Springwood Chapel
Romanian Evangelistic Medical Mission
Beiuş, Romania

March 2007

DAY 1

March 3

Our small group of eight (Ed, Lynna, and Jessica Ross, Joan Shirey, Ed and Betty Emminger, Carolyn Martin, and Jill Carter) met at Springwood Chapel, LOADED a van with our luggage, and headed to Dulles Airport.  Most of us carried two large suitcases – one with our own things, and one with donations of clothing, food items, and supplies for the REMM ministry.
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We had some minor complications at the airport (it was my first international flight!) but eventually got on our plane with all our luggage and set off for Europe!


The plane was a bit older, and very uncomfortable.  It was an eight-hour flight to Frankfort, Germany.  The seats were very high, so I couldn’t see the in-flight movie, and sleep was almost impossible.  Mom took a sleeping pill, but it didn’t work until close to the end of the flight.  We had to help her off the plane, and they whisked her away in an airport cart to the next gate.  She has no recollection of our connection in Germany.  (

Our flight to Budapest was cancelled (no flight attendants?!)  But we were able to get another, later flight.  It gave us an extra hour to collect ourselves and get mom around the airport.

DAY 2

March 4


The plane to Budapest was smaller, and much more comfortable.  After such a long flight across the Atlantic, this trip seemed so much faster!

I was finally in Eastern Europe!  The landscape fascinated me, with the green rolling hills, and red-roofed houses.







Pastor Rick Iglesias from Minnesota met us at the airport and took us to our VW van and trailer that would haul us into Romania.  Rick has made over 40 voyages to Romania, and was able to adopted a son, Mihai, before international adoptions were closed.  He is on board of the REMM organization.


Our bus driver, Seani, helped us load up our luggage, and then we were off!  Through the streets of Hungary!
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The landscape reminded me a lot of rural Pennsylvania, so the most intriguing thing was the differences in architecture.  The houses are very colorful, and all have a neat little fence around them.  It was fun to see all the different styles, shapes, sizes and colors of the fences.
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We stopped at a gas station with a HUGE price…  Hungarian forints are only equal to about 0.00543 of a U.S. dollar.  Everything had a big price tag!  This gas was only $1.61, but it’s per liter, and still much more expensive than gas ever was in the United States.





We finally made it to the Romanian border, and stopped to have our passports checked.  Rick had some interesting stories about border-patrol troubles, but we passed through without problems.  Waiting in the van while foreign men investigate your passport is still a nervous experience.


Crossing into Romania, you notice a few differences.  The language, first of all.  Romanian is a Latin-based romance language, so it’s a bit more familiar than the gibberish of Hungarian.  Not that I understood any of it, anyway!


The houses are still very colorful, but the gates that surround them are much taller.  We went through numerous villages with houses close to the street, and an occasional horse-drawn cart.




We slept periodically, and argued much about the time (the clock in the bus was wrong, our watches weren’t synchronized, and daylight savings time isn’t a factor in Europe).  The drive was about six hours.
FINALLY we arrived in Beiuş!  The trees are trimmed like chicken legs, and the trunks are painted white.  Some speculate it’s for easier vision at night (true, the Romanians like to drive on the sidewalk!) though I learned later it is a pesticide.






Most of the houses are surrounded by tall gates and fences, with a courtyard inside.  There are stray dogs everywhere – so cute!

We stayed at the housing next to Ana’s parents and the medical clinic.  I was so relieved to finally be at our destination, I leapt off the bus and kissed the building!  So much traveling!




This is the inner courtyard where we stayed.  Ana’s mother, Buna cooked our delicious meals.  To the left is the dining room, bathrooms, and main house where we stayed.




Up the stairs are the “single women’s” sleeping quarters, where Joan, Carolyn, Jill, and I slept.  No hot water, but we made do.  (
We were in Beiuş no more than ten minutes when mom started screaming “There’s Elmo!!!”  She found an Elmo already???  Finally I saw her joy – the furniture factory down the street, which became known as the Elmo Building, or simply Elmo.




Wherever we went, when we saw Elmo, we knew we were almost “home”.




And here is Super Pickle in front of the medical clinic.  The building was built by missions teams and provides health care for the poor.  Visiting doctors on teams volunteer their time to see the patients.
Beiuş sits on the Crişul Negru, the Black River.  It’s not very clean, there’s a lot of litter, but it’s in Europe, so I loved it.  There is a town park there, and REMM has built a coffeehouse, The Bridge, as a ministry to the community.  It’s an AWESOME place for young people to gather for a coffee, soda, or a GOOD pastry.  (  Upstairs is overflow living quarters for missions teams.  The team from Wyoming, who were out for the night in a different village, stayed there.




