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PROLOGUE: MIRCEA’S STORY

Prologue: Mircea’s story

Mircea Detesan was a native of Turda, a town just
south of the Transylvanian capital, Cluj. He had
come to Christ at an early age, growing in faith

and devotion to the Lord in the heart of the Communist
era. As an adult, he became an influential Christian leader,
known for his refusal to compromise on spiritual issues.
His reputation and influence brought him under the
scrutiny of the local secret police (Securitate). They prevented him, like so
many others, from obtaining an apartment for himself, his wife Mioara,
and their two young children. Mircea asked his superior when he might
receive a salary increase so that he could afford an apartment for his
family. The boss replied that Mircea must first “give up preaching the
gospel.” This was punishment for Mircea’s refusal to join the Communist
Party. The authorities forced Mircea and his family to live in one cramped
room in his parents’ tiny apartment. This continued for years while
Mircea quietly, but selflessly, served God’s church and spread the gospel.
Like many other believers, he was a tireless laborer who took great
personal risks for the cause of Christ. He was well acquainted with the
dangers, but persevered in his life’s calling, entrusting all things to the
Lord.

In 1987, Romanians secretly began to whisper about the winds of change
in other Communist countries. The Romanian regime, fearful of similar
manifestations occurring in its own country, focused greater attention on
the defiant Christians. The Communists had done a remarkable job of
creating a society bereft of trust. It is estimated that one in four Romanians
was some kind of government informer. The authorities asked Mircea to
become such an informer, but he categorically refused. From then on, they
and government informers routinely watched, followed, and reported on
all of his actions. Finally, one day in late October 1989, the Securitate came
for Mircea in his apartment room.

Two men took Mircea by car to the secret police headquarters
downtown. In a small room there, the Securitate officers told Mircea, in no
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uncertain terms, that he was now to use his influence and knowledge of the
“movement” as an informer against other Christian leaders. Mircea
replied that he could never do such a thing. Upon hearing his refusal, the
mood of his hosts turned menacing. They assured Mircea that he would in
fact inform for them or face dire consequences. For the moment, those
consequences remained undisclosed, but there was no mistaking the
interrogators’ meaning. Mircea clung to the truth found in Matthew
10:19–20: “But when they arrest you, do not worry about what to say or
how to say it. At that time you will be given what to say, for it will not be
you speaking, but the Spirit of your Father speaking through you.”

As usual, the process began with a demand that Mircea write out a
declaration full of lies, dictated by the interrogators. Mircea refused. The
chief interrogator repeated the demand. Again Mircea refused to conform.
Soon another man entered the room. He bound Mircea with his hands
behind his back and made him lie on his stomach on the floor. The chief
officer produced a hard rubber truncheon. He stood over Mircea, pulling
his arms back in order to cause extreme pain, and repeated the demand.
This time the officer asserted that if he did not comply immediately,
Mircea would never again see his family. In agony from the strain on his
arms and shoulders, Mircea replied through gritted teeth that he would not
become an informer.

The officer began yelling and took off Mircea’s shoes. He bound Mircea
at the ankles, hoisted up his legs, and bent his back in an unnatural arc,
causing excruciating pain. This made breathing almost impossible. The
officer began to whip viciously the bottom of Mircea’s feet with the rubber
baton. Mircea felt searing pain rip through his body. He could only
manage shallow breaths due to the restraints that constricted his
breathing. With the next blow came the threat that they would kill Mircea
if he did not comply. The assailant paused as if to allow him finally to
acquiesce. Slowly Mircea craned his neck to address his attacker who
stood leering over him. Mircea managed to say, “You might as well go
ahead and kill me; I will never agree to do what you are demanding.”
(Nowhere in Matthew 10 are we told that the divinely given words will
come without a cost.) At this, the officer resumed beating Mircea’s bare
feet with even heavier blows, bringing beads of sweat to the torturer’s
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forehead. Aware of the clock on the wall, Mircea knew that the beating
went on for some fifty minutes. At some point the hail of blows ceased.
Semi-conscious, Mircea was only vaguely cognizant of the officer’s
departure from the room. He would return to administer a similar beating
four more times that evening. Desperate to protect himself, Mircea tried
unsuccessfully to curl his now badly swollen feet under his body. At one
point he cried out, “Stop beating me like an animal! You have the power to
kill me … I will never give you what you want! Kill me, but I will not deny
the truth!”

The officer handcuffed him to the table leg and again left the room.
During this respite, Mircea meditated on his present predicament and
immediate future. He prayed, “I thank You, Lord, that I am counted
worthy to suffer for Your name. I am ready to meet You, Lord. I only ask
that You take care of my wife and children.” A strong feeling that it was a
blessing and a privilege to die for the Lord filled Mircea. The final beating
stopped at 8:30 p.m. At that same hour, Mircea’s church had gathered and
was holding a prayer vigil to lift him up before the Lord.

Mircea’s father, a non-believer and devout member of the Communist
Party, came to the police headquarters to inquire after his son. He pled
with the tormentors, trying to appeal to any sense of humanity in them.
Not surprisingly, the entreaty fell on deaf ears and hardened hearts.

At midnight, three officers again entered Mircea’s room, one of whom
was the regional head of security. They proceeded to warn Mircea, on pain
of death, to tell no one about what had taken place. Mircea was then free to
go, at least for the moment. Outside the police station, the city was dark.
There were no taxis, buses, or trams running. Barefoot and wobbly,
Mircea struggled to walk on his severely battered and swollen feet. He
gingerly ambled to the adjacent park, taking a shortcut home. He was soon
crawling on hands and knees due to the unbearable pain. He expected the
authorities to follow him now that they had seen him leaving the police
station alive.

