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Journey of Love to the Orphans of Nicaragua, Christmas 2009


This past Christmas holiday season I participated in the mission trip of a lifetime.  I was part of a team that went to Nicaragua to lavish the gift of God’s love on the orphans & the poorest of the poor. For 10 days we got to be the hands and feet of Jesus reaching out in compassion, inviting the lost in to the Kingdom of God, bringing gifts to the forgotten orphans, healing the sick, comforting the downtrodden, & experiencing the raw power of the Gospel with signs, wonders & miracles following.


Fifteen thousand meals were served to the poorest of the poor. We visited several orphanages all over the country and brought gifts, love, & Good News to children who have no families to share Christmas with. We went to 3-garbage dump “communities” to minister to the people who actually live among the garbage mountains with their families & livestock. We brought them the most excellent Good News, loved on them, prayed for thousands, serenaded neighborhoods with songs from heaven, taught them how to express worship to God, and fed them chicken. I spent hours with children who were barefooted and dirty-faced, who would not let go of my hand and ran after the bus when we left. Sick people all over the country were prayed for and healed. Orphans, widows & the poor were comforted. 


A difference was made in a poverty stricken country. The 1st 2 days alone we ministered to about 3, 000 people. Besides the 15, 000 meals that were served, I think by far the most everlasting thing the Lord allowed me to bring to the people of Nicaragua was to teach them how to express themselves in worship to God. I gave away 2 tambourines, several tibrets (made by a friend at church), a worship scarf, various joy noisemakers, and my beloved fire flags that I had spent hours and hours worshipping God with.  Each recipient was commissioned and prayed for to use the item in active worship and to engage and teach others to worship, even start dance teams, and war for the people & church in their neighborhood. The Lord had shown me who to give these special worship items to and each recipient knew the gift was a supernatural appointment.  Only God can do that. Once they worship, they will experience the presence of God. 


I went to give love, but that is what I received. When you see a barefoot child run through rough terrain after the bus, just to look at you for another second, until they can’t keep up with the bus anymore…it does something to your heart. When a little boy boldly takes your hand and escorts you everywhere through his neighborhood, kissing your hand, it melts you. Your heart has nowhere to hide.


I can tell you that when we got on the bus to leave the last place we would minister, I wept hard. I just couldn’t help it. My heart ached. My team member next to me on the bus tried to comfort me & hold me still, but it was rough for a moment. It was harder to leave than to go to the stinkiest garbage dump. Here is where intercession had to kick in, entrusting the helpless into the care of God & into the hearts of those who can hear His voice.  


Thank you for supporting the Lord’s work in Nicaragua and entrusting me to go. 

I write this journal not only for myself, but also on behalf of the 25 amazing people that I was honored to work with, who made up the team that responded to Georgian & Winnie Banov’s invitation to spend Christmas with the orphans of Nicaragua. 

Dec 23, 2009


Arrived in Managua, Nicaragua. Some of us were met at the airport by a Mariachi band all dressed in the same costume, proudly singing of their nations history.  It is warm & tropical. Christmas lights decorate the lower portions of palm trees at the airport. As we drive through the streets to the hotel, the appearance of poverty is striking, even in the city. Houses look like indoor/outdoor structures built from fences with dirt floors and tin metal roofs held down by bricks. There are gates or grates on every window & door, no screens. There are scattered sidewalk stands of vendors with food in baskets & coolers. Amidst the poverty are beautiful exotic flowers. And they don’t use seatbelts at all in Nicaragua. 

