
Carolyn jumps right in with a tough question for Beth . . .
�Should we start with how you didn’t like being around 

me when we were little?
�I thought you were a pest. My little world of selfishness 

was practically perfect until you were born.
 
�Not my fault! 
�That threefold cord was very loose because it was hard 

for me to connect with you. Let’s talk serious stuff. Like 
my first junior high crush. I wanted one of those bulky, 
silver ID bracelets that meant “going steady,” while you 
were still playing with Barbies. How could you possibly 
understand my heartache when the boy I liked ended 
up liking my best friend?

 
�Excuse me. In fourth grade, I got my first ID bracelet. I hid 

it in my nightstand. I didn’t want Mom to know, and I didn’t 
trust you to keep the secret. And how could we connect since 
your bedroom door was usually shut.
�Ouch. But don’t a lot of big sisters do that?
 
�Are you trying to make yourself feel better?
�Yep. I have a lot of guilt here! Thank you for being filled 

with mercy. I was pretty immature. 
 

The Lord is merciful and gracious, slow to anger and 
abounding in steadfast love (Psalm 103:8 EsV). 
�Well, don’t be too hard on yourself. I was immature too. But once 

I got into college, we talked more. And you listened.
�By then our life experiences were overlapping. Boyfriends, 

careers, and lots of big-deal life experiences.
 
��I began to trust that you’d be a confidante. I told you about my 

secret engagement because I knew you wouldn’t tell Mom and Dad.
�But I only had to keep my mouth shut for two days. It’s 

tempting to tell someone else when a sister shares her heart. 
Sometimes we do this when we say, “Did you know so-and-so 
is struggling with such-and-such? Let’s pray for her.” I have to 
catch myself and look honestly at why I’m opening my mouth.

 
�Definitely. Sharing when it’s not our place to share, whether joyous 

or not.
�And when it happens? Repenting and forgiving and learning.
 
�How about the gift of memories? Remembering funny experiences 

we’ve shared? Over and over! Like when we were in the shoe 
department, and the saleswoman said, “This is quite a dill!”
�We looked at each other and both thought,“What did she say?”
�When we realized she had actually said “deal” with her sweet ac-

cent, we laughed so hard at our confusion we had to run off 
to the purse department!

Two are better than one, because they have a good reward for their toil. For if they fall, 
one will lift up his fellow. But woe to him who is alone when he falls and has not another 
to lift him up! Again, if two lie together, they keep warm, but how can one keep warm 
alone? And though a man might prevail against one who is alone, two will withstand 
him — a threefold cord is not quickly broken (Ecclesiastes 4:9–12 ESV).

y ep, King Solomon understood the importance of relationships — friends, 
spouses, brothers, and sisters. That threefold cord beautifully illustrates our 
own sister-story. We’re sisters by birth, four years apart, with a lifetime of

laughter, challenges, shared faith, and shared love.  It is by God’s grace and strength 
that what could have been a neglected and lost sisterhood grew into a beautiful 
relationship. Through the power of the Holy Spirit, my sister and I have chosen to 
stay connected with Christ at the center.
Join us as we share our light-hearted conversation about sisters — sibling sisters 
and sisters in Christ — and the gifts we give. You just might see your own sister 
relationships here. (And just so you know, no feelings were harmed with our 
playful and sarcastic banter!)
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Strength and dignity are her clothing, and she 
laughs at the time to come (Proverbs 31:25 EsV). 
�Or how about when we were singing ’70s songs and totally 

embarrassed our teenaged daughters in the back seat?
�They ducked as we were waving our arms like crazy, 

disco ladies. We didn’t care what we looked like!
 
���Laughter. It’s a beautiful gift. There’s a great Pinterest quote: 

“You and I are sisters. Always remember that if you fall, 
I will pick you up as soon as I finish laughing!”
�For sure! We lift each other up. And we’re good at celebrating. 

You’re the first one I call when I have good news to share, like 
a new job or a new grand baby.

 
�����Or when I can finally fit into my jeans or when I get a new 

haircut. And sharing the bad stuff too. Like when I accidentally 
killed the squirrel in the garage door. Or bad perms.
�That poor squirrel. I think I got the bad perm first and then 

convinced you to get one.
�����Lovely look. Thanks.
�I apologize for that bit of bad beauty advice. It was the ’80s. 

We thought we looked cute.
 
��Yeah, we’ve laughed and cried. Even though you were across 

the country, we prayed on the phone. So powerful and 
comforting. It’s a conscious decision to give that sister-gift 
of prayer. You did that when you invited me to be your prayer 
warrior in the middle of your trials. You were hurting, but 
you were very wise. And then we began texting Bible verses 
to each other, and you started using the acronym PFY 
(Praying For You), which made it easy to send a quick text.
�That’s been so great. Especially when we’re in the middle of life. 

Busy. Stressed. Real connections take time and commitment. But 
the times together don’t always have to be special. They can be 
simple. I love when you send me a PFY message or when friends 
come into my messy house to chat while helping me fold laundry.
��Aha! So that’s how you stay on top of your laundry!
 

��It comes down to this — my closest sister-friends are the ones who 
bring God into the relationship.
��That’s the foundation. But what about having a sister who isn’t 

in Christ? I have good friends who aren’t believers, but we still 
laugh together, trust, and help each other.
We walk with them, pray for them, and love them.
��And sow a seed of faith. 
  
Go into all the world and proclaim the gospel to the 
whole creation (Mark 16:15 EsV). 
�And we both have found sisters all over the country, especially since 

we’ve moved dozens of times with our military husbands and job 
changes. With every move, I couldn’t wait for Sunday to get con-
nected. And because my husband wasn’t Christian at the time, I felt 
a bit lonely until I found my church family. I think it’s important 
for women to know that even when they are new to a church, there 
will be sisters who will help even if they don’t know them.
��And just like sibling sisters, there will sometimes be hurt feelings.
 
�That stinks, doesn’t it? We don’t think about our words or our tone 

of voice. 
��Or we judge others, saying hurtful words behind their backs.
 
�But as we hold each other 

accountable, remembering 
Christ’s forgiveness, the 
Holy Spirit brings us to 
confess, repent, and forgive. 
Since we’re on this subject? 
I’m sorry for being a pest 
when I was a little girl.
��I forgive you. And I am 

sorry for keeping my 
bedroom door shut 
for so many years.
�I forgive you.
��Now can we go fold 

some of my laundry? Q
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