The Miraculous Fountain of Doctor Benedek
In Moldova, people still talk about a sainted doctor, who had to bear the reprisals of the communist authorities because of his faith.

Benedek Márton`s sufferings started after his visit to the Pope, and led in a short while to his death.

A few days after his death miracles happened in his village.

The Miraculous  ountain of Doctor Benedek
I did a fluff.

Besides being a doctor, Benedek Márton was secretly ordained priest.

Benedikt. He was a doctor, a sort of priest doctor.

First he was a priest, but during communism…

He wanted to be a Franciscan priest.

I know he was a doctor. He healed everybody. They didn’t have to pay anything.

He didn’t take any money. And he brought medicine from his friends – I don’t know where they were – and he brought and gave medicine to the ill.

He said: „I pray to God not to gold.”

I never saw him, but people say he wasn’t very old. He was a “fain” person. Do you know what “fain” means? That he was in good shape.

He was ordained during communism, but secretly. He was ordained secretly; no one knew that he was a priest.

People weren’t aware of that. Till he was dead nobody knew that. He was ordained in ’82, in Onesti.

When I visited him in 1980, he said to me:

“I tell you a secret, but you shouldn’t tell this to anyone. I was ordained in 1980.”

Look, this is his picture.

According to the villagers, he was killed by his colleagues and by the Romanian authorities who were jealous of his good deeds.

He was tortured a lot during that time. They dragged him through the mire and spied on him. Every time he went somewhere in his car, he was followed by the secret service.

Right! As I remember the gendarme beat him up. This was a communist world.

You shouldn’t record this.

He was in the habit of going to the mountains and the seaside when he had his holiday. After that he visited foreign countries, too. One year one country, the next year another country. And the authorities suspected him of doing forbidden things.

He was killed because he believed in God. It wasn’t allowed to believe in God. It wasn’t allowed to have pictures in your room, to have a cross on your neck. 

They told him at the secret service: “If you have any secrets, tell us about them!” And he told them his secret: “I am an ordained priest.” “Yes? Wasn’t the medical profession enough for you, you wanted to be a priest too?” “I have never accepted any money for my ministry and I won’t accept any money in the future either!”

I think he was poisoned or beaten up, I heard something like that, but I can’t say it for sure. Because I don’t know.

Because he was a man of brains, the other doctors were angry with him, because he knew more than them. They left a pair of scissors in him. Something like a pair of scissors. And he died because of that. He was flattened out.

I talked to him on Wednesday; he started work on Thursday, on Saturday he was operated on because he had been poisoned with green corn.

‘But he didn’t tell that.’

‘He told it to me.’

‘And they cut out his small bowel; out of nine metres they left only half a metre. The doctor that had poisoned him also operated on him.

He was poisoned, and then two doctors came from France, and put dog’s bowels into him. And then he recovered.

‘Where did they come from?’

‘From France.’

‘And did he recover afterwards?’

‘Yes. He lived for five more years.’

‘And what did they put in him?’

‘A dog’s bowels.’

… the scissors that he was operated on with. They left it in him, and then he felt worse and worse. He took out the scissors himself, but he got weaker and weaker… And in the end he died.

A few days after the doctor’s death, the villagers noticed, that his fountain gave off rose scent.

The scent of perfume. I don’t know how to say it in Hungarian. The scent of perfume. Nice fragrance.

The scent of dog rose, like the nice scent of dog rose, when you drew water from it, it was like that.

Like the smell of rose that is in pair, it had such a nice smell. Nice smell of rose.

Dog rose.

When I came down here one day, there were a few people here. A woman asked me: ‘Are you from here?’ ‘I said yes.’ ‘Did any miracle happen here, by the fountain?’ ‘I said no.’ “You see, a miracle happened at us, with the water from here.’ I asked what kind of miracle that was. ‘There was a man, who now worked now didn’t work, and he drank away all the money he earned. He spent it all and didn’t leave any for his family. And when he came home from work, he beat both his wife and his child.

His wife had enough and said to her neighbour: ‘Do you know, auntie, what I was thinking?’ The railway was close by. ‘I go to the rails, and when the train comes, I jump in front of it because I can’t endure it anymore with my husband.”