Dec 24, 2009


Breakfast together included traditional items like rice & beans, papaya juice, fresh hot peppers in omelets, local fried cheese, guava marmalade & delicious coffee. We piled into a bus to go to the area of Leon with an outdoor street crusade of worship prayer & feeding. Every building was a different color. We were on dirt roads, passed things like a horse drawn 2 wheel trailer with baskets of goods, children with slingshots, many children were barefooted. As we walked through the neighborhood we prayed for the people in the houses that welcomed us. One lady asked me to pray for her sick baby, when I did she began crying. Healings occurred and people were saved. A little girl’s knee was healed, a woman was instantly healed of neck pain, and an older man was healed of arthritis in his knees. Two little girls adopted me, their names were Elle & Rebecca, and I think they looked like angels. They held my hands, and would not let me go & chased after the bus when we left. The same sort of thing occurred with my team members. Then we had a block party in Leon and ministered to about 2,000 poor & unsaved locals, healing miracles followed, then we fed them chicken. Buses from the orphanage helped us. We sang and danced to God. Little boys were drawn to the worship flags and took turns worshipping God with them. One little boy kept kissing my hand and walked me all over. Another little boy asked me for money for shoes (not toys or candy). We then went back to the hotel. That night, we had a special Christmas Eve dinner with a great Steel band and the team had a blast on the dance floor. Then the orphanage children came and entertained us with traditional dances in lovely costumes and brought each team member a gift, stealing our hearts forever. We were introduced to Pastor Arturo Sanchez of Nicaragua (who worked with us daily) and other local pastors & leaders who assisted us on this journey of love to the poor.

Dec 25, 2009


Christmas Day we first went on a praise parade serenading the local homes of the destitute in an impoverished neighborhood. We tip toed over sewage to get to the homes on higher ground, if invited we went into their yard & home to minister. We found a church up on a hilltop. It had sheets of tin on 3 sides, tin across the top as a roof, but it had a white lace valence across the top, and white lace at the little altar inside. We worshipped our way in. Well the power of God fell so strong inside that little building that seasoned pastors could not stand up. People were falling all over the place inside, laughing, laying on the floor, etc. We ministered back & forth with the little couple that led the church. The team had an incredible time. Then we went to the Casa Bethesda Orphanage where we celebrated Jesus with festive worship, preached the birth of Jesus to a thousand, hosted a full scale fiesta with candy filled piñata and gift giving. I gave a tambourine to a 19-year-old girl that sung in a worship group. Happy Birthday Jesus!

Dec 26, 2009


We had the morning off, so went into town shopping, then to an active volcano site in a town called Masaya to have lunch. This afternoon we went to our 1st local garbage dump. It’s pretty shocking. People really do live among the mountains of garbage. There is a lot of smoke from natural combustion in the garbage. Livestock are wandering around freely (like cows, pigs, chickens). Children are barefooted with dirty faces. There is barbwire everywhere. Everything looks gray because of the smoke and garbage. Baby clothes and other laundry can be seen hung on barbwire throughout the garbage dump community. We led a praise parade throughout the community, loved on them, prayed for them, then went to a community room where we had a praise party, and then fed them. One little girl held my hand throughout the parade, tiptoeing barefooted over sewage, hugging me. The children are beautiful. I think we were all wrecked when we left. The bus was quiet. People shouldn’t have to live like that to survive.

Dec 27, 2009


We took a 4:45am flight (on a couple of 12 seater planes) to the Atlantic Coastal city of Bluefields. Then we traveled up river by 3 small boats to an island (Kuckra Hill) of 1,000 isolated tribal & bush people. They came from all over the jungle and waited for us from 6am for a touch from God. Many walked for 1.5 hours to get to the church to be healed. We had a lengthy church service of worship and much prayer for healing. Then we had an afternoon feast.  Various healings occurred; I recall one blind woman received partial recovery of sight of colors. God works amazing miracles for those hungry for Him. At the end, I saw people pile into the back of a truck, men, women & children standing up to fit as many into the truck as possible. So hungry for God.  That night we stayed up from the Bluefields dock, at a hotel called the Oasis, who served a great fish dinner to us. After dinner, we ministered to various team members who had cold symptoms, using oil of oregano. The sunset and sunrise in the Bluefields jungle is breathtaking. 

Dec 28, 2009


Next to the hotel was a casino with a guard at the door who had a large gun. We prayed for him and he received Jesus and the Holy Spirit. Easy, like he was just waiting for someone to ask him if he wanted to know Jesus. God was amazing. We then left for a local poor neighborhood & garbage dump. This dump had a lot of plastic burning. There were livestock all over, barefoot beautiful children, & people going through garbage. Winnie & Georgian brought the Good News as Pastor Arturo interpreted. Georgian had me pray for the people to be released in dance worship to God. I gave away another tambourine to a woman and commissioned her to start a dance team at her church with specific girls from the dump. We invited the people to our next stop where we were feeding people, at Pastor Arturo’s recently opened orphanage in Bluefields. We had a full-scale worship & prayer service with invitations to receive the Lord Jesus. Many people were prayed for and healed. One woman I prayed for was healed of bad headaches. As usual, children chased the bus when we left, until they couldn’t keep up any longer. It was always hard to leave. We then flew back to Managua. 

