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Richard Wuimbrand is a Hebrew Christian and a

Romanian evangelical pastor. He and his wife
Sabina suffered great persecution under Fascism and
Communism. Under the Communist authorities in
Romania Richard Wurmbrand spent fourteen years
in prison for his faith. He and Sabina were ultimately
rescued by the Norwegian Israeli Mission and the
Hebrew Christian Alliance.

After coming to the West the Wurmbrands were*
used by God to set up the international Christian
Mission to the Communist World, which now has
bases in many different countries.

In 1990, after the revolution in Romania which
overthrew Ceaushescu's dictatorship, Richard and
Sabina were able to return to their homeland from
which they had been banned for twenty-five years.
This book is not so much about the suffering they
found there as about the beauty which God gave to
the Romanian believers during their years of oppres-
sion.
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Introduction

A brother who had been terribly tortured by the
Communist police shared the same prison cell
with me and told the following incident:

I once saw an impressive scene in a circus. A
sharpshooter set out to demonstrate his skill. In the
arena was his wife, with a burning candle on her
head. From a distance he shot the candle so that it
fell, leaving his wife unharmed.

Later I asked her, "Were you afraid?" She
replied, "Why should I be? He aimed at the candle,
not at me."

I thought about this when I was under torture.
Why should I be afraid of the torturers? They don't
beat me. They beat my body. My "me," my real
being, is Christ. I was seated with Him in the heav-
enly places. This—my real person—could not be
touched by them.

I have lived through the years of enforced exile
with the image of such heroes of faith in my
heart. Now, on my return to my homeland, I again
found this same spirit among the Christians I met.

My purpose in writing this book is to help you
ascend to such heights.





A Prophet in Disguise

After eight years in Romanian Communist jails,
I was released, but only for a short period. I had
failed to pass the test. The Communists considered
my sermons after liberation as bad as those before
my arrest. The brainwashing to which I had been
subjected in prison had not been effective. My mind
still harbored the same "wrong" religious ideas.
There was only one solution: send me back to jail—
this time for twenty-five years, though I eventually
served only six. My total prison experience was
fourteen years.

Captain Stanciu of the Securitate (Romanian
Secret Police), who had to interrogate me when I
was arrested for the second time, was an apostate
Christian who had been brought up in the home of
devout believers. Now he jailed God's children to
convince them that they were wrong. For some
unknown reason, he was nice to me. At the risk of
losing his own liberty if overheard, he whispered to
me on the first day, "My superiors have committed
a terrible mistake in ordering your arrest. At first you
were an unknown pastor in a small church. Then we
imprisoned you for eight years and turned you into
a national figure. Now all Romanian Christians
know you, and you have become a hero in their
eyes.

"Your rearrest will make you an international fig-
ure. That was the wrong thing to do."
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Though an enemy of the gospel, he uttered a
prophecy, just like Caiaphas the high priest who sen-
tenced Jesus to death (John 11:50).

When I was freed in 1964 after my stint of four-
teen years in Communist dungeons, I was not
allowed even to attend churches. Pastors of con-
gregations where I tried to worship were threatened
by the Communists: "Don't allow Wurmbrand to
enter your building—or else!" I had no other choice
but to leave the country, which I did with my wife
Sabina and my son Mihai in December 1965.

For twenty-five years we have been forced
exiles during which time the Romanian Communists
have not ceased to denounce me in their press as
their archenemy, principally because of my books
exposing their activities and my involvement in the
Christian Mission to the Communist World. God
used me to start this mission devoted to spreading
the gospel in countries under atheist dictatorships
and to helping the persecuted. I was able to write
books that have been translated into over sixty lan-
guages. For more than two decades I have traveled
and preached the world over in the service of this
mission, which has expanded to all continents. I
have indeed become internationally known. Captain
Stanciu's prophecy has been fulfilled.

Return to Romania
I value the fellowship of brothers and sisters of all

nations and confessions, but my heart has never
ceased to yearn for my Romanian fatherland, the
country in which I had been born twice.

