Snapshots from Ukraine
November 2002 update from Bob & Andrea Burnham, serving in Odessa, Ukraine 

Happy Thanksgiving!
If you're like most Americans, you'll be hitting the highways tomorrow and travelling to be with family and friends to celebrate Thanksgiving.  All the trimmings of the season will be there: laughter, friends, family, football, and of course, FOOD!   But what of those poor missionaries in the far away land of Ukraine?   Don't worry, we'll be celebrating too.   All the American [image: image1.jpg]


missionaries, about 60 of us, Presbyterians and Baptists, non-denominational and independent, church-planting and parachurch organizations, will gather together to celebrate -- with all the trimmings.  Thanksgiving is a special time to reflect with gratitude on all of God's blessings in our lives.  We hope it's a meaningful time for all of you.  
What about Bob? (and Andrea, and Abigail, and Emily?)
Over the last several newsletters we’ve been focusing on our ministry’s outreach into the community.  We’ve talked about street children, the soup kitchen, the drug and alcohol addiction program, and how short term teams have affected the work here so greatly.  In this edition of "Snapshots" we’ll give you an inside look at daily life and what it’s like for us to raise a family in Odessa, Ukraine.

Abigail & Emily (a.k.a. Chicken-monkey & Emmy-Foo)
I don't know exactly how we came up with "Chicken-monkey," but it sure stuck as a nickname for our now two-year old girl, Abigail.  As I type this I'm trying to corral her and ask her a few questions – I think it might be easier to put lipstick on a hummingbird.  It’s late afternoon in our flat, and Abby has just finished watching a video of Sesame Street (she has seen this particular one at least 15 times.)  She’s still excited about Elmo teaching about fruit and runs circles around me singing (to the tune of "Jingle Bells"), "Ba-na-na, ba-na-na, ba-na-ba-na-naaaa…" On one of her passes I reach out and snag her around her little pot-belly and sit her down on my lap.   She's not always this busy,  and she’ll screech to a halt and sit motionless for a half hour or more if anyone wants to read a book to her.  As I try to calm down a few strands of her curly brown hair, she smiles up at me with a snaggle-toothed smile that is a story in itself.  One of her front teeth was chipped when she fell as she was learning to walk, the other front tooth is pushed up and starting to turn gray from where she fell 6 ft. from a ladder face first.   The girl is a walking medical emergency -- which is concerning since we live in a country known for very poor medical care.   So far though, it has only been bumps, bruises, and a little blood.   I think she has a team of angels following her around!

Having a two-year old makes us say funny things, things that we never thought would come out of our mouths, like: "DON'T PUT PEPPER ON TOM KITTEN!", "STOP LICKING THE DEODORANT!", "STOP PULLING UP THE KITCHEN FLOOR!", or "PHONE CHARGERS ARE NOT BATHTUB TOYS!".  Who else but a two-year old would try to take a booger out of her nose with Play-Dough?  With all of her friendliness and activity Abby (and the stories we tell about her) acts like a magnet, attracting people to her.  As we walk in the streets or parks, shop in the stores or attend events, we often meet adults who know her and ask what's new.  At first these acquaintances were merely chit-chat about our lively daughter.  Some of them have developed into relationships that are growing deeper - we are learning more about these people's aspirations, struggles in their own families and questions about the frailty of human life.  In a couple of situations these friends have now attended a church-sponsored concert or Sunday morning service with us where they can hear about the hope we have in Christ alone.  We are eager to invest more deeply in these neighborhood friendships.  

While Abby has enabled us to make new friends, she's had a challenge making friends her own age!  There are few families in our church with young children, and since there's no nursery/childcare on Sunday mornings, she rarely is able to interact with other children.  We solved this problem last week when we enrolled Abby into a "dyetski sod" -- a kindergarten for 2 year olds.  The kindergarten is conducted completely in Russian, so we're hoping that she'll begin to absorb the language.  We thought it might be frustrating for her to take part in the school's activities and not understand anyone, but if Abby is anything, she's flexible.  By afternoon she comes home tuckered-out and full of happy stories about puzzles and the playground and the girls and boys who sing in Russian.  

When I explained to a Ukrainian friend that Abby's 9-month old sister, Emily, is almost the exact opposite in character -- a quiet watcher, most content when clinging tightly to our shirts as we hold her -- they corrected me.  "No, I see that they have the similarity that they are both very happy children."  That's true.  Emily's eager smiles, especially, make her eyes disappear into slits because her cheeks are so full.  She rarely cries at all and then only for a good reason.  One night we'd laid her in the middle of our big bed and had gone to the kitchen to give last minute instructions to a sitter.  As we were about to step out the door, Emily started whimpering a bit.  We thought it strange that she'd fuss just because she was lonely.  We checked on her and found her face down on the hardwood floor!  She'd learned to roll, but wasn't crying like a child who had just fallen off the bed!  Emily causes heads to turn on the streets of Odessa as well.  She looks like other Ukrainian babies with her fair skin and lighter eyes, but no Ukrainian baby has ever been seen in a baby backpack-carrier like Emily on her Daddy's back during a walk!  Emily is sweet and exuberant and we enjoy watching her daily miracles of learning and growing.