Dec 29, 2009


Today we traveled through the countryside to the mountains of Matagalpa for a special outreach to the coffee plantation workers. We went to a beautiful church for lunch where we were entertained by a Mariachi band. It was so sweet. They serenaded us throughout our luncheon for quite some time. Some of us danced. It was reviving. We then went to a poor barrio below a garbage dump (this is our 3rd dump) for a worship & prayer outreach to about a 1,000 people, and then we fed them. We were told people waited for us for 7 hours. People were healed, one woman was healed of cataracts and another woman I prayed for was healed of headaches. The Holy Spirit fell on some team members. There never seems to be enough time. The children stole my heart again. That night we went to the Selva Negra Hotel, in the Black Forest Rain Forest. We met proprietor Eddy Kuhl, author known for his ecological & environmental expertise in coffee. We heard monkeys and other unusual wildlife at night, saw magnificent botanicals in the morning, and yes, bought coffee.

Dec 30, 2009


. We had a great time with a friendly squirrel over breakfast at Selva Negra. Then we headed down the steep mountain roads out of the rain forest. We went to the area of Chinendega, where we did a very fun praise parade through the neighborhood. As we were walking, 2 young men gratefully received the Lord Jesus, again, like they were just waiting for someone to ask them. It amazed me how hungry people are for the Lord here. We did a fire tunnel for the children, tickling them as they went through. 

Dec 31, 2009


We went to a local poor barrio doing house-to-house ministry in-between worship praise parading. We set up a worship area, near to where the ladies were barbequing chicken for us, and had a wonderful time of worship in the presence of the Lord through the barbeque smoke. Georgian preached while Pastor Arturo interpreted. The neighborhood was serenaded. People were prayed for and loved on. Then we went to the Casa Bethesda Farm. Nicaragua puts the orphans out of the orphanages and on the street once they turn 14. Pastor Arturo is trying to build dorms for the orphans to go to live & work after they turn 14. It is a lovely place with all sorts of organic fruit trees & flowers growing, a recreation area, prayer mountain and dorms in process. He needs about $8,000. more to complete the dorms, with 6 girls waiting to get in. We were served an elegant lunch at this farm and given a tour of the grounds. This refreshed us for our next and last stop. The “River of Joy”. This next community we had to access from the street. It is actually 2 extremely poor neighborhoods separated by a very large concrete gully of sewage & garbage. We did a praise parade through the neighborhood, Georgian serenading with his violin, the team singing Jesus loves you (in Spanish), going house to house and entering the homes where we were invited to minister and pray. There is never enough time to go to all the homes that invite us. So many are hungry for a touch from the Lord. One woman was healed from crippling arthritis. I left my fire flags in the River of Joy with a couple who were starting a church in the town of Masaya. I know I left a huge chunk of my heart in Nicaragua. 

Jan 1, 2010


Each of us took various flights home. 

Every night of this trip the Holy Spirit would fall on my room mate & I, and cause us to laugh all night until we fell asleep. Laugh really hard. I believe the Joy of the Lord is what carried the team on through this week. We really didn’t have time to process where we had been or what we had seen until the trip was over. For the first few days when I came home I just cried every time I tried to share with someone what the trip was like and what we encountered. After a few days I was able to compile this journal without losing it. What an extreme privilege to be the hands of Jesus, reaching out in compassion, inviting the lost to the love & power of the Cross of Christ, experiencing the raw power of the Gospel right I front of our eyes, feeding & loving on beautiful children and the destitute. 
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I would like to personally thank each person who made this trip possible. It would not have happened without your help. I hope this journal was descriptive enough to give an idea of what it was like to spend Christmas with the orphans of Nicaragua.
With much love,

Joyce Serdinsky

What Pattie & Alicia Zammito Encountered In Nicaragua

While traveling along the many regions of Nicaragua, we watched the hand of God’s love, mercy, and compassion touch the hearts and lives of his people. God fed many who were poor, destitute, and hungry. They were not only hungry for food but, were spiritually hungry wanting to know their Creator, God and believing to receive from him! We watched the Lord not only meet the needs of his people, but perform many signs, miracle healings, and salvations!  

