
Me with Jaigee, Granny at 
orphanage in Orissa 
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     This is the grandma 
at Father’s House, an 
orphanage in Orissa. 
Her name is Jaigee 
which I think means 
“Granny” in the local 
language. She knows 
one word in English. 

     I saw her early one 
morning and she gave 
me a hug. “Tha-a-a-a-a-
nk you!” she said 
warmly. I hugged her 
just as warmly and said 
“Tha-a-a-a-ank you” 
back to her. You see, 
what she had actually 
said was, “Good 
morning.” It’s just that 
the only word she knew 
was “Thank you.”  
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       Y o u  a r e  m y 
senders and make it 
possible for me to 
spread love to the 
children and elderly in 
the countries God 
sends me to. Thank 
you , and I don’t mean 
“good morning”!  I am 
very grateful for your 
support and your 
prayers for me and my 
ministry.   

     A big thank you 
comes to you from the 
children as well! 
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     A man named Abraham in Orissa, India wanted 
to start an orphanage in his home. My Russian 
friends, Stan and Lana, also wanted to start an 
orphanage for children whose parents were 
murdered during the Hindu attacks on Christians in 
Orissa. (I want to insert here that the majority of 
Hindus are peaceful, accepting people—it was just a 
small group of radicals who were a problem.) 
Together they began “Father’s House” orphanage in 
June.  

     In July I spent a week at Father’s House. The 
children have been through horrific situations in their 

short lives, but you can see from these pictures that 
at Father’s House they are loved and safe.  

     It was interesting to see how they were adjusting to life in a larger village.  Stan and Lana 
bought beds for the children, but some 
prefer sleeping on the floor as they did 
in the villages. Anu, one of Abraham’s 
daughters, was teaching them to sit still 
because they hadn’t been to school in 
the villages.   

     They are, however, jumping into 
school with both feet. They are learning 
three languages: their language, Oria, 
as well as Hindi and English, the two 
official languages of India. That’s not 
only three languages but also three 
different alphabets! They are smart and 
are learning well.  
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Abraham and two newest girls at orphanage 

Some children prefer sleeping on the floor  
like they did in their villages 

Off to school in an “auto” 

Anu (left) and me with children after I taught a le sson 
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   Abraham’s* son, Ashish, runs a boys’ 
orphanage in the foothills of the Himalayas. Some of 
my Russian friends and I spent a week with them.   

 A boy named Jai Dev seemed to pop up 
every time we went outside, and we came to love 
him. On our last day we asked Ashish if we could 
pray for him. He suggested we take some of the 
older boys and hike to a building down the mountain 
where they have a prayer room. It was such a nice 
time—the boys played guitar, we sang in English 
and Hindi, then we all prayed for Jai Dev. He cried. I 

was touched by the way one of the older boys, Rinku, tenderly 
cleaned Jai Dev’s face with his own handkerchief. Later that day I 
was admiring the view when, in his usual way, Jai Dev popped up. 
He said in English, “Down? Down? Pray down?” It took me awhile 
to figure out that he wanted us to go down to that room and pray 
for him again.   

 We were even 
more touched later 
when we heard his 
story. His mother was 
cooking on an open 
fire when he was little. 
Her sari caught on fire 
and she was burned 
alive with him holding 
her dress. They said it 
was as if Jai Dev died 

that day even though his body was alive. He never spoke or laughed or 
cried. He went to live with his grandmother and shortly after that she died. 
He came to live at the orphanage in Mussoorie, and through years of prayer 
his emotions have been healed. He still has a way to go, but he talks and 
laughs all the time, and we definitely saw him cry. In the short time we were 
there, I saw that he loves deeply and is faithful.   

 Orphans often don’t have pictures of themselves when they were 
growing up, so I like to give them photos. I took pictures of 30 boys in 
Mussoorie and they decorated frames for them. Ashish was thrilled with their reaction. He said, “We have lots of photos 
of the children on the computer, but printing them and putting them in frames makes them feel valued.”  

  * the Papa at the orphanage in Orissa (see p.1) 

The Indian flag 
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During my mandatory time outside Russia 
(visa laws) I visited five orphanages in India. 

The cities/states 
I visited are in blue. 

