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Meaningful Work
My Work as a Therapeutic Harpist
Sabrina Sigal Falls
God has blessed me with work that is, for me, more a
ministry than a “job.” The harp—without which I could
not do this work—is both a musical instrument and the
instrument of God’s love and healing for me and, I pray,
all who hear it. The harp came to me as a serendipitous
gift which I believe is of the Holy Spirit. There is no
rational explanation for such a gift, no way it was earned
or deserved or even requested.
In the midst of a deep depression, and just months after
the death of my father from colon cancer at the age of 58,
the Holy Spirit spoke to me during Friends (Quaker)
Meeting for Worship one Sunday morning in 1985.
Somehow, the radical notion of playing the Celtic harp
was planted like a seed in my mind and heart. “Radical”
because, other than the fact that I’d had a passion for
traditional Celtic music for about ten years prior to this
point, I had no familiarity with harps and no interest
whatsoever in taking up a new instrument (I already had
22 years or so of piano under my belt!).
Although my initial reaction to this divine message was
“You’re kidding, right?”, it wasn’t long before I found
myself saying an inward “yes.” As soon I did, the dark
cloud of my depression simply lifted and I felt lighter
and happier than I had in a very long time. What had
seemed impossible quickly became very possible as one
door after another miraculously opened to make it
happen. Soon I had a harp and my ministry and vocation
as a harp minister was on its way!
In the many years since, the harp has been a life-saver for
me over and over again. Because of this, as well as
because of the impact I witnessed the harp music having
on so many others, I felt a strong desire and calling to
use it in a ministry of healing.
In 2000, circumstances made it possible for me to receive
training from the Music for Healing and Transition
Program (MHTP) and I earned certification in February

Michele West
2001 as a Certified Music Practitioner (CMP).
A CMP plays live therapeutic music at the bedside of
those who are sick or dying. This may be in a hospital,
hospice, or in a person’s home. I provide this “music
medicine” as a service, not entertainment. Nothing is
expected of the patient. As the patient listens—either
consciously or unconsciously—the music is administered
unobtrusively, with unconditional love.
Currently I work on the renal/metabolic and palliative
care units at Methodist Hospital in Indianapolis, as well
as at Indiana University Health Saxony Hospital, which
serves mostly cardiac and orthopedic patients in Fishers.
In the past I have played at almost every other hospital
in the Indianapolis area, on a wide variety of units
including med/surg, intensive care unit (ICU), organ
transplant, oncology, dialysis, chemotherapy infusion,
and psychiatric.
When I first arrive on the unit, nurses give me a report
on each patient which includes diagnosis, mental status,
and other information such as breathing issues, specific
medicines or treatments, even personal or family
dynamics if necessary; all of which help me choose
music that is appropriate to each person’s condition.
Music for a patient who needs breathing stabilized will
be very different from music for a patient who is highly
anxious, or one with advanced dementia, or one who is
actively dying, or for those who are pre-surgery, postsurgery, or walking on rehab treadmills!
Continued on page 6
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Editor’s Note
What is your work? Do you find value in it? Do you feel
valued by it?
I have not ever been one of those people who knew what
they were destined to be when they grew up. (I’m still
wondering what I’m going to be when I grow up!) All I
knew was that I wanted to work in the nonprofit sector
because I could work for issues I believed in. And, during
my dozen-plus years working in various fundraising &
management positions in several nonprofit organizations,
my work was meaningful to me and, at a distance, to a
larger community which I was helping to support.
Then I decided to leave paid employment for a period of
time when I had my first child. And while I was thankful
to be able to make that choice, I also struggled with my
identity for some time after that. Every time the standard
question, “What do you do?” came up, I was at a loss for
how to respond. I did plenty, and was always busy with a
project or two or three, but none of it was paid. Did I have
meaningful work? Definitely. Did I have meaningful work
in the eyes of others? Depended on whom I was talking
with. For a time, I tended to include my past employment
in my answer, a way of giving myself more value, I
suppose: “I’m primarily a stay-at-home mom now, but I
used to work at Girls Inc.”
Does work always imply employment? I think that
currently, yes, people assume that your work is your
livelihood, and the hope is that your skills and expertise
and passion all align in one perfect position that also pays
enough to cover the bills and then some. Some of us are
lucky enough to have that alignment in our professional
lives. Others find meaningful work outside of the
employment realm, paying the bills through jobs that we
may be grateful to have but may not satisfy our desire for
meaning.
In Animal Dreams, Barbara Kingsolver wrote, “I’ve about
decided that’s the main thing that separates happy people
from the other people: the feeling that you’re a practical
item, with a use.” When we feel that our skills are put to
good use, that your efforts are valued and are important
to someone, somewhere, we’re happier. We—and our
work—are meaningful.
Now I shy away from asking “What do
you do?” Instead, I ask, “How do you
spend your time?” After reading this
issue’s essays, I wonder if I should amend
that to, “What brings meaning to your life
right now?” Interesting questions tend to
have interesting answers. Share yours with
us on FMC’s Facebook page!