We would like to share some personal testimonies of what we experienced. On Christmas day, we enjoyed a time of gift giving at the Casa Betesda Orphanage.  Many children received their toys with gladness! As we continued distributing them we noticed that the lines of children were long and the toys we running low. Then we remembered our suitcase was still on the bus. The team prayed that God would multiply those toys so that there would be enough for every child. It was a miracle! There were more than enough toys and we had extra to take later with us to another location. Glory to God! At the outreach on Mesquito Island, in the Blue Fields, there was a time of prayer and a healing flow. God gave a word of knowledge to pray for a woman’s eyes. Afterward, that same woman not only spoke of receiving healing for her eyes, but her Right ear was healed too!  We also prayed for another woman who received healing in her right kidney. Immediately, she testified and prayed for others in her village. "Freely she received, so freely she gave!"  A group of children were assembled together at a poor barrio outreach.  We watched all 14 of them lift their hands during an alter call after sharing with them to "receive Jesus as their Lord and Savior." In Managua, while visiting the garbage dump, we met a pastor's wife from Messiah, and presented her with a pair of golden sandals for her daughter to wear in which God released a prophecy that she would follow in her mother's footsteps and release God's glory in the dance!  On the last day, we visited the "River of God Outreach."  It was here, where God released a prophetic flow and gifting for worship over the dance team from Casa Betesda.  We danced together and experienced a wonderful, spontaneous, time of worship in God's presence and glory! What a wonderful way to culminate the week! We left that day praising God with sadness in our goodbyes, but much joy in our hearts!


God's Richest Blessings,


Pattie and Alicia Zammito

What Leona Forest Encountered In Nicaragua

Hello!

A man named Roger (he was at the last dump) was set free from alcohol and expected the Lord. He had server chest pain! Someone got a word of knowledge that someone was having chest pain and Jared and I started yelling over here! Roger was so scared that God had sent us and that he was going that he did could not leave his house! He had the fear of the Lord and started crying and repenting and then prophesying that he was an Apostle of God! I don't think he even knew what he was saying, he was crying and holding his chest saying, I'm going to die and that is why God sent you! He sobered up right in front of Jared and I. I gave him a blue bandanna and put it over his heart and told him if the pain even tried to come back place it over his heart and believe God already healed him. He hugged me and was so blown away!

         And the last neighborhood Pastor Arturo asked Patti and I to pray for a women who had a problem with her kidney! Her blouse was tight on her belly and Patti had her hand on the back of her and mine on the front and we all at the same time felt it go! Patti and the women felt it go and I felt a pop! She started jumping up and down and praising God. As soon as she Praised God she turned and laid hands on an older woman who was getting prayer for her hands and head. She grabbed the women and prayed for her. Freely she received and freely she gave! It was so beautiful!  Also that day Jared got some one to interpret for him and lead a man to the Lord. I gave him the Gospel of John in Spanish to read. His face was glowing after he asked Jesus into his heart! God is so faithful. Colson and the guys at the last dump had a wonderful time playing soccer with the kids. They said they were very aggressive! But they sure could play ball! Dorothy said her most precious time was with the children dancing and singing how blessed she was and it brought healing to her also.

        Also for me, Christmas day the Pastor prayed for me. I was washed in the love of the Lord. I died in Nicaragua to all my agenda's. I died of flesh. I didn't even realize it till I went to church and felt 100% different and the Holy Spirit spoke and said, "You died to self in Nicaragua!" No words seem to describe what happened other than everything is like experiencing it all for the first time! The worship was like hearing it for the first time! All the words seemed brand new! Amazing! I spoke on Saturday at our Women's ministry and got to in-part the love of Christ to around 30 women. God was touching them women so powerful! He is amazing and I as so thankful. I said to the girls, if the old man tries to resurrect, you all have permission to take a 2 by 4 and hit me over the head! I am so thankful to God what he did during the 10 days in Nicaragua! No words seem enough to express my gratitude.


