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MOVING ON
Carrying on
Carla Schmid
I am six and my substitute teacher is telling me that I was
almost perfect today. Almost.
I am eight and barefoot—running through my
neighborhood with glorious, wild abandon. We play kick the
can until our parents drag us back inside for bed. We sleep
like the dead.
I am 12 and the jury of the OJ Simpson trial has delivered a
verdict. The tension between the white students and black
students is palpable. The spaces between us feel
combustible.
I am 16 and our high school’s priest is yelling in my face in
front of the class—I am not allowed to ask questions about
women being priests. EVER.
I am 20 and in crazy, no-holds love for the first time. I feel
like the star of my own reality TV show and skip to class. I
attend mass with my parents the day after losing my
virginity. I expect to feel shame, but instead I feel a glorious
rush of the divine. I feel so alive I could burst.
I am 23 and huddled on the floor crying my eyes out during
my prep period of student teaching. I have just spent the
past day in the ER. Gracie, a baby I was helping care for, is
dead. Her mentally unstable mother accidentally gave her
an overdose of medicine. I cry until I feel numb and can
walk again.
I am 25 and looking down the aisle towards the love of my
life. I have never felt more sure of any decision I’ve made.
EVER.
I am 29 and a mother of two. I am worried there is
something wrong with my son. He’s not talking and will do
the same thing over and over again.
Now I am 35. I have been stewing over the “Moving
On” theme for a bit now. But I kept getting these
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flashes of pivotal memories from my life and it has
got me thinking, do we EVER truly “move on”? From
anything? It seems to me that we carry all of these
things with us—all the joy and all the pain.
There is this urgency we feel when we want to “move
on” and transition to a “new phase,” and there is
never a clean break. And maybe that’s alright. Maybe
that’s the divine plan, to be intentional about the
spaces we are moving towards, while honoring all the
layers of ourselves that are just beneath the surface.
Maybe “moving on” isn’t the best phrase. Maybe it’s
“carrying on.”
Continued on page 4

The farm wife describes her Mystery Trips
Shari Wagner
Once or twice a year, I board a bus with strangers,
none of us knowing where we’ll be
until we get there. It’s like floating in meringue
with no notion of what’s below.
I send everyone back home a postcard: the mouth
of Mammoth Cave, dunes that rise like pyramids,
the world’s largest egg. My sisters think it odd
I never plan for Italy or a Caribbean cruise.
As girls, they studied maps, plotted their escape
from floors they could never scrub clean and sheets
that smelled faintly of what’s bedded down in straw.
I travel the way of starlings, clustered
like a cloud that cracks the whip and then lengthens
into a river, leaving and returning, never asking why.

From The Farm Wife’s Almanac (Cascadia Publishing
House, forthcoming in 2019); first published in
DreamSeeker Magazine