Refugee Worker
Catherine Swanson
What providence brings us to each other,
this paper between us, many-folded and
smudged? How is it I think I know
the scent of that camp and the heat
of waiting? Your daughter is sixteen today
and left behind.
Sign here and I will send your plea
into a course of hollowness that mimics the wind
somewhere else. I will put your hope
into a channel of action that rivals a millet spill
somewhere else. Your daughter is sixteen today
and left behind.
I give you the release and also the burial garment.
Neither of us can predict the dust or rain,
or the shift in ground. How is it I think I know
the wound of dislocation and the history
of blood? Your daughter is sixteen today
and left behind.
You have found her at last, but a map
is an ocean of policy, your name and hers
islands on a page, and my hand the one
offering an uncertain vessel. How is it I think
I know what it means to swim for your life?
I hear your sigh and wish I hadn’t.
Published in Friends Journal, June 2010
Catherine Swanson recently completed a book of
poems. She has been a refugee advocate for many
years. She also remembers her time as a social
worker with seasonal laborers. She continues to
have a concern for justice for those who pick our
fruits and vegetables and follows the Coalition of
Immokalee Workers.
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Holding On
Rachel S. Gerber
I have done a lot of jobs in my lifetraditional ones like elementary
school teacher and minister. I have
also had my own fair share of the
unusual: commercial voice artist,
basket weaving instructor, plasma
donation (this is what kept us fed
during seminary). However,
nothing has shaped me, stretched
me, and sometimes squashed me
more than what being a parent has.
And through an unusual turn of
events of being a parent, I have
become a writer of my first book,
Ordinary Miracles: Awakening to the
Holy Work of Parenting (Herald
Press, 2014). In many ways this
book has become my fourth child,
and the writing process has very
much been a birthing in and of
itself.

they sing out,
“I’m holding on,
I’m holding on,
I’m never letting go,
I’m holding on!”
Side note: If you come from a
household of four year-olds, I’m
sure this song from the PBS
morning show Cat In The Hat will be
familiar!

What strikes me most about this
story as I read it fresh is
the tenacity of Jacob. What a
statement of faith. It reminds me of
my boys and how they climb on
Shawn’s back for evening pony
rides, which always, always turns
into bucking bronco rides (making
my heart pitter-patter a bit). As they
bump and bounce, twist and turn,

This writing process is difficult; it is
so hard to write. Let me clarify: I
can write thousands of pages… but
is it what I’m supposed to write?
Yes, the agonizing part (and utterly
holy part) is in the listening. It is in
the pausing and allowing the space
to emerge what is supposed to
emerge (while fighting the urge out
of fear to just fill the page). Yet there
is no other way.
And when I pause and write what I
am really supposed to write, I am
not left the same. For I have seen the
face of God. I refuse to shy away
from this call. I refuse to shy away
from this wrangling or the pain–for
it is at this cross section that I meet
God and I am blessed. And in this
blessing of meeting, I can share this
blessing with the world, that we all
might be blessed.

Throughout this writing process,
the Bible story of Jacob and the
angel, Genesis 32, has been a
guiding narrative. Jacob wrestles
with God, refusing to let go unless
he was blessed.
This has always been a somewhat
confusing story to me, but I think it
has only been in this current stage
of my life that I am finally able to
unwrap it a bit more. Because I too,
desire a blessing. And there is
nothing I can do, no place I can go,
no one that I can cling to, except to
God to get me through this period
of wrangling and stretching: book
writing at its finest.

a blessing, does not leave
unscathed. His hip was touched and
he leaves blessed, but with a limp.

