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Talking to Strangers on Elevators 
Monday, April 28, 2014 
 

My husband and I just spent four days with our daughter eating our way through Ashville, N.C., and visiting 

Biltmore. I learned during this trip that social etiquette has changed. I am told it is bad manners to talk to 

strangers in an elevator. I guess this doesn’t apply to editors and agents.  

The logic is they may not want to talk to me and I am invading their personal space. The same rule applies to the 

hippy with no teeth I spoke to on the sidewalk, the man with a huge backpack, the tattooed lady, and the dog 

owners. How do we find the interesting dynamics of life if we never talk to anyone? If they don’t talk back, I 

respect their privacy, but people tend to draw me like chocolate to my hips. By the way, we ate at an awesome 

chocolate restaurant while in Ashville, run by a really neat young couple! 

Oh well, I will probably continue to ignore the social norms, much to the distress of my family. Some people just 

beg to be talked to, like the young man with red spiked hair and metal protrusions on his black jacket and pants. 

Who would not want to know his story? So if you end up being stuck with me in an elevator, know I will 

probably smile at you. If you don’t want to talk to me turn your back. 

I found myself mumbling a prayer for some of these unique people as I passed, aware that God knows their 

needs. So for those in Ashville last week, you may have been stuck in an elevator with me. I hope your day was 

better for it. 

Regina 

 

 

If Arms Grew Out Our Heads! 
Tuesday, April 22, 2014 
 

My five-year-old granddaughter drew me a picture. She was careful to give me cheeks, a chin, and the 

appropriate number of arms and legs (attached to my head, of course. Love it!) She gave me what was 

appropriate. When God created us He also gave us just what we needed.  

So why do I spend so much time stressing? Sunday my preacher said that fatigue was a sign of lack of faith in 

God. I know stress can rob us of energy. God told us that he provides for the flowers and the birds, and He will 

provide for us.  

In my granddaughter’s picture, my arms are attached to my head. It makes sense in a way. If the arms are closer 

to the brain there would be less time to between a thought and an action since the signal had a shorter distance 

to travel. Less time to fret over appropriateness, less time to talk myself out of a good deed, less time to get 

distracted by life.  

This week I will add to my prayers not for arms out of my head (goodness!!) but for swiftness of action. What 

keeps you from action? Do you need to move your arms, or is there something else that keeps you stressed? 

Regina 

 

 

Why?!? 
Monday, April 14, 2014 
 

If I were to be an apostle, I think I would be like Thomas.  

I imagine my parents expected my first words to be mama or dada, but I am sure my first word must have been 

why? Never one to be content with “because I said so,” I wanted to know why. Why can’t I cross the street 

alone? Why are carrots better for me than chocolate pudding?  
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As an adult I still question. Why do I need calcium with Vitamin D? Why do I have to drive 35 mph? Why does it 

always rain on Saturday? My tendency to question everything (including authority, unfortunately) reminds me of 

the Israelites in the wilderness. Why should we give up the gods we worshipped in Egypt? Why should we kill all 

the inhabitants of the Promised Land? Why should we give all the gold to the priests for the temple? 

Having an “inquiring mind” is not a bad thing, but the bottom line is some things have to be accepted on faith. 

Because God said so. In Heaven I will be asking God why part the Red Sea instead of levitating the people over 

the water? Why destroy the dinosaurs? Which came first the chicken or the egg? 

When it comes to matters of God, it still comes down to faith. Why can’t I see angels? Why don’t I have visions? 

Because Jesus died for me. And that’s enough.  

Easter season is bittersweet for Christians. We rejoice in Jesus’ resurrection, but first we have to remember his 

death. That’s one why I do understand. Jesus died because I am a sinner. But He rose again!  

Regina 

 

Someday … 
Tuesday, April 8, 2014 
 

I attended the Carolina Writers’ Conference this week end to listen to my dear friend present. Lots of others 

wanted to hear her too – the room was packed. Someday I want to write as well as she does. Someday.  

You know how it is when someone does something better than you? You start to feel like a no-body. Poor me, I 

will never be able to write anything that inspires anyone else. Poor me, I work so hard and it just doesn’t 

happen. Poor me.  

During lunch one of the participants came up to me and said “when I grow up (she had to be 110) I want to be 

just like you.” I about dropped my lunch! I had what she wanted – a book contract. The conference was full of 

people just as skilled as I am or more so, who hungered to sell a book. I walked away with a new perspective. I 

may not be Michelle Buckman, www.michellebuckman.com, but I am Regina Smeltzer, the writer God wants me 

to be.  

Do you ever spend time in regrets? Your skills aren’t as remarkable, or as obvious? God gave us what we need to 

be successful in His Will. For me, the problem comes when my will isn’t in sync with His. Will my writing 

improve? Most likely. Will I ever write as well as my friend? Maybe not, but I will write the books God wants me 

to write.  

Have a good week dear friends, and rest in the knowledge that you are what God wants you to be, and He 

rejoices in you. 

Regina 
 
 

Two weeks stand out as none other … 
Easter 2014 
 

A week feels like a long time when waiting for something good; but it can speed by when living in dread of what 

the next few days will bring. In one week God created the entire universe – the solar systems, our earth, 

atmosphere, plants, animals and man. Amazing! And I think my schedule is full.  

The second stand-out week is the one we are in right now. First, we celebrated Palm Sunday, Christ’s entry into 

Jerusalem as a hero. Then Jesus observed of the Passover, which the Jews still celebrate, followed immediately 

by the arrest, trial, and sentencing of Jesus to death. Black Friday for Christians is not the day after Thanksgiving, 

but the day Jesus gave his life for all sin.  

And finally, on Sunday we celebrate his resurrection – the proof we worship a living God. Seven days. All of them 

life-changing. Their power takes my breath away.  

Please take time this week to dwell on the impact of these seven days, and the personal meaning it has for your 

life.   

Regina 
 

 

 

 

 



To Hunt Easter Eggs or to Not …  
Easter 2014 
 

I love the Easter season. My favorite memories include sunrise services. With the sky just breaking gray, we 

gathered in a mood of wonder and joy. Of course, the fact that the men of the church were cooking pancakes 

downstairs helped!  

But the excitement for children is the Easter Bunny and the eggs. Is this a pagan tradition that we should shun? 

Is the church leading us in the wrong direction by hosting egg-hunts? I did some research and this is what I 

found out.  

The Easter Bunny and his eggs sailed to America with the Germans in the 1600s. They represented the rebirth of 

life, welcoming the spring. Bunnies are prolific, and eggs represent the very beginning of life. For the good little 

child in the 1600s, the Easter Bunny delivered colored eggs (and maybe a piece of candy) tucked in a nest in 

their hats.  

So where did the Germans get the idea of an Easter Bunny? From a pagan tradition of fertility.  Are we sending 

our children down a path toward paganism with bunnies and eggs? Should our churches participate in activities 

that do not honor the root of the holiday?  

I believe that the Easter Bunny is right up there with Santa Clause. We can teach our children the true meaning 

of the day, and also allow them the joy of being children. But they must be taught the difference between make-

believe and real. Should the churches participate? Hmm…what are your thoughts? 

Regina 
 


