
In September 2023, an 
invitation went out to 
parishioners at St. Timothy’s 
to consider participating in a 
one-week trip to the U.S./
Mexico border in Texas. Two 
informational sessions were 
held, and twelve adults 
decided to participate.  

While service was a part of 
the experience, we knew a 
bigger part of the week would 
be about, in the words of Fr 
Greg Boyle, SJ, “kinship—not 
serving the other, but being 
one with the other.” The 
purpose of the trip was to be 
with those who have been 
pushed to the margins and to 
learn about the complex 
realities present at the US/
Mexico border through the 
lens of our Catholic faith.  

Cindy Novak, the Church of 
St. Timothy Director of Parish 
Faith Formation, researched 
and selected two service sites 
for our group to visit.  

One site was the 
Humanitarian Respite Center 
in Mcallen, an initiative of 
Catholic Charities of the Rio 

Grande Valley. Since 2014, 
the Center has served over 
100,000 asylum-seeking 
immigrants. The Center 
provides support for those 
fleeing from human 
traffickers, organized crime, 
gang violence, extreme 
poverty, and other challenges. 
The center offers a safe 
environment, legal 
orientation, a warm meal and 
water, hygiene products, a 
change of clothes, temporary 
shelter, medical supplies and 
assistance (if needed),  and 
transportation services. 

The second service site the 
group visited was La Posada 
Providencia. Opened in 1989, 
La Posada has served people 
from 86 countries. A ministry 
of the Sisters of Divine 
Providence, La Posada  
provides shelter, food, 
clothing, basic English 
instruction, local 
transportation, and case 
management to navigate the 
immigration process.   

In addition to serving at the 
Center and at La Posada, 
some participants crossed the 
border at Brownsville into 
Matamoros, Mexico.  

In these pages, you will read 
about the experiences of our 
twelve participants as we 
served and accompanied 
those we encountered at the 
border. We hope reading our 
reflections gives you a 
glimpse of the richness of our 
time of being with our 
migrant brothers and sisters. 
We are grateful for all who 
prayed for us on our journey, 
and ask for your prayers for 
the asylum-seekers we 
encountered, as well.  

 
 - Rhonda Miska 

Church of St. Timothy Adult Service Trip To Texas 

January 30—February 3, 2023 

“The Church is a mother 
without borders and 

without frontiers. She is 
the mother of all and 

strives to foment a culture 
of welcome and solidarity, 

where no one is useless, 
out of place, or 

disposable.”  

The twelve members of St. Timothy’s 
service trip delegation at a restaurant 

in Mcallen after a day of service. 

From left:  Rhonda, Bryan, Patty, and 
Cindy on the two-day car trip to Texas.  



 

Patrick, Larry, Maria and Sr Therese: four of 
the many people we encountered on our 
trip.  We embarked on a journey for a week to 
encounter and be in fellowship with migrants 
who are in a very difficult and stressful time 
of their lives. We served these people to the 
best of our ability, hopefully making their 
journey easier. The four people I named 
impacted me by their dedication to serving 
the people at Humanitarian Respite Center 
and La Posada Providencia. 

Patrick and Larry are retired priests of the St 
Paul/Minneapolis Archdiocese. Fr Larry 
served as the National Director of Catholic 
Charities USA for 10 years.  Since retiring, Fr 
Patrick and Fr Larry winter in Texas with 
family. They volunteer every weekday, 
making sandwiches and assembling bag 
lunches that the clients receive as they depart 
the Center to travel to their sponsors. 

Maria was working at a law firm as a 
paralegal, but felt she was not doing enough 
to help migrants seeking asylum from deadly 
conditions in their countries. She resigned 
from her position and now works as the 
volunteer coordinator at La Posada. 

Sr. Therese came to the US from Ireland 
when she was 16 to join the Sisters of the 
Holy Spirit and Mary Immaculate. She spent 
years in Mexico as a missionary, where she 
learned Spanish. She now teaches English as 
a second language at La Posada. 

