
 
Good Morning. I bring you greetings from: 
 
El GIBBOR, (THE MIGHTY GOD), 
 
THE RUACH HAKODESH, (THE HOLY SPIRIT) 
 
AND …YESHUA HAMACHIACH, (JESUS THE CHRIST). 
 
There is an old rabbinic saying that God made man because God 
loves stories. There is no greater story than the “Greatest Story Ever 
Told” contained in the Scriptures. The Bible is not fiction. It is the 
autobiography of God. 
 
I am a born again Jew who understands the ground is level at the foot 
of the Cross. For in His sight there is neither Jew nor Gentile…just 
Believers. 
I was raised to think…I was raised to evaluate…I was raised to stand 
alone for my convictions. I was taught to drink deeply from the well of 
knowledge that God has provided in His Inerrant Word. 
 
What higher pursuit can we have if not to understand the Word of 
God given to us by the God who created us?  Can anyone know us 
better? You were created an immortal, eternal being….you will never 
go out of existence…you will always and forever be you. Do you not 
want to learn about where you will spend eternity the split second 
after you die? 
 
My life, your life is about His Cross that was erected in the Judean 
dirt 2,000 years ago. Jesus, the Messiah of the world came as 
promised at the appointed time to fulfill the pre-written history of 
prophecy. He came to exchange His life for yours so you could find 
your way home. 
 
My passion, my joy and my greatest sorrow has been trying to 
convince people who do not have a Biblical Worldview that they are 
Sinners in danger of Gods Wrath and Judgment and that they are in 
need of a Savior.  
 



Scripture says, “Jesus wept” over you. My own heart had grown cold 
until I asked God to give me the gift of grieving and to awaken in me 
the compassion to weep for the people of the world.  
 
His Joy is that He finally will come to fulfill His promise to save me 
from myself.  
 
My Joy is that He chose to come for me. He comes for all those who 
take the time to seek the Truth with “all our heart, mind and strength.” 
For if you choose to seek Him you will find Him and He will give you 
faith and strength for this journey called life.  
 
Your days are being written down every day and recorded in the 
Lambs book of life. Your life is a story. Every day a page is written, 
every year a chapter closed. I write stories about my life and weave 
them around the Word of God and the Lord I serve in the hopes that 
those that read the stories will gain a new perspective on the Lord 
who waits patiently to be wanted by you. 
 
Here is one of them. At the end I will give you a glimpse into how God 
turned the heart of an Orthodox Jew toward his Messiah Jesus, so 
the Holy angels could rejoice over one soul that came to know Jesus. 
 
 

The Bema…the end of my beginning 
 

There is a hymn with a short phrase that becomes a repetitive refrain. 
Having worshipped in a congregation setting you will recognize it. 
 
“I stand…I stand…in Awe of You, I stand…I stand in Awe of You…” 
 
The melody and the words flow over me, much like a cool breeze on 
a hot summer day. The lyrics refresh my soul and warm my heart 
because they remind me of whom I serve. 
 
I am reminded of the great lengths God went to reach out to me and 
to make me His own. To be singing this phrase among hundreds of 
believers while imagining encountering the Living God who saved us; 
brings emotions from deep within me I cannot explain. For there are 
no words.  



 
But this morning as I write to you my imagination finds me not 
standing in a crowd but alone before the God of Creation.  
A moment in time yet future.  
 
A moment in time when time will no longer be. 
 
Think with me. You live your life out before the gaze of a Holy God. 
But there is only one time in your life that you will be able to speak to 
Him face to face. Choose your words wisely for they will reveal your 
destiny…forever. 
 
So here I stand, suspended on nothing, naked before the Bema, 
before the God who is Holy, Holy, Holy. The God of Love, yes; but 
also the God of Justice. God, who required that my life meet not a 
standard of excellence but of perfection. 
 
A life not one of us can even come close to living out before Him. 
Meeting His standard is required for entrance into His Perfect 
Heaven. Not our standard. 
 
Just a millisecond ago I was in my body. Now my body has gone the 
way of all flesh, back to the dust it was made of. I am what is left. The 
essence of who I always was and will now continue to be; a soul and 
spirit. 
 
The phrase I AM in the Bible refers to God. God is Spirit. God 
breathed out, into man His life force to be contained in a vessel of 
flesh. So when I refer to myself using I am; I refer to my essence, my 
life force that God breathed into me. I am a soul and spirit made in 
the image of God. He brought me to life, yet it is I who holds my life 
now in my own hand. 
 
The words and phrases of Scripture that have filled my mind on earth 
now swirl around me. “Absent from the body, present with the Lord”. 
A moment ago I lived in the physical world. My eyes watched as 
darkness overtook the world I knew. 
 
Then Blazing light enveloped my being as I was drawn upward by a 
power not my own. My spiritual eyes now accustomed to this light 



found myself standing before the ONE who called me into existence 
from eternity past. The ONE who gave me life as He did you.  
 
Life yes, but with a purpose to fulfill.  
 
His purpose, not mine or yours. 
 