Love,

Lee

What Rebekah Johnson Encountered In Nicaragua

I did get to pray for a girl and seemed not to understand anything anyone was saying, she had pain in her stomach and in her neck, as well as a some fear of death. (this was on mosqito island.) I finally got to get Alci to translate Jer 29:11 and that made here smile. I am not sure how it affected her in her pain, but I think it gave her a sense if hope. Also, I got to pray for a 100 year old woman that had pain in her knees, trouble breathing, and trouble hearing-100% better! I praise God for them grabbing me and sort of marooning me at the last dump where Jared, Noelle, and a couple of children all got drunk in the Holy Spirit. (This girl laughed till she cried.) Also that  day, we also prayed for a man that couldn't read and he could read the back of our nametags with ease. 

What Roy Travis Encountered In Nicaragua

Good afternoon!


December 27, 2009 – Bluefields, Nicaragua

Today is an early start with leaving the Hotel scheduled for 4:30am, we have a slightly later departure than that.  The airport in Managua is where we pick up the regional in country airline for our flight to Bluefields.  This is a move along and then wait set of events.  As we check-in the bags as well as people are weighed to assign boarding passes.  One aircraft is a Cessna C208 12-passenger with the other an older Shorts 360.  Airport security seems just as rigid as in the USA as they confiscate the razors and anything that appears sharp.  Each passenger is subjected to a pat down search to make sure nothing else gets by the system.  After everyone has passed the security screening, the security screeners “abandon their post” leaving passengers to move to the check-in area and then back into the “secured area” without re-screening by the check point staff.  We know we are safe, yet the assumed security has a whole or two in the system.

In Bluefields we are literally in another Autonomous Region which operates much like another country.  Passports are needed to exit the airport.  When arrangements are being made for the river trip to the village of Kukra Hill, the Navy must clear our boat travel and all our passport numbers are collected.  This security measure is because of the illegal narcotics trading that prevalent in this area.

The group boats three open hulled type johnboats that can hold up to 18 people.  Our boat drivers know two speeds, idle and wide open.  Roaring up the river our boat hits a log about five minutes after departure.  My immediate thought was that we lost the propeller because the hit was so hard.  After a minute the engine was restarted and we were once again running full speed up the river to our destination that takes about 35 minutes.  It is a beautiful day for a boat ride.  We are met at the dock by an old school bus, which serves the purpose of transportation just fine.  This is especial evident when we arrive at the Kukra Hill church to find others had traveled for possibly hours in the back of a large cargo truck with no seats.  

There are many people inside and outside of the church; they have been waiting for us to arrive for hours.  When we enter the church the musician’s set-up with the music CD of Georgian’s Happy Song playing in the background.  We are called out to start dancing in-groups of five to six people.  It is very difficult to get people to or even children to circle dance, if I stopped for a moment, so did they.  After awhile though, the dancing started to catch on.  The fire tunnel was a hit the children.  People are called forward for those who need prayer and people come up to the altar area.  We pray for many and to my way of thinking it is difficult to press in and see results to prayer.  Things are moving in the spirit however it does not seem to flow as easily like other outreaches.  Two of the people brought up for prayer were a blind woman and an elderly gentleman with a cane.  The woman began to see shadows and the color red.  The team really kept up with prayer pressing in for complete restoration of sight, however it did not seem to be coming.  I did not see any restoration in the elderly gentleman, he seemed to have difficulty walking, sunken eyes and I am not sure what else.

After the services we are escorted out behind the cooking house where there are chairs to rest and we are served a fruit salad.  After resting a bit, some wanted to go back and continue to pray for the blind women.  At first we could not find her all the while I have a strong sense that healing was taking place and an instant restoration was not the answer for today.  After a brief wait someone brought the blind woman to the front of the church where we were.  Of course we began praying again, after some time she now saw shadows, the colors red and white, the improvement was encouraging.  That said it was time to leave and we were instructed to board the bus.  While I was looking for the members of my team, an elderly gentleman stopped in front of me, took his cane from his right hand and shifted to under his left arm, which was holding a plate of food.  His eyes were bright; he shook my hand vigorously, and was speaking rapidly in Spanish.  A moment later I recognized him as the elderly gentleman who earlier had much trouble walking and balancing; he seemed quite healed to me.  Amazing and praise God.  Just when I think things are difficult to press in for, it seems the wishes of the people are heard by the Father and he answers favorably to those of His children’s heart desires.