During the week as I helped prepare lunches 
for those about to travel, served dinner to 
those who were going to spend another night 
at the Center, or interacted with kids so their 
parents could rest, I reflected on the humble 
service of these four people. It brought to 
mind Jesus washing the disciples’ feet. I 
realized I am not so great that I can't humble 
myself to serve God's people. Only in service 
can we get a glimpse of God's love for His 
people. 

 

 - Bryan Novak 

 

I learned many lessons from the people I 
encountered on the service trip. Mostly, I 
learned that while the issue of immigration 
seems overwhelming, it really comes down to 
individual people—people who are known 
and loved by God and people who can be 
known and loved by all of us.  

One of the most important things I was able 
to do on this trip was to listen to migrants’ 
stories—so many stories! I was amazed at the 
perseverance it took from the moms and 
children to travel across so many countries to 
arrive at the U.S./Mexican border. One mom 
told me it took her and her two children four 
months and included walking, riding in horse
-drawn carts, riding a train, staying in tents, 
and enduring hunger, bad weather, and 
sickness along the way. I learned that 
adversity doesn’t breed bitterness, but 
appreciation for what you have and hope for 
what the future holds. 

I listened to the children as we played. 
Mostly, they focused on the present and 
enjoyed the games or toys we shared. But 
some talked about their desire to speak 
English better and go to school. They were 
enthusiastic, happy, and eager to embrace 
what lies ahead. Trauma would not end their 
determination for a happy, meaningful life. 

One afternoon, several of the “older boys” (10
-12 years old) wanted to make paper 
airplanes. I looked up YouTube videos for 
instructions. The boys were able to follow the 
directions so much more easily than I could, 
and they liked using the technology to engage 
in this activity. After we constructed several, 
we tried them out to see which varieties could 
fly the farthest. There was a lot of laughing 
and exclaiming at our flights. We may not 
have known each other before this, or even 
spoken the same language, but we bonded 
over our shared effort and success. It’s easy to 
work together; a common goal can achieve 
fraternity. Maybe it’s really that simple to 
have peaceful relationships, even with others 
we perceive as different from us.    

Continued on Page 10 
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Texas Service Trip 2023:  Patty Korkowski  

I volunteered to go on the trip knowing that 
we wouldn’t know exactly what our service 
would be. But I was confident the service sites 
would put us to good use with proper 
instruction, even if we did not 
know the language of the 
people we were serving. 

And that happened. 

At the Humanitarian Respite 
Center there were mats set up 
along the walls. Each family 
had their own set of mats that 
was their “home” furnished 
with pillows and blankets. 
They would only be there at the 
Center for a few days as they 
awaited transportation to their 
final destination to their 
sponsor’s place. 

Activities for children were a welcome relief 
for tired parents and we were able to provide 
that. 

We brought lots of crayons, coloring books, 
and balloons with us the first day. The staff 
wanted to make sure that the activity was 
properly supervised. No crayons on the floor, 
no marks on the tables. Good luck with that!  
The kids were so excited when we came in and 
had all these fun things to offer them. I 
monitored the crayons on the floor, picking 
them up constantly so as to protect the floor. I 
also helped serve lunch. At times there would 
not be enough of the regular lunch because of 
new asylum-seeker arrivals late in the 
morning.  Those who were served last would 
be left with the substitution of soup and a 
piece of bread. It made me feel apologetic but 
no complaints were expressed. 

I also went to the warehouse and sorted six 
tubs of clothing making sure that the sizes in 
the tubs matched the sizes noted on the tubs.  
(They didn’t.) The warehouse was full of 
donations, some used, some new. I could tell 
that there were some generous businesses, as 
well as individuals, that helped provide the 
needed items. It was good to see. 

One of the staff was filling an order. It struck 
me as odd that they were allowed one piece of 
underwear. I guess that would be enough to 
get you to your sponsor’s destination. 

