Ukraine Healing Mission
                                                                                                    By Stephen Haynsworth

     I grew up in Central America as the son of a Missionary. I have translated for medical missions and youth groups as a boy. Over the last 15 years I have lead trips for youth and adults. We have done Vacation Bible School and work projects. 

     This trip was going to be different: I was not leading, translation or working on construction. It required a different gift one of prayer and healing. One I have been working on the last 2 years taking the McNutt Healing series. I was looking forward to enjoying a trip without the worries of leadership and trying out my newly learned skills.
The first day was working to prepare food bags and supply bags for the upcoming week. Getting to know our guest and host family. And getting use to travelling by vehicles in a foreign country. (I never quite get use to the way people drive overseas!)
Sunday we went to Church followed by a big dinner. Them off to a second church and I had to quickly prepare a witness for the second Service. We had some opportunity to pray with some of the Church Members. We ended the day at a nursing home and the reality of the trip became appeared.
We spent about 3 hours visiting elderly people. We would give them a small bag of food and offer them a Bible in Ukrainian. We shared Jesus and loved on them. We had about 5 minutes so we pushed hard to have them accept Jesus as their Savoir.   The stories where heart wrenching, but to see   lonely sad people light up, smile and some accept Christ was priceless. 
The next 5 days we spend the morning driving to a different small town and going out to visit poor families. For me this was the heart of this mission trip. To arrive at a home with a weeks worth of food, to be invited in and share the “Good News”! Here are 2 typical encounters:
We were told that this house had an old man who had a stroke and his daughter was taking care of him. We came in the back of the house, it was cold, dark, small and we had to go through several rooms. We had some light coming in through a window. There was a cot on one side of the window and a chair on the other. The walls where unpainted and no picture. (most houses have rugs hanging on the walls and some picture of family or Jesus.) As I approached the cot an old man looked up and smiled. I reached out and took this hand and with the translated told him “We are Americans and have come to see you”. We soon discovered that he could not speak. Weezi sat down on the side of the bed and gave him a Beanie Baby and he had a big smile, was making sounds and waving his hands around. I turned my attention to the daughter. She was wearing several layers of worn, dirty cloths, was thin, pale and looked sad. We asked her if she knew Jesus. She had heard of him but did not know him. During the discussion we learned that she was depressed and sad knowing when her father died she would have no family left. We talked about how through Jesus we have eternal life, we talked about having a family in the local Church. She accepted Christ as her Savoir and we anointed her with oil and prayer for her and her father. She was started to talk louder and faster, she was smiling and her face started to light up. As we walked out, she came out with us hugging and holding on to us. I thought she was going to leave with us. We say a huge transformation in her. I felt Gods presence on the mountain top.
As we approached another house there was a poor mother with two small children. We found two sisters in their early twenties one with 2 girls and the other with a son all under 5. We could smell smoke and feel the warmth of a fire. We introduced ourselves and gave them a bag of food. We asked if they know Jesus and if they had any questions. The older sister with the two girls answered. She had heard about Jesus and wanted to know if God could forgive someone who had killed someone. I responded that God could forgive any sin including murder. I shared my experience in Kairos; of men who had asked for forgiveness and how they had changed. Others including Deacon Sasha add clarification. She could not forgive and did not accept Jesus but allowed us to pray for everyone. We left her with a Bible and I prayer that she would read it to her kids. We gave the kids stickers, silly bands and Beanie Animals. I left feeling empty, sad and that I had failed.
The afternoons we spent at the local church praying for people who had come for the healing conference. Everyone had a long list of illnesses and problems. We would pray in English and check in. Pray and check in. I was overwhelmed, but gave it all I had. They could feel warmth or tingling and most of the time the pain would go away. 
I have been on many Mission trips. This was one of the best! I got to meet the people that Jesus would minister too; the poor, hungry, meek and hurting. Just us being there, sharing God’s Love with them was more than they expected. They where so open to us; Americans who had travelled 5000 miles to be with them. For me Missions is about relationships. Sharing our story with someone from another country, race and culture. God loves us all and he blesses everyone who shares or hears his message. 
You know how good a Mission trip is by how hard it is to leave. As we prepared to leave, there where hugs and tears everywhere. I was torn with leaving my new friends to return to Family. I was thinking about next year and wanting to return. God’s ways are different from man’s ways! The more I give the more God blesses me. Try to out give God, you can’t do it!