Contributors
In addition to writing, Shari Wagner teaches poetry workshops that take
place in classrooms, libraries, churches, historic sites, nature trails—and,
for the first time this coming fall, on a covered bridge! “Instead of going
straight from college to grad school, I worked as an
MCC volunteer for two years, helping a Choctaw
tribe in Louisiana research their history. I had no
experience with historical research, but I discovered
that I loved collecting stories from the past and that
interest has shaped almost all of my writing
projects.” Shari’s poetry is on pages 2 and 4.
Photo credit: Rachel Greenberg
Any free time Michele West has is spent in the garden, creating art or
going to the coast from her Oregon home. An unexpected transition and
how it turned out? “How can I pick just one? It seems to me that this is
constantly happening, that that is what life is. Perhaps one of the most
current and powerful transitions has occurred as I
have moved into mid-life. Not that the transition
was unexpected, but it caused enormous upheaval
and yet at the same time, I feel like I know myself
better because of it. Of course, it’s ongoing and I
expect the unexpected. Life has a way of interfering
with even the best laid plans (of which I seem unable
to formulate many, anyway).” Michele’s
photography is on pages 1,3, and 4.
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Editor’s Note
Last July, inspiration struck during a routine editorial
board meeting and we decided all at once on four
themes for the whole year. Normally we figure out one,
maybe two. But four? We were on a roll! There was an
underlying idea of Flow to it, with the summer issue as
What We Keep, fall Intersection, winter Together, and
spring, Moving On. This final one we felt was
appropriate to both to honor the high school graduates
in the special issue as well as nod to stages we each
move through as we navigate life.
And here we are. FMC is certainly in a “moving on”
phase, whether we want to be or not. Between the
departures of Ben, Simoné, Bob, and soon Shannon, our
entire pastoral team has moved on, or is in the process
of doing so. We as a church are in a transition that we
haven’t anticipated; what are we moving towards?
What are we moving away from? Sometimes it doesn’t
matter which one you’re more motivated by; both
prompt you to move on.
As my day job has gotten more intense over the past
few years, it’s gotten increasingly harder for me to
carve out time to work on MennoExpressions. Something
had to give. At that meeting last July, as the group
picked Moving On for this issue, I knew that was a sign
for me to move on after this issue, too.
I have so loved being a part of MennoExpressions. It has
been a meaningful way for me to relate to FMC and a
way to learn so, so much from my fellow congregants.
Dreaming up each issue with simply amazing board
members, and then seeing it take shape as contributions
have come in, has been a beautiful process to be part of.
This is a really unique publication. I value this church
community for many reasons, one being the support
you’ve given MennoExpressions for 30+ years. There is
so much talent in this congregation, so much curiosity
coupled with a willingness to share. I hope you
consider saying “yes” when the next
editor or members of the board ask
you to contribute something—you
make MennoExpressions wonderful!
Thank you for letting me be a part of
this magic.—AS
MennoExpressions 2019
MennoExpressions is published four times a year by First Mennonite
Church, on the first Sunday in February, May, August, and November,
with a special graduation section in May.
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced
without written consent from the editor.
Editorial Board: Kenda Friend, Lisa Habegger, Mary Liechty, Julie
Monroe, Carol Mullet
Editor: Alison Schumacher
Any correspondence should be sent to the editor at 4601 Knollton Rd.,
Indianapolis, IN 46228; email: MennoExpressions@indymenno.org

The monkey and the sloth
Erv Boschmann
There is something incredibly honest
about trees in winter; they are experts
at letting go.
The fable about a monkey and a
sloth tells about life in the forest. A
monkey is high in a tree happily
jumping between branches,
virtually flying from treetop to
treetop while eating leaves and
berries and chattering with fellow
monkeys. Eventually he notices a
sloth lazily hanging unto a branch
below, eyes closed, dozing, and
obviously having no care in the
world. As the sloth adjusts his
slumber position he wishes the
noisy monkeys above him would
leave. But the curious monkey
moves down and gets closer
whereupon the sloth opens an eye
wondering about this unwelcome
disruption to his nap.
“Why don’t you get up and join us
in exploring this forest?”
“I am resting and am doing just
fine.”
“But by just lying there you are
missing the beautiful forest.”
“You are too noisy. Let me rest.”
The monkey tries another tactic:
“Look, all you have to do is let go
of that branch you are hanging onto
and move on to the next branch,
then the next, and so on.”
The sloth considers the invitation,
then thinks that in order to move
forward he has to let go of his
comfortable home branch, and
reach out to a new branch. That
could be dangerous, he might fall.
He makes his decision: “I will just
stay.”
Every day I have to make decisions
between staying put, and letting go
in order to move on. Should I stay
in bed or should I get up and do
something productive; should I
watch television or e-mail that
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lonely friend; should I decline
Alison’s invitation to write this
article, or should I overcome my
scientific mindset and write on
this assigned, abstract nonscientific topic about letting go
and moving on?
All my life I have worked on (and
still work on) many challenges:
I would like to let go of my notion
that others should do as I do or
have done.
I would like to let go of my
annoyance about people who
consider it a right to enjoy
resources without work, and have
opportunities without
competition.
I would like to let go of my
impatience with people who talk
too much but say little, people
who put themselves on a
pedestal, who like wild music,
and people who do things way
differently than I do.
I would like to let go of my often
very direct approach.
I would like to let go of my dream
to be an inspiring speaker.