The hymn continued to wash over my mind like waves of the sea. “I 
stand, I stand in Awe of You”. Never if I lived a billion years and 
studied the Word of God a billion years, would I be prepared to stand 
in the presence of our Holy God. 
 
The word Awe, or for that matter any other word devised by mankind 
cannot come close to describe the ONE I now stand before. I stand 
before Him bathed in the light of His love. I feel love surround and 
envelope me for He is Love. He created me. I have never been loved 
like this, I do not want to go back to my  
body or to my life on earth. 
 
No words have been exchanged at this point. Only a gaze between 
us that seemed timeless. Then, His eyes changed as He looked at 
me. They became eyes of fire. This light that pierced me, surrounded 
me, enveloped me became uncomfortable. 
 
My mind brought up another hymn I loved to sing. “Holy, Holy, Holy is 
the Lord God Almighty”. This melody grew louder and louder and I 
found myself falling to my knees before Him and then further down 
until I lay prostrate before Him. Face down, with my arms 
outstretched, suspended in space…forming the Cross. 
 
It was His great love that created us. The love that I bathed in a 
moment earlier I felt was now mine forever…I was wrong. A new 
feeling of emotion swept over me. I felt alone as I felt the penetrating 
gaze of His eyes of fire. 
 
I was taught that He was the God of love and that is true. But the 
attribute that is more important to understand is His Holiness. 
Scripture speaks of the Fear of the Lord. To me, that meant 
understanding and coming to the knowledge of who He is. 



I had learned to recognize His Great Love…but not His Holiness and 
the demands of His Justice. 
 
The Book of Life was opened before me, His book, His 
Autobiography. Scriptures poured forth from it swirling around me. As 
my life unfolded before me, verses came forth and applied 
themselves to every scene of my life. The verses I had memorized 
came forth to join the ones that poured forth from His Word. 
 
Then they attached themselves to scenes from my life. They 
condemned me, for my life did not uphold His commands. We are 
called to live for HIM, to Love HIM, to Honor HIM. The only way we 
prove that we are HIS is by obedience to His Word by applying it to 
our lives.  
He had given me life. I was to live that life for HIM as His image 
bearer, for each of us are made in the image of God. Now it was 
Scripture, the very words of God that were judging my every act, my 
every thought…the motives of my heart. 
 
Another verse came to mind “No eye has seen, no ear has heard, 
what God has prepared for those that love Him.” I knew this referred 
to Heaven and Eternal life. But what if I truly did not love Him? 
 
Then this verse would change and mean..”No eye has seen, no ear 
has heard, what God has prepared for those that do not love Him.” 
 
The reality of all that was happening hit me at once. I realized that 
like my Lord I had died and like my Lord I am now alive and will live 
forever more. 
 
My life was now being reviewed. Ernie Pahlek, my words, scenes of 
life, thoughts of my heart and mind towards loved ones, my 
circumstances, my choices, my actions and more continued to play 
out before me…then everything stopped. 
 
Up until now no words had come out of my mouth. I only watched this 
shared vision of my life before God. Then I heard His voice speak. 
His words lifted me upright before HIM. It was now my turn to speak 
on my behalf. 
 



Have you ever taken the time to think about what will come out of 
your mouth when you stand alone before the God who is HOLY, 
HOLY, HOLY? Scripture makes the details of this face to face 
encounter crystal clear for us to understand. 
 
Here I stand before the BEMA, the Judgment Seat of The Messiah of 
Israel and the Christ of the Church. My mind was overwhelmed. What 
could I, should I, WOULD I, say to the Lord God Almighty? 
 
I remembered the Lords story of this encounter we would all have in 
Matthew 7:21 thru 23. 
 
The answer of people recorded there ran through my mind. 
“Lord…Lord, I did this for you, I did miracles for you, I did….I did… 
for you…for you.” 
 
I kept hearing I did and for you as they echoed and reverberated in 
my mind. 
 
Then I remembered the Lords response to the people. I never…I 
never…I never……………………KNEW 
……………………YOU!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
 
Had I deceived myself while physically alive? The words continued to 
haunt me as the people replied to the Lord….But Lord………But 
Lord…but Lord. 
 
The words descended in strength as the realization that the gift of life 
they each received from God was wasted and counted for nothing. 
 
Up till now, no words came out of me. But the words had been 
forming in my mind and soon would come forth from me. 
 
This was not the Babe of Christmas, nor was it Emanuel (God With 
Us)…but the Risen Lord, wrapped in Light, with fire in His eyes. I had 
claimed Him in life as my Savior and Lord.  
 
I thought, …it’s me Lord, Ernie…a Jew one of your chosen people. 
Ernie…the one who wrote Jewish Evangelism Tracts, the one who 
recorded two CD witnessing messages, the one interviewed by two 



Christian Radio Stations, the one who wrote a book full of thoughts 
about YOU, the one who does battle for you…the one….the 
one….the one…. 
 
God gave each of us a mind to reason with, to think deeply before we 
engage our mouths. He gave us eyes to see and ears to hear and 
feet and hands to explore our world. All gifts with one purpose; to 
SEEK HIM, and to come to the knowledge of the One True God. 
 
