
Two weeks went by so fast, and now I am in the airport ready to fly home. 

 

There is an overwhelming feeling of sadness over me. I am leaving behind my friends, 

brothers, and sisters; my coworkers and my camp family for the last two weeks. I am 

going to a warm, safe place in the US, but they continue to drive to the Ukrainian 

border and back, picking up women and children who have lost everything in this war, 

who are scared and still shake from the terrifying loud sounds of rockets and sirens. 

Children who are afraid to leave the sight of their mothers. My friends will feed them, 

hear their stories, and comfort them, while making the travel arrangement for their 

journeys, as well as just praying and crying with them. 

 

On the way to the airport in Iasi, we picked up Natalia, a 26-year-old girl. She is flying 

today to Italy to join her sister. Natalia has big bruises on the right side of her face 

that she got from a fall while she was running from her building, two minutes before a 

Russian rocket hit her building. She lost 12 pounds in a few days, and 2 days ago we 

picked her up at the Romanian border and brought her to our camp. She rested for a 

day and today we dropped her off at the airport. 



 

A couple days ago, I had a call about a family from Kharkiv that was approaching the 

border and needed a place to stay. We brought them to the camp: A man, 4 women 

and 3 children. They had a 1 year old baby with them.  When I asked where the baby 

girl’s mother was, they told me the story. The baby’s mother died during childbirth 

from Covid, and her parents were raising her little daughter. The family fled Kharkiv 

when rockets destroyed their house and car and they ended up staying in a neighbor’s 

basement for 5 days. Right before the war started, their son, baby Mia’s dad, went to 

Germany for business, and when the bombings started he couldn’t come back. This 

large family had to leave behind everything and start their way toward the border. 

After a week on the road, they stopped at our Life Center in Chernivtsy, and were able 

to get help crossing the border. I can’t imagine traveling by overstuffed trains for 5 

days with just back packs on their shoulders. All their lives were left behind; nothing 

could be fixed. After resting a few days at our camp, we put them on the bus to 

Germany, where their son, baby Mia’s dad, will meet them. 

 

Last week we had an opportunity to join the humanitarian convoy going to Ukraine. 

We brought a van full of baby formula, diapers, medical supplies, pillows and warm 

blankets. When we were crossing the Ukrainian border, we saw the long line of 

refugees waiting to pass the check point, standing in freezing temperatures. The line 

was very long; people had to wait 7-8 hours. We stopped right there next to the wired 

fence and started to pull the blankets from our van and throw it over the fence so 

people could warm up. My heart was breaking to see old woman begging me to give 

her the blanket, mothers with the babies asking for something hot to drink. I felt so 

helpless and angry! I prayed for God to help me to stay calm. After we dropped off 

our load in Chernivtsy in our Center, we started our way back right away in order to 

return before the curfew of martial law. When we were approaching the border, we 

passed an 8 km long car line and suddenly found ourselves passing an extremely 

long line of people on foot. Our convoy stopped and we started calling to the women 



with children, offering our vans to take them the rest of the way. We fit as many as we 

possibly could into our vehicles. We couldn’t let them freeze in the below zero degree 

weather. 

 

That night our convoy transported around 70 people to Romania. I was driving the van 

and had 2 women and a toddler next to me, while our driver walked on foot through 

the check point, sacrificing his spot to allow these women a place in the van. Once we 

were in Romania, some of these people were taken to our camp. That was one of the 

toughest days during my time in Romania. But I am so happy I was a part of this 

convoy. 

Despite the chaos and every day chores, we had many joyful times, like when, after 

dinner, the owner of the camp Cornel picked up the guitar and we all sang songs. His 

family and volunteers were joined by refugees and we all prayed together. Some of 

them prayed for the first time in their lives, broken and stressed. They were asking 

God to protect them and to protect Ukraine. 

 

As of today, all our Life Centers have been converted into shelters for refugees. The 

director of Life Center Chernivtsy said that our phone line won’t stop ringing. A lot of 

mothers under our care were living at the poverty level already, but now, with supplies 

running out in the stores, they rely on us for food and everything to survive. 

 

One children's hospital in Zaporizhia ( the city where a nuclear power plant was hit by 

Russian rockets) ran out of baby formula. It was in this very hospital that Mark, our 

Elina’s newborn son, was on a ventilator, trying to survive, as well as another 

volunteer’s newborn son which was born premature last week. We arranged the baby 

formula to be delivered to them as soon as possible, but so far it is still on the way, 

because the roads are very dangerous to drive on. 

 

I am grateful that some of our board officers were with me in Romania and Ukraine 



 

and they will still be there while I am gone. One of our staff members, Lida, is flying to 

Romania tomorrow to serve. Please, keep them all in your prayers! Our Director of 

Operations, Alla, is on the road all the time, transporting refugees and managing all 

operations of Save a Life in Ukraine. She especially needs your prayers, as two of her 

children are evacuated, while she stayed behind to continue her work. 

 

There is so much more I could share, but this is enough for one letter. 

Thank you all who send your support. I hope, pray, and believe that soon the war will 

be over and we can start the recovery process. But for now, let’s be strong and 

courageous in serving the little ones. 

  

With much love and gratitude, 

Nadia Gordynsky 
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The reality of lines at the border  



 

 

 

 

With Alla and other volunteers 
 

 

 

 

 

Our precious clients 
 



 

 

 

 

Happy evacuated families 

  

  

 

Newborn baby Mark 

 