 HYPERLINK "http://photo.xanga.com/RomanianMissions/4d129113116299/photo.html" \t "_blank" 
[image: image16.jpg]







 HYPERLINK "http://photo.xanga.com/RomanianMissions/5122f113116528/photo.html" \t "_blank" 
[image: image18.jpg]




We had an amazing dinner that hit the spot!  Most meals included soup, bread and some main dish.  It felt so good after all the traveling!  We settled into our rooms, cleaned up, and went to sleep.

DAY 3
March 5

Every morning we ate breakfast together with our Wyoming teammates: 
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L-R sitting is Seani and Tim, and standing R-L is Kent, Laurie and Virgil.

Breakfast begins around 8 am and afterward we have a bible study until about 9:30.  Then it’s time to get to work!  Some went to sort food, clothing and supplies for the Agape runs to the poor families.


Rick, Tim, Laurie, Carolyn, Joan, Betty, myself, and a translator (John?) went to the local elementary school to do “VBS”.




The first class we visited was Catrina’s.  She is a teacher at the school as well as a partner in the REMM organization.  We were well received and thoroughly enjoyed our visit.  Tim told the story of David and Goliath, and chose kids to come up and help act out the story.
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Catrina, her class, student participation, and “Goliath”.

Then Tim played a song on his harmonica (the kids LOVED it), and much to their joy, we gave them each their own little harmonica.  Tim taught them how to play (its not very easy thru a translator!) and Rick wrote a notation on the board.  In a few minutes we had a little harmonica orchestra playing “Jesus Loves Me”.
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We planned on maybe two classes, but as we went thru the school, word got out, and everyone wanted us to come to their class.  An emergency run was made back to the Bridge to get more harmonicas, and we continued the lessons to several more classes.


The kids were great…like typical schoolchildren in America, very excited to have visitors.  They waved in the halls and smiled at us, played their harmonicas on the playground... the boys were up and out, while the girls waited patiently and neatly copied down the notation so they could learn the song at home.  One little girl proudly came up to us the next day and played the whole song by herself.  She’d been practicing!




This teacher was great.  She copied the notation for the kids and had us write down the words in English to Jesus Loves Me.  She REALLY wanted to learn it, and was excited to teach everyone else!

So the morning went by in a glorious flash.  We went back to the house for lunch (all meals were eaten together), to regroup, chatter about the morning, and gear up for the afternoon.

After lunch we took a drive up to the mountains, about an hour, to the village of Tinca.  On the outskirts is the Gypsy community.

They have no fresh water.  Before we arrived, several children had died from health problems related to the water.  Our church has since raised funds, sent the money to Tinca, and allowed them to build a well.
As our van pulled up, the children started running, just swarming around to greet us.  Peter got off the bus and they just flocked to him, so excited.  (Someone later commented it was like seeing Jesus come into a town and having the crowds gather around)
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They waved at us on the bus, and loved having their pictures taken.

While some went to deliver the supplies to the families, some of us went into the church to entertain the children.
I played and sang some songs for them on the guitar, and they sang a few for us.  I tried to pick some that they could clap their hands to, or do some motions.  It’s hard to communicate (we had no interpreter), but as we saw all week, music is a universal language.  Everywhere we went, we'd sing back and forth, English and Romanian, never knowing what was being said (except "alleluia") but thoroughly enjoying it anyway.  Tim accompanied me with one heck of a harmonica, and we got some of our group to sing along.
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When the Agape run was done, then kids went out, and the adults came in for the evening service.  They played songs - accordion, keyboard, this weird little instrument:



(i SO want one!)

To hear them sing… so loud, so passionate, you'd never know their children just died.  You’d never know society has labeled them unclean, that they are outcasts, that they are poor and dirty.  They just praised God with all their hearts.  Beautiful.




the heater.  It gets sooo cold at night up in the mountains.  But the sky was SO CLEAR that night, you can see millions of stars, and the moon was HUGE (couldn't get a good picture).  Beautiful, beautiful night.

We went to Tinca Monday and Tuesday.  Monday, Rick preached, as well as the Pastor George from Tinca, and Tuesday night my dad preached.  Peter is an awesome interpreter.  Many people were clearly touched.  Tinca has definitely been imprinted in our hearts.
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DAY 4
March 6

The schedule was the same as the day before.  I went to the elementary school for more harmonica lessons and the others did projects - put up equipment in the back yard of the Bridge (trampoline, volleyball net, extended fence to catch said volleyball)
DAY 5
March 7

We sent a group to the schools again for VBS, but since I’d weaseled out of working thus far, I decided to go to the Bridge and help finish their projects.  Dad and Virgil finished the fence... I was the wire wench - holding up the fence while they secured it, handing them pliers, wires, cutters, etc. and ran in to get them drinks.  And I took a lot of pictures.  Peter came out and gave me some flower seeds to plant along the fence.  (They’d weeded the day before).  The garden was full of tiny little spiders, and somehow I was able to dig holes and plant flowers.  That’s right, people!  I, JESS, worked side-by-side with foreign spiders.  How I managed to believe Peter when he said "they won't hurt you", I don't know.... I was pretty impressed with myself!