Andrea (a.k.a Mommy)
In my experience, managing a home in Odessa Ukraine is much like managing one in cities of the U.S. - with a few twists.  There is the obvious issue of lack of modern day conveniences.  In many ways living here is similar to life in the States in the 1950's: we hang our clothing out to dry rather than putting it into a dryer; we grind our own lean meat; we have a small refrigerator with a freezer that needs defrosting every two weeks; we have a pump and a reservoir tank to provide water when the city turns off our water each day; we only have one bathroom hooked up to the hot water heater; we cook on a gas stove that you light with a match and we don't have a microwave or a dishwasher.  Though preparing the needs of each day takes longer, living without these conveniences, in some ways, returns us to a simpler time.  We are freed from the hectic pace of being able to have everything done immediately. 

Having said that, however, I realize that I often feel overwhelmed each day!  There are several reasons I can think of that contribute to feeling "in over my head," the first being what every mother of young children understands: I've got two, totally dependent kids causing daily disorder to all that I try to make ordered!  To add to that, there is disappointment at not being able to accomplish all that I did each day in America.  By the time I've finished what needs to be done here, I have very little time to start what I want to get done.  We live in the center of the city which makes most places a convenient walk for us.  However, it's rare that I can leave our 900 sq. ft. apartment  and take both kids anywhere by myself.  The sidewalks are notoriously uneven and broken so it's a chore to push Emmy in the stroller.  The busy city streets put Abby at risk, so she hardly ever gets to run free and expend her energy.  I can only buy at the store what I can carry home in my arms or load onto the stroller.  There are very few safe public restrooms, so our now potty-trained child can be seen crouching by a tree on a sidewalk whenever we're out!  The children's parks in the center have been neglected and are often not much more than metal ruins on packed dirt where 9 and 10 year-olds meet and smoke cigarettes.  Add to this the constant barrage of the advertising; every street has billboards showing scantily clad or naked women selling everything from floor tiles to leather handbags.  All of these situations break my heart and force me and the other members of our team to think creatively about safe and interesting places for our kids to play. 

All of these challenges are made more taxing when you consider that everyday communication with locals must be conducted in a foreign language!  I can't tell someone on the street what time it is without really thinking about how to correctly pronounce each phrase.  Even when I understand someone speaking hurriedly in Russian, I get tongue-tied trying to give them a proper response.  There's the crotchety mail-delivery lady who seems to always have a gripe -- "but I don't know who vandalized our mailbox ... yes, there are men in these apartments that can fix it ... no, I don't know when!"  There are the repairmen who ring our doorbell asking to speak to someone in apartment #41 -- "yes, I know our apartment is #40 and #41, but we don't need a repair and there are three other apartment #41's in our courtyard!"  To me I am explaining everything clearly - to them it must sound like labored "Caveman-ese."  Even when the Russian words come to my mind, I realize the people I'm speaking with are not accustomed to hearing their language with an American accent.  That, or they just can't hear me over the din of my children!  haha!   God has protected us from being taken advantage of and alerted us to really important information that we don't catch at first. 

So, life in Ukraine (as in anyplace, really) provides me with numerous reasons I could fall into complaining, and shows me that it's a discipline to nurture a heart that is grateful to God, ears that listen to His Spirit, and eyes that see with an eternal perspective.  Before I leave you with the wrong impression, I must say that I love the relationships we've made here.  I'm energized and inspired when we entertain lunch or dinner guests, because the conversation usually delves deep into the ways we've each been seeing God's leading in our lives.  I'm humbled and encouraged by the American women on our team as well.  We meet together weekly to share everyday experiences ("you've seen celery and brown sugar at the Gastronome store?!") and pray for God's working in our families, friends and ministries.  God has blessed us with the closeness of a loving family in a place very far from our homeland.  

Bob (a.k.a. Daddy)
Many people ask me what I miss most about America. There are a lot of things I miss about America (taco shells are near the top of the list), but then again there are a lot of things I don’t miss – like Atlanta traffic. Anyone who has ever lived in Atlanta knows what I mean. You can imagine, then, the joy I experience each morning when I leave my flat and casually walk to my office in less than five minutes, right in the heart of downtown Odessa. It’s five minutes to the office, five minutes to the grocery store, eight minutes to our church, and ten minutes to Abby’s school. Everyone on our team, in fact, lives within a one mile radius, so it’s very rare for us to need any other transportation than our feet, and none of us own a car. However with advantages come disadvantages. I miss the days that I could jump in the car with my family and take off on a road trip, or maybe just go for a drive by myself in the country with some good music. We still take "road trips" but now we take them on buses and overnight trains – which can be fun but challenging with two children under the age of three – the last time we traveled with Emily she slept in an empty piece of carry-on luggage that we slid underneath a bunk. 

