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hǊǇƘŀƴΩǎ IƻǇŜ 
10190 B Suncrest Drive 

Leavenworth, WA  98826  USA 
Website: www.OrphansHope.org 

Email: TaraBelt@OrphansHope.org 

Dear Partners in Ministry, 
 
I pray this finds you and your loved ones doing well!  In just a few weeks, I 
will be wrapping up this leg of my work and will be headed back to the States 
for the summer.  I simply cannot believe how quickly nine months have 
passed!  ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘ-bye all over again, I 
can and already look forward to returning in the fall.  Our OǊǇƘŀƴΩǎ IƻǇŜ 
Ukraine staff is planning several end-of-the-school-year activities and 
graduation celebrations for the kids that we work with, so I will be kept 
plenty busy right up until my June 3rd departure from Simferopol.  For now, 
however, LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ take a few minutes to tell you about some of what has 
ōŜŜƴ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƭŀǎǘ L ǿǊƻǘŜΧ    
 

AWAKENING 
On the evening of May 10th, an assembly of 6,500 people gathered together 
ƛƴ YȅƛǾΩǎ {ǇƻǊǘǎ tŀƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘǊƛōǳǘŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŀ ōƻȄŜǊΣ ǘƻ ŀ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǎƪŀǘŜǊΣ ƴƻǊ ǘƻ 
a gymnastics team, but to God.  Begun as a four-day conference for college 
ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ !ǳǎǘƛƴΣ ¢· ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ мффтΣ άPassion exists to glorify God-uniting 
ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ŀǿŀƪŜƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

(www.268generation.com).  Spearheaded by Louie Giglio and fronted by Christian 
musicians Chris Tomlin, Matt Redman, and Christy Nockels, thirteen years 
later, Passion is reaching out to youths across the globe.  The first stop on this 
ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ²ƻǊƭŘ ¢ƻǳǊΥ ¦ƪǊŀƛƴŜΩǎ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ ŎƛǘȅΦ   
 
Thanks to the commendable efforts of one inspired college student from 
Atlanta, GA, 25 youths from our Exodus 50 program were amongst the 
worshipers who congregated in the Kyiv arena.  Josh Parrish, who traveled to 
Simferopol twice as a high school student and worked with OHU alongside his 
peers from the Wesleyan School of Atlanta, attended the Passion conference 
in his hometown in January of this year.  Josh joined our group in Kyiv the 
morning of the service and shared with us briefly as we gathered to pray 
ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŜƴǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {ǇƻǊǘǎ tŀƭŀŎŜΦ  άL ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
when I heard that they were going to be touring in Kyiv, I wanted to figure 
ƻǳǘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǘƻ ƎƻΦέ  CƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ƘŜ ŘƛŘΦ  9ǎǘƛƳŀǘƛƴƎ ŀ 
cost of $100/person (with travel, lodging, food, concert ticket, etc.), Josh 
raised $3,000 in just a few short months to give the youths of Exodus 50 this 
ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅΦ  ά²ƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƴǎ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘ 
Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ƛǘΦ  L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣέ Josh conveyed later as he recounted 
the thoughts and events that had brought him, and us, to the present 
moment. 
 
God is for you.  God is FOR you.  God is for YOU.  The words of the message 
still echo in my mind, and my prayer is that they will continue to resound and 

 For Christõs Love Compels Us 
!ƴ ǳǇŘŀǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ¢ŀǊŀ .ŜƭǘΣ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ hǊǇƘŀƴΩǎ IƻǇŜ ƛƴ /ǊƛƳŜŀΣ ¦ƪǊŀƛƴŜ 

Ser 
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ring true in the minds and in the 
hearts of the young adults that we 
ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴ 9ȄƻŘǳǎ рлΦ  ά{ƻƳŜ ƻŦ 
ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ your 
parents are for you, but God is for 
you.  The God of the universe is 
for youΦέ  L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ 
[ƻǳƛŜΩǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳent struck our 
youths- maybe it even went 
unnoticed- but in reflecting upon 
my work with a number of kids 
over the past few years whose 
lives have been marked by 
abandonment and abuse, the 
words were piercing.  Even as I sit 
ƘŜǊŜΣ LΩƳ ŦƭƻƻŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ 
ǘƘŀǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŜ ƻǊ 
figure how to put into words.  My 
heart yearns for these kids to 
know, to really know the love of 
God, to know the truth, and to live 
in the freedom that comes from 
surrendering self and following 
Christ.  If God is for you, then who 
or what can stand against? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
C., from Exodus 50, sporting his Passion 
Kyiv bracelet. Please pray for C. and our 
other Exodus 50 youth who attended the 
concert. 