Jacob and the Angel, Shraga Weil
In a similar way, I too, stretch out
my grubby hand to grasp God,
declaring I will not let go.
I absolutely will not,
refuse to,
let go without a blessing.
Because I, through my limited,
wavering faith, still know that it is
only God who can see me through
this process. I refuse to feel
overwhelmed by this process,
because I know it is only God that
has the power to save me from
myself. And so I wrestle and refuse
to let go.
But even Jacob, who after receiving

I cling. Oh, how I cling. And now, as
I stand on the other side, I
discovered that as I hung tight, God
was wrestling back with me,
refusing to let me go, either.
Rachel S. Gerber and her family
recently moved to Bloomington, IN and
have been attending both
FMC and Bloomington
Mennonite Fellowship.
Rachel is the MC USA
Denominational
Minister of Youth and
Young Adults. She blogs at
www.everything-belongs.com, where
she wrestles to uncover the holy (!)
work of parenting. In Ordinary
Miracles, she writes with humor about
discovering God in the midst of dishes,
dinosaurs, and diapers. You can find
her book on her website
and mennomedia.org.
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The Mint Fields
Gerald Miller
The first time I had employment
was after my sixth grade. Five miles
south of Shipshewana was the large
Yoder Popcorn Company. They had
a number of farms with rich, black,
muck soil. Besides growing,
processing, and marketing popcorn,
they also had a large peppermint
and spearmint farming operation.
They had numerous full-time
employees, but in the springtime
they hired boys from Shipshewana
to help with the planting of the mint
fields as this was a labor-intensive
operation.
I knew a number of the older boys
that had worked for Mr. Yoder.
They always had the deepest tanned
skin in town and they always
seemed to have money. My father
asked me one spring if I wanted to
work in the mint fields. I was
younger than all the other boys. My
father knew Rufus Yoder well and
he asked my father if I wanted to
work. I excitedly told my father,
“Yes, I would like the job.”
Our school year ended the first
week in May and we started
employment as soon as school was
over. A large truck came into town
at 7:30 each morning and eight of us
boys would jump on for the ride to
the farm. We started work at 8:00
and quit at 4:00 and took a half hour
break at noon to eat the packed
lunch we brought from home. If we
had time before work or at noon we
would play tag in one of the barns.
We liked the times we were left off
at the popcorn company office, as
there were always large tin
containers of popcorn from which
we could eat. We were paid $3.00 a
day.
We started work by pulling mint
plants from the large, wellestablished mint fields and laying
them neatly with the roots facing

towards the bottom
of the crate. The
mint
plant
produces no seeds
and spreads by
underground
runners
from
existing
plants.
When the crates
were
full
they
would be carried to
the ditches around the fields that
were filled with water. There the
plants were kept healthy until they
were needed for planting. The fertile
land was drained from the marshes
in the early part of the 20th century
by developing ditches around the
large fields. The first irrigation
systems I became aware of in the
‘40s were in those fields that had
ditches to obtain water for irrigation
to the fields.
Mint is a very thirsty plant. It grows
in well-drained muck lands in
Indiana, Michigan and Wisconsin. It
also grows well in Oregon and
Washington. These areas are all
north of the 41st parallel, where the
right amount of daylight produces
the best yield and quality of oil.
After one or two weeks of pulling
mint, we started planting it. Eight of
us would ride on a four-row
planter. A wheel would come
around with a groove in it to place
the plants. There was a metal shoe
in front that made a small ditch in
the soil where the wheel would
deposit the plant and metal plates
would clamp down and pack the
dirt beside the plant. The tractor
went very slow, but the wheel
seemed to go around quite fast and I
had to be ready to put a plant in
every other groove to keep up. We
had to be alert but it did give us
time to talk and sing. Usually we
would fill up our crates or change

