By now you know
babushka Valentina. On
Monday she didn't make
her usual call telling me
which groceries she
needed. | called her all day,
finally going over at 4:00 ,
but she didn't open the
door when | rang the bell,
knocked and called for 10
minutes. | prayed and left
banana bread I'd made,
going away concerned.

She finally answered her
phone at 8 pm apologizing
profusely. She said she
heard everything but was
so hot she couldn't come to
the door. She hasn't been
eating, just drinking and
lying down.

Diana, my doctor friend in
Moscow said elderly are
suffering terribly in this
heat - the mortality rate is

twice normal, they are not
eating and have extremely
high temperatures and low
blood pressures that don't
respond to treatment.

| tried to buy her a fan but
there aren't any left in the
city, so | brought her drinks
and light, cool things and
will make her cold soups.

It is you, my senders
through your prayers and
support who are bringing
Valentina and these
children at camp food and
love. You are giving a cup
of cold water to the
babushkas and children in
Jesus' name. Thank you!
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Last year | was planning my three months
outside Russia during summer. My friend
Sherry who took me to my first orphanage back
in 2001 sounded disappointed as she said,
"Summer is the best time to be in St. Pete -
because of the camps.” | didn't understand
what she meant until this summer.

| spent a week at camp in July with Karen
Jones and her team from America. It was
wonderful. | really enjoyed being with little
children.

On our second to last day at camp we were
doing crafts. A little boy named Pasha asked
me to pick blueberries with him. [ told him we
would need to go later because we were busy
with crafts. He came to me three times after
that asking me to pick berries, but each time we
were busy with activities. At the end of the day
we were all so tired, and after dinner the
children were going to a discotheque. | wanted
to pack for home and go to bed early, but since
I'd promised Pasha | would pick berries with
him, | went to the children's dormitory. | wish
you could have seen his face when he realized
I'd come back just to pick berries with him! He
was beaming from ear to ear. It means so
much to these children to be singled out.

There is more about camp on the next page.

It seems all over the world everyone is
experiencing record high and low temperatures.
This is hottest summer in Russian history since
they started recording temperatures 130 years
ago. For the last two months it has been
between 88°and 90F (about 32C) inside my
apartment. The heat saps your energy. It gets
hotter at home, but here it feels worse, perhaps
partly because St. Petersburg is a swamp
(which seems to have strange effects on
things) but also there is practically no air
conditioning in the city. Nobody | know has an
air conditioner, and we all walk or take
unairconditioned transportation.

At the grocery store on one of the hottest days
(102F / 39%C) all the water and milk products
were completely sold out. | wanted ice cream
(anything cold). Ice cream is a staple food here
year round. Even when it's -40 degrees (same
in ¥ and <C) people line up for it at outdoor
vendors. They sell it in foil wrapped bars,
about the thickness of 2 ice cream sandwiches.
Three ice cream coolers were completely
empty and there were only 5 bars left in the
fourth. Before | checked out, the ice cream
had completely melted and was running out the
sides of the package.

As I'm writing, we're watching, horrified, at
reports from Moscow. Over the last weeks,
hundreds of forest and peat fires have been
burning around the city and the smoke there is
terrible. People have been warned to stay
indoors - the carbon monoxide levels are more
than 6 times the maximum safety limit. The
smoke even travelled through air shafts into the
subway system 275 feet below ground.

Thankfully here in St. Pete we have only had
smoke for one day. One day was enough for
me. Please pray for the people in Moscow!



We did face painting and Danya was my first. Talk about
starting with a challenge. He asked for "Chelovek
paook." | had no earthly idea what that was. Turns out
he wanted to be "Spider man". | didn't know how to do
spider man, so | asked hopefully if he could be something
else, but nothing else would do. | decided to draw a
spiderweb on his face and a spider on his nose. He
LOVED it and immediately climbed the nearest tree. :)

After Danya, EVERYONE wanted to be spider man! All
the boys, even one of the girls.

Vika had to be spiderman too
Spiderman in the tree

Sidewalk chalk - the redhead is Karen Jones'

. ) Picking blueberries in the woods
granddaughter, Autumn. She is an amazing traveler!

| returned to camp with my friend from home Kevin Brehm. He wasn't
too sure about going, and on the drive out said, "Uh, Nicola, | don't really
like kids." "I know." |

said with a smile.

You can see here, the
kids didn't mind if Kevin
liked them or not, and
Kevin didn't seem to
either. The boys taught
him to count in Russian
and they gave him a new
name: Dyadya Borya
(UnCle BOfiS). 1 " $ %&' (
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