 
In the several weeks leading up to 
the event, the prayers of our staff 
had been that our youths would 
go with open hearts and be 
encouraged in their walks with 
Christ, wherever they may be on 
that path.  Passion was but a 
three- or four-hour service, but I 

hope that its impact will be a lasting one.  We spent the morning afterward 
debriefing and praying with the group.  Preparing to come down off of the 
mountaintop experience, Esther encouraged our teens to seek out the staff 
and other mature believers with their thoughts and questions, and she 
advised them to stay involved or to get involved with our different home 
groups.  I had some great conversations with some of the youth in the hours 
and days that followed.  One of the guys spoke with much enthusiasm as he 
recalled how he had really felt the power of the Holy Spirit during the time of 
worship; another girl shared her likes and dislikes about the evening; and not 
even eight hours after we had returned to Simferopol, one of the guys 
exclaimed as we were ƭƻŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǿŀƴ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƻǊǇƘŀƴŀƎŜ ǾƛǎƛǘΣ άL 
ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /5 ǘŜƴ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΗέ   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Above and Top Right: Touring the city with Exodus 
50.  Center Right: Passion World Tour- Kyiv 2010. 
Bottom Right: Dima (top) praying with a group 
of the Exodus 50 guys after debriefing. 
 
Though I shared only about Passion itself, the four days we had together as a 
group were just phenomenal.  We toured the city together, found plenty of 
time for games and laughter, worshiped a number of times, and deepened 
our relationships with one another.  The entire weekend that we spent in 
Kyiv will undoubtedly go down as one of my favorite times in the nine months 
ǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ   
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TWENTY PEOPLE, 
ONE ROOM 
Since our trip to the Carpathian 
Mountains in late February (where 
our group affinity for games and 
ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ 
was first fully realized), the newest 
tradition and most highly 
anticipated event of the week has 
been Game Night with Exodus 50.  
Consistently, we have had a group 
of about 15-20 teens and young 
ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ŎǊŀƳƳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ 9ǎǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƻƴŜ-
room apartment for the big 
¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŜǾŜƴǘǎΤ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀƴŘ 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜ 
and the ruckus that we must be 
making, but L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ 9ǎǘƘŜǊ 
has received any complaints from 
her neighbors thus far.  Because 
the group refuses to break into 
smaller pods to get a few different 
board games going 
simultaneously, we have been 
confined to larger group games 
where everyone can play 
together.  I will have to do some 
research this summer to come up 
with some new ideas, but so far, 
Signs, Four-on-a-Couch, Mafia, 
and Mow have held up rather 
nicely.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Our losing kickball team.  It was only the 

first time, though, right? 
 
Now that spring is here to stay, we 
have also had the opportunity to 
play outside and introduce the 
gang to Ultimate Frisbee and 
Kickball (the latter of which, I have 

to say, has been a blast to play 
and hysterical to watch, as we are 
working with a group of people 
who have no concept of the game 
of baseball whatsoever J).  
.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŀǊŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ Ŧǳƴ ŀƴŘ 
fellowship without the other 
ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ άŦ-έ ŦƻƻŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ 
us always make sure that the 
bunch is well-fed before they head 
for home.  Last Thursday was a big 
ƴƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ άƪƛŘǎέΤ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŘƛŘ 
we acquaint them with [a version 
of] the great American past time, 
we took them south of the border 
and introduced them to the taco.  
I constructed a model burrito so 
that they would know how to 
build the delicacy for themselves, 
and when, with all eyes on me, I 
went to fold the sides up to bring 
the piece together, the room 
erupted (no joking) in genuine 
ƻƻƘΩǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƘΩǎΗ  LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƴƛǎǎ 
these guys and gals a lot this 
ǎǳƳƳŜǊΧ 
 

ORPHANAGES 
My Saturday mornings belong to 
the approximate 20 fourth-grade 
students at Gagarina Boarding 
School.  Over the last several 
months, Esther, Rachel, Olesya, 
and I have been using our time 
with them to try and instill good 
character and to teach different 
fundamental life lessons, such as 
healthy habits, feelings, and 
handling peer pressure.  Though 
we have done a number of 
activities with the children in 
order to help make these 
somewhat abstract ideas a little 
more concrete, I have been taken 
aback a number of times by what 
littl e foundation or understanding 
the kids have begun our lessons 
with.  Of the many classes we 
work with at the different 
boarding schools, I would identify 
this fourth grade class at Gagarina 

as having the most potential and 
being the most equipped, and yet 
it took them two weeks of 
teaching for only some of the 
children in the room to be able to 
correctly distinguish a feeling 
(happy or sad) from a character 
trait (kind or mean).  Thankfully, 
not every lesson has been so 
challenging and the kids are 
showing progress and 
understanding in some areas, but 
it has been very disconcerting to 
see some of the best and brightest 
struggling with something I would 
have expected to be so 
fundamental by the age of eleven 
or twelve.         
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Z., who turned 13 in April, 
looking over his birthday present at 

Gvardiskoe Boarding School. 