Michele West
crates at the end of each row and
that would give us a short break.
When we went home after a day’s
work we would be covered with
dirt. Many times my mother would
take a hose and spray me before she
would allow me in the house. There
were days when the fields were too
wet to plant and the foreman would
direct us to the well-established
mint fields, where we would take
corn sickles and cut thistles. He
would yell at us if we started
getting careless with the sickles, as
they could be dangerous
instruments in the hands of young
boys.
This employment would last for
only four or five weeks and then it
was over. The next two years that I
worked in the mint fields we only
worked from 8:00 to noon each day.
I don’t know if they were concerned
about child labor laws or if they
thought we worked more efficiently
when we had only a four-hour work
day. We received $2.00 for each half
day. I enjoyed the experiences I had
working in the mint fields and
when I started dating Mary after
our freshman year of high school,
she was working in the mint fields
in Michigan and that added to the
things we had in common.
Recently, as I was writing this
article, I was talking with Larry
Yoder, a high school classmate of
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mine (and the son of Rufus Yoder).
He mentioned that the mint farming
was started by his grandfather in
the early 1900s when they had
drained the marsh land that became
his land. He was of the Amish faith
at that time. Before this time most of
the mint in United States was grown
in Michigan. Mint production was a
very lucrative crop to grow. He told
me that the old farm building I saw
at the popcorn plant, the one that
had metal bars over the windows,
was the building they stored the
final product in to prevent it from
being stolen. Besides mint being
used as flavoring in gum, it also was
used as additives for many other
foods and especially sought after for
its medicinal value. Many people
thought peppermint oil cured about
every disease. I remember Mary’s
grandfather always smelling of
mint. He rubbed it on his arthritic
knees, skin sores, and in his nose to
help his sinuses.
Larry then told me the following
story of an incident that happened
at the farm. “There is a story that
has been passed down over the
years in my family. In 1914, Mr.
William Wrigley Jr. came from
Chicago to our farm to purchase
spearmint oil for his gum. He was in
the office when a hired man came
excitedly in the office and explained
that they had inadvertently mixed
the peppermint oil in with the
spearmint oil. Mr. Wrigley told
them that it was okay. He would
buy the product and use it in his
gum. He would call it Double Mint.
And that was the start of Double
Mint Gum.”
Larry said he was told this story
many times by different people, but
was never sure the story was true
because it sounded so unusual.
However, he was in an adult
community speech class in Goshen,

taught by Ervin Beck, when he told
the class that previous story. A lady
in the class got up after the speech
and said the same story had been
told in her family over the years,
except the hired hand was her
grandfather. Ervin Beck and Larry
researched the story and confirmed
that, in 1914, her grandfather had
been employed on the Yoder farm,
Mr. Wrigley had visited their farm,
and Double Mint Gum debuted. It
has been the most popular flavor in
the years since.
Although most of the mint today is
grown in Oregon and Washington,
Indiana still ranks fourth in the
nation in mint tonnage. Yoder’s
stopped mint farming in 1958 when
their mint fields developed a fungus
which they could not control. He
plowed the mint under and just
raised more popcorn.
Wrigley’s Double Mint jingle first
appeared in magazines with the
twin girls’ photograph in the ‘20s,

on the radio in the ‘30s and ‘40s, and
then later as a television spot. The
following jingle often keeps going
through our minds as we reach for a
pack of Double Mint:
Double your pleasure
Double your fun
With Double Mint, Double Mint,
Double Mint Gum!
Gerald Miller is a retired family
physician. “We lived in Markle, IN, for
42 years before moving
to Westfield nine years
ago.
During
retirement, my wife,
Mary, our daughter,
Shari Wagner, and I
wrote A Hundred Camels. It is the
story of our one-year mission term in
Somalia, East Africa.” Gerald is now
finishing a book about his years of
medical practice in a rural community.
“It will show how medical practice has
changed over the past 50 years and
includes some interesting history of the
area.”

