
 

 

 
 

 
To Russia with Love – Bible Smuggling 
 

How does one describe the thrill of seeing God’s hand at work? We had prayed we would get our Bibles 

through customs in Leningrad. We had been making jokes and laughing on the plane to Warsaw. At the 

airport in Warsaw, it was drab, the people were unfriendly, and I couldn’t get the girl who took our 

boarding passes to even look me in the eyes, let alone return my smile. There were a few Western-style 

ads on the walls for perfume and cigarettes, but we could feel the oppressive spirit of communism. 

Someone said Poland is the freest of the satellite countries and Russia would be twice as bad. On the way 

to the plane, two of us asked a girl where she was from. She looked at us with what seemed to be cold and 

steely eyes. “Russia,” she said. There was a pride in the darkness of that steel, and she was so cold and 

withdrawn that it was extremely difficult to maintain any conversation with her. 

In the plane I sat next to her and persisted, wanting to break through the layers and layers of 

defensiveness. I learned she was a photojournalist living in Poland, her husband living in West Germany. 

 

As the plane flew to Leningrad and as I talked to her, my head began to sense the seriousness of the 

country we were about to land in. Her grandparents had been communist party members and she wasn’t 

sure there is no God, but not sure there is one either. After three generations of official atheism, she still 

was not certain. We talked about many things. What about “Glasnost”? I asked [referring to the new 

openness promised by the regime]. “We’d like to believe, but there have been lies in the past, and we 

don’t know if there really will be openness.” 

Our group had really been laughing and joking on the way to Warsaw. We joked that when we got to 

customs with our Bibles, we would just go up and put our necks outstretched to the border guards so they 

could easily cut off our heads. We were laughing and cutting up and having a great time, mostly out of 

nervousness. 

But now as we approached Leningrad, we became more serious. What would it really be like to take my 

16 Bibles into the Soviet Union? We had been well-briefed in Amsterdam by Brother Andrew’s group—

Open Doors. Some would take in just a few Bibles. Three of us would take in a larger number. And one 

Dutchman would try to take in twice as many as I had. The plan was that those of us with the larger 

number would stay back and go through last, with one person with no Bibles behind each of us who had 

them. 



 

 

 

There were ten in the American group, and about 20 in the Dutch group. The briefing in Amsterdam of 

the American group took about three hours one evening. We all told why we had come, and we received 

information and maps of Leningrad and Moscow. They told us what a miracle it was that we were still to 

be going. There had been nothing but problems—the trip was cancelled at one point at the Russian end 

and then was back on again. Other trips to the Soviet Union had been cancelled, but miraculously the trip 

was now on, and if the blessings were going to be commensurate with the difficulties to that point, we 

were in for a great trip indeed. 

 

Plans had changed, however. Originally, we were not going to be taking in any Bibles, but merely visiting 

the underground church. Now, we would be attempting to get over 200 Bibles inside and would not be 

visiting the underground church. I really wanted to visit the underground church. I would be very 

disappointed if we couldn’t do that. 

 

At the briefing, we sang and prayed together. The following night, we met together again for a final 

briefing and final prayers and singing together. The next morning we flew by the Hungarian state airline 

to Warsaw and from there by Polish state airline to Leningrad. 

 

We went through passport control. I told the girl behind the control window I liked the red star on her cap, 

but she was just sullen. There was no real communication between us. 

 

Next, we filled out customs declarations. How many dollars was I bringing in? Weapons? There were 

lines leading through customs. There wasn’t any joking now. This was it. I was praying, “Lord, just let 

these Bibles get through for your children. Lord, let these Bibles get through.” One by one our group 

joined the lines. We were briefed that customs could take several hours, but it looked like things were 

going pretty quickly. Soon it would be my turn to move into the line. I would be the last person except for 

a girl from Holland who would follow me in case there were problems with my Bibles. 

 

The trip to the Soviet Union had started for me about six months earlier when I was invited to join a small 

team going behind the Iron Curtain with Bibles and to visit the underground church. I had never been 

interested in the Soviet Union, and yet I felt the Lord saying, “Go.” Even up to a week before leaving, I 

really could not get excited about it, but I felt the Lord wanted me to go for His own purposes. It would be 

a two-week trip, ten days of which would inside the Soviet Union. My suitcase was more that half filled 

with clothes, jeans and coffee to give to Christians who had been persecuted for their faith. 

 



 

 

We left Friday morning June 3, 1988, from San Diego and then after a layover in Los Angeles, we flew 

non-stop to Amsterdam on KLM, arriving Saturday morning. We left Monday for Leningrad. We had 

gone to church near Hardervijk in the Netherlands. The sermon was translated for us. 

 

Well, there I was, getting into line. It’s fine to talk about it, pray about it, even laugh about it, but now it is 

here, and it is real. This is not a game. This is deadly serious business. I took my camera and film out and 

placed it on top of their X-ray machine. The X-rays used by the communist bloc nations are much 

stronger than what we in the West use for security, and we were told it could damage the film. I prepared 

to put the carry-on pieces of luggage on the conveyer belt and my suitcase as well. I was nervous and 

thought, “Oh, let’s go to another line.” Then I asked myself, “Did God direct you to move?” “No.” “Then 

stay where you are. Just do what God tells you to do.” 

 

The fellow in front of me was beginning to have trouble. I felt the Lord saying, “David, move to another 

line; you won’t be able to get through in that line.” So I took my camera and film and went to the next 

line over and once again put them on the top of the X-ray machine. My three bags went through the X-

ray. They looked at each piece carefully. I put the first piece of carry-on luggage in front of the lady 

inspector. (All my Bibles were in my second carry-on piece.) 

I began to explain to her that on my customs declaration form I didn’t know for sure how many dollars I 

had brought in—that I would need to check in a shirt pocket in my suitcase to give an accurate amount. 

She marked something on the form and then said she wanted to inspect the first piece of carry-on luggage. 

I opened both zippers and took almost everything out. Several items inside also had zippers so I was 

unzipping everything, trying to be as helpful as I could in a very honest straight-forward way. 

 

She said that was fine, so I started zipping everything back up and putting it all back together. Now, the 

second piece of carry-on was up on the conveyor belt. Was that a drum or was that the sound of my heart 

beating? Maybe if I prayed really hard, I could become invisible. Or wake up from this dream. This is 

where I really needed a miracle—really, really, badly. 

 

Then, there was an absolutely incredible turn of events. What was it? Was the lady inspector distracted by 

something? Was there a time warp? Was I imagining things? She spread out her hands over the second 

piece of carry-on luggage and my large suitcase and said, “They’re OK.” I tried to be cool and said, “Thank 

you very much.” I pretended to be oh so nonchalant. Like everything was normal. Like nothing out of the 

ordinary was happening. Then a ripple of joy began to well up in my body. I thought, “Oh, Lord, I don’t 

believe this—she’s not checking the one with the Bibles.” So I finished putting the first carry-on piece all 

together and started moving all three bags away from the inspection table. That joy just continued to well 

up inside of me—more and more and more. I thought I was going to explode—“Lord, we got them 

through!” “Oh, Lord, I can hardly believe it.” 



 

 

 

I was almost jumping for joy. Almost, that is, because I didn’t dare show ANY of it. I had seen God do a 

miracle, and He did it for all but one of the others, too. One fellow got caught. O Lord, O Lord, how great 

thou art! I had seen a miracle and it was so easy. I had seen God’s hand move in a marvelous and 

effortless way. Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord! 
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