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”Truly I say to you, as you did it to one of the least  
of these my brothers, you did it to me.” 

 
On February 24, 2022, the Russo-Ukrainian conflict, which started back in 2014 by Russia’s aggression escalated and at 
around 5:00am Ukrainian time, Russia conducted bomb attacks on Kijów region. With so many of you, we were stunned 
with disbelief and horror that something like this could happen in our time. We are reminded in Matthew’s Gospel (5:14-
16), "You are the light of the world. Your light must shine before others, that they may see your good deeds and glorify 
your heavenly Father." When we let our light shine, we do not give glory to ourselves, we give glory to God and inspire 
others to do so as well. As neighbors of our brothers and sisters in Ukraine, many of our GO students, along with their 
families and friends have been making a difference by doing whatever they could to help the Ukrainian refugees who 
have come to their countries. We invite you to read their personal testimonies and we appreciate your prayers for the 
people of Ukraine and for our GO students, GO alumni, their families and friends. 

This conflict is not a minor local issue 
Agnieszka Kuszaj, Poland / GO Student 2019-2020 - Cotter High School, NE 
 

Most of my experiences come from the border. I have a basic level 
medical training, so me and my friends with similar qualifications went 
to Medyka border crossing and set up a first-aid point there. It is 
working non-stop almost since the beginning of the conflict-we were 
one of the first volunteer groups on the site there. I spent cumulatively 
over two weeks there but our people are there non-stop; we are 
exchanging each other. We do not only provide first aid but help out 
on the site in general, plus we organize transports of medical products 
into Ukraine.  
Other than first aid I spent there quite some time, I talked to the people…sometime it is all they need. 
I heard some blood curdling stories; I saw images that I would never forget. It is all a lot to process. It 
was especially hard when I was there at the beginning. February/March were still cold, so the state in 
which those people came to Poland were sometimes tragic. We have experience of giving CPR to 
hypothermic newborns which we didn’t even believe that will wake up anymore as they were so cold. 
We had people who couldn’t put more layers on themselves as they were too frozen to move their 

arms. Kids whose legs we had to warm before we could even asses the state of their wounded and sprained ankles (the 
first aid procedure is to cool it to reduce the swelling but there was almost no blood circulation so it had to be dealt with 
first). Terrified children that couldn’t calm down, constantly asking their parents “’Why are we sitting in this tent? We 
have to go, they are going to kill us. We have to reach somewhere safe’”.  A woman that couldn’t calm down after being 
in a crowded space after she spent the last month in a crowded bomb shelter. Adults who just got new SIM card and 
could call their families, panicking that there is no signal and no one is picking up, or connecting to the internet after 
days with no access only to see that their houses were destroyed in the last bombing.  
Something I will remember the most was meeting three girls: first two were around my age and they didn’t know where 
to go after they crossed the border. I joked that the world is their oyster right now, they can go wherever: Paris, London, 
Rome… they looked at me and asked where the closest where they can sit down and rest is. They were my age! Three 
weeks ago they were probably planning their summer trips and fancy parties on Santorini or somewhere. Now their top 
priority was to rest “wherever’. Third girl was couple weeks later. She brought her mother to our first aid point and after 
my friends were taking care of her, I brought her tea and we started to chat. I asked where she was coming from, do 
they have any plans, where are they heading. She looked at me and said that she is - she was - from Mariupol. She was 
born and raised there but she doesn’t know if she can say it anymore as the city basically does not exist anymore. 
There are many other people that will stay in my head forever… lady without any belongings who just took her sons and 
ran to the border because Russian soldiers did not allow them to take anything. A boy who silently typed in google 
translate that he is grateful for our help and that I would be the most welcome in Charkow after the war is over to thank 
me and my friends properly. Toddlers without gloves, people with stress-related epilepsy attacks… 
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My school is a private catholic school ruled by sisters of the Holy Family of Nazareth in Warsaw, and it is a boarding 
school so it created the possibility for Ukrainian refugees to study and live there for free. It offers support to their 
families and also creates safe space for them. Additionally my school helps to organize collections and sends donations 
to Ukraine. One of my classmates is from Ukraine and she organizes deliveries of collected items to Kijów, from where 
they are distributed to those in need. Additionally one of our younger students went to the front with her mother to 
help the soldiers and our school also helped to organize a collection of needed things. Additionally, yesterday it hosted a 
president of Hungary who came to show her support and talk to the refugee students. 
I had my 19th birthday yesterday so my girlfriends organized a picnic for me. As we were walking to the park, I was 
talking to a girl from Ukraine that I mentioned before, the one who organized deliveries to Kijów. As we were walking we 
saw chalk markings on the path walk, you know, the ones that kids do while playing hare and hounds (this is a dictionary 
translation). I mean the game in which one group is hiding and leaving like arrows or other clues for another group to 
found them. I ignored them but she got pale immediately. After a while she realized what it is and kept walking again.  
After I asked what happened she explained that similar markings are used by the soldiers to mark a place for a bomb to 
drop so she got scared.  
This conflict is not a minor local issue. Experts estimate that it is going to last at least the whole next year. Ukraine fights 
with all their power and Russia just sent its army. Putin may have lost couple high tech tanks, but he has millions of 
citizens that could be mobilized. International response is not sufficient- the situation is similar to 1938-1939, when 
everyone tried to appease Hitler instead of stop him, believing that he will get some land and stop on his own- we all 
know how it ended. And everyone in eastern Europe knows that Russia won’t settle for less than they believe they 
deserve which is Baltic and post-soviet states. We’ve been through too much with them during history to believe they’ll 
stop easily. It’s been over 80 days of conflict right now, more than 3 million refugees fled to Poland; Russian soldiers do 
massive genocide and war crimes (google Bucha massacre) and devastated cities especially in eastern parts of Ukraine. 
Cities like Mariupol are completely destroyed and also civilians are being targeted.  
Polish people are doing everything they can to help as much as we can. Our politicians are trying to wake up European 
governments to take action, our people are opening their homes to the refugees (fun fact, there is not one refugee 
camp for Ukrainians in Poland. All the people had found rest in transformed schools, free hotel rooms, and individual 
people’s homes) supporting them as much as we can. Please keep praying for everyone, especially for aggressors to stop 
their invasion and for the strength of refugees and those helping them.  
 