 




 

 

 


I started getting an artistic flair with my photography… a trampoline and chicken wire fence are just so inspiring, you know?  Check out that blue sky!  The day was gorgeous and warm – almost 70*F.  



 


I commandeered the ladder to get some shots of the rooftops.

After the work was done, we got lunch.  On the way home I was taking pictures of EVERYTHING, artsy shots, rooftops, gates, cars, people, and these kids walked in front of my camera and starting hamming it up:


 


They love getting pictures taken.  I was having fun until they held out their hands and started begging for money.  Handing out money on the streets is highly discouraged... it undermines the efforts of the ministry, among other things.  So I had to tell them I didn't have any (I hate lying...) but they kept following me.  I had lagged behind to take pictures so the rest of my group was already gone.  I didn't know what to do.  Finally the parents of the kids called them inside a store, and they let me go.  The experience totally threw me off for the rest of the day.  I was happy and joyed to see the kids, felt sorry for them that they had to beg, sad because I couldn't give them anything, mad at them for making me feel guilty, upset that people didn't have more pride and self-respect, and then horrified at myself for thinking such thoughts.  It was an onslaught of totally mixed emotions and it really got me down.  


After lunch, mom and I decided to go exploring and do some shopping in Beius.  They had some really cool clothing (in Europe, I wear an XXXL skirt and at least an XL top... yeah.  Nothing says YOU'RE FAT like shopping in Europe!!!)  It wasn't too pricey, so I was able to buy some unique pieces. Unfortunately they were rather poorly made, so I had to sew them up before wearing them, and when I got home I went over ALL the seams on my sewing machine.  But they're really cool.

Then it was finally time to visit the Casa Iosef Orphanage!
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Here is the front gate, and inside the courtyard.

The portion on the left is where the offices are.  In the back is the main orphanage facility and dormitory, and the front part on the right is where the girls live since the orphanage stopped running full force.
We got a tour of the orphanage.  It’s huge facility with rooms, nurseries, bathrooms, and cafeteria.   They said it used to be a hopping place.  They rescued abandoned babies from the hospitals, took care of them at Casa Iosef, and placed them with loving adoptive families.  They had placed 60 kids before international adoption was closed in 2003.  Since the ban, REMM has not had the additional income from the adoption fees (still among the lowest in Romania) and thus has had to restructure their program.  Eight girls, most in the middle of the adoption process when it was closed, remain in the orphanage.  They have families WAITING for them in the States, but the process was halted suddenly, and now they must wait, for God-only-knows how long.
There are 29 more children from Casa Iosef who were spread out with foster families in the area.  REMM has to pay them a salary to take care of the kids, as well as outrageous taxes to the government.  The financial struggle is harsh, but these kids are doing SO WELL compared to other abandoned babies.  Domestic adoption is still open, but few want the responsibility, and no one wants a gypsy baby (80% of abandoned children).



 


Empty halls, empty cafeteria.  


After the tour, we met the girls and went in the backyard to play. 




 HYPERLINK "http://photo.xanga.com/romanianMissions/563b1115476173/photo.html" \t "_blank" 
[image: image52.jpg]




 HYPERLINK "http://photo.xanga.com/romanianMissions/26654115476316/photo.html" \t "_blank" 
[image: image53.jpg]




Delia, Dia or Dora (they are twins!) and Natalia.
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Pama and Sanda with Peter, and Geta on the slide.
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I gave horsey rides and we played tag for a while, then Nati jumped on me and started barking like a dog.  She was in my face for about ten minutes straight, and I had no idea what sort of game she wanted to play.  We didn’t have a translator with us, and it was a little hard to play with the girls when we didn’t understand each other.  A wonderful time, but a little disappointing when we came all this way to see them.
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Delia, Dia/Dora, and Nati
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Geta, and a “D”




“D” and Delia

After we ran around, Nati barked us back inside, and we colored with crayons.  Then Pama and Sanda came back from a school program and we gathered in the play room.  They sang us songs and recited poems.




Dia/Dora, Pama, Sanda, Gabi, Delia, Dia/Dora in the back.


