Preevyet Family and Friends,
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I just wanted to thank you again for making such an amazing trip possible for me. Your financial support and prayers were greatly appreciated. God truly watched over us and used us for His glory in this foreign country thousands of miles away from home. 

I had a totally life-altering trip and would do it again in a heart beat! It was awesome to build relationships with kids, translators, and the entire Ukraine international team. It was also wonderful being able to experience a different culture. Even though it was quite humid in the Crimea area, it never got too hot. The rolling green hills and trees made our stay in the Kerch area pleasant and enjoyable. Ukraine has such a beautiful country side!
The camp that started the day after our arrival was an experience to cherish. Some of my fondest memories of the children’s “Camp Hope” included bed time stories with my girls in ward four, craft-time with my older girls, and my quiet times with God and several orphans every morning. I will never forget my first night with the girls in ward four. As I sat in Katalina’s bed, rocking her back and forth in my arms, she would listen intently to the story and glance up at me often to make sure I was paying attention. Then when the story would end she would flip around in her bed, take a firm grip on my arms, and beg in Russian for me to stay. It was tough having to leave every night. Another girl from ward four told me one night that I reminded her of her mother, and there was nothing more powerful than hearing little Susha sing American songs for us after every stay. She sang from her whole heart even though she did not know what the words she was singing meant. I will never forget those precious girls and the times we shared. [image: image2.jpg]



One morning while I was sitting quietly reading my Bible, a young energetic boy ran up and planted himself right beside me. I said “dobreden” to him and he returned my lousy Russian greeting with “good morning.” Serge had been around the camp and Americans long enough to have picked up some English. So he proceeded in taking my Bible from me and reading it aloud. Anytime he understood one of the English words he read he would take my journal from my hands and scribble the translation in Russian. It was the most amazing language lesson I had ever had.
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All of these experiences and many more defined my time in Ukraine. I formed such wonderful relationships with so many children and adults. You would think that speaking a different language would be a tremendous barrier for relationships, but in fact it was not at all.
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One very special relationship I formed was with a young orphan girl, Yula. Yula never spoke a word of English yet we became attached at the hip. Anytime she saw me across the playground she would stop what she was doing and run straight toward me, leaping into my arms. My friends told me anytime she was away from me she would worriedly search the entire campus. Boy did I feel loved! And boy did all of this make our last goodbye tough. Even though she didn’t speak English and I didn’t speak Russian, when I left her the night before our departure and said my final “paka,” she broke down in tears and for the rest of the night would not speak to anyone. I wish I could say that it was alright and that she would soon be back with her family, but sadly little Yula does not have a family and the brief relationships she makes at camp with Americans are all she will have, at least for now. 
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As I said above, the Russian language wasn’t too much of a barrier for us (especially since we had the wonderful help of translators!), but I did take the liberty of learning a few Russian words. It was nice being able to ask the children their names without having to grab a translator. Several words we learned at the camp were “oopa” (meaning dance) which we would randomly shout at the nightly discos. Also another word our great friend and translator Egor taught us was “clas,” cool. That alone made a world of a difference for the kids. They could basically say anything to us and if we responded with “clas,” they would be guaranteed to respond with a smile.

What really amazed me was the impact we had on the kids. On the day we left, several girls stood crying at the entrance, asking why we had to leave. Andre, one of the translators, told us that we were a “testimony of love to his life and the lives of the children” in Crimea. Even what little street work we did largely impacted several lives and planted seeds in many others. As heart-breaking as it was to witness the deprived children in the villages surrounding Kerch, the smiles we brought to their faces made it all worth while. 
My time in the Ukraine was a cherished trip to be remembered always. I still keep in contact with several of the English speaking translators and look forward to hopefully going back in the near future. Of course none of this would have been possible without your wonderful support in finances and prayers. Thank you again. God Bless.
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In Christ’s Love,

To see more pictures from my trip, visit www.freewebs.com/ukrainetrip.  