December 28, 2009 – Bluefields garbage dump

Today we go to the local dump.  It is literally a smoking, burning dump with few people around.  We start our praise parade and serenade a family.  A few more people show up and start to gather.  Winnie Banov finds a magazine article on the ground with a wedding cake; she can not read it and puts it back on the ground.  Arturo Sanchez picks up the same sheet and reads the top line of the article, “. . . fifty years of bliss…”.  Winnie is wearing a T-shirt with the word BLISS down the front.  Bliss is a word Winnie has focused on in her ministry and this moment is interpreted confirming a Divine appointment of her work.  After serenading the many people who have now come to see what is happening in the dump, the team from the local orphanage arrives to serve all the people in the dump lunch.  I am taking many pictures and have stuck my head inside the back seat of the taxi from which the chicken and rice meal is being served.  While in there, the Pastors and servers are talking about the food running out and I see a long line of nearly one hundred people waiting for food.  The food in the buckets is near the bottom and there is little more than a package of plates in the hands of one person.  It does appear as if the food will run out long before all will be fed.  I have been asked to tell our team that we need Loaves and Fishes.  Immediately the people pray and speak words more than enough.  We are told to board the buses for the orphanage.  At the orphanage we are informed that everyone at the dump was fed and they brought back food to the orphanage.  More than enough was provided in the face of not enough to feed the people.

December 29, 2009 – Matagalpa, Nicaragua

Today we travel to Matagelpa.  In this area the fruits and vegetables are amazing.  Carrots are as big as your forearm; normal three-pound apple bags have five or six apples in them.  The volcanic soil is very favorable to these crops.  We go to the local church for lunch and a bit of rest before the outreach.  Music is playing in the church, the group seems to be starting to worship through dance and praising.  Once again a magnificent barbecued chicken lunch is served.  We are entertained by a Mariachi band, which is singing praise music, and it is absolutely wonderful.  After lunch the local Pastor has asked us to pop the purple balloons in the form of a grape cluster, as a symbol of “new wine” being poured into their church.  The atmosphere becomes excited and we join in with the local church members and pop every balloon in the church.  It was amazing once again.

We travel to our out reach, which is across town.  Our expectation is that we are going to a garbage dump and yet we stop at an open field where the out reach is set up.  To my senses there is excitement in the air by all those gathered.  The Betsada Orphanage team is here cooking the meal and has a stage set up.  The outreach is starting and the children are easily organized to dance in circles and when the fire tunnel is started the energy of the crowd increases.  When people are called up for prayer there is more energy in the air, it is as if the Father is in a very good mood today, ready to show favor on these people.  People are directed to a couple of us, one is a man who can not see well enough to read and another woman is deaf in one ear.  We pray for the gentleman first and ask if he can see better, he says yes but not well.  We pray again and then ask if he can read the small print on our ID cards, he reads it with easy and it is clear to him, praise God.  After this we pray for the woman deaf in the left ear, at first it is better and then secondly the hearing is restored to normal or same as the right ear.  God is showing favor today.  As they start serving the food many people get in line and are being served.  While we stand out in the field some of the youth of the group come up and ask to be prayed for.  We pray over one and she is slain in the spirit and overcome by laughter.  Others come up and in Spanish same Mas gozo, which interpret as asking for prayer for more Joy.  No one can resist and several more catch the holy laughter.  This was all great fun.

        One comment that comes to mind when someone asks, "What was it like for
you?" The first thing that nearly always comes to my mind is "The blind see, the deaf hear, the lame walk, all are fed and that is just up to day two."

        The dump was an amazing experience, humbling to know that I am only a day
away from complete poverty except for the Grace of the Father. We saw the dirty faces and clothes on occasion, yet there were many neatly dressed people, wearing clean clothes, and hardworking working people who swept their homes keeping a tidy yard space. These people only lack opportunity; they would be very successful given half the chance I have.



Blessings, Joy, and Bliss,

Roy

The beautiful children of Nicaragua, at a block party we set up in a poor neighborhood, on Christmas Eve. We went to love on the children, but that’s what they poured out on us.
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