And so we said goodbye and went home.  I have a recording of them singing on my cell phone.
After dinner, we went to the Bridge for an open mic thing.  I had no idea what was going on (nor did anyone else!) so we sat around confused for a while, then just started playing some songs. (I have since learned that when no one is the boss, and someone says “just do SOMETHING”, you make up your own rules and take charge!)   Kent and I played guitar, and my dad for a bit, Tim played harmonica, and Laurie sang with us.




The language barrier was starting to get difficult.  There were lots of kids there with totally blank expressions on their faces.  I had no idea what they were thinking.  Some had instruments, and we thought they wanted to play, so we tried to offer them some space.  It turns out they just happened to stop there after band practice!  After the begging children, the frustration at the orphanage, and my inability to communicate, I just broke down.  The jet lag finally caught up, I was tired, frustrated, and homesick.  So I went into the back to release and get online to talk to my friends.  It was a rough night for me.
Back out in the cafe, a youth group of Romanian kids finally teamed up with Kent to play and sing some modern worship songs - them in Romanian, us “Americanos” in English. I could hear it in the back.  It was very nice, they sang loud and well.  I was sorry that I missed the experience. I was too sad, not being able to connect with anyone.  So the day ended wearily, and I rested up for the next day, which would be much better!  
And I’ve since taken on the task of learning Romanian.  So next time should go more smoothly.  This was my first missions trip.  My first time anywhere overseas.  I learned a lot, and from that I’m planning on having an awesome time in the future!
DAY 6
March 8

Thursday is market day in Romania!




The Piata was full of vendors selling fruits and veggies, clothing, odds and ends, but not a whole lot of souvenirs.  Andreea took us to a small pottery shop, and we explored the town a little bit.  I remember the shops being kind of cluttered and disorganized, but they had THE coolest lamps!

We met back at the Bridge, then went to the school for a Mother's Day program.  (While we were there, Romania was celebrating Ladies Day/Women's Day/Mother's Day, for several days.  The guys brought us some flowers, which we used as a centerpiece for the dinner table.  I tried to bring mine home to dry, but I left it on the bus!)  The children sang songs and read poems about Mothers in English.  It was SOOOO adorable.  My face still hurts from smiling so much!


 


(to the tune of Frere Jacques)
We love mothers
We love mothers
Yes we do, yes we do!
Mothers are for hugging
Mothers are for kissing
We love you,
Yes we do!
It was SO CUTE!

Then the teachers invited us back into the teacher's lounge for refreshments and friendly discussion (everywhere we went they greeted us so warmly... usually with peach juice and pickle sandwiches).  I love peach juice. (
 Palinca is a traditional Transylvanian beverage - plum brandy, with an alcohol content of about 60-80%  (the weaker version is tuica... but I’m pretty sure they served us Palinca!)  So there in the teachers lounge of the elementary/middle school, they popped open an unlabeled bottle of thick clear liquid... which they INSISTED we try.  (One man offered Carolyn some red wine, to which she replied "you mean juice..?."  No!  He says, "WINE!!!")  So at 11:00 in the morning, we are offered alcohol that "will change your personality" as one teacher put it.  (
I tried to politely refuse (I just turned 21... and I don't drink very often.  This was surely going to kill me!) But my mother gave me "that look" and hissed "shut up, drink it, and don't make any funny faces!"  We were trying to be polite, and concerned about offending our gracious hosts.  So I listened.  One sip almost threw me off my chair and singed a hole in my esophagus.  So trying not to be rude, but trying not to die, I filled the rest of the cup with Pepsi.  Every sip I took distorted my face in a bitter shuddering spasm.  I got half of my Palinca Pepsi (Palepsi?) down, then added more Pepsi.  With lots of pretzels and a pickle sandwich or two, I managed to down my morning brandy. 

Needless to say, I felt pretty silly.  There was one teacher in particular who liked to ask questions about America, anything and everything from politics to school to trash disposal (for real!).  He asked us a question, I don’t remember what it was, but I accidentally shook my head "no"... that's when the room started spinning.  Yipes!  Can we say BUZZ?!?!
Nonetheless, I figured I could conduct myself in a proper manner...

...Then they came by with a lovely bottle of green Crème de Menthe.  "No thank you", says I.  (Probably with a hiccup!)  "You must!" says they, "It's for the Ladies!  It’s Ladies' Day!"  [image: image70.png]



Oh boy.
THAT went down well...  polite or not, I only took one or two sips. I figured it would be more proper to refuse a drink at this point than to pass out on their floor.  

But it was too late.  I was quite intoxicated, and feeling rather silly.  I had to lean on my father's arm (despite several offers to carry me out!) and then walk the whole way home.  When we finally got back, I collapsed on the couch in a daze and tried to sleep it off.
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And of course they all laughed at me and Tim took a picture.  ( 

Unfortunately there's this thing called lunch... and they woke me up for it.  Bllech!