Floating Chalice, Dean Habegger
Charcoal, acrylic, and pastel
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As a CMP, I have had some of the most powerful
spiritual experiences of my life. To accompany a soul as
it floats from this life to the next; to enable an agitated
AIDS patient to lie down and rest; to hear a woman
with Alzheimer’s sing to familiar strains; to ease the
headache of a man with a brain tumor; to help a young
cancer patient visualize her honeymoon on a tropical
island—these are just a few of the many profound
experiences of God’s presence and love I have shared
with patients, their families and friends, and hospital
staff.
The healing effects of music are manifold: slowing and
stabilizing heart rate, lowering blood pressure,
increasing oxygen saturation, releasing endorphins,
and more. These benefits result in relaxation, reduced
anxiety, decreased pain, and deeper sleep. Music
releases emotions which can have a cathartic effect for
some, facilitates concentration which can assist some
patients with decision-making, following staff
direction, and communication. The vibrations and
resonance of the harp, in particular, have profound
healing benefits on every cell of the body.
The hardest part of this work is getting paid for it! Few
hospitals or health care sites employ CMPs on staff.
Most of us are independent contractors funded by
foundations and grants. Unfortunately, most of these
are hard to come by and limited in time and scope. It is
a constant struggle for me. Almost everyone is
enthusiastic and increasingly appreciative of the
healing benefits of music. But paying for it is another
matter entirely. Music, no matter how effective as a
therapeutic modality, is rarely a priority in budgeting
or funding decisions. Because I could not live on what I
earn, I am deeply thankful for my husband’s gracious
financial and moral support.
I continue to pray—and ask your prayers—that if it be
God’s will to use my gift for more people than I
currently have opportunity to serve, that God would
open more doors, because I am a willing and eager
servant. I do it for and because of the love of Jesus
Christ and with deep gratitude for the great
faithfulness of God.
Sabrina Sigal Falls is a member of Shalom Mennonite
Church. She is a recorded Friends minister of the gospel and
harpist. She has released two cds
which can be found at
sabrinafalls.com or cdbaby.com.
She is available to play
therapeutic music at the bedside
of family members or friends as
an alternative gift (“Send a harpist instead of flowers!”).

Doing Life’s Work and Making a
Living
Dean Habegger
Would you go to school to prepare for a career or work in
your chosen field if there was no guarantee you could
make a living through your work? Would you work a
second or third job to support your true passion?
In college I discovered my life’s work: visual art. After
college, I went on to earn a Master of Fine Arts degree in
painting and drawing. Along with the great sense of
accomplishment I felt from earning a terminal degree in
my field, I knew I may never make a living from my
profession. That is the reality for many people in the arts. I
know many highly creative and talented artists and almost
none of them make a living from their work. For recent
graduates, the paid job known as “studio artist” does not
exist. The types of jobs listed in art school placement offices
will all be in addition to an artist’s own creative work. In
fact, the art world provides many people, other than most
of the artists, ways to make a full-time living.
Most artists know we will have to find other ways to make
a living and that these jobs will take time away from our
studio practice. We all made a conscious decision to go into
a profession that has no financial guarantees, right? That’s
just the way it is! And, how can something that doesn’t
often bring financial rewards even be a “profession”? Was
our career decision a conscious choice? Yes, maybe… ?
Even though most artists create professional standards for
themselves, maybe vocation is a better word to describe our
life’s work. Vocation can be described as a strong feeling of
suitability or an impulse or inclination for a particular
career or occupation. Or, even a divine call to God’s
service. Maybe the term vocation is also inadequate. There
may not be a real-world term for what it means to be an
artist. For most artists, including myself, what we do is
more than a strong feeling, impulse or inclination. We have
to do this work. We don’t have a choice. It’s in the fabric of
who we are. Maybe even an obsession. Some artists are
total workaholics. Sometimes my work has taken over
every spare minute of every day, especially when getting
ready for an exhibit.
Exhibits are usually done with the only compensation
coming from sales, which quite often are very low. Artists
are often asked to donate the creative work we have done
in the time away from our “day jobs.” Donating work to
auctions and fundraisers is quite common. Or, graphic
artists are asked to do work on “spec” with only a
possibility of getting paid. Often we are told the
“exposure” we will get from these activities will enhance
our careers. More often than not, these types of activities
do not really lead to career advancement and certainly not
Continued on next page
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Michele West spends the majority of her time is caring for &
teaching her kids, “with a part-time for-profit proofreading
position fit in here and there. Meaningful work
for me now at this stage of my life is very much
a practical, hands-on yet beautiful kind of work:
childcare (admittedly not often or even
frequently beautiful, taken in-the-moment),
nurturing the natural curiosity of young
minds, creating wholesome meals, growing a
garden of nourishment for the body, spirit, and eyes, putting
up food, domestic hands-on arts, once out of fashion, but in
fact, all in all, an organic body of skilled craftwork that I am
slowly learning. That, for me at this point in life, is
meaningful work.” Michele’s photos can be found on
pages 1 and 4, in addition to those on this page.