When I’m not working or spending time with my family, one of my favorite pursuits is photography. To me photography is akin to worship, proclaiming God’s majesty through the beauty of His creation.  Any chance I get I’ll go on a "photo safari’" to attempt to capture natural beauty as well as the vast scope of human emotion found in faces and relationships.  However, in Ukraine, dull-gray cinderblock buildings are ubiquitous, the landscape suffers from years of neglect and abuse, and people on the street here generally have the same expressionless look – the result of years of hidden emotion and fear.  It’s harder to find but the beauty is definitely there, and often when I do stumble across it, it’s overwhelming - like seeing the smiling face of a child in the midst of an angry mob.

Situations like this make living in Ukraine a "love/hate" situation -- on some days I think I could live here long term, and on others I want to pack up and take my family back to the States.  Occasionally it feels like I'm schizophrenic!  When I take a leisurely walk in the park with my family, part of me is constantly on alert making sure that Abby doesn’t stumble across a discarded hypodermic needle or become vulnerable to a potential kidnapper (not a likely scenario, but still a concern). I enjoy the opportunities that go along with raising my family in an international culture, but I hate that my children aren’t able to be with grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins.  I love that it’s my privilege to bring the healing love of Jesus Christ to a starving nation, but I am absolutely disgusted by the extreme corruption, oppression, and inefficiency that permeates this society. 

Not too long ago I was walking back from a café with Heero Hacquebord, a South African friend of mine living in Kiev, who expressed the same frustrations. It was a cold night with a steady drizzle falling around us, and as we walked through the empty streets he looked around and told me, "As much as I hate all the ugliness here, it’s because it exists that I have to be here.  Life here is not the way that God intended it to be. The love of Christ is the only hope that these people have, and I can share it with them."  He’s right.  When I hear about the trafficking of women that goes on in Odessa, when I give a meal to our homeless 12 year-old friend, Seriozha, or when I pray with someone who is struggling with withdrawal from drugs, I’m reminded that it’s good to hate sin and love what it is good.  A "love/hate" perspective is the balance that is required when we live in reality.

Finishing the race!
The last year and a half have gone by quickly, and it’s hard to believe that in one year from now our term will have ended and we’ll be returning to the States. We know that much has happened in your lives too. Many of our friends have had children, some have gotten married, and many have been affected by the economy. These events have impacted lives in different ways, and understandably they have also had an indirect effect on our ministry financially.  We currently find our support account in deficit.  MTW policy states that if a missionary’s account goes too far into deficit, the missionary must return to the States before their term is ended. As much as we’d like to see all of you again, we greatly want to finish out our term first!

A one-time contribution to this ministry or monthly gifts for the next year would be a tremendous blessing and ensure that we’re able to remain on the field for the rest of our term.   If you or your church would like to be a part of our work here, please let us know.   Your tax-deductible contribution can be sent to:

Mission to the World
Burnhams -- acct.#10531
P.O. Box 116284
Atlanta, GA  30368
Contest
Congratulations to Dan Karlsen in Colorado who knew that there are roughly 750 miles of catacombs underneath the city of Odessa! Thanks to all of you who sent in answers -- I know many of you went to the internet and found different answers, however this information comes straight from a company here in Odessa that leads tours of the catacombs, so that’s what we’re sticking with.

The bonus question was "why were the catacombs formed in the first place?" The city of Odessa is built upon a foundation of sandstone and limestone. For thousands of years, the inhabitants of this area have been digging out the limestone to use as building material. The catacombs are actually just elaborate mines dug out over the years. As you can imagine, such an elaborate systems of mines has weakened the city’s foundation significantly. There is currently a city ordinance that no building over 16 stories may be built in Odessa for fear that the foundation could collapse under the weight. Many of you did know that the catacombs have been very useful during times of oppression. Christians hid in them when they were being persecuted, and Ukrainian freedom fighters hid in the catacombs during the years that Odessa was controlled by German Nazis. Treasure hunters are also intrigued by the rumors that there are vast treasures hidden away in the catacombs, placed there for safe keeping by Odessa’s large Jewish population during World War II. 
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This month’s contest question:
The new James Bond film "Die Another Day" has just started showing here in Odessa.  Translated literally, what is the Russian title of this film that appears on all the advertisements?
(a)    "I don't want to die today!"
(b)    "We're gonna die, but not right now!"
(c)    "Let's die tomorrow!"    
(d)    "Are we dead yet?"
URGENT NEED FOR TEACHER
The MK's (Missionary Kids) of the Odessa Team need a teacher for their second semester.  A
teacher or retired educator willing to come over from February through May (or a portion of that time) is GREATLY needed!  If you are at all interested, please write to burnham@paco.net .  I'll give you a call and let you know how you could be involved.
We keep you in our prayers, and hope you'll continue to do the same for us.  Thank you for your faithfulness in supporting us with your monthly giving and encouragement.  We miss and love you all.
In His glorious grace,
Bob, Andrea, Abigail & Emily Burnham
Burnham@paco.net