So that afternoon we went back to the orphanage.  The girls were in school, so we did projects.  Some chopped and hauled a huge pile of fire wood up from the shed to the back deck.  Some of us went into the storage room and sorted out clothes for the families in the gypsy village of Petreasa.  THAT was frustrating.  We needed a list of the families, how many people, and their ages, so we could pack up clothing bags for each family.  Well we couldn't find the list, and we couldn't find anyone who had it.  AGAIN, we were without a translator, so the one guy who was there tried to tell us, in very broken English, what we were supposed to do.  We finally got the lists and family records, which of course were written in ROMANIAN.  So he had to tell us what each word meant (father, mother, boy, girl, sister, etc).  We EVENTUALLY figured it all out.  So I went thru each of the folders, "translated" the lists, and rewrote the family members as Boy, or Girl, then calculated their current age from the birthdates given.  Some had their ages written down from several years ago, so I had to find the date of the last "check-up" and calculate their current age. It was a bit frustrating, deciphering the handwriting and the language, all the while knowing that even given the age and sex, you had NO idea what size the person wore.  So you picked out clothes and basically said a prayer "Lord let this fit!" 

Then I went back outside to see if there was anymore work to be done.  Mostly because it was FREEZING and dark inside, and the clothes were boring.  
Tim and I dug up the soil in the playground, turning it and making it all nice and pretty, pulling out the big weeds, etc. 

We were supposed to start weeding the pathway to prepare for a garden, but I went inside to get some water and check up on the clothing sorters.
But by then my "hangover" was kicking in, and I felt absolutely miserable - sick in my stomach and very sleepy.  So once again I was useless.  I felt kind of bad for not helping out, especially after making a joke when I was getting bored that I could play the “hangover card”.   But I really wasn't feeling well.  Back out in the courtyard (when I THOUGHT we were going to leave, but instead they lingered for another 20 minutes) I found a lovely bench and curled up.



They were scraping the tiles, or something, and weeding in the courtyard. The sound was grating and absolutely dreadful in my pounding head.  UGH.  Some of the girls came home, and I just imagined what we'd say to them.  ("This is an American missionary.  Please ignore her as she sleeps off her alcohol in your courtyard.")  Finally we left.
   
I’m so glad we didn't have to go anywhere that night.  I’m not sure I could have handled it!

After dinner Peter came over and gave us his testimony, about his family history, life under communism, the Bible being outlawed, smuggling them in his car, the constant danger of preaching the gospel, seeing his family and friends executed for their faith, his journey to America, trying so hard to get the rest of his family over, his struggles, his triumphs, the beginning of the REMM organization.  I can't do the story justice.  What an amazing man.  I have a lot of respect for him and his organization (which kind of made me feel a little guilty about having a hangover in his orphanage when I should have been working.  But I've learned my lesson - "Nu, multumesc!  Nu pot sa beau alcool, sau o sa simt bolnava!"  (No thank you, I can not drink alcohol or I will feel sick!)

DAY 6
March 9
This morning after breakfast, I helped Rick sort through some art supplies in storage at the clinic.  It was like being back at work again!  Only these were much better circumstances!  We were going to do VBS lessons in other villages.
Then I met the others at the Bridge, and instead of going the orphanage, we went to the gypsy village in Petreasa to plan for that night’s Agape run.

As usual, we were greeted warmly.  They talked to us (thru peter) and played the accordion and sang us songs.  The kids were so adorable!



 


 

 

 


After the entertainment, they got down to business - the men gathered around and went thru the list of families, so we could bring clothes to them (which had been sorted the day before).
Then we went back to the Bridge and hung around doing odds and ends.  Carolyn was trying to teach the girls how to make sugar dough flowers.  Unfortunately their confectioner's sugar is not the same consistency as ours, and she spent hours tweaking the recipe, and then was finally able to show them how to shape the flowers.

.



 



Then we went to the orphanage, dug up the garden and finished up with the playground.
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After lunch, we had some free time to chill out.  Mom and I went back into town to find a dress shop where I could buy a skirt I liked.  I thought I knew exactly where I was going, but I got lost, and separated from Mom and Joan.  I finally found the shop, bought my skirt, and went “home”, to find them already there.  FRUSTRATING.  I can imagine to the locals I seemed pretty stupid to get lost in Beius!


Then we gathered up the art supplies and some playground equipment (balls, sticks, etc), loaded in the van, and headed for Petreasa to deliver the Agape supplies.