Continued from page 6
to real money. I have gladly contributed work to auctions
from time to time, for good causes, sometimes with people
from other fields of endeavor contributing their products or
skills. Most of the time, the idea of donating my creative
work is just not appealing. I do think if I made my living as
an artist I would be very generous in donating my work.
What does this mean in my life as an artist? My fantasy of
having a patron supporting me financially has never come
true, so it has simply meant accepting the reality of having a
day job to pay the bills and fitting in creative work where I
can. With this acceptance comes freedom to do exactly the
work I want to do and to experience the joy of the creative
process, wherever it takes me.

Dean Habegger now lives in Libertyville, Illinois, and spends
most of his “work” time as a full-time courier for FedEx Express
delivering and picking up packages. “I try to fit in time to make
artwork several mornings a week before work and
on weekends. Making art has always been the
most meaningful work for me. In recent years,
being the editor of MennoExpressions was very
fulfilling. I have found that work I do to make
ends meet often has a positive influence on my
artwork. The job I had in college painting sets for
the Indiana University Opera Theater was one of my most
meaningful work experiences, because it was the first job that gave
me ideas for my own artwork. I also used scrap materials from old
sets in my work and still – thirty years later - have scraps of old
backdrops that I use from time to time.” Dean’s drawings can
be found on pages 5 and 8.
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What’s Next?
David Stoesz
When I come home to visit, people will often ask me
what I have been doing or where I am going next.
College students will know how scary that question
really is because most of the time we don't know the
answer. Our classes, jobs, and even homes are
constantly changing. It can be scary to realize that the
decisions we are making now can have a profound
effect on the rest of our lives. So, instead of going into
detail, I usually just find it easier to explain where I
want to end up. My goals are what keep me motivated
and prevent me from being overwhelmed by all the
chaos of the present.

David Stoesz in action

My goals are rather simple. I want to become a
restoration ecologist. I haven't always known what I
wanted to do, but I did know that it would be
something that I love. I have always had a passion for
the natural sciences, but I really didn't begin to
appreciate it until I took my first job after college.
Working as the agroecology intern at Merry Lea
Environmental Learning Center, I was able to spend
every day working outside with nature. For a whole
year I was able to work with wonderful friends and
mentors, eat the food that I grew, and live on a
beautiful nature preserve. The freedom to choose my
own projects and the guidance provided by everyone
there allowed me to thrive and discover the things for
which I am passionate. I left Merry Lea with a much
better understanding of myself and a knowledge of
where I wanted my life to lead.
After leaving Merry Lea, I set out to find an entry-level
position as a restoration assistant, but I was having

trouble getting interviews for any of the jobs I was
applying for. Instead of being discouraged by
underemployment, I decided I would treat that period
of time as if I were still a student. I looked for the
qualifications that would make someone in my field
stand out from all the other candidates, and I got to
work. After six months of studying, I am now an EMT,
wildland firefighter, and certified pesticide applicator.
During that time, I also worked for a landscaping
company and spent hours applying for every
restoration job that I could find.
Looking for work can be discouraging when you know
that most of your efforts will fail, and I would be lying
if I said I didn't get discouraged as I continued to get
rejections. Part of what keeps me motivated is that I
have a passion for what I do. I love the sense of
accomplishment that comes with achieving something
difficult, and I know that I am using my skills to make
a difference in the world. Thankfully, after months of
searching, I finally received a job offer to work as a
seasonal restoration assistant at the Kitty Todd Nature
Preserve in Swanton, Ohio. I am excited for what the
next season has to offer, but even as I prepare to move
and start my new job, I know that I have to keep
working toward the future. The rejection emails from
earlier job applications continue to flood my inbox, my
seasonal job leaves me with the knowledge that I will
soon have more applications to complete, and it is time
for me to start studying for the GRE. So, “what's next?”
you ask... well, I want to be a restoration ecologist.