Patriotism is not very fashionable today. But since
Jesus taught us to love even our enemies, how can
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we do so if we don't love our own country first?
And so wherever I traveled, the heart that beat in my
breast was the bleeding heart of my country and the
oppressed Romanian church. There seemed to be no
hope of my ever seeing it again, except in heaven
where the great reunion will take place. Although we
felt no hope for this earth, my wife and I practiced
hope against hope and saw it fulfilled. In a matter of
a few days God overthrew Ceaushescu's bloody dic-
tatorship. He and his wife were killed. I could final-
ly return to my beloved country.

My lovely wife Sabina and I boarded the plane in
Zurich. We were not sure if we would be allowed to
enter the country. A few days before our departure,
the Romanian King Michael I and Queen Anna had
tried to return. Though much loved by the people,
who of course were not consulted, they had been
denied entry by the Communists. They had been
stopped at Zurich airport. The new Romanian gov-
ernment, presumed to be democratic, forbade the
King and Queen, pride of the Romanian nation, to
visit their own land in which the Communists were
intruders as puppets of the Soviet Union. (In January
1991, the Romanian government finally restored their
citizenship.) The new government, with Iliescu as
President, still consists almost entirely of
Communists—"reformed" Communists to be sure,
but still Communists. A tamed wolf is still a wolf.

A stewardess interrupted our reveries: "Will
passenger Richard Wurmbrand please identify him-
self?" My heart sank. We thought we were sure to be
asked to leave the plane.

To our great surprise and relief, unknown friends
who had heard that we would be on this jet had sent
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us a box of chocolates and a beautiful message of
encouragement.

Some two hours later we heard the almost unbe-
lievable words: "Please fasten your seatbelts and
prepare to land in Bucharest."

My granddaughter Amely once gave this expla-
nation of the city's name: "Romania is a Communist
country. If they catch you there with a Christian
BOOK, ARREST follows."

This explanation was no longer valid when we
arrived in Romania, exactly a quarter of a century
after we had left. The mission to which I belong, and
many others, now cross the border with truckloads
of Christian literature. Our organization has even
created a large printing press in Bucharest itself
where we hope very soon to produce Bibles and
other books. The printing presses themselves would
have cost us a fortune which we did not have.* But
the printing press of Germany's ruling Communist
Party went broke, and their machines were sold at
auction. We obtained first-class machinery for half
the price. Moreover, Romanian Bibles will be
printed on machines that had printed atheist litera-
ture!

We are also setting up the first Christian book-
shop and video store.

Seeing Angels and Jesus
At long last we were in Romania! Overcome by

emotion, I kissed the soil.
Later, when I returned to western Europe and

America, many people asked me about the situation
in Romania. I cannot really comment on the situation
in its totality. I can say only what I saw. The
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observer is part of the reality observed. Beauty is in
the eye of the beholder. If one has a good eye (Matt.
6:22), a dove's eye (Song 1:15), he will see things
differently from the one who looks with other eyes.

When Peter and John heard a rumor that Jesus
had risen, they immediately ran to the tomb,
entered, and saw linen and a handkerchief, nothing
else. Then they left (John 20:7). Moments later,
Mary Magdalene looked into the same tomb and
saw two angels. How come the disciples didn't see
them? But Mary Magdalene was not satisfied with
seeing angels. She thought to herself "Where there
are angels, there must be something even better."
She did no more than turn her head, but she saw the
risen One.

I went to Romania to see angels and Jesus.
They are my first love. Why should I spend time
with lesser beings? I saw angelic beings and Jesus
dwelling in the lives of His saints.

Only One Sadness—Not to Be a Saint
Twenty-five years had passed since we left

Romania A voice whispered in our ears, "Why not
give up hope? Perhaps no one will remember you."

We could hardly have anticipated the crowds that
gathered from many cities far and near to welcome
us. Our joy and astonishment knew no bounds. The
first person I saw was my former cell-mate Nicolaie
Moldovanu from the Army of the Lord, a Romanian
version of the Salvation Army, but without uniforms
and bands. We had been in the same cell in the
ancient prison in Gherla. The regime had been very
harsh. From time to time, wardens would shout,
"Everyone on the ground!" It was winter. We had no
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sweaters, let alone overcoats. The floor was cold
concrete with not even a bit of straw for warmth.