Again they sang for us, and we sang for them, back and forth and such and so forth.  Holding the kids, clapping, dancing to the music was such fun!  When we were done playing guitar, I was talking with my dad, and someone came up to me and said “Jess!!! Don’t you speak French?”  Oui, un peu.  Suddenly I was surrounded by a handful of gypsies, who it turned out.. SPOKE FRENCH!! Mon Dieu!  So I tried talking with this one man, but I got stuck on one of his questions.  Je ne comprend pas!  So we finally moved on.  One of the older ladies pointed to my skirt and said "c'est jolie!" (that's pretty!) I said Oui!  I wanted to say “I bought it in Romania!" but for the life of me couldn’t remember the word for “buy”.  (It’s acheter, and I’ll never forget it again!)  Finally they got the drift, and the man said "C'est roman?" (that's Romanian?)  Oui! Et ma chemise aussi!  Toutes Romans! (Yes!  And my shirt, too!  All are from Romania!)  Then we got to my hideous sneakers, "Non, c'est americaines!"  So I was having fun!
The older people left and suddenly I was surrounded by kids (age 5-21) who suddenly realized I could speak to them!  Madame!  Madame!  They shouted,  Photo!  Photo!  So I got out my camera and was spinning in circles taking pictures as they all pulled on my sleeve from every direction.  They got with their friends and families, pushing and shoving each other out of the way!  It was such a whirlwind, but so funny!  And I got some great pictures.
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This one is my favorite:




Then these two guys got together and started talking to me (in french).  Pleasant conversation: where are you from?  When did you get here?  When are you leaving?  How old are you?  (21?  me too...!) ARE YOU MARRIED?  To which I said "non" and they grinned at each other and laughed very happily.  Ha!  So here is a picture of my “French gypsy husbands”, as they became known: 




The gun is courtesy of this little guy:




who I guess thought he was macho for having a toy gun… but he’s kind of wearing a pink sweatshirt!

So I left in very high spirits.  To finally be able to COMMUNICATE with people in a foreign language (and pick up a few men on the side!) was thrilling.  All I wanted all week was to be able to talk to the people.  To communicate on a personal level without an interpreter.  The first few days in the schools were nice, but out of school, I was foreign and I couldn't hold a conversation.  To FINALLY SPEAK WITH PEOPLE was amazing!
Next we went to a Hungarian church in Remetea.  We did the VBS story with the kids (no harmonicas left!) and sang songs, did crafts, and made beaded bracelets.  
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After the kids’ program, our group split up, half to go speak at a different church.  We were always on the go!  I stayed in Remetea though.  We sang some more, and gave testimonies.


And that’s the last thing I remember about Friday!

DAY 7
March 10

Today was SILLY AMERICAN TOURIST day!  We had free time all morning to go out and see Romania.  Our two options were:  go to the mall in Oradea for some shopping!  Or go to Chiscau, to the Pestera Ursilor (Bear Cave) in the western Carpathian Mountains and see ancient bear bones and stalactites and stalagmites.  As much as I really wanted to shop for Romanian souvenirs, I REALLY wanted to see those bones!  So the women went to Oradea and I kept the men in line for the bear cave.




It was foggy and gray that morning, but the scenery was still beautiful.  We drove into the mountains, and then climbed up to the mouth of the cave.




The tour guide, of course, spoke Romanian, but thanks to Serban's translation and the pamphlet so wonderfully printed in three different languages, we were able to get some useful information.  But who was really listening anyway?!  I was too busy looking at the formations and trying really hard not to touch anything!  I wanted to explore!  But no.  (  I had to behave.






 


The tour turns around deep in the middle of the cave, where you can see the ancient bear bones.




Then you go back up to the surface.

We had fun on the way up looking for faces in the formations.  I think we found Jesus and Mary, but no Elmo.  (
Back on top, we marveled at the scenery, and met a shepherd with his sheep.
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I was so excited... another tourist, from the UK was a little confused, and seemingly annoyed by my blonde touristy excitement.  "Don't you have sheep in America?" he mumbled.  "Well yeah... but not ROMANIAN sheep!"
Then I saw the baby lambs!  They were so CUTE!!!  They roamed up the hill above us, doing their thing.  Then Serban climbed the hill... oh my gosh, you can touch them???  So I scrambled up after him, only to slip in the mud and slide down on my knees. Oops!  How sheepish!  So he brought one down and I got to hold an adorable Romanian sheep!  (And then I bathed in hand sanitizer!)  When it started to kick, I gave it back. (



This is MY sheep!  I’m going to pretend that I still believe he’s out there somewhere, young and cute!  Certainly not big and fat and ready to eat.  (
So we ventured back down the mountain, lost Tim, who had a camera glued to his face somewhere up on the hill, finally regrouped and headed out.  On the way home we stopped at this open museum with a bunch of old stuff.  I had NO idea what I was looking at, but it was really cool, and Tim and I went on another photo spree.
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So after lingering there for a while, our bus driver was gracious enough to stop at this old church on the way home.  We tried looking inside, but it was dark.  What we did see wasn’t impressive, almost like a storage shed.  But it was beautiful outside, and the view was great!



