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When I was in Kyrgyzstan, I asked the Mama 
and Papa of the orphanage what they really 
needed. They said because the orphanage is 
so hot in the summer and gets hotter when 
they cook in the kitchen, they needed an 
outdoor kitchen-dining tent.  It would allow 
them to cook outside and shield the children 
from the scorching sun while eating outdoors.  
I purchased the supplies before leaving, and 
shortly after that it was built.  

Andre, who drew up the plans for it, sent me this photograph after it was built.  A strange thing 
happened.  The day after it was finished, they had strong winds 
which whipped the tarp off the poles (miraculously not tearing it) and 
even pulled some of the poles out of the ground.  They were able to 
salvage almost everything and rebuild it.����

Luda and Alyona loved lasagna  
(first time they’d tried it)  

Me at the party 
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Before leaving for 
Am er ica  I th rew a 
Thanksg iv ing -Bir thday-
Christmas-New Year’s party 
for the girls from the family 
home. I’d never had a 
birthday party in Russia. 
(Does that mean I’m 7 years 
younger there?)     

 
Before the meal I 

explained how many of the 
Pilgrims died of starvation 
and cold their first year in 
America and held a 
Thanksgiving feast the next 
year to give thanks to God 
for the plentiful food.  I am 
told that before the meal, 
everyone had three kernels 
of corn on their plate, in 
remembrance of their 
rations the year before. We 
did this, going around the 
room three times, each 
taking a kernel of corn and 
telling something for which 
we were thankful to God. I 
wanted them to realize they 
had much to be thankful for. 
I didn’t realize they would 
make me cry.  

 
The first girl caught me 

off-guard saying, “I am 
thankful Nicola came to 
Russia, that I met her, and 
that she helps me.”  Tears 
came to my eyes. The next 
said, “I am thankful Nicola 
came, that she helps me 
with English, and that she is 
my friend.” the tears ran 
down my cheeks. It never 
occurred to me that they 
would be thankful to God for 
me coming. Thank you for 
being my senders.  

 
I know a roomful of girls 

who are grateful! 

Angleeskee rozhestvenskee            Markovnee tort                      Sneekers tort        Braoonees  
Tort (English Christmas Cake)         (Carrot Cake)                       (Snickers Cake)        (Brown ies)  

Natasha with a 1/2 kernel of corn 
(I gave her  2 1/2 instead of 3 kernels)  

We played silly games 

For more you can read 
my blog: 

www.NicolaAppelbe.com  

Hope for Tomorrow funded building a 
summer outdoor kitchen – dining tent 
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Valentina is the babushka I told you about who had to walk up and down five flights 
of stairs to let people in and out of her building.  Pain in her legs made that difficult.  
With the new domaphon she can let people in from her apartment.  Also, before I left 
I ensured that her new toilet was installed and working.  Now she doesn’t have to get 
on her knees every day to empty the pot that caught drips!       
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 In my June/July 2009 newsletter I told you I wanted to buy Omurbek a set of 

tools for his 16th birthday in October.  He finished high school last year and will 
apprentice with a local mechanic for a couple of years before setting up a shop at 
the orphanage.  He is already an excellent mechanic.  The money he brings in will 
help support the orphanage.  You can see he is proud of his tools!   
 
 Hope for Tomorrow also sent money to purchase school clothes and school 
supplies for the children (some pictured below). 
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Valentina happy with new domaphon 

Goodbye Vika  
       Vika lived in the family home a little over a year ago. She had a zest for life and a 
soft smile that invited you into her world.   
 
       She was orphaned when her mother’s boyfriend pushed her mother out of their 
apartment window in front of her and her sister.  When I returned home for Christmas I 
was shocked to hear Vika had died. She was walking with a friend, they got cold, got in 
his father’s car and turned it on to keep warm. It was in a garage and they didn’t know 
about carbon monoxide poisoning. They fell asleep and the boy survived but Vika died. 
Natasha (who runs the family home) went to her funeral at the morgue. Bodies lay on 
other tables—elderly men and women, a young boy. Vika was 18 years old.   
 
       As Natasha was telling me what had happened, my heart went out to the thousands 
of orphans in Russia who need someone to help navigate them through life.  Vika 
prayed, read the Bible and went to church while she was at the home, but there wasn’t 
evidence that her heart had changed. When God called me to work with orphans, I 

assumed it would be with little children because I really enjoy them, but I’ve come to 
learn that although every age is important, the years between 16 and 18 are pivotal, when they leave the security of the 
orphanage and go out into the world.  Vika’s leaving this earth heightens my awareness that I need to stay focused in 
doing all I can to love and give these children tools to help them navigate through life, and model relationship with the 
Lord who will help them when times are tough.    We miss Vika.  

New school clothes  
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Tools for Omurbek’s 16th birthday 
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Vika 