Prisoners cursed the brutality of the wardens. Not
so Moldovanu. He believed that praising God was
better than cursing Communists. With a beautiful
smile on his lips, he would say, "Let's forget our sur-
roundings. I'll sing you the song I just composed
while lying on my stomach." It was a hymn full of
joy, hope and praise, sung now in many countries.

I remember the Orthodox priest Ghiush with
whom I had been in the Jilava jail near Bucharest.
The whole prison is underground. Cows graze
over the subterranean cells.

I was then in the eighth year of my sentence, I
had grown used to everything. But one day a
whole group of newcomers, all Orthodox priests,
were brought in. From time to time, the wardens
would shout, "All priests out in the corridor!" and
would beat them.

I sat down near the priest Ghiush, whom I had
known when we were both still free. My intention
was to comfort him. "Are you sad?" I asked He lift-
ed beautiful eyes to me and replied, "I know only
one sadness: not to be a saint."

Moldovanu was the same type of man. What an
honor it was for me to receive his brotherly kiss! I
did not feel worthy to untie his shoelaces.

Holy Kisses

Many were the kisses I received at the airport. I
believe that kisses should have a much greater place
in Christ's church. Paul wrote, "Greet one another
with a holy kiss" (Rom. 16:16), not with a cold
handshake. Jesus Himself longs for our kisses.
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"Kiss the Son" wrote the psalmist (Ps. 2:12). He is
not satisfied with anything less.

One evening Jesus was at the house of a Pharisee
named Simon who had invited Him to dinner.
Doubtless, on the table were beautiful flowers,
choice foods, and wine. Jesus looked at them and
said with sadness, "I have come into your house, and
you did not give me a kiss." This was what He real-
ly desired.

In the New Testament, the word for worship in the
original Greek is proskuneo, which means a rever-
ential kiss. When Jesus was on earth, it was easy to
kiss Him. His mother Mary must have kissed Him
countless times. But how can we kiss Him now? My
wife had more kisses from me when I was in jail than
she has now. So often when I want to kiss her now,
the phone rings or I have to hurry to a meeting. But
kissing is not so much a touch between two pairs of
lips as a coming together of two loving hearts.

Unsinged by Fire
And so I was kissed by Constantin Caraman who

had been one of the main contacts of our mission
with the underground churches. It was through
him that we had channeled much relief to the fam-
ilies of those who were being persecuted.

He, too, had been in prison three times. He had
worked as a slave laborer, just like my wife, building
a canal uniting the Danube with the Black Sea. What
a place of cruelty that had been! A prisoner was
caught stealing twenty onions which he intended to
share with others to enable them to swallow the taste-
less food: oats cooked in water, without salt, without
fat. The guard gave the prisoner a choice: twenty-five
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lashes on the soles of his feet or eating the onions
without salt or bread. He chose the latter. Tears
streamed from his eyes which swelled and made him
look like a frog. In the end, he fell into convulsions.

Another time, a convoy of women prisoners were
being driven from their barracks to their place of
work. On the way, they saw a dog's corpse. One
woman smashed its head with a stone, then others
jumped on it to eat its brain, so great was the hunger
for protein.

In the USSR horses were used to carry wagon
loads of stone. Prisoners picked worms from their
excrement and washed them. Again, valuable protein.

I looked at the shining face of Caraman, former
slave laborer. He had a triumphant, loving smile on
his lips. Observing him, one would never guess what
he had passed through.

In ancient Babylon, three Jewish youths who had
been thrown into a fiery furnace because they
refused to bow down to an idol emerged without
even the smell of fire on them. So it was with
Caraman and a host of other former prisoners I met.

A Convicted Pickpocket
There was Brother X. I would not have recog-

nized him after twenty-five years, but he reminded
me who he was: a former pickpocket with whom I
had been in jail. He had been won for Christ when I
preached in a cell full of common prisoners about
Jesus' love for thieves.

Far from loathing them, Jesus went so far as to
compare Himself with a thief who comes at night
when the residents of the house would not expect
him. Even more, He uses thieves as models for hon-