Love one another the way He has loved us  
 Ágota Mihálffy, Hungary / 2017-2018 GO Student – Skutt High School, NE 
Both of my sisters got married last year, leaving an empty bedroom behind at our house. The day after Russia invaded 
Ukraine, I asked my Mom if we could offer the spare room to someone in need. Turns out that she and my younger 
brother had both thought of the same thing, so it was an easy answer. My Mom works at Catholic university in 
Budapest. The school's administration sent out an email to their partner school, the Ukrainian Catholic University (UCU), 
offering help and support. A couple of days later a teacher from UCU contacted my Mom, and three days later Nataliya 
and her Mother, Irina made the journey from Lviv to Budapest.  
All of the sudden these women that we had never met before became part of our family. It was a strange but familiar 
feeling, a sort of deja vu. Five years ago, in 2017, my host family opened their home and their hearts and let me become 
part of their family. This time, I was on the other side of the story, welcoming two strangers into our home. I was so 
happy we could help them, but also heartbroken seeing their pain. Most of all, I was amazed by their strength. I 
remember thinking that if I had to go through the things that they had, I couldn't be as optimistic as they were. Of 
course not all days were the same. Some days they were cheerful and talkative, we taught each other words in our 
languages, cooked together and talked about everyday things. Other days, when we got bad news, they'd stay in their 
room. It was a strange period, because neither of us knew how long they would stay. Eventually we just got used to the 
new norm. They came to our family gatherings, attended my musical's premiere, and helped out around the house. They 
volunteered at the refugee center, and became active members of the Ukranian Greek Catholic community. Irina would 
cook us delicious meals and she became my second Grandma, always making sure I ate and slept enough. Both Irina, 
who is a biochemist, and Nataliya, who is a teacher, got jobs at the same university my Mom works at. In an 
extraordinary situation, things started to feel normal again. 
After five months of living with us, in July they suddenly decided to return home. Although we were surprised, we 
completely understood their decision. They felt terribly homesick, and since their hometown, Lviv, stayed relatively safe 
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from the war, they decided to go back. When I drove them to the train station, I made them promise that if things got 
worse, they would come back, and we also agreed that once it's all over, we'll visit them in Lviv. 
To me, the story of Nataliya and Irina is deeply intertwined with the story of my host family. My host Father's Mother, 
Maria was born in Hungary, but they had to flee the country after the failed revolution against the Soviets. In 1956 she 
was a refugee running from Russian tanks. She ended up finding a new home in the United States, thanks to the 
kindness of an American family who sponsored her family. In 2017, Maria's son and his wife showed me the same 
kindness and love when they invited me to become a part of their lives. In 2022, Nataliya and Irina had to leave their 
home behind the same way Maria had six decades before. My parents, brother and I had the chance to pay forward the 
kindness my host family had shown me. I am eternally grateful that we were able to do that. Jesus tells us to love one 
another the way He has loved us.  
God is the source of all the love that has been passed down to me throughout the generations. I hope that by sharing 
our story, I can inspire others to do the same, and pass on the love and kindness they'd been given to everyone, 
especially to those who need it the most.  
 
