
 

 

Greetings to you, dear friends. Praise the Lord!!!  
 
 
 

  
Spiritual Literature 
 In September of this year, we, with God’s help, received the Holy Scriptures in the 
Uzbek language from Moscow from the independent non-profit organization “Institute 
for Bible Translation.” The quantities are 1000 copies of the Inzhil, (the New 
Testament), 700 copies of Genesis and 700 copies of the Psalms.   
 

 
 
 
 
Evangelistic teams  
Another team of four sisters came from Kazakhstan this month for the evangelization 
of Central Asian people. Glory to God! The team, for more than two weeks, was able to 



 

 

visit many places in our city. They prayed that there would be a revival among Central 
Asians in Russia. They prayed for the people of Russia, that God would touch their 
hearts for salvation. They gave thanks that the country has a generous heart.  
 

 
 
Our sisters tried to converse with women where they work, in order to gain contacts. 
They talked about Christ when the Lord gave them opportunities to speak. They 
participated in church services with testimonies and praises in their native language. It 
was wonderful!  
 

 
 
 
 
One of the evangelizations took place in the form of a charity. The sisters made 200 
pies and prepared a thermos of tea and glasses. At 11 o’clock the next day they 
arrived at a smallish market where Uzbeks sell fruit. We had a team of 11 people there. 
They set up the market on the sidewalk by the road. We set up a table with the tea and 
pies, exactly in the center of the market. Of course, the stand holders weren’t happy at 
first; they thought that we were competitors. The people were indignant and began to 
gather around us. We comforted them and explained that it was a charitable action and 
everything was free. We also explained to them why we were doing it. Praise God! At 
once the attitude toward us changed. They then began to help us, showing us how to 
correctly act. On that day we gave out about 150 pies with tea; it’s just that there were 
not more people there. We also handed out three boxes of sacred literature - some 
people took two or three books each - and there weren’t enough books to go around to 
everyone who wanted one.  



 

 

 

  
 
During the distribution of books, a woman asked me a question about what was written 
in the Bible. I was about to respond to her when another lady answered her that the 
Koran was also taken from the Bible. She received an answer to her question and 
calmed down and went home. A few women asked for more books in other languages. 
At the end, an adult man came and saw the books. He started to bother everyone, 
saying, “It’s not permitted for us to read such books.  The Koran is enough for us.” And 
he said many other things to them. But only two people returned the books and then 
we gave one book to another person. Praying for them, we joyfully returned home.  
 

Gulchehra 
 
One day our brother from another church called us to say that a young Uzbek woman 
had been taken to the hospital with severe injuries. The next day my wife and I, along 
with that brother went to the hospital to visit her. But, when the brother, (who worked in 
the hospital), went up to the third floor to get permission from her for us to visit, she 



 

 

was not in her room. No one knew where she was. Three times they went up to her 
room and they couldn’t find her. We waited more than an hour for her. The fourth time 
we left a note with our phone number. When we returned home she called. Feruza 
talked with her and she was very glad and surprised that absolute strangers visited 
her. She was in one of the neighboring rooms charging her phone when we were 
looking for her. The next week we went to visit her again and this time we found her. Of 
course, she was too young to die. We had a really good talk with her. She told us 
about everything that had happened to her. She was working together with her 
husband at a car wash, earning not bad money. They lived well and were starting to 
dream about having a family. But one day…   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

We found work. After some time my husband started to drink vodka. He started 
to become jealous about me, but I never gave him a reason in any place or with 
anyone. I’m not that kind of person. It was just that coworkers and clients treated me 
politely. Our boss was an Armenian; he was a good man. I respect and love my 
husband, although this is my second marriage. My husband is a good man.   
 

One day my husband, Aibek, came to me at work, very drunk, asking for money 
for vodka. I told him, “You’re already drunk, why do you want to drink more?” He 
started to get agitated. I reminded him that we needed to save money for the family, as 
we had planned. He didn’t want to listen and started to yell at me, making accusations 
that I was seeing someone. And I also started to shout at him that this was nonsense 
and that I wouldn’t give him the money. He said, “That’s it! I’m leaving for Moscow!” I 
asked him, “Why? You don’t need to go to Moscow.” The boss and the workers also 
started to try to persuade him to stay and to continue to work.  Answering me he said, 
“There are your suitors trying to get me to stay. I won’t stay with them - you stay with 
them.” I was hurt and sad that he would leave. What was I going to do? I tried to stop 
him but to no avail. He left and stood by the garbage cans, near the car wash, turned 



 

 

back and looked at me. I was glad that he stopped. He looked at me and called. I ran 
to him and when I approached he pulled out a knife and stuck it a few times in my 
belly. I could not defend myself. It was so fast, I didn’t know what to do next.  
 

At that moment I was very frightened and in that state of mind, I ran for help. I 
was crying out, “He’s killing me!” I didn’t feel pain but I felt a great fear. It was good that 
our boss, heard me and in a second ran to me. He was in shock along with the others 
that I was bloody and a horror. Then he quickly began to try to persuade drivers to take 
me to the hospital. The first and second driver did not want to take me in this 
state. Thank God that the third driver agreed after the boss scared him by saying that if 
he didn’t drive me to the hospital he would go to the police. And my husband was 
standing there, not knowing what to do next. When we sat down in the car, I was 
holding my stomach, covered in blood. “Is this really the end? Am I really dying?” Then 
I felt a strong pain and started to lose consciousness, and I ceased to hear the loud 
conversations in the car.  

