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Holistic  
Transformation 

Somwati walked home from another day of 

manual labor with her family’s wages clutched 

protectively in her hand. She washed up after-

ward in the river to the best of her ability, but 

the smell of dust and sweat still clung to her 

as it always did. The sun had just about set, 

but if she hurried, she would make the market 

in time before the food merchants closed 

their stalls for the night. She quickened her 

pace through the city streets. As she made her 

way closer to the market from the outskirts, 

she passed fewer people.  

She took a shortcut through a nearby alley. It 

was a dangerous choice, there were always 

troublemakers and worse roaming the city at 

night in places like this, but she had to take 

the chance. Her family couldn’t afford another 

day without proper food. Already, her hus-

band’s ribs stuck out when she looked at him. 

The light was starting to fade, and her heart 

skipped a beat when a shadow passed behind 

her. 

She stepped out of the alley into the market 

and let out a breath she’d been holding far 

too long. She’d made it, and it looked like she 

was on time before the merchants closed. 

Heaving another great sigh, she 

strolled over to the nearest stall and 

waved to get the man’s attention.  

“Excuse me, sir. I know it is late, but I 

saw you were open, and I really need 

to buy some vegetables for my        

family.” 

“That’s alright,” The merchant        

responded without turning, “I’m still 

open yet. What do you need? I have…”  

He trailed off as he turned to face her, 

and even in the dim light, she could 

see his nose crinkle at an offensive 

smell. Her smell. Her heart sank.  

“What is that, stench? Is that…Oh, I see. It’s 

one of you, isn’t it?” His tone changed as he 

said this last, growing sharper. “Don’t deny 

it. You’re one of the manual laborers. We 

don’t serve your kind here. Get out!” 

Somwati’s lip trembled as she turned away, 

but she did not cry. She tried the next stall, 

but the woman there also turned her away. 

Every merchant responded more or less the 

same as the first until finally, she found one 

willing to sell her rice. She brought out her 

money, but the merchant hesitated. He was 

looking at something over her shoulder. She 

turned and saw the first man staring down 

the merchant in front of her, so it wasn’t 

much of a surprise when the kindly old man 

withdrew his offer looking only slightly apol-

ogetic. She turned from him and began the 

long walk home. It was full dark by this time, 

but she managed to make it back without 

incident. 

She entered the hut and found her children 

sleeping. They hadn’t bothered to clean the 

dirt and grim off themselves earlier that 

night and had gone to bed before she could 

douse them. They hated when she dumped 

the cold water over their heads, as all chil-

dren did. Something would have to be done 

about that. Later, as she was hiding their 

remaining wages under her mat, she heard 

the faint sounds of singing coming from not 

far away.  

 

“It’s one of you, isn’t it?” His 

tone changed...growing  

sharper. “Don’t deny it. 

You’re one of the manual    

laborers. We don’t serve your 

kind here. Get out!” 
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Somwati stuck her head out the covering serv-

ing as their door and listened. After a while, 

she ventured out to find out what it was. Just 

down the street, a large gathering of women 

sat together and sang a song she had never 

heard before. Something about amazing 

grace. Somwati listened for some time before 

preparing to leave, but one of the women 

caught her before she could go. 

“Wait! Where are you going?” 

“I…ah…have to get going.” 

“Nonsense! You look like you could use some 

cheering up. Come over here.”  

Somwati took a few steps, hesitated, and then 

walked the rest of the way toward the other 

woman.  

“Here. Sit with us.” She made room for her, 

and Somwati sat. The singing had just fin-

ished, and someone stood now in front of the 

group and spoke. Somwati stared at the 

speaker, wide-eyed. She was talking about the 

very issues she had faced earlier that night at 

the market. The speaker then opened 

a blue book and began to read in a 

voice clear and strong. Never before 

had she heard anything  

like it. The women around her, includ-

ing the speaker and a few others who 

were up and walking around, never 

once mentioned her smell or talked to 

her differently because of who she 

was. Who were these people?  

Women in India consistently lag be-

hind men in terms of access to educa-

tion, health care, and jobs. Apart 

from the economic and social ine-

quality, women in India are often the 

victim of crimes such as rapes, moles-

tation, and immoral trafficking. Un-

less drastic measures are taken to 

improve female literacy, and to create skill 

and capability among women to enable 

them to stand on their own feet and care 

for themselves and family, it will be diffi-

cult for India to prosper as a nation. We are 

committed to lead, empower, develop, and 

transform the lives of women in India. 

On March 9th, 2019, we celebrated Interna-

tional Women’s Day. Ninety women partici-

pated in the IWD celebration. Our theme 

for the day was ‘Walking with Jesus’. We 

shared on women’s issues, health, and hy-

giene. We were able to encourage them 

from the Bible and distributed ninety cop-

ies of the New Testament and were able to 

pray for them. 

Somwati came from a poor background 

where she was often mistreated and      

prejudiced against because she was from a 

lower class. Four months back, she joined 

our tailoring classes, and during the past 

four months, she came to know about   

Jesus. She was touched by the prayers in 

the classes and was surprised that her   

prayers were accepted by God, which was 

an uncertainty in her religion. She gave her 

life to Jesus and now a regularly attends 

Church service and prayer meetings with 

her family. 
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“The women around her, 

including the speaker 

and a few others who 

were up and walking 

around, never once   

mentioned her smell or 

talked to her differently 

because of who she was. 

Who were these people?” 


