
Window on Ukraine 

Grey concrete buildings greet me as the train pulls into the railway station. Our driver meets us outside, 

and as we are whizzed away. We drive along roads full of potholes and pass numerous buses and trams 

which have seen better days. I am conscious again of how many of the facades around me are 

crumbling... 

This picture stays with me as I enter the corps building in Kharkiv - a city housing many thousands of 

people who had fled the fighting in the East of Ukraine many months earlier - to take part in the 

Women’s Ministries Sunday. As the meeting commences, and the theme “Go and tell” unfolds in song 

and testimony,  it becomes apparent that behind the smiling faces of the women who are present and 

taking part, many a tragic story lies: accounts of how families feared for their lives and fled, leaving 

everything behind in an attempt to get to a safe place, how families have been ripped apart by the 

conflict, how mothers have lived in fear for their sons for months, holding on to the hope that one day 

they will be reunited. And yet at the same time hope is palpable. One by one women stand to tell how 

they have found help and love in coming to the various activities offered by the corps. The testimony to 

the support and friendship offered to them by the women of the corps makes my heart leap for joy.  

Here they have found a new home, a new community where they are accepted in a foreign city for who 

they are. Some women shed tears and tell how they found their faith in mankind and in God restored 

through the caring ministry of the women of the corps to them in their time of deepest need. I am 

confident that here they have found a spiritual home. I thank God for those who have met them where 

they were at and encouraged them to go on.  

Leaving Kharkiv that evening, I feel humbled and blessed to know that here is a ministry to women 

which is making a difference. Indeed, our soldiers did “go and tell”, and God has honoured that. 

 

 

 

 