 





Then we went home, ate lunch together, and then headed out for VBS.

We went to a small school/day care in Tarcaia, met by young adults who generously donated their time to looking after the kids.  We did the David and Goliath routine (though by this time we’d run out of harmonicas!), and it was so old to us by then, we tried to spice it up a bit.  They had a box full of puppets, but they were so ugly, I of course played with them a little bit, then put them back, and didn’t use them in the story!

Instead, Tim told the story, and as it went on, I found stuffed animals and props -  a bear, a lion, a little coin purse for a sling.  It added some flare!  Serban was Goliath and played the part well.  He growled at me, and I screamed (for real!) and fainted (just pretending!).  It was silly, dramatic, and lots of fun.

Then we sang some songs (this little light of mine, Father Abraham) and I was nominated to lead the motion dance (I enjoy looking foolish!)

Then we gave out the beaded bracelets and explained the colors.

The kids went home, and we sat around (with peach juice and pickle sandwiches!) and chatted with the “teachers”.  We got to know each other a little bit, and had some fun conversation.
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the girl in the white shirt did most of the translating.  She was very nice.






Tim “Jazz Hands” Henze and Goliath “I hope his pants don’t split” of Gath,
and some “spoiled Americans” chillin out in Tarcaia.


The we went “home” and relaxed for the afternoon.  I spent some time with my guitar and a little keyboard I found in the house.  (I had also found a trumpet, but between my lack of skills and the dented horn, all I could get out of it were loud shrieks like a dying cow being beaten with brass flatulence)  haha.. it was bad!


For dinner, our last night in Beius (, we went out for pizza to this great little restaurant, where they served us pizza after pizza of all the toppings you can imagine.  Great times!




Carolyn trying (and failing) to intercept Kent’s bunny ears!




The “Springwood Elder’s Table”  (

Then we wandered through Beius, miscommunicating about what we were going to do that night, then finally Tim and I met at the Bridge for one last jam session.  My dad joined us and we had a nice little improv trio going with guitar, harmonica and keyboard.


Then I went to bed for the last time in my little cell.

DAY 8
March 11


The last time I saw Beius.  (  We packed up early and hit the road for Arad, the county to the west.  I gazed out the window watching the houses and dogs, and now-favorite landmarks go by, and couldn’t stop the tears.  I didn’t want this experience to end!


We went to some very nice churches in Arad. Such beautiful buildings with murals, and choirs, some even with translator headsets, and video screens.  The worship was great.  We had several opportunities to lead, which was wonderful, despite the fact that I hadn’t known about our lavish destinations and was not dressed for the occasion.  I looked kind of silly, dressed more for a gypsy church… but oh well.  It’s not about me, is it?

For lunch, we had the privilege of dining with Raji, known as the Colonel Sanders of Romania.  He had been to the states, and met with the president of Chik-fil-a.  He became known fondly as “the chicken man”.


We feasted like kings!  The food (lots of chicken dishes, of course!) was AMAZING!!!  Dish after dish, rice, potato salad, drinks, coffee, desserts!  It was fabulous!





Then we headed out on the road again to visit more churches. 
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Peter and Dad preaching, and our “worship team” in a really beautiful church.
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some group photos at different churches.





One of the churches had a dorm-style lodging where they housed us for the night.  We dropped off our luggage in the rooms, then headed back to Raji’s house for another fantastic feast!


After dinner, we gathered around talking, singing, and having a great time.  Kent sang some songs of the old west, with a great yodel, that Raji tried to duplicate.  HA!  My dad and I played some, and Tim played harmonica, followed by a lesson of the physics and technicalities of it all (we were all baffled… but it was fun anyway!)


Ana continually said “this is the last song!  They have a big day tomorrow!”  But Raji wouldn’t let us go!  I think he would have kept us there all night, which I wouldn’t have minded, but we DID have a big day ahead.  Ana finally convinced him to release us!  (

We slept in the “church hotel”.  I was thankful for a nice hot shower after a long and tiring day.  The water came out muddy and cold, and I was soooo not happy about that.  I just want to relax!  Finally after running it for a bout ten minutes, it cleared up and I was able to get my shower!  Sort of!  There wasn’t really a shower head as much as a hose in the wall, with nothing to mount it on.  Try washing your hair with one hand!  I thought I had a good idea when I looped it under and over the curtain rod.  It worked for a while til it slipped and starting snaking crazily all over the bathroom!  I finally got it controlled and finished the shower, dropping the soap, bottles and anything else in the tub.  All Joan could hear out in the bedroom was loud crashes and me screaming and screeching every 30 seconds.  It was SOOOOOO funny to come out and see her face “WHAT was going on in there?!?!”  Straight from a sitcom!
DAY 9
March 12


We got up, had a small breakfast, and headed out of Romania for Budapest.