The old woman said: ‘Don’t do this; you can’t do this. But look, what I heard: go to this place, to the miraculous fountain, and take one bottle of water and bring one bottle for me as well. After taking the water go to the cemetery, where his grave is, and take a handful of soil and bring it here. I’ll tell you then what to do.’

She took her advice. She came here and took water and then went to the cemetery, looked for my brother’s grave and took a handful of soil.

And when she went back she said: ‘Look, I brought soil and water, what should I do now?”

‘You know what! Put from the water into the food he eats, and into the bucket he drinks from. And put a spoonful of soil into his coat. Not into his pocket, into his coat where he doesn’t find it. Cut open his coat. She did so, cut the lining, put the soil inside, and sew it back. And the soil stayed in the coat. It didn’t take more than three or four days and the man underwent a great change. When he went to work, he had to pass in front of the pub. And never again didn’t he enter the pub to drink. Neither did he beat his wife and his kid. After a week or two the woman killed a chicken and was prepared a good soup. She said to his husband: ‘Go and bring a bottle of wine, because, look, I made a good meal, we should have a glass of wine with it.’ The man started to cry, and he said: ‘Do you know what has happened to me? I don’t know what has happened to me. When I pass the pub, it feels as if somebody took my head and turned it away, so that I can’t even look there. Then he said: ‘I don’t want wine. If you want, go and buy some, but I don’t want any!” And he never drank again, the water and the soil made such a great change in that family.

It happened here, in the village. To Vasilica. They prepared a bath for him on Christmas Eve, on the eve of Jesus’ birth. And after a month he was able to walk on his feet. He didn’t run, but they didn’t have to hold him so tightly and he walked on his feet.

‘It feels like there is something in this water, it fixes something in me’ he said. And he didn’t even know what kind of disease he had. We didn’t tell him, that he had cancer.

People from Bucharest told us, those who had sick children. Some of the children stayed too much in bed; they were numb. And they took water. They said it helped.

‘My man had such asthma,’ she said, ‘we took him to all the places, and he didn’t get better. And now he can go out into the fresh air and he can walk.’

‘And he is said to have got better from the water.’

‘She said that it was because the water.  And she came to take more water and to thank for it, but she didn’t know whom to thank.

I also bring water from there every night. I make tea, I drink from it, I wash my eyes in it, because earlier I couldn’t see, now I can.

‘So your sight got better from the water…’

‘Not from that, I took some medicine too, but anyway, we find our salvation thanks to that. Because the doctor had great faith.’

‘Good day to you!’

‘Good health!’

‘Don’t you collect any sheets?’

- What kind of sheets?

- Oakum sheets.

They started coming from other villages. They took the water.

Many people came, they took the water with cars and bottles.

Every morning there were about thirty – fourty people. Sometimes even more.

They waited in queues and took a little water.

They took thousands of liters of water; there were so many people. They took ten – fifteen liters, twenty liters; they came with buckets and carried the water day and night.

Disabled people came too, in wheelchairs, by cars. Many people.

‘Also by trains.’

‘When the five o’clock, six o’clock train stopped, there were so many, my God!’

The fountain started to run out of water. They had to wait, till a little water oozed, there were so many people.

Also gypsies came, because there was a big queue, many people. And they took water and sold it further.

They accused me of selling the water.

‘And it wasn’t even true. They came to me, those who were in a hurry, and asked me if I had water. And if I had I gave to them.’

‘The priest didn’t say anything about the water. He said: ‘You can bring the water, just look out for the police who are watching the fountain, if they beat you, you are going to get hurt, not me.’

The pilgrims considered that the doctor’s grave had magic powers too.

‘They started to carry the soil from the grave.

‘So did also the soil help, the soil from his grave?’

‘They took it in bags as medicine.’

Also the soil had a little rosescent. You didn’t even have to touch it, and you could smell it. 

Do you know how much soil they carried? In every three- four days there was such a big hole that you could stand in. In every three days we had to bring soil from the edge of the cemetery and fill the hole up.

‘So, this helps. This clod.’

‘It helps. That’s why I clean it, to help.’

‘And do you have to pray to it?’