Lonely Interior, Dean Habegger
Charcoal and pastel
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Purpose Drives My Meaningful Work
Brian Friend
“For I have come down from heaven not to
do my own will and purpose but to do the
will and purpose of him who sent
me.” (John 6:38).
In my life, purpose has been a pretty
powerful influence on major decisions.
Life circumstances took me to a place
right after college where I took the time
to develop my own personal mission
statement. As I look at that mission
statement today, I believe that it still
remains a pretty consistent reminder of
what is most important to me. Purpose
centers me, and it has been my
experience that when I lose focus on the
values that are important to me, life
feels empty and out of control. Today
I’ll focus on the work part of that
equation.
About two years ago, my company (MJ
Insurance) began the work of trying to
define our purpose for existence. Most
companies are pretty good at
explaining what they do and how they
do it, and we are venturing down the
path of explaining why we do what we
do. We believe that people don’t come
to work with you or buy your services
because of what you do; rather, they
find alignment with why you do it.
We found that articulating our
corporate purpose is very difficult to
do. When I wrote my own personal
mission statement, it was a three-month
process with about a dozen drafts
before I landed on a statement I liked.
The same was true at MJ as we debated
every little detail. (I recall us spending
an hour discussing the merits of the
word “every” versus “each”.) At the
end of the day, our purpose statement
is: “We exist to inspire the success,
fulfillment and well-being of each
person we serve.” As a group, we have
decided that the most important
constituent base we serve is our
associates and their families. After that
group, we also exist to serve our
customers, business partners and our
community.
So what do we do with our purpose
statement? This statement was
developed by a relatively small group

of people, and we are a company with
125 associates in two states. We decided
that if we are truly going to live our
purpose, this smaller group that created
our purpose statement needed to be
sure we could share our own personal
mission statements and how we feel
our individual purpose aligns with that
of MJ’s. The results of this were
powerful. We realized that this type of
deep discussion led to understanding of
each other’s back stories and what
drives each person to do what they do.
A very tangible result of this has been
greater collaboration, better
understanding of what drives our
behaviors and the ability to trust each
other at a deeper level than what
existed before. Up to this point, these
have been discussions for a very small
group at MJ and now we needed to take
this throughout our organization.
We have now created a personal
development plan program so each
person can start this journey. We’ve
made classes available to each of our
associates where each person can
articulate his/her own purpose and
goals upon which he/she wants to
focus. As people have begun to
articulate goals, many of which are
personal in nature, we have also
developed classes to help them with
their goals. For example, there are now
ways to learn about goal setting, time
management, wellness, healthy
relationships and financial fitness. All
of this is a result of a clearly articulated
corporate purpose and the willingness
to live it. We believe that if we help our
people be the best they can be, we will
have a company that is successful and
provides a livelihood for them and their
families.
As we have introduced this goal of
living a life of purpose to our
associates, we have seen several
positive steps. We had an associate that
decided to retire early in pursuit of her
purpose of serving those that are facing
health challenges later in life. While we
were sad to see a valuable person leave,
we were able to rejoice in her pursuit of
greater purpose. We had a group of

associates express a desire to set up a
benevolence fund for other associates in
need. (FMC’s Sharing Fund was used as
a template for our program.) The
spouse of an associate just had a
successful lung transplant surgery and
as a show of support, a group of us
participated in a climb to the top of the
Chase building for the American Lung
Association; 47 floors and we are still
winded. We have adopted the
Dayspring Center and have had several
opportunities to serve that
organization. While none of these items
specifically help us deliver a better
insurance product to our customers, we
are setting the groundwork for
improved collaboration among our
associates and we believe that will
translate into a better work product for
our customers.
Where will this journey take us? While
my “day job” is looking at the numbers,
I know this effort will pay dividends I
can never count as they will be too
great. I have never been more excited in
the work I am doing, because it all
aligns with purpose. The main values in
my personal mission statement are
continuous learning, a willingness to
serve and deep relationships with
family and friends. I believe I can honor
those values not only with my personal
time, but also during my daily work.
Brian Friend is the CFO and a minority
owner of MJ Insurance. “In this role I
provide guidance on how we
should allocate our financial
resources and help our
organization build value for
our associates, customers
and shareholders. Outside of
work, I enjoy exploring with
my family, staying physically active
(especially cycling), cooking, serving with
FMC in a variety of roles and I need to get
back to my wine-making which has been on
the back burner far too long.”
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What all my work shall be, I don’t know that either, every
hour being a stranger to you until you live it. I want a
busy life, a just mind, and a timely death.
Zora Neale Hurston