The next day we went out and 
bought some additional items 
to entertain the kids:  
clothespins, Mason jars, ping 
pong balls, cups, puzzles. They 
all went over very well.  While 
the planned activity was 
dropping clothespins into the 
Mason jars and dropping ping 
pong balls into the cups, in 
their creativity, the children 
changed to building rocket 
ships out of the clothespins, 
Mason jars, and cups. It was 
fun to watch the ingenuity of 

the kids come up with new things to do with 
the rudimentary materials.  

On that day, after having played puzzles over 
and over again, this little boy came up to me 
and was talking very animatedly in Spanish. It 
was obvious he was trying to tell me 
something very specific and was expecting a 
response. He repeated it again very slowly as 
if that would help me understand. I took out 
my trusty iPhone and went to the translate 
app. I found out he wanted a drink of water. I 
could take care of that. 

The same type of thing happened again on the 
last day where a little girl came up to me and 
very earnestly was asking me something.  Out 
popped the iPhone again and I found out she 
was asking me if there were more balloons.  I 
was able to go up to our room to check on that 
but came back empty handed. That meant we 
had to find a way to share the balloons that 
were there, which we did. 

I was glad I went. Not knowing the language 
was not a barrier. The people we were serving 
were passing through and we were passing 
through. We were able to connect and provide 
some happiness in their long journey. 

 - Patty Korkowski 

From left:  Cathy, Paul, and Patty sort 
clothing donations at the Center. 
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Texas Service Trip 2023: Cathy Iverson and Margaret Oehlenschalger  
I was motivated to go on the trip to learn more 
about people seeking asylum in the U.S. and to 
lend a hand, help out, even for only five days 
and to extend a warm welcome to asylum-
seekers. I also wanted to show appreciation to 
some of the helpers at the border—both paid 
workers and volunteers. I was moved to see 
that some volunteers at the Humanitarian 
Respite Center were themselves among the 
asylum-seekers who mopped floors, served 
meals, or assisted with younger children.  

 

I am 74 years old and have been a member of  
St. Timothy’s for 48 years. My husband Bob 
and I have lived in our Blaine home 48 years. 
It’s full of photos, mementos, toys, 
“treasures.” So I was deeply moved that the 
families we met had left everything behind, 
including in some cases beloved family 
members they might not see again. Most had 
been on long, dangerous, and often horrifying 
journeys.  This was profoundly sad.   

I’ve long felt overwhelmed in how to respond 
personally to the refugee crisis. Throughout 
history, Earth’s people have been on the move 
seeking safety, shelter, food. Now our planet is 
in great peril. Climate change, pandemics, 
economic inequality, discrimination, and 
hatred are forcing ever more people to move. 

Our country must help people at our borders 
who have literally been running for their lives 
and not force them to return to life-
threatening situations. Though it’s reality that 
the U.S. can’t accept everyone who wants to 
live here, there is a need to learn about current 
policies and advocate for change.   

 - Cathy Iverson 

The first day of our trip, I was assigned to 
serve at La Posada. A windstorm had gone 
through, so there was yard cleanup to 
do. Cathy and I loosened the clay soil around 
recently planted fruit trees - a laborious 
task! We were rewarded by a visiting beautiful 
Kiskadee Flycatcher and a Roseate Spoonbill. 

My favorite place to serve was the 
Humanitarian Respite Center. The Border 

Patrol directed asylum-seekers there. There 
was good security and nothing to be afraid of.  

The Center was in a building that used to be a 
nightclub; the space was very 
accommodating. There was a prayer kneeler 
near the entrance with an image of Our Lady 
of Guadalupe. The first part of the center was 
a reconverted bar which served as a kind of 
pharmacy where asylum seekers could ask for 
what they needed. The shelves were stocked 
with over the counter medication, band-aids, 
diapers, toothbrushes, hair supplies etc.  

The middle room provided shelter for asylum 
seekers. Mats or cots were spread along three 
walls and there were two water canteens 
against the wall. We served by preparing 
snack bags for departing families then helped 
serve lunch. After lunch, the fun began—we 
entertained and played with the children! 
There was bean bag toss, puzzles, coloring, 
reading, throwing bouncy beach balls and 
making countless airplanes for hours on end!   