‘I don’t pray to it, I keep it, like the picture in the house.’

We took a morsel of soil from his grave; we put it in the water and boiled it. It gave off such a nice smell, like sweet basil.

The strangers took the soil, the gypsies too. Everybody. They took half a bucket or a bucket. They came with carts. And the hole got deeper.

We brought soil. And we put a bit into the water, in which we washed ourselves. I put a bit of soil into the dish in which I heated the water. You had to heat it up; you couldn’t wash yourself in cold water.

- A bit of soil?

- A bit. How should I say it? Like half of an egg. We didn’t bring much soil, less then my fist.

- And did you bathe every day in it?

- No, just on Saturday. Every Saturday. But on Saturday we did! And until it got milder we took a bath also on Wednesday, during the week.

- They came to his grave and washed their heads with soil.

- With soil?

- Yes. The woman took the soil, like this, I can see it even now, when we worked on the co-operative farm, and she took the soil and put it on her head. If her head hadn’t hurt she wouldn’t have put it on it. But Antal’s wife, the wife of his brother said: “Just take the soil, like it wouldn’t matter that my husband can hardly put more soil back. She even cursed – I shouldn’t say what she said, what should take that woman’s head, because people were scattering the soil.

His sister didn’t like this idea either, so she covered the grave with a concrete block. And people say, after she covered the grave, his brother appeared in her dream and said: ‘Since you didn’t let people take soil for their healing, you won’t take either!’ And the next day the train hit her.

The train hit the cow and also the woman with the cart. Only the man survived.

The Romanian secret service’s people did everything in their power to end the pilgrimage: they poured chlorine into the fountain, nailed down the lid and put a policeman next to it to guard it day and night.

They reached their goal: the rose scent of the fountain dissaperad and the fountain dried out.

The scent of the water dissapeared. When the police saw that people were taking water, they closed it down, and the fountain dried out. I don’t know if the water came back. But the fountain still exists. I don’t know if it got its scent back.

The police officers and the people from the secret service.

‘Did they shut the fountain down?’

‘They shut it down, but a man came from Bacau and tore open the lid they had put so that people could take water. The fountain still exists.’

And the man came to take water. When he arrived, they were just nailing down the fountain.

‘Those from the Secret Service?’

‘Yes’ 

And then the man started to cry: “Look what happened to me. I have seven children; my wife has a diseased foot. She has such a disease, that the doctor said they have to cut her foot off. Give me just one bottle of water.’ Because they wiped her foot with it and it started to get better. And then they gave a bottle somehow. He said, if they didn’t let him take water, he would break it up anyway when they left. ‘All right, take then a bucket of water!’

And then once the police came. I can’t talk, they will arrest me! The police came, threw something into it, and made it stink. And then also the water dried out.

Those who poured chlorine and the salt into it didn’t believe in it. And then the priest said, if they didn’t apologize, he would start to celebrate mass. And then it would turn out anyhow who did it.

‘Black mass?’

‘Yes, black mass.’

‘How does that happen, the black mass?’

‘Fourty days after he celebrates it, it turns out who it was, how it happened.’

‘You either die or you go mad.’

They came and paid the money to the priest. And the priest said it by the altar: “I celebrate this mass in order to find out who keeps spoiling the water.” He said they smudged the fountain even with human ordure. He told then not to smudge the fountain anymore. It should be cleared up, who that enemy was. I don’t know how many masses and patronal festivals he celebrated.

‘Two, at the third one, the person went and asked for forgiveness.’

‘He went and told the priest on the phone to leave him alone, not to celebrate any more masses. He said the priest should pray for rain, not for the fountain.

Although the pilgrimage got to an end, the villagers still consider that the fountain has sacred powers.

A statue was erected in doctor Benedict’s memory, and the episcopate initiated his beatification.

Even today, when people come from the church or go to the church, they make the sign of the cross, drink water and make the sign again.

It’s like the holy water.

It helps even today. If you believe in it, it helps. Even nowadays. You have to believe in it. If you don’t have faith…

My head hurts, my arm hurts, and my feet hurt. I take water from there, wash them with the water and say the prayer: “Blessed Virgin, please help me.” Yes, it helps even today.

