Dixons have of course seen
challenges, like Linda’s throat cancer, a house flood and
the tiring work of both having day and night jobs.
Johnny’s travels to Georgia in the early 2000s to take care
of his aging mother before she passed away added a
layer of complexity. For 26 years, they worked side by
side at the Indianapolis Speed Drome, taking pictures,
video and running the concessions. Every Friday and
Saturday night from March to November found them
there, hour after hour.
Yet through it all, they celebrate God’s plan which
includes the joy of their two daughters and five
grandchildren, with their first great-grandchild just
arriving last week! Linda shares the secret to their 58year marriage – “God.”
A strong belief in the need for Christian fellowship, and
the importance of being together and sharing our lives is
an example of the Dixons from which all can learn. As
Linda and Johnny reflect on their decades at FMC, they
challenge everyone to help FMC newcomers to feel “part
of us.” How can YOU help someone you don’t know
well feel woven into the fabric of FMC?
Kenda is an agricultural communicator
with a passion for connecting people and
ideas. In these winter months, a favorite
activity is being together with family and
friends cheering on the Purdue
Boilermakers basketball team.
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Why I drink coffee with friends
Dan Hess
Indeed, I do a lot of it. This week three coffees and one
breakfast with friends are on the schedule. University
Starbucks, Coat Rack, Lebanon Starbucks and Illinois
Street Emporium. Why?
1. My friends are nice to be with.
2. We talk about stuff. And laugh. And sometimes cry.
3. These people give me orientation to life.
4. Often if there is a cookie available, it’s like communion.
5. Coffees keep me connected with younger folk.
6. These are my people.
7. I like coffee.
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Continued from page 1
hospice as they don’t allow Medicare to cover physical
therapy, only “comfort care.” I had to fight with
hospice to get an antibiotic for a UTI!
We hired a physical therapist to come several times a
week and slowly, she made progress towards walking.
I have heard that one day in bed requires one week of
recovery time. We looked toward the eight-week time
frame when Mom would
recover from the hospital stay
and her system cleared of the
powerful drugs they gave
her.
I wanted to honor my
parents’ wishes to live at
home as long as possible. We
had discussed a variety of
possibilities, but Dad was
adamant that home was the
best place to be together. This
required hiring 24/7 home
health care aides as the family
was unable to do the care and
Dad needed sleep.
I quickly realized home
health care is a business, and
each one has a different philosophy and
leadership. Agencies charge $23—$28 per hour but pay
their employees low wages ($9-$12 per hour, with no
benefits or health insurance), with random
assignments. Training varies, with little to no dementia
training. Home health care workers are exploited and
have very high turnover.
In the first ten weeks after coming home from the
hospital, we had 53 different home care people coming
in and out of the house for 3, 4, 6, 8, or 12-hour shifts,
plus hospice nurses. Add to that a long list of visitors
coming to say goodbye, bring food, calling Dad, and
offering other ways to help. To go from Mom and Dad
being at home on their own to rarely a quiet time was
confusing, disorienting, and stressful.
Unfortunately, Mom kept falling, hitting, biting, and
throwing things at caregivers and they and we did not
know what to do! Agencies quit. Staff quit. Agencies
filed workers compensation for injuries. Staff had
bruises on their jaws from being sucker punched
during what we now understand was an active
dementia phase. Mom had little to no sleep at night.
Forty eight hours of wake time with 24 hours of sleep
walking and falling made for very stressful days and
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nights. We were in crisis, not working together, and we
didn’t know what to do.
One thing to note is that dementia does not equal
memory loss does not equal Alzheimer’s. When we
finally visited an Alzheimer’s and Memory Care Center
with doctors specializing in geriatrics, my mother
passed the memory component of the testing with
flying colors! She doesn’t have Alzheimer’s. With two
additional brain scans, the medical team ruled out
some types of dementia, but
couldn’t confirm what they
thought might be happening.
Her 88-year old brain shows
normal signs of aging!
She responded very well to the
medicine they prescribed,
which is another way to
determine what type of
dementia she might have.