We were not to inquire about their stories but 
could lend an ear if they wanted to talk.  I 
complimented one mother on her fluent 
English. She replied "I speak three languages - 
English, Spanish and Romanian. I am from 
Romania. My family wasn’t treated very well 
there - we were considered ‘gypsies.’ We felt 
we had to flee. My mother is very sick back 
home and I will probably never see her 
again."  My heart just melted. I asked if I could 
give her a hug. She readily accepted my 
embrace and as I was wishing the family the 
best for a new start, she said, "Blessings to 
you!" With as little as this woman had, she 
was wishing God's blessings on me! 

One day a family with a baby arrived. The 
parents were arranging two mats and their 
meager belongings. I approached the mother 
and asked if I could hold her infant while she 
positioned her mat. She readily handed over 
her baby.  As I held the infant I said a prayer 
for a safe haven and a healthy and happy life 
ahead. Moments like this made the trip so 
meaningful and worthwhile! 

          -     Margaret Oehlenschlager 
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Serving at La Posada Providencia  

Patty and Sr Therese baking  
cookies together.  

From left:  Cathy I., Sr Therese, and  
Margaret in the English classroom.  

Paul and Cindy assisting with yard work  
outside a guest dormitory.  

Cathy H. doing yard work. 

Margaret and Cathy I. cleaning up 
La Posada’s yard after a major 
windstorm had blown through a 

few days prior.  

From left:  Bryan, Karen, and Dave cleaning the interiors and  
exteriors of La Posada’s vehicles. 

Dave and Bryan assisting with yard cleanup. 

Karen, Dave, and Rhonda cleaned 
the interior of this guest dormitory.  Patty organizing in the English 

classroom. Members of our 
delegation both taught English to 
asylum-seekers and helped Sr 
Therese do a deep clean of the 

classroom.  

Dave and Karen cleaning and folding some 
very large tarps! 
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 Serving at the Humanitarian Respite Center and  

Visiting Brownsville, Texas/Matamoros, Mexico 

Two Jesuit priests celebrate Mass twice 
a week for those at the Center. The 
Mass began with a “roll call” of the  
countries of origin of those present.  

The Center’s location is just two blocks 
from the Mcallen bus station. Those 
staying at the Center take buses or 

planes to their final destinations. 

This image of Our Lady of 
Guadalupe greets all those 

arriving at the Center. 

Cathy I. volleys a punch 
ball with one of the  

children at the Center. 

Dave, Karen, and Margaret  
make “go bags”  for families.  

Rhonda assisting in the pharmacy, providing over-the
-counter medications, baby formula, diapers, and 

toiletries to Center guests. All items are donations. 

From left, Cathy H., Karen, Cindy,  
Bryan, Dave, and Rhonda after walking 

across the border into Brownsville,  
Texas after visiting Matamoros, Mexico.  

Sign at the border The encampment at Matamoros, where  
asylum seekers from several countries (we met  

mostly Venezuelans and Nicaraguans) live for weeks 
or months as they await appointments with ICE. The 
residents of the encampment warmly welcomed us. 
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Texas Service Trip 2023:  Cathy and Paul Hanzelka 
Paul and I made this trip for a few reasons. 
We both liked the idea of seeing first hand 
what it was like for newly arrived immigrants. 
Also, I have never been to Texas, so that made 
it interesting for me. 
Paul is always up for a 
road trip, too. Lastly, we 
looked forward to 
escaping the Minnesota 
winter for a bit! The road 
trip was great; we never 
tire of seeing how vast 
and varied our country 
is. I loved the rolling 
hills and wide, open 
plains of Kansas, 
Oklahoma and Texas—
and there was no snow or ice! 

Being part of the group from St. Tim's was 
humbling. Everyone was so motivated to help 
others in any way they could and share their 
thoughts and feelings about their 
experiences.  

