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Vasile was abandoned at birth 25 years ago. He was the unwanted result of a casual relationship and has a father who never acknowledged paternity. The only thing his mother did for him was give him a name. He spent his entire childhood in different Children’s Homes in Romania, moving several times as he got older. From the maternity ward where he was abandoned, he was moved to a Baby Home, then to a Preschoolers’ Home in Resita.  From there, he was transferred to a Children’s Home in Teregova. Although an adult now, his childhood trauma still leaves a mark. Here is his story:

“I have always wanted to know my mother. I remember being a small child and watching other children being visited by their parents. I would cry alone all day; no one ever came to visit me.

The day I arrived at the Children’s Home in Teregova was like hitting a stone wall. The older boys immediately started to interrogate me. “Who are you? Where did you come from? Why did you move here?” I do not remember what I answered, but I do remember the beating I received, instead of the welcome I anticipated. I was seriously beaten that first night. Then, a few days later, they promised to ‘baptise’ me. They threw me off a 2 metre tall terracotta stove and I landed in between two iron beds. I was covered in bruises, but because nothing was broken, I was considered a hero.

Some of my nice memories were the Christmas parties held in our Home. Christmas was the most beautiful day of the entire year. I loved the songs and I liked singing with the volunteers who visited us. Every time they left, I eagerly awaited our next meeting. I did not care that the older boys took all the sweets everyone received. Lollies were not the reason why I wanted them to come again. For some reason, I felt so close to them. The boys would mock me and say that I would become a Christian, but I never believed that would ever happen.
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When I was in 6th grade, the Children’s Home in Teregova was closed. So I was moved once again; this time to a new Home in Varadia. I hoped that the hardships would be over, but I was so wrong. In many ways, it was worse than the Home in Tergova. This time the staff joined the older boys in being abusive too. I could not trust anyone. I never knew who would hurt me. The only relief was to find that my friends from Mission Without Borders visited this Home too. Some children appreciated their visits, many others did not. The educators were certainly not happy to see them coming.

I knew that I had a sponsor through Mission Without Borders. I received very nice gifts and letters from my sponsor. The greatest joy in my life was when my Swiss sponsor came to see me. I was 17 and in the 8th grade. They told me she would come, but I never believed it until I saw her coming towards me. She brought sweets and clothes for all the boys in the Home. I felt like I was the most important person on Earth and that was the first time I ever thanked God for doing something for me. 
The joy was short. The very next day, the educator beat me for becoming arrogant. She said that my sponsor was feeling sorry for me because I had no family, and that no one would visit me again. 



                           

Vasile and his Swiss sponsor
That year, on my 18th birthday, the people from Mission Without Borders came with a big cake. I was thrilled and overwhelmed. I received a photo album with some pictures in it. I did not know what to say about those pictures. Then the coordinator told me that I was the boy in all those pictures! My sponsor kept every photo she had received with my yearly updates and she made some copies for me to have. It was the first time I saw what I looked like and how I have grown. In fact, those are the only photos I have of me as a child. 
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Vasile loved the outings with Mission Without Borders!
It was around my birthday that I started to attend the church in our village, because I liked how the people in the church treated me. After the evening service, no one took the food away from me but on the contrary, I was invited over for dinner! I realised that God was the only true Parent I had ever known. He carried me in his arms and never let go.
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 It was a great joy for me when I decided to become a Christian and be baptised, but the educators of the Home would not allow it, even though the state considered me an adult. It was great when the Home’s management soon changed and I was finally allowed to profess my faith and be baptised, along with some of my classmates. The Mission Without Border’s coordinator and volunteers who I had gotten to know were there, not just as the people who led me to Christ, but also as my family.
I am now involved in the youth ministry at the Baptist Church in Resita and I am also a volunteer with Mission Without Borders, because I love to do what others have done for me.”

Vasile presently works at a bakery shop in Resita. He spends his weekends at the Home in Varadia, being a witness and encourager to the children there. He loves to bake all kinds of treats for them. He managed to finally find his mother and was able to look after her by bringing her food and money. Sadly, due to her lifestyle and choices, she died shortly after meeting her son. However, Vasile was happy to have met and witnessed to her of the love of our Heavenly Father.




Vasile at Graduation (on the right)
“My encounter with Mission Without Borders was not an accident, but a great blessing. I am aware that God works his miracles through people, and that is how I know Him personally today. Mission Without Borders was by my side through the good and hard times. Thanks to them, I am now God’s child.”

Vasile’s story is not unique, but shows the trauma children have endured, but also the victories our ministry has enjoyed, thanks to God and the sacrificial and continued support of sponsors, just like you. Please never forget to pray for your sponsored child and take the time to write a short note to them, including a photo of yourself and your family. They may never be able to express in letters their thankfulness but know you are precious to them. Please pray each child comes to understand the love of our Heavenly Father and for the Coordinators who visit these precious children; pouring out the love they all crave.
God bless and thanks for your support.
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