Hosting Ukrainian Refugees in a Catholic Seminary 

Valentín Harničár, Slovakia, 2015-2016 GO Student is currently a seminarian in St. Charles Borromeo 
Seminary, Košice, Slovakia 

On February 24th, 2022, began something that many of us never thought could happen again in a civilized world: a 
massive unprovoked invasion of a peaceful European country. The Russian armed forces deliberately attacked Ukraine 
with the aim of eventual conquest. Even though the Russian-Ukrainian war had been developing since 2014, beginning 
with the annexation of the Crimea Peninsula, almost nobody assumed such a widespread attack.  Neither did we - the 
seminarians of St. Charles Borromeo Seminary in Košice, Slovakia. On that day, I thought I had awakened to a regular 
Thursday, yet after our daily morning prayer routine, I found out that that Thursday wasn't going to be just like any 
other. In fact, that was the day when much changed for us and when our new "mission" started. 
Soon after the outbreak of the war, many Ukrainians had to flee from their homes bringing along just a few necessary 
items. Noticing more people carrying their luggage throughout the city, especially at the train station, the superiors of 
our seminary, along with our archbishop, decided that we would make use of our accommodations to their maximum 
capacity, so as to provide immediate shelter for as many refugees as possible. In the first weeks of the war, we were 
able to shelter as many as seventy people at once - students, families and elderly people. Later on, our superiors made 
the decision of hosting only the most vulnerable - mothers with their children. The seminary, being part of a larger 
complex of ecclesiastical institutions and therefore having a larger canteen, provided not only accommodation, but also 
free food for all the refugees. 
The mission of us seminarians was to be some kind of "staff" that was in charge of all necessary tasks that arose those 
days, such as preparing rooms, receiving supplies, moving them all around the place, registering and keeping track of 
refugees coming in and out, communicating with various facilities that were offering help, etc. Also, a no less important 
task was just being there for those who needed someone that would listen to them. There was much work that needed 
to be done those days, not mentioning that our lectures in school and daily program in seminary kept going, and so we 
had to split duties and make it work somehow. Our main goal was to provide a safe “harbor” for those who had no place 
to go, at least in the first days of the conflict. Those first days were quite hectic, and people were frightened because 
nobody really knew what was to be expected and what was going to happen. For many refugees, the seminary was just 
a stop on their way because they were waiting for relatives or friends to come to pick them up. Others decided to return 
home to Ukraine after making sure that their home area was relatively safe. Some, though, had no place to go, no 
relatives in the West to come to pick them up or no home to go back to. These people have found our seminary to 
become their temporary home. It is mostly they whom we take care of now - several months after the start of the 
invasion. Our task in helping these women who have been staying with us long-term is to assist them in searching for 
jobs, so they could earn some money besides that received from the government, and to enroll their children in schools 
so that they could continue in their education as much as possible. 

Though the situation of the refugees arriving in our seminary has been rather tragic, there has been something 
positive to be learned from this experience. For instance, how fundamental it is to be thankful for living in peace, 
which is never a sure thing to be counted on. Another one was learning how normal it should be for us to be 
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Thank you for your prayers  
 

welcoming and humane towards all who cross our paths and are in some need of help. Moreover, seeing families 
being separated made me ponder once again what a blessing it is to have a complete family and how wonderful it is  

to enjoy such an ordinary thing as a dinner together. Looking 
back, I dare to say that the tragic situation of our Ukrainian 
brothers and sisters has been a great opportunity for most of us 
to work on our human formation, an essential part of our 
formation as seminarians as we prepare ourselves for the 
priesthood. A situation such as this one requires a lot of 
teamwork and prayer and that eventually strengthened our 
bonds and helped our seminarian community grow. Personally, 
this experience has also reminded me of the fundamental 
thoughts that Global Outreach Catholic Exchange Program is 
built on and that I learned throughout my GO Year: that the best  

way to act as a young Catholic servant leader and to build a civilization of love is through selfless Christian service 
towards those in need. 
In addition, it has been a joy to hear children’s laughter on the corridors of our seminary, to play with them and to see 
them grow - matters not so typical for a Catholic seminary. 
Finally, let us hope and pray that this awful war will soon come to its end and that peace will be restored in Europe, in 
the world, but particularly in people's hearts. 
 
 
 

Global Outreach established its partnership with a school in Ukraine beginning in 2019.  
 The first GO Student from Ukraine was accepted for the 2020-2021 GO program year.   

Due to the COVID-19 pandemic, the 2020-2021 program was postponed.   
Global Outreach has been blessed to be able to welcome, to-date,   

two (2) young ladies from Ukraine beginning with the 2021-2022 program year. 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

  