Thankfully, the medicine
helped her stop falling and
having as many negative
reactions to staff. Now we
needed to find and train
qualified staff.
This is where occupational
therapist Teepa Snow’s
Celebrating Ben
“Positive Approach to Care for
People Living with Dementia” (PAC) comes in. Teepa
Snow has developed specific techniques to celebrate
and care for people living with dementia. I had never
heard of her and I had little to no understanding of
what dementia was.
She describes stages of dementia as six different gems.
For example a “Sapphire” would be someone like you
and me: able to do all things, think clearly, and be
independent. As dementia is a progressive disease, the
gems change. The last stage is a Pearl, which may
describe a person living with dementia as quiet,
hidden, but still beautiful inside. How do we as
Sapphires bring out the beauty of a Pearl? Intriguing.
Did you know people living with dementia can have
limited vision, like looking through binoculars, and as
the disease progresses, vision may become monocular?
Did you know approaching a person living with
dementia from the back where they can’t see you or
hovering over the person can make them startle or lash
out? Did you know that approaching someone living
with dementia on their dominant side in a knee bent
position about six feet away and greeting them with
outstretched hand will eliminate much stress? Did you

know the “hand under hand” technique (with your
hand underneath and gentle pulses on the palm of the
person living with dementia) is a simple, yet calming
technique? I do now! Along with a variety of other
techniques designed to bring out the best in someone
living with dementia, we finally had a way to find light
in a stressful situation.
As the agencies could not fill the needed hours of home
care, and the overnights
became the most
misunderstood times, I
began hiring caregivers
privately, paying them a
living wage, and Beth
Tesfay, certified in Teepa
Snow’s Positive Care
Approach, trained them
to become care partners.
Finding the right person
became a complicated
mission of interviewing,
posting on Craigslist,
emailing local community
colleges with LPN
students, asking a friend
of a friend of a friend for
recommendations, but through hard work and
perseverance, I began to find people with a variety of
skills to help my family live fully with dementia.
The care partners work from three to 40 hours a week,
and some have no caregiving experience at all! One
woman loves to sing and read, so she brings bags of
songbooks along and sings for a few hours with my
mother, who loves to harmonize. One person has a fulltime insurance job, but can’t wait to retire and get her
home health care business up and running. She loves
working for my parents and just relaxes there. (She
almost quit before learning the Positive Approach to
Care techniques; now she plans to hire only staff with
PAC training for her future business!) One person likes
to sew and knit and gets my mother knitting her llama
wool into scarves. One care partner manages to get my
mother to do almost anything, having acquired a deep
bank of PAC skills at her previous job. Two people
only work at night as that is their absolute best time to
work and be awake!
Together, with the help of my family, their
neighborhood and church community, memory
medicines, and the Teepa Snow techniques, we have
put together a team of dedicated employees, several of
whom have now worked for my family for over one
year. I have lost agencies, had two people quit as they
would not attend training sessions with Beth, but

overall, at this moment I have a good team working
together to help a family live fully with dementia.
Living fully with dementia today is very different for
my family than it was one year ago. These days, Mom
gets physical therapy twice a week. She attends church
95% of the time, goes out to eat with family and friends
several times a week, and goes out to musical
programs several times a month. My parents joined the
“Sing for the Moment”
choir for people living
with dementia and their
care partners, which
was a wonderful
experience. They never
missed a rehearsal and
can hardly wait until
March when the choir
starts up again! With
help from her care
partners, my mother is
assisting with cooking
and baking again,
keeping the house
organized, and making
cards and gifts for a
Together at Winter Camp
variety of people.
Oh, and did I mention the game of Pente? This simple,
quick game played with green and yellow beads on a
grid has complicated strategies and can be played for
hours, which my mother does with every staff person
and anyone else willing to play. Her record with a care
partner is 76+ games in a row one night when they
stopped counting! And, she often wins.
Perhaps this is a good metaphor of dementia...small
brain changes that make for a complicated diagnosis
and treatment, but provide endless ways to live full,
fun, and engaged lives.