Karan and Suraj outside the orphanage  

Jai Dev 

Anil with his photo 
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      I travelled to Orissa with my Russian friend Yulia. Abraham, the Papa at Father’s 
House orphanage knew I wanted to go to the villages. He asked, “Would you like to go 
to a birthday party in a village on Wednesday with our family?” I put some birthday 
balloons in my bag.   

     On Wednesday after a three hour bumpy ride jammed in a small car with seven 
people, we arrived outside a turquoise house with lots of shoes outside it. We 
discovered on entering that it wasn’t a house, but a church. People sat on mats on the 
floor. Yulia started to sit on a mat but they shooed us up to the front of the church 
where we sat in plastic garden chairs looking at the congregation and wondering 
where the birthday party was. 

     Soon everyone started singing 
in Oria (their language), and 

Abraham leaned to me and asked, 
“You will share the message?” 

 I’m thinking, “Message??!! I thought this was a birthday party!”  
Somehow or other, with God’s help, I pulled something together 
while I stood before the people and miraculously it must have 
ministered to them because at the very end the entire congregation 
came to me for prayer. Abraham’s daughter, Anu, interpreted. 

Abraham said something and a young family stood up (mother, 
father, a small boy and tiny baby). The father said something using 
a word that sounded like “orbit” and Abraham said something using 
a word that sounded like “orvit.” The father said “orbit” and Abraham 
said “orvit” and so it went on and on.   

It was quite comical. I turned to Yulia, pretending to interpret (in 
Russian), “My favourite word is “Orbit”   “Well, my favourite word is “Orvit.”    “But my favourite word is “Orbit.”    “Mine is 
“Orvit!”  We laughed. 

Anu leaned forward and whispered, “They’re dedicating his baby.” 

     “Oh how nice,” I thought. Abraham prayed over the baby then turned 
to me and said, “Okay, Sister, I named the baby, would you please 
dedicate him?” 

     I thought, “Good heavens, how in the world do you dedicate a 
baby?” But I smiled and took this precious little baby who nestled right 
into my arms and slept. I could have held him all day. Dedicating that 
baby was one of the most special things I’ve ever done. 

     So, are you wondering, “What happened to the birthday party?” It 
was one of those miscommunications that happen when people are not 
speaking their native tongue. Abraham said “birthday party” but what he 
meant was “baby dedication.”   

     And the balloons? There were plenty of children, and they loved the 
balloons. 
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     I just got an email from Kyrgyzstan saying the 
outdoor kitchen/dining area is almost finished. I will be 
receiving pictures soon. 
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     Natasha, who runs the family 
home, does a fantastic job. She 
has four girls living there now 
and is doing paperwork to take 
Alyona, a teen who with her adopted Russian family left 
Russia for a year but has returned because she wants to 
continue her schooling in Russia. If that sounds 
complicated, you should try to do the paperwork! 

Yulia and me in Orissa 

I leisurely took this photo before I realized I 
would be dedicating the baby a second later. 

Some of church with me after “birthday party” 



As I passed these children in 
the slums they whistled to 
get my attention.  (above) 

My Website Address 
 
www.nicolaappelbe.com  

 
I have a blog with articles 
not in my newsletter, as 
well as prior newsletters. 

A brief, but huge  highlight was spending time 
with graduates from the Russia Bible School.     
L to R Moksha, Deepthi, and Jessica  
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· The orphans and elderly of Russia, 

Kyrgyzstan and India. 

· Alyona’s paperwork with the 

government going through (see article 

p. 3) 

· My getting resettled and back in the 

swing in Russia 

· Wisdom and direction 
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     I asked Abraham what they 
needed most for the orphanage, 
and he said they needed a dining 
room. The children eat on the 
bedroom floor. Together you and I 
are building a dining room for the 
Father’s House orphanage in 
Orissa. As I am writing this, they 
have contacted me and said the 
work is almost completed. 
(Left) Pinky & Esther eating 
dinner on bedroom floor Soon children won’t have to eat on a  bedroom floor  

Monkeys are cute but, as you 
see, they can be very naughty! New orphanage, “Good News,”  started by 

my friends, the Pothinas.  

(Right) I stopped for a few minutes to 
“chat” (without words) with women working 
in a rice field.  We had a wonderful “talk.” 


