e
R
h
o ad
t
n
O
WITH JOE SAVAGE
JUNE
JULY
2020

2020

WHEN I GOT HYPNOTIZED AT CHURCH...
A Love Story about a Boy & His Big Black Shoes
Editor’s Note: The following story took place in January 2020.

The frail boy about the age of 10 sat wiggling in the choir loft of the small Baptist
church located amongst the hills of Moldova. Dressed in a bright red sweater, blue

jeans, and black shoes that looked two sizes too large, his skinny legs dangled freely from the
hard-wooden bench. The boy didn’t seem interested in the pastor’s words. Truth is, I had lost
interest also. My attention had been captured by the kid’s big feet swaying back and forth with
erratic precision. The motion was like watching the pendulum of a Soviet-made cuckoo clock.
It doesn’t make sense, yet it does. At first, it was cute, even funny. After 20 minutes of intently
watching however, my body was growing increasingly drowsy. My eyelids became as weights. My
head began to nod. (Actually, it began to bob, you know, like one of those bobblehead figures.)
After 40 minutes, I was in trouble! The child’s hypnotic feet and pastor’s monotone voice, mixed
with a case of jet lag and narcolepsy (yes, I really have it), had put me on the verge of a deep sleep.
Together, the ingredients made a concoction that anesthesiologists everywhere could use and be
proud of. Considering I was the special guest speaker sitting on the front row in view of everyone,
I knew I had to break free from this hypnotic torment.
Thinking a conversation would rouse me from slumber, I leaned over to Lena, my translator, and
whispered, “What is the pastor saying?” Within seconds, I realized I had made a colossal mistake!
The soft, delicate voice of Lena translating the monotone words of the pastor, was a ramped-up
version of the same anesthetic concoction, except it was now being poured directly into my left ear!
I don’t know how long I was asleep, maybe minutes, maybe seconds. I just remember my body suddenly jerked, knocking my Bible off my
leg and toward the tiled floor. When I caught my Bible in mid-air, I instantly went from comatose to energized. It was a pretty awesome.

“Who is that kid in the red sweater?” I blurted out to the Lena while shifting my body as if nothing had happened. Incredibly, the boy’s
overly large shoes tied onto his two skinny legs were still swaying back and forth.

“That is Sergiu,” she said with excitement. “Sergiu is new to the children’s home you
support.” Her words sounded like a morning alarm playing a favorite song.
“What is his story?” I asked while discretely stretching my legs.
I figured her reply would be the same story as most of the orphans I’ve met. A child’s
parent dies. The remaining parent starts to drink too much. The child starts being
abused, then neglected, then abandoned, then becomes sick, then gets dropped off
at a state orphanage. At the orphanage, the child doesn’t have enough food to eat or
clothes to wear. Love is so limited, no child feels worthy. It’s a sad world where the
weak become the prey, the hurting become the hopeless, and the broken becomes the
shattered. Eventually, the dark underworld of loneliness, violence, and enslavement
turns into death. The few who make it, are the ones who find their way into homes or
programs like ours.
“Sergiu arrived a few months ago from the orphanage,” Lena whispered. “His home
situation was very bad. No food. Abuse. Horrible conditions. He would be left alone
for days. No one to care for him. He became very sick.” My sleepy eyes shifted from
the boy’s swinging feet to his innocent, little face. I began to think about his pain,
his hunger, and his being alone in this world. My eyes began to fill with tears and my
mind to sadness.
“He surprisingly is doing very well,” Lena said as if she wanted to comfort me. “He is
gaining weight. He is no longer sick. He fits in at the house. The children love him.”
“The children love him?” I asked curiously. “What do you mean?”
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“When Sergiu first got to the house, he had very bad shoes,” Lena explained. “They were too small. Had holes. His feet would
freeze when outside. Jon and Nadejda (our house parents), wanted to get Sergiu shoes, but they couldn’t afford them. All funds had been
depleted for the month, so they had to wait until they could get more money.”

“One evening all the children at the house walked into the room where Jon and Nadejda sat. They had coins in their hands. One of
the older children spoke and said:
‘Here

is some money to buy Sergui shoes. We hope it is enough. It’s everything we have’.”

Can you imagine, seven or eight children standing there with their arms stretched out giving every coin they could each muster?
Their example shows how every person on the planet can give something if they choose to. Their example also reveals how silly
most of our excuses really are.
When I heard this story, I thought about all the trivial and wasteful ways that I spend money. I thought about the many things that
I buy that truly help no one, not even myself.
Pam and I have decided that we can live on less, so that we can give more. We are eating out less, spending less, and trying to sell
some clothes and things we don’t need so that we will have more to give. I hope you will
ARE YOU WEALTHY?
join us.
Editor’s note: Sergiu continues to do well. The reason his black shoes were so large was because his
feet were growing so fast. Proper nutrition and being in a loving home are truly making a difference
in Sergiu’s life. We are happy we have been able to help.

“Teach those who are rich in this world
. . . not to trust in their money, which is
so unreliable. Their trust should be in
God, who richly gives us all we need .
. . Tell them to use their money to do
good . . . generous to those in need,
always ready to share with others. By
doing this they will be storing up their
treasures . . . so that they may experience true life.” 1 Timothy 6:17-19

Watch videos and see more photos of Sergiu and the other children by visiting
www.facebook.com/RoadsofHope or going to www.RoadsofHope.org.
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