 
Our visits to the Gvardiskoe 
Boarding School, where we also 
work with the fourth grade class, 
have been marked by several 
birthday celebrations as of late.  
What the fall lacked the spring 
made up for, as we have observed 
six birthdays in the last eight 
weeks!  Though the orphanage 
hosts a quarterly celebration to 
recognize the different children 
who have had birthdays with the 
passing of each season, I felt a sort 
of personal conviction to honor 
each of our kids on his or her 
special day.  Growing up in an 
institution-and even in a society- 
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where the group is placed before the individual, I want to afford our kids an opportunity to stand out, even if for only an 
hour, and to give them a sense of normalcy or tradition that they might have otherwise gotten to experience in a family.   
Back in November, when the first of the ten students in the class turned 14, Esther and I decided to make the day special 
for him by bringing in cookies and tea for the entire class to share and then presenting the young man with a small gift.  
Since that time, the tradition has carried on, and the three of us have recognized each child on his or her birthday with a 
similar party.  In addition to cakes and gifts, one of the Ukrainian customs that we maintain in celebrating with our kids 
is that of bestowing verbal wishes and blessings upon the birthday boy or girl.  Going around the circle, each person 
congratulates the birthday person and usually wishes him or her many friends, lots of money, good studies, and 
happiness.  When our turns come, Esther, Rachel, and I are then able to speak a blessing on the child, offering our hopes 
that the child will know God, sense His closeness, and feel His love.  The children are usually very receptive and 
ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ L ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǳǎǘƻƳ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜƎǳƴ 
is an important one. 
 
 
      
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Left: Rachel and I on our 4-wheeling expedition through the desert.  Left middle: A scene from the Old Market section of Sharm-el-Sheikh.  Right 
middle: Me and Rachel at Starbucks!  Notice the shop title in Arabic.  Right: aŜΣ ǘǊȅƛƴΩ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘƻƭe camel business. 

 

EGYPT OR BUST! 
As mentioned in my previous newsletter, Rachel and I 
traveled to Egypt at the end of March to fulfill some of 
our visa requirements and to escape to a nice getaway 
in an amazingly sunny and warm climate.  Despite some 
frustrations we experienced with our hotel, and aside 
from Rachel getting more than her fair share of 
harassment from the Egyptian men, I found our week 
there to be pleasantly relaxing and overall enjoyable.  
The two of us spent several mornings and afternoons 
soaking up the sun on the beach of the Red Sea.  On 
one of our first ventures out into the salty water, we 
ƳŀŘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŜǉǳƛǇǇŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƻƎƎƭŜǎΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
made it too far off of the shoreline when I came up for 
air, simply to exclaim to my friend that I felt as though I 
was swimming in an aquarium!  Fish of all shapes, sizes, 
colors, and designs were set against a backdrop of coral, 
and the vision left me simply astounded.  
 
When we had decided to give the beach a break, Rachel 
and I set out on a four-wheeling excursion through the 
desert.  Beginning late in the afternoon, we rode for 30 

minutes out into the sandy and mountainous scenery 
before ditching the motorized vehicle for our next form 
of transportation: CAMELS!  I started off a little anxious, 
ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳŜƭ LΩŘ ƘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀōƻŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ 
acting a little goofier than I would have liked, but once 
he stood up and we started to trot  along, I became 
more comfortable.  The ride was a very brief one (which 
ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ƻƴŎŜ LΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 
acquainted with the animal), and we finished out the 
evening in the desert with a meal and watching several 
performances by Bedouin dancers.  Darkness had fallen 
by the time we needed to return, so the trek back on 
the four-ǿƘŜŜƭŜǊǎ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ōȅ ƘŜŀŘƭƛƎƘǘǎΧ ŀƴŘ 
sunglasses (in order to protect our eyes from the sand).  
The entire evening was filled with very unique 
experiences, and it is an expedition that I would 
definitely repeat, if given the opportunity. 
 
Having journeyed with a Russian/Ukrainian travel 
agency, one of the most satisfying and still mind-