I would like to let go of my
somber facial expression and
smile more.
I would like to let go of the C. S.
Lewis quote I have on my email
signature line: Humility is not
thinking less of myself, but thinking
of myself less. I will get rid of this
quote once I’ve mastered its
wisdom.
I would like to let go of any guilt
feelings. An insightful lady once
said that she had decided not to
feel guilty anymore – about
anything. How she was able to do
this I do not know, but I keep
trying.
As I enter retirement there are
new struggles about letting go.
My email is much quieter than it
used to be, I have virtually no
appointments, and no one seems
to need me. I have to make sure I
don’t sit there doodling in the
paralysis of analysis. My father
used to say that advanced age is
no protection against doing
foolish things.
Continued on page 4
3

Continued from page 1
This next year will be a big one for our family. I will
be transitioning to working outside the home, and our
son Cody (who is on the autism spectrum) will be
transitioning to mainstream kindergarten. I can let
fear and anxiety swallow me whole about trying to
“move on” to this next phase of life, or I can stay in
the present and “carry on” as each day allows. I pray
that I am able to live the latter. Peace.
Carla spends her time seeking Truth, trying to evolve, and
serving others. “Probably in the
reverse order. But really they're all
interrelated and mixed up.” A
transition? “I thought becoming a
mother would feel natural, basked
in light, Madonna-esque. The
reality has been far more beautiful
and far more terrifying than I ever
imagined.”

Continued from page 3
As I get older, how do I let go of great books I
cherished all my life, of woodworking tools that have
become an extension of my hands, or of organizations
I could still be building or books and articles I could
still write?
Letting go and moving on is hard work; it is
complicated. People of retirement age are sometimes
referred to as being of the Golden Age or as persons
enjoying peaceful sunset years. The hard work of
letting go is usually not mentioned. I know holding
on is not what makes us strong – it is letting go. The
Dalai Lama encourages us to let go of what changes,
but to hold on to unchanging values. Good, I know
my physical stamina is waning and I don’t have to
make a decision about letting go – it goes by itself.
The monkey is one of the fastest moving mammals
and the sloth one of the slowest, yet both have about
the same life expectancy. I have always preferred the
monkey’s approach: one has to let go in order to move
forward.
However, as time goes on, the peaceful approach of
the sloth becomes more tempting.
Erv is in his chemistry office virtually every
day doing a newsletter for the department,
and has been able to publish four chemistry
articles within the last year. “Though I knew
it was coming, retirement was a big
transition. But now I am happily busy.”
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The farm wife goes to another reunion
Shari Wagner
I remember when we played wild rounds of Dutch Blitz
till milking time. But now no one owns a cow,
the young rarely come, and when they do, they leave
after lunch. This year we gather at a state park
in Indianapolis. Instead of dealing cards, cousins pass
cell phones with photographs and talk about gall stones
and Uncle Ervie’s glass eye. Half asleep, I wander off
toward the Nature Center that displays a mastodon tooth
and a gray bird with eyes ringed in red. The notecard
says he’s a passenger pigeon. He traveled with others
in clouds so thick they’d darken the sky and make a ruckus
loud as Niagara Falls. When their flocks were shot to pieces,
the scattered birds didn’t have a clue how to live alone.
The last one, Martha, died in the Cincinnati Zoo. Maybe
I’ll see her at next year’s reunion.

From The Farm Wife’s Almanac (Cascadia Publishing House,
forthcoming in 2019); first published in Shenandoah