Extremely slowly, Mircea made his way over the bridge beyond the
park. It would take more than three hours for him to cover a distance that
was normally no more than a twenty-minute stroll. Eventually, Mircea
arrived home to his family, who were beside themselves with worry. Once
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inside their small room, he related all that had happened, adding the
warning to tell no one.

Later that day, three officers again came to the house to take Mircea in
for further “questioning.” One of them had a gun. The second of the three
was a heavy-set colonel, a high-school chum of Mircea’s father. The third
officer also knew his father from their days together at university. While
Mircea dressed to be taken away, he told his father what had been done to
him the night before. The colonel flatly denied this when pressed by
Mircea’s father. “No one touched him,” was the officer’s retort. Mircea,
however, had shown his father the telltale marks on his feet and body.

Within minutes, Mircea was back in the same tiny room at headquarters
and seated on a chair. The colonel proceeded to beat Mircea on the head.
Then came the all-too-real threat, “I will crush your head and splatter your
brains on the wall! We will kill you—you will not leave here alive!”

Mircea’s father went to the General Secretary, whom he knew, begging
to have the colonel stopped. The father threatened to douse himself with
gasoline and set himself ablaze right in front of the police station. Someone
made a telephone call. Soon after, Mircea was told that he was being
released. They again sternly warned him to say nothing. “You must now be
an informer,” they said, as they kicked him against the wall for added
emphasis.

The officer who had beaten Mircea on the head hissed at him, “Go, you
garbage. In less than three months you will be no more! Your wife will go to
another man and your children will be on the streets. Then you will know
that in this country there is no god but the Communist government!” Little
did he know that revolution would soon break out in Romania. The
military would catch and arrest Ceausescu on December 22 and summarily
execute him on Christmas Day.

In the months following the 1989 revolution, the newly appointed
Department of Human Rights called on Mircea. They brought before the
tribunal the three Securitate officers who had brutally tortured him. The
officer who had beaten Mircea knelt before him on his knees and begged
forgiveness. He was facing prison for his crimes. Mircea asked that the
accused stand. He then reminded the miscreant of his insistence that
Communism was the only god in Romania. Mircea now asked him to
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respond to a question, loudly, so all could hear: “Who is God in Romania?”
There was a short pause before the accused replied, “Mr. Detesan, your
God is the real God in Romania.” Even so, Mircea knew that his former,
now fallen, tormentor was not speaking from the heart.

They brought in the officer who had beaten the soles of Mircea’s feet.
They read a formal declaration of accusations against him. The judge now
assured Mircea that at his word, he would condemn the man to seven years
in prison. Mircea declared to all those assembled that he could not
condemn the man. He had chosen forgiveness instead. He only asked that
the government never again give him a similar position of authority.
Perplexed, the judge insisted, “You have nothing to fear; there can be no
reprisal. Just say the word and this court will condemn him. This is your
chance for revenge.” Mircea repeated the fact that he forgave the man.
Now bewildered, the judge pressed, “Give me a reason why you would
forgive this man.”

Mircea shared that he was a preacher of the gospel of Jesus Christ. The
gospel compelled believers to forgive their enemies. Mircea explained, “I
preach forgiveness from Scripture. If I do not also live it in my life then my
preaching is worthless.” Mircea then quoted from Colossians 3:13: “…
forgive whatever grievances you may have against one another … Forgive
as the Lord forgave you.” Mircea concluded, saying, “Jesus forgave. Paul
forgave. I must also forgive.” Stunned and incredulous, the judge
confessed, “You forgive, but I could not.” The judge wanted nothing more
than to be able to condemn the criminal awaiting final verdict out in the
hall. He could not bring himself to believe that anyone could forgive such a
depraved man. Together, Mircea and the judge went out to the colonel. In
disgust, the judge told the colonel sternly, “You should take off Mircea’s
shoes and kiss the soles of his feet that you beat. I wanted you condemned
for seven years, but this man forgives you.”

Through Mircea’s act of obedient faith, the former colonel and career
criminal would go free that very day. Mircea had chosen grace. Mircea
imitated Christ through Paul’s instructions in Romans 12:17–19: “Do not
repay anyone evil for evil … Do not take revenge, my friends, but leave
room for God’s wrath, for it is written: ‘It is mine to avenge …’ says the
Lord.” If Hebrews 11 were written today, surely Mircea (and many others
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like him) would be found listed among those “whose weakness was turned
to strength” (v. 34) at the moment of testing. He would be mentioned as
having been “commended for [his] faith” (v. 39).1

It was among anointed nationals like Mircea to whom the Lord would lead
me to serve. The story that follows is how all of this came about as
Romania struggled to rise from the ashes of Communist dictatorship.
Through its telling, I have endeavored to relate the truth as objectively as
possible. My desire is to see the Lord glorified for his unfailing faithfulness
and provision on each step of the journey.

Note

1 The Lord wastes no experience. Years later, his faith strengthened by his wounds, Mircea

brought healing to pastors in Vietnam. With the country still under Communist rule today,

the authorities are able to persecute, beat, and imprison Vietnamese Christian leaders for

their faith. Because Mircea “withstood the test” under trial, he has been totally accepted by

these believers and shares a special bond of brotherhood with them. Through God’s perfect

and unseen plan, Mircea and I crossed paths. I was given the great ongoing privilege of

rendering some small service to Mircea’s ministry, as he lived to equip and disciple others

who shared his painful story.
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