“Until there is a cure, there is care.” - Teepa Snow. For
more information, see TeepaSnow.com.
“I feel compelled to create and connect
people, whether that be with a quilt, in
the garden, in the neighborhood, with
Mennonite Women USA and MCC
boards, MennoRideShare, or fulltime
manager of my parents’ care partners. I
love getting together with my immediate
family whenever we can.”
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What does it mean for a church to be
together?
Bob Brown
When I arrived at Stahl Mennonite Church as their
pastor in 2010, I started connecting to their regional
church body, the Allegheny Mennonite Conference
(AMC). The conference was in the midst of a 10-year
process talking about inclusion of LGBTQ people in
the church.
Hyattsville Mennonite Church, a member of
Allegheny Conference, had been an open and
affirming church since 1986. Though the relationship
was tenuous at times, Allegheny Conference churches
coexisted with this disagreement. The tension reached
a crisis point when Hyattsville sent a gay man and his
partner as delegates. Through a series of heated
conversations, Hyattsville was disciplined in 2005 and
lost their voting rights in AMC.
The previous long-term pastor at Stahl had not spent
much time or energy on conference and the
congregation had a certain disconnect from the larger
church. One or two people would make it to some of
the three annual conference gatherings, but it was a
bit unimportant.
Stahl had slipped into an unhealthy (and also very
common) pattern: they only prioritized attendance at
conference events if there was some vote or decision
which met our criteria as “important.” If it was just a
normal business meeting, we might not even send a
single delegate.
When I attended conference gatherings, I could sense
the tension in the larger church. There was political
posturing, power struggles, nervous and guarded
conversation. I also noticed the hesitance that the
people of Stahl had to spending a Saturday with the
gathered church of Allegheny Conference because it
wasn’t the most comfortable place to be.
As I encouraged Stahl to become more active in
conference, I had only one explanation of why we
should be regular attenders at conference gatherings:
“We need to be together, and get to know and respect
each other, so that when we do have to make difficult
decisions, we can do it out of mutual relationship and
love — not because we want to win, or be right.”
As Stahl became more present at conference
gatherings, we were able to witness Hyattsville
modeling something very beautiful about being

together: the congregation that had been scolded
continued to seek relationship with people in the
conference. They were committed to a transformation
in the church that had rejected them.
While most congregations only showed up to vote,
this congregation with no vote still showed up and
openly sought relationship with a church that had
turned its back on them. They drove all that way, and
put themselves out there into a vulnerable space. They
continued to tithe to the larger church. They sought to
be together, even in the discomfort.
After a session where a person would stand up and
shout about how AMC should kick out Hyattsville
once and for all, one of the Hyattsville delegates
would often seek them out, seeking conversation and
relationship, even sitting down with them at the lunch
table.
It was rocky. Conference meetings were hard, and we
didn’t want to go there, but we went. We went so we
could be together with our conference, our larger
church. We heard people say hopeful and beautiful
things, and we heard people saying ugly, fearful,
hurtful things, and we were together. All of us.
We saw the fruit of God’s Spirit ripening among us,
and we saw the Works of the Flesh pouring out
(Galatians 5:16-26), and we were together.
It was in Hyattsville’s effort to connect with people
that I saw what being together can do. It was in this
deep connection to something bigger — hearing
stories and having conversations that were difficult—
that something Holy happened to the delegates from
Stahl. Whether we desired inclusion or wanted to
church to hold to traditional interpretations, we were
together. And in being together, the Spirit moved
among us.
Standing in those conversations, with our sisters and
brothers in Christ, whether we agreed with them or
not, we were transformed by the simple act of being
together. We stayed together: even when it was
hard, even when we didn’t agree, even when people
weren’t being fair or kind, we kept being together so
that God’s blessing could unfold.
Bob works hard to live simply and follow
God every day. He also wrestles with the
difficult and holy work of parenting. He
loves to try a new restaurant, and it is
always better with someone else.
8

