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Mowibel Hinojosa, 33
College Station, Texas

Nine years ago | married and moved to South Texas. We at-
tended the church my father-in-law was pastoring at the time, Igle-
sia Menonita Buenas Nuevas, in San Juan, Texas. While | missed my
Mennonite Brethren church in California, the women at the church
immediately took me in as one of their own. | quickly was involved
in most aspects of the church including the women’s group. | was
one of the youngest members and taught most of the women’s
children in the high school Sunday school class. Our age gap never
seemed to be a factor, though; | fit right in and felt as if | was with
family.

| would at times ask myself what was it about the group that
made me feel so comfortable? Was it that | am originally from
Mexico and am accustomed to the men and women separating
(men outside, women inside) to talk? Maybe. But maybe it was also
the fact that the women’s group provided us with a safe place to
openly share our joys and burdens without feeling judgment. We
each disclosed our intimate thoughts and concerns and trusted that
the other would only pray and support us through our situation.

In Romans 12:15, the word of God calls us to be empathic to one
another, to “rejoice with them that do rejoice, and weep with them
that weep” (KJV). The demonstration of empathy is the demonstra-
tion of true understanding and that is what we in this women'’s
group did for each other. We listened to each other, cried when we
felt the pain, and laughed when we felt the joy.

Three months ago we moved to central Texas and are now
attending another Mennonite church. While | miss the women’s
group, | hope that | am able to find a new group of IFSNB OB T where
we can support and pray for each other. That is, | believe, the type
of community God wants us to have. {2




Brendo Lagzawo-Yoder, 41
Novthernw Indiona

| picked up the Sister-Care flyer in my church mailbox
and said to my husband, “ I will try this, they speak my lan-
guage. | want you to know, I'm trying.”

What | was saying inside was, “This is the last hope |
have in the Mennonite Church.”

The Sister-Care seminar came at a point in my life when
| was struggling...empty, tired, and “done.” But I was also
seeking a way out of that place. At forty-one, | was struggling
with what it meant to be a woman in my world—mother-
hood, marriage, expectations, and all those other things we
encounter in our experience. | live in a small rural communi-
ty, attend a rural church with generations of family, and know
from experience that sharing personal things often results in
judgment, criticism and gossip. | craved a setting within my
faith community that was safe, open, and where | could talk
with women about things | was struggling with, and not be
left feeling alone, abnormal, or an outsider.

So | attended Sister-Care on a rainy day in May and sat
at a table with seven beautiful women who, in a few hours,
were able to share our stories and tears with one another. As
a woman whose story includes an eating disorder, depression,
and struggles with my teenager, there had not been too many
opportunities in the church to share these things without fear
of condemnation or judgment. The chance to do this with
other women in the church was a life preserver thrown to
me that said “You will make it, you are not alone, and you
are loved.” It was the lift | needed out of the discouraged and
lonely place I felt as a non-traditional woman in a traditional
Mennonite Church. K4
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Lucille Gering; 78
Mishawaka, Indiana

Years ago there was a little girl in my fourth-grade classroom
named Natasha. After her year in my room, she moved with her
family to California. For reasons | have now forgotten we started to
correspond. Perhaps because she had to change schools and make
new friends, Natasha felt a need to remain connected to the famil-
iar. As teacher and student, we continued to correspond through her
years in elementary and high school years. She told me about her
family and school life and I kept her informed about events in her
former school. During her college years and after, it appeared our
ties were severed. | thought about her occasionally but didn’t make
an attempt to reconnect.

Imagine my surprise when two months ago, because of Nata-
sha’s persistence and the miracle of the internet, we again began
corresponding, this time as two adults, even though | am old
enough to be her grandmother. She told me about graduating from
college and becoming a software engineer and about her mar-
riage to Trent. Sadly, she told about her miscarriages and having to
accept that they would not have children. Happily, she said their
disappointments had strengthened their faith. | wrote to Natasha to
encourage her. And another letter arrived.

In one letter, Natasha quoted Maya Angelou as saying, “I've
learned that people will forget what you said, people will forget
what you did, but people will never forget how you made them
feel.” And in reference to our correspondence, Natasha added,
“You made me feel special and loved.” How humbling! I didn’t
realize what | meant to this young woman. Most important for me
though was that Natasha authenticated my work as a teacher.

Surely, validating each other’s work, delighting in each other’s
accomplishments and encouraging each other in our disappoint-
ments and loss is the work of Sister-Care. Ja