Working at Soccer
Nolan Schloneger
I can remember vividly putting on my first shin guards
and socks accompanied with my very first pair of cleats.
The ecstasy I felt at that moment was incredible; I was
on top of the world. I wanted to wear my soccer gear
everywhere.
Soccer has given so much to me. I have made great
friends, not only from playing and being on a team but
from soccer as a means of conversation. It has been a
release from a stressful situation. I have spent countless
hours watching soccer matches and playing soccer
video games (much to the chagrin of my parents). I can
even attribute much of the music I listen to from the
FIFA video game soundtrack. Soccer has always been
there for me, to say the least. I can’t envision my life
without being associated with it somehow. Some of my
favorite memories come from traveling and playing
with my team. Long bus rides are always complained
about, but looking back that is where I’ve had some of
the most fun. Not only playing soccer has given me
much joy but also the events surrounding soccer.
With all this being said, soccer hasn’t always been fun.
There are multiple times where I’ve felt burned out and
wanted to quit. Whenever I’m sitting in my car on I-465
during rush hour traffic, waiting one hour to go 12
miles, I often think to myself, “Why am I doing this?”
During these times, soccer can feel like work and not
the sport I’ve grown to love. This feeling does not often
linger around, because once I’m on the field and
enjoying the game all the hardship goes away.
I have experienced firsthand that soccer can be that
universal language which is understood by people of all
backgrounds. The sport itself brings people together. As
the World Cup begins this summer, it will bring nations
and different cultures together in a festive atmosphere.
And of course I will be watching every minute of it.
Nolan Schloneger’s favorite food is fettuccine
alfredo with chicken, his favorite movie is The
Bourne Identity, and his favorite artist is One
Republic.

Doing God’s Work
Michael Z. Miller
In these times, you almost can’t choose whether or not to
take a job, especially if you are out of work. You rarely
can consider if the job would be meaningful. There’s no
time to ask, “Does what you are going to do help
anybody, or does it just fill up someone else’s bank
account?” The last five years I have taken jobs to help my
family and not to help someone else. It was a paycheck.
Having meaning was not important. My view was
survival.
I find it very important that I am able to tell someone
else how I help others through what I am doing or who I
work for. I used to have that before. I taught school and
coached for six years and then helped people get their
financial act together. That was important to me.
One of my positions lately was meaningful. Working for
Global Gifts began to change my thoughts about
working at my age of 50-plus. Serving God became very
important to me again. I could see how my work was
helping a bigger cause. Global Gifts’ cause is a very
simple concept: giving artisans across the world a fair
wage or fair prices for their goods. Global Gifts sells the
goods and then buys more and so on.
I still struggle now. My current job is not very satisfying
right now because I can’t see the good in it. On paper it
should be the best job ever. So why not quit?
I don’t think God has me there for my satisfaction but for
His purpose. I believe, with my whole heart, that God
puts you places or jobs or cities or in the middle of
nowhere to do His work. If you are struggling with your
job, it might be because you don’t see the direct results of
it. God might be teaching you something or sharpening
your skills at this unsatisfactory job. God might be
preparing you for the next thing He has for you.
Look inside yourself and reflect about your job. Find the
good or the skills you are learning before moving on.
God will direct you to the place where you can serve His
people.
The Mennonite faith is about service and I feel very close
to that right now. Sometimes you need to pray for the
courage to go on at your job: not quitting, but trying to
find God’s purpose in your staying.
“[My most] meaningful work was working for
Global Gifts, 2010-2012. I’m still hoping to serve
God the best I can, as long as I can.”