Doubts came into my mind. I began to compare myself, and my life to 
others in the Bible. Abraham was righteous, yet he was liar. But he 
was willing to sacrifice his only son in obedience to the command of 
God. 
 
David was an adulterer and a murderer, yet God said that he was a 
man after Gods own heart. Job lived what seemed a perfect life. He 
did nothing wrong, yet God allowed Satan to test him. Job lost 
everything precious in life to him. In the end he began questioning 
God until God took him on a verbal tour of creation.  
 
Job shut his mouth at the end of the tour. No one, no creature has the 
right to question the Creator…to question God or His purposes. 
 
The words now formed in my mind describing my life, my deeds, and 
my achievements. I began to mouth…But Lord…I did this….then I 
stopped. 
 
I realized I was not worthy. I dropped to my knees, then to my face, 
sprawled out before Him in the shape of the Cross…suspended on 
nothing. 
 
Every accomplishment, every deed I did in my life began with the 
letter I. 
Did I truly do it all for HIM?  Or, was it for me and the praise, honor 
and glory others lavished on me. 
 
Was I really humble? I claimed to know Jesus as Lord with my mouth. 
I tried to prove it with my actions and deeds. But God judges only the 
Heart and its Motives.   
 



Do I look forward to His Second Coming for what it means to HIM?  
Or do I look forward to the Second Coming for what it means to me? 
 
As the world continues to dishonor His name and person, do I defend 
His name for His sake or for mine? 
 
Can I even begin to feel His pain when His name is dishonored? 
 
NO.  
 
My journey has been all about me…not HIM. Nothing I have ever 
done entitles me to enter His Heaven. Comparing myself to others or 
to people in the Bible will not justify me. Isaiah said we are all un- 
righteous before a HOLY GOD! 
 
The standard is impossible. All the thoughts of my life, my deeds 
have now fled from my mind. Only 3 words come forth from my 
mouth. 
 
Lord, Forgive Me. 
 
The thief on the Cross and I have much in common. I tried to live my 
entire life for Christ. He lived only the last few minutes of His life for 
Christ. Neither of us are worthy, each of us is equally guilty of Sin 
before God. 
 
It is only His Grace to each of us that allows mercy to flow to us so 
we can be forgiven and then enter His Perfect Heaven. 
 
It is all a gift from God. Through Faith alone by Grace alone do we 
hear Him whisper our name and then turn, respond and accept HIM 
as Lord. Strength comes back into my body as I rise up to a knelling 
position. I feel His hands around me lifting me up before Him. 
 
He says, “My sheep hear my voice. I knew you before the 
foundations of the world were made. The Good work I began in you; I 
have now completed. You are one of mine and I love you with an 
everlasting love. 
 
Come; let me show you your new home.” 



 
My Lord…My God…thank you. He takes me to the place He 
prepared for me. There is a door before me. I turn back and look to 
Him. I am overwhelmed with emotion and I burst in tears and great 
sobs. These were tears of great sorrow, and of pain. 
 
I looked behind HIM…faces were everywhere before my eyes. My 
children, my grand children, my parents, my relatives, my neighbors, 
my dear friends….all whom I loved in my life. Everyone there before 
my eyes in one moment of time. 
 
I reached into the air behind Him trying to touch them. Sobbing and 
choking back the tears I cried with a loud voice to HIM.  But what 
about them? What will happen to them? 
 
This ONE who spoke the Universe into existence spoke softly to me. 
 
“Ernie, I stood at the door of your heart for 38 years waiting to be 
invited in. Then I whispered your name and you heard my voice and 
you opened the door to your heart and let me in. 
 
The decision to open the door to your heart was yours not mine. The 
same decision is theirs as well. I will continue to knock on the door of 
each one of their hearts for as long as they live in time. I will wait 
patiently as I did for you, to be wanted by them. 
 
They too as you have, in a yet future moment; will stand before me. 
They will have to answer my question…”Who do you say that I am?” 
They two will be held accountable to my Standard of Perfection. 
 
Then the same hands that formed me in my mothers womb, gently 
wiped the tears away from my eyes. He opened the door before me 
and said, “Welcome to my home, to your future…for you, the past is 
gone forever.” 
 
“As for them…they have the Law and the Prophets ( Luke 16 verse 
30 -31). 
 
Their future is up to them.” 
 



Angels Praise HIM for His Holiness…for that is all they know. 
Believers Praise HIM for His GRACE… for that truly is all they know. 
 
His love is great, for He is Love.  
 
But His Holiness demands Justice. 
Yet,… His Grace and Mercy are greater than His love and His 
Holiness. 
 
Michael Card said well in a song: 
 
“Open my eyes and open my heart 
And grant me the gift of your grieving. 
 
And awaken in me the compassion to weep, 
Just One of Your tears for the world.”  
 
When God walked among us in the fullness of time,  
He wept tears as old as the world. 
 
“Jesus wept them …for you… and for ME.” 
 
 
Before the foundations of the world were ever made, in eternity 
past....the Lord knew me! I truly believe we can never understand the 
depth of that statement.  How awesome and comforting