When asked to reflect on what I expected to 
see and do as we started the week, I wrote that 
I expected frantic confusion and obvious 
poverty. But, instead I saw family groups on 
mats around the perimeter of a large 
room at the Humanitarian Respite 
Center. I saw parents resting while we 
played with their children. It was a 
calm, relatively quiet place where I 
believe people felt safe and sheltered. 
Our helping to serve lunch, entertain 
the kids, and sort the many clothing 
donations seemed like small ways to 
help, but I  know that it was 
appreciated by guests and staff.  

There are several poignant moments 
for me that stand out, beginning 
with seeing the family groups on mats at the 
respite center.  

I learned that immigrants that are minors 
MUST move to a shelter for adults as soon as 
they turn 18. So many changes and such 
bravery, at such a young age. No wonder La 
Posada celebrates so many birthdays, since 
many guests arrive on their 18th birthday!  

Visiting the camp at Matamoros was a 
powerful experience. We learned that people 
save their best clothes for their appointment 
with UCSIS, and they leave almost everything 

else behind. Being greeted/
welcomed by the people 
living in the encampment 
at Matamoros was a 
powerful experience. They 
were so anxious to share 
their stories and so driven 
to finish their journeys.  

I realized that there is so 
much that needs to be 
done to exercise 
hospitality, to bear one 

another's burdens, and help others claim what 
they are due. This is social justice, part of 
living our Catholic faith. 

Lastly, as we finish our trip back to Minnesota 
in the comfort of our car, staying at motels a 
few nights, I couldn't help but think of some 
of the people we met who traveled similar 
distances. Guatemala is less than 1200 miles 
from Brownsville (where the pedestrian 
bridge to Matamoros is) but it took months 
for them to finally make it into the US. I am 

thinking of people making those 
journeys and praying we can help 
improve the process of obtaining 
asylum in the US. 

 - Cathy Hanzelka 

It was very enlightening, informative, 
and humbling to get a glimpse of the 
situation at the border. We saw first 
hand the humanity of those who are 
trying to legally enter the country. I 
saw that they really do simply want to 
work, be safe, and have a better life. 

They have that right as fellow human beings, 
so who are we to deny them that? While there 
are a lot of complexities to be worked out, this 
experience has me even more convinced that 
we need to pressure Congress to give 
immigration reform a high priority.  

 - Paul Hanzelka  

Walking with Venezuelan asylum seekers who are 
living in an encampment in Matamoros while  

awaiting appointments to begin the asylum process. 

Each asylum-seeking 
family receives a mat 
and blankets at the 

Humanitarian Respite 
Center in Mcallen. 
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Texas Service Trip 2023:  Karen Holdgrafer-Berry and Dave Berry 
I decided to participate in this 
service trip as one small way 
of helping with the border 
situation, in addition to 
welcoming the migrants to 
our country. At La Posada and 
the Humanitarian Respite 
Center we provided direct and 
indirect services. Examples of 
direct services was playing a 
variety of games with the 
children and serving meals to 
families. Some of the indirect 
services I provided included 
washing vehicles, helping with 
yard work and stuffing 
envelopes with receipts to 
donors. Staff and families, 
including children, were so 
appreciative. In fact, one girl 
drew a portrait of me. She 
captured the eyeglasses worn 
on my head and sweatshirt 
tied around my waist. I’ll 
treasure this special gift 
forever.  

Some of the group crossed the 
border to have an eyewitness 
experience. We walked across 
into Matamoros, Mexico and 
visited an encampment of 
asylum seekers waiting for 
their appointments. The 
people there were so 
welcoming. It was a privilege 
to listen to their stories. They 
confirmed what I had been 
hearing in the media and our 
service sites. The app used to 
make an appointment to enter 
the country as an asylum-
seeker is very cumbersome. 
There is a short window of 
opportunity to get into the 
app before it closes for the 
day. It was described as 
winning the lottery if you got 
an appointment. Some asylum
-seekers are still waiting after 

four months of trying, while 
others obtain an appointment 
after only a few days. They 
told us: “Let Biden know the 
app is not working; it should 
be more fair.” We told them 

we would let representatives 
know of their concerns about 
the process of seeking asylum. 