It was debriefing time!  We checked into our amazing hotel, then headed out for a gorgeous afternoon in a beautiful Hungarian city.



 




 


So we went out into the city, exchanged our money (50 USD is over 9,000 Hungarian Forints… I felt rich!), grabbed lunch (spent 1300 on value meals at Burger King!!!) and split up to go on various shopping and sight-seeing excursions.  I wanted to see the Hard Rock Cafe!  They had t-shirts in the souvenir shops, but I couldn't find it on the map.  We went to some way-expensive clothing stores, dodged vendors in the streets, then I found Tim and confiscated him to find the Hard Rock Cafe (and to protect each other from prostitutes.. haha.  Rick had warned us on the bus that a prostitute may try to pick you up on the street (he knew this from experience!) and suggested we stay in groups with the opposite sex to avoid a confrontation!  I asked "are there MALE prostitutes?"  It was meant as a security question, but came out sounding like "oooh, i'm totally interested!")  we asked someone who told us the HRC didn't exist anymore... which was disappointing, but save us a lot of time looking for it!  So we left the hustle and bustle of the street and walked along the Danube River
We embarked on a picture-taking FRENZY!!!  What a beautiful city, on a beautiful day!
The Royal Chain Bridge crosses the Danube, and served as a photographic muse for several hours.  For a while we just wandered by the river and sat down (okay I confess, we were REALLY second-handing from the guys doing pot on the bank. [image: image124.png]


)  finally we crossed.
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About halfway across the bridge, we gained sight of the Parliament building, which about had me hysterics
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so we got to the other side and walked up that side of the river.




We had fun with Super Pickle, graffiti, foreigners who were interested in Super Pickle, etc, etc,




Then we crossed over the other bridge (not nearly as wonderful as the RCB) and walked back toward the Parliament building as the sun set on the Danube.  There were parks, landmarks, and of course the wonderful Parliament with all its glorious forbidden access.




me and my new friend in deep thought

As night closed in upon us, we headed back to our meeting spot in the city, stopping by an illuminated facade to listen to a solo violinist play sweet strains thru the street.  We also came upon a great guitarist.  I love Europe!




After we all met up, we head back down to the shore to have dinner on the Danube!  There are lots of boats anchored along the bank that serve as restaurants.  The food was amazing, and the view was breath-taking (and tear-jerking... I was quite an emotional wreck!)




The lights reflecting off the water was just amazing.

So after an incredible dinner, we mosied back up and hopped on the bus, and drove back to the hotel.




view from hotel at night
DAY 10
March 13

Today is not much to talk about.  We left the hotel after a fantabulous breakfast buffet, boarded our plane at Ferihegy Airport, and spent some *sober!* time in Germany, shopping, chatting, listening to Jars of Clay on Tim's ipod which i had every intention of stealing.  (
  Then we had to part ways with sad good-byes to our Wyoming-bound friends 

Had a loooong flight back to Washington, but interesting enough being situated between an older middle-eastern woman and a young Czech man... and Meesus Caroline behind me, wondering why I was sitting so close the Czech when there was an empty seat on the other side (only later did she realize there was a short old woman in the "empty" seat, and I really wasn't THAT bold and obvious to "cuddle up" with a complete stranger!) haha!
Finally home, my uncle and aunt picked us up (armed with a cooler of sandwiches and drinks.. God BLESS her soul!!!) and we told our stories and laughed at our jokes and admitted our little secrets (what happens in Romania.. comes back to haunt you in America!)
WHAT AN AMAZING, LIFE CHANGING EXPERIENCE!

In the days afterwards, as I uploaded my photos and went thru the 2-month editing, sharing and printing process, all I could do was sigh, cry, and smile bittersweetly.  The school children were so amazing, the gypsies so beautiful, and our new friends so dearly missed. 
I’ve since decided to return ASAP, hopefully for a long-term trip, and maybe someday serve as a full-time missionary.  My life has been changed!

I’m learning the language and culture, so hopefully the communication barrier will not be so frustrating next time, and I won't make the same mistakes (i.e... drinking too much palinca!)  I’m SO EXCITED to see what the future holds.

The entire photo collection can be found at

http://s194.photobucket.com/albums/z189/octobop/

