


Katya writes........

A dangerous trip to the Donetsk region

On this trip we saw how God led us and saved our 
lives. This time we took not only help for people in 
need, but believe me, for people who do not have 
water, electricity, communication or gas and they 
need everything. As usual, we loaded our small van 
up to the roof and set off. 

On the Friday, I sprained my leg when I was handing 
out aid, but we still continued our trip. We drove for 
about 10 hours; it seemed as if everything was going 
well, but nothing happens without adventures. We 
followed the satnav and it showed a short way but 
does not show where the way is blocked, and that’s 
what happened to us. We drove along a short thorny 
path and almost at the end we got stuck in a deep 
ravine and had to turn back. So we wasted an hour. 

. As we approached our destination we could already see people waiting but that didn’t scare us. We knew 
they were waiting for us. When we arrived we discovered that there were more than 1,500 people living 
there in inhumane conditions. They don’t want to leave their own land, and the soldiers protect them all day 
long. 

When distributing the packages, I had Bibles but no one took them so I decided to show them to people and 
said that there is Psalm 90 which is a prayer of protection. And what do you think - some started quoting it 
and others took it faster than packages of food! 

We distributed all the aid which, as usual, was not enough; we distributed it in more or less silence, but after 
that, missiles immediately began to arrive. I wanted to talk to the locals but I didn’t have time. We quickly 
sat down and prayed that nothing would hit us. 

I forgot about my leg and drove through the pits at such a speed that it resembled off-road on the road. We 
pushed with all wheels at once. I thought that we would lose the wheels. As I was driving I saw two clouds in 
the form of hands. I knew that God protects us. 

But when I got home, I remembered my leg, and saw not a leg, but a log. When I arrived at the hospital they 
told me that I had torn ligaments. 

Thanks to everyone who contributed to this help - our hardworking women who molded dumplings and 
baked pies for the defenders, the sister who made pies for the locals. They were grateful for fresh baked 
goods which they had not seen for five months.