It was very moving to see the 
encampment and to serve at 
both sites. I cried when I saw 
all who were living at the 
encampment. Many times 
throughout the week I 
questioned, “How can this be? 
Why can’t we treat people 
with dignity and respect? Why 
can’t the needs of the poor 
take precedent over the wants 
of the rich? Why are there 
such corrupt governments?” 
and on and on.  

Time and time again I saw 
resiliency among the migrants 
we served. I reflected that 
every individual has a unique 
story and reason why he/she 
wants to come to our country. 
Every individual must be 
treated with respect and 

dignity. I saw God in the faces 
of those I served. I plan to 
keep Catholic Social Teaching 
in mind as I continue to serve 
all God’s people in the coming 
weeks, months, and years 
ahead. It was a privilege to 
participate in this trip and 
meet so many wonderful 
people along the way. 

  - Karen Holdgrafer-Berry 

 

I was very apprehensive about 
this trip, knowing that I’d be, 
at times, way out of my 
“comfort zone.” I’m an 
introvert and only know a few 
words of Spanish. I prayed 
before and during the trip for 
the Lord to help me be the 
person I should be and be 
some help to others. I feel 
strongly that my prayers were 
answered - I was not as 
uncomfortable as I thought I’d 
be. I was thrilled that I was 
able to help wash and detail 
La Posada’s two vans and one 
car. Other days, I mowed and 
weed-whipped, as well as 
helped clean a garage and 
shed - things I know I can do. 
At the Humanitarian Respite 
Center, we assembled “Go 
Bags” for asylum-seekers 
traveling to their sponsors by 
bus or air. We also helped 
serve lunch and then played 
games, tossed balloon balls, 
did puzzles and made paper 
airplanes with the children. 
This gave the parents a little 
break and the kids seemed to 
enjoy the interaction too!  

Continued on page 9 

Karen assists with serving lunch at 

the Humanitarian Respite Center. 
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Texas Service Trip 2023:  Bev Fite and Dave Berry 

Here are a few 
moments when my heart 
sang during our trip.  

When I first said “Hi" to a 
little 3 or 4 year old boy at 
the Humanitarian Respite 
Center, he 
immediately stated 
"ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQR
STUVWXYZ." He had the 
biggest smile and his eyes 
glistened. His mom and dad 
must have encouraged him to 
let us know that he indeed 
knew some English. What 
could I do but give him the 
biggest “thumbs up” I could? 

A young woman with a sweet 
little girl said a friendly 
'hello." She started a 
picture and words that said 
"We thank the USA." She 
included the flag of her 
country and many 
flowers. She did speak some 
English and was hoping 
to eventually get to Canada 
where she might obtain a job 
in her chosen career as an 
engineer. She heard that it 
might be easier there. Her 
little girl's smile was 
captivatng and she was happy 
to color and draw with 
me. I've heard from our 
group that these little kiddos 
considered me a "grandma." I 
was honored to be considered 
to be thought of as a 
"grandma" and I'd do it every 
day if I could. 

Another moment that thrilled 
me was when my daughter 
spread out the toys she had 
brought out on a table at the 
Humanitarian Respite 
Center. The children 

gathered around with smiles 
and anticipation. 

My embrace at La Posada 
Providencia with an elderly 
woman from 
Afghanistan was truly a 
privilege. 

She held her arms out to 
me! Who was welcoming 
who? She was able to speak 
some English and her smile 
was truly endearing. I could 
not imagine how she had 
endured her perilous trip to 
the US. 

All in all, I'm happy to have 
made this trip where I met 
the strongest, most resilient 
and beautiful people I have 
ever met. 

 - Bev Fite 

Continued from page 8 

On the last day of service we 
only worked about half a day. 
Some of us wanted to go into 
Mexico to visit a refugee 

camp in Matamoros. It is 
right across the border (Rio 
Grande) from Brownsville, 
Texas. After walking across 
the border, we found the 
camp. The people there were 
amazing—very friendly and 
welcoming! I’m moved to 
tears as I’m writing this. 
Rhonda was very busy 
interpreting for them and us 
as we walked together along 
the path on top of the 
embankment. They explained 
the app used to make an 
asylum appointment is “a roll 
of the dice.”  