 

When they brought me in to the hospital, I woke up. I remember that 
Aibek cried out to the whole hospital, and said that he did it, and asked for someone to 
quickly provide assistance. He cried and asked my pardon, and blamed himself. I 
was half dead, and said something to him. I remember asking the doctors to 
quickly give me an anesthetic that would remove the pain. Then they took me to the 
operating room. They called the police about Aibek. Then I do not 
remember. After surgery, the doctors said that if we had been even 10 minutes later, it 
all would have been useless. I had been stabbed four times; one of them went into 
the liver. As for Aibek, he will stay in police custody until I am discharged from the 
hospital and then he will be tried in court.  
 

Every day, I submitted to medical tests, and all the tests came back with poor 
results. They said that my liver was not working properly. My health began to 
deteriorate. It impacted my emotions. I couldn’t inform my parents or my relatives 
about what was going on, as I didn’t want them to get concerned about it. It was just 
eight months after our marriage. I had one son from my first marriage and my parents 
were elderly. If something should happen suddenly to me, what then would happen? 
The horror of the situation took hold of me. How terrible. Within three or four days, 
I lost all hope of life. 
 

After I received your book and note, (Saifulla & Feruza’s- trans.), the hope that I 
would live appeared again. Because you wrote: "God doesn’t only want to heal   
you from the outside, but, He also wants to from the inside.” Who were these people to 
visit me? I do not know them. Even my acquaintances don’t know what has happened 
to me and don’t visit. Strange.  
 



 

 

The doctors said that it was urgently necessary to have another operation. 
Without it there would be no hope, and I gave my consent to it.  The operation took 
place - it was difficult and took three hours and they kept records. Again they took an 
analysis and again all the tests came back with poor results. I became sick again. A 
week passed and the whole disease progressed and I lost a lot of weight. Every day I 
got worse and worse. They forbade me to eat, and I could only suck water through a 
cheesecloth. I was moved to the intensive care unit. I was so thirsty, my throat was 
dry. I asked them to give me some water. They put a wet cloth in my mouth. I 
quickly sucked it and was again thirsty. So many times I said,  “Give me water, give me 
water!”  And the answer was: “You can’t have it.” I lost my voice, and I was not very 
audible to them. They told me that everything is going from bad to worse. 
 

Once at midnight, until about two o’clock, I could not sleep and could not feel my 
hands and feet. Suddenly I came out of the body and someone began to lift me up. I 
did not see who held me, but I felt that this was God. We quickly began to climb 
upward, so that the stars, sun, moon and lightning, remained below. We ascended to 
heaven. And there was beauty - everything very beautiful. I had never seen such 
beauty. Suddenly, in front of me, opened some kind of mountain. I thought, Now I’ll see 
God - but I didn’t. There was only a voice speaking to me. I began to plead 
with Him, “Lord, I am not ready to come to You now. Give me another chance. I have 
a young son and old parents; they need me. Do not take me, please. I did not know 
you well, Lord. Teach me, so that I would live for You. Give me, Lord, another 
chance.”  

 

He tells me: “Calm down! I'll give you a chance to be my daughter, to live. But, 
before you come back, I want to show paradise and hell.” 

 

 His voice was not male or female. And in heaven everything is beautiful. I 
cannot describe it. Trees, gardens and flowers are wonderful. The most important 
thing was that all men were happy and they had no reason whatever to be unhappy. I 
wanted so much to stay there. Then we were in hell. The horror - the people from the 
fire were horrific and scorched. The atmosphere was unbearable. Such a strong thirst, 
so that the whole body feels it. People asked for water, “Give us water, give us water,” 
and there was no water to give them. In order to quench their thirst, they placed some 
pebbles in their mouth but it didn’t satisfy their thirst. God said, “There is no water 
here.” Then the Lord gave me to feel this thirst. I began to feel this great thirst - such a 
thirst that we do not have on earth. It is so much more, I simply cannot explain it. It was 
very painful.  

 

 Then I asked God if it was possible to see dear ones who had died. He said, 
“That is not permitted.” There were even more things I wanted to ask God about, but I 
was afraid. After all that, He said to me, “I give you another chance; but know that your 
prayer is the key to get into heaven. Be kind to people.” 



 

 

 

We started to return below. Again, the same sun, moon, stars and lightning 
passed by instantly.  I returned to the body and came to life. I saw that my 
hands and feet worked, my voice returned, and I felt OK. How long I wasn’t in the 
body I do not know, but my thirst remained the same. I pulled both hands that were 
tied to the bed, and removed the equipment inserted in my mouth because it bothered 
me a lot. I shouted, “Give me water, give me water!” and a nurse came running to me 
and said, “You’re back, Gulya. How are you?” They saw that I had removed 
the devices and said, “What did you do? You can’t do that!” In response, I said, “I’m 
healthy; they aren’t needed.” Surprised with this response, they quickly brought me 
water and I quenched my thirst. When they arrived, the doctors were surprised and did 
not believe what they heard and saw. Then I was sent back to a hospital room. I was 
really hungry because I hadn’t eaten anything for thirteen days. They fed me. Every 
day, my tests were clear, and the liver began to normalize. Thank God! 
 

 After a second meeting with her, our contact was broken. We didn’t know 
what happened to her. They thought that she had already left, or something else. The 
only thing we could do for her was just to pray. But later the phone rang, and there she 
was – Gulchehra. Feruza talked to her a lot, and more interestingly she said that after 
the hospital she was going to come to us, to live for some time. Thank 
God! We immediately agreed with this suggestion.   
 

 Dear friends, Jesus continues His work, for more than two thousand years. We’ll 
tell you more about how God is working in Gulchehra’s life and in ours in our next 
letter. We want to thank you for the ministers of encouragement, together with us. 
 Glory to Him! Our prayers and every effort for each other act as pillars of support. We 
desire that you not forget about us and remember us in you 
prayers. Especially for Gulchehra - she needs your prayers, though this, she does not 
know. 
 
      On behalf of OM Russia and the Central Asian church in Novosibirsk. Saifullah. 
 
 
 
 

 