I had a 10-year-old or so boy 
introduce himself to me in 
perfect English. I don’t 
remember his name. I said “I 
am Dave” and made a motion 
to my chest as I said it, then 
said, “How are you?” He did 
not reply. I then touched him 
on his shoulder and smiled to 
try to say “that’s as far as we 
can go with language.” Was 
he Jesus…?  

I really enjoyed working at 
both sites. They are providing 
needed help to the 
individuals and families 
seeking a better life in the 
US. Our group was great! I 
enjoyed the prayers and 
singing in the mornings and 
praying and reflecting on our 
service in the evenings. I do 
feel I was helpful, at least in 
small ways. I would do this 
type of service trip again. 

- Dave Berry 

Dave Berry assists with serving lunch 
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Texas Service Trip 2023:  Cindy Novak and Rhonda Miska 
Continued from Page 2 

Toward the end of one afternoon at the 
Center, a newly-arrived family was settling in. 
The mom was busy looking information up 
on her phone and her young son stood 
nearby, still too timid to venture into the 
crowd of children playing. He 
watched closely as children played 
with paper airplanes and giant 
punch balls. I approached and 
engaged him, finding out that he 
wanted a ball. Fortunately, we had 
some more and I was able to give 
him one. He was so excited as we 
started volleying the ball back and 
forth. Soon, he was moving away 
from his mom and smiling as he 
found other children to play with. 
Such little effort it took to help 
him adjust to his new 
environment.  

On our last afternoon in Texas, some of our 
group crossed into Matamoros, Mexico to 
visit the refugee encampment there. We were 
warmly received by the occupants of the 
camp who clearly wanted us to hear their 
stories and take them home with us. We 
heard about the problems of the app used to 
get an appointment with immigration 
services to be processed into the U.S. as an 
asylum-seeker. This app is frequently 
jammed and unusable. It doesn’t take into 
account how long a person has been waiting. 
Oddly, despite the unfairness, the migrants 
were not angry with those fortunate enough 
to get appointments and leave for the U.S. I 
learned misery doesn’t love company and 
these folks were living the Scripture from 
Romans 12:15:  “Rejoice with those who 
rejoice…” I’ll keep this in mind the next time I 
want to complain about someone going ahead 

of me in a line. 

The main thing that has stayed with me since 
returning from our service trip to Texas is the 
faces of the many different people I met. In 
some cases, I got to put a face to a name I had 
only seen on emails prior to the trip; in other 

cases, I have images of faces but 
no names to associate with them; 
and in many other cases, I see the 
faces and remember the names 
and/or stories of the people who 
go with them. In all these cases, I 
remember that each face is a 
beloved child of God, loved 
beyond measure and treasured by 
our Creator, whether anyone ever 
knows their name or hears their 
story. 
 —Cindy Novak 

The Scripture readings the week of our trip 
felt particularly fitting. On the journey to 
Texas, we stopped in Kansas for Mass for the 
Fourth Sunday in Ordinary Time, and heard 
the Beatitudes proclaimed. Surely we 
encountered many that week who were poor 
in spirit, meek, mourning, and hungering and 
thirsting for righteousness. And each of us 
endeavored to show mercy the best we could. 

On Friday, February 3— the day some of us 
visited the encampment in Matamoros—the 
reading was Hebrews 13:8 “Do not neglect 
hospitality, for through it some have 
unknowingly entertained angels.” We were 
warmly received at the encampment, people 
eager to invite us into their makeshift 
homes, which were only tents or lean-tos. 
How heart-stretching it was to receive their 
hospitality in the midst of their struggle.  

 - Rhonda Miska 

Interested in participating in a future trip to the US/Mexico border? Or would you like to learn more 
about other opportunities for service, prayer, and reflection? Contact Cindy Novak at  

cnovak@churchofsttimothy.com or at the phone number below.  

The dining room  wall at La 

Posada Providencia where 

staff, volunteers, and asylum

-seekers gathered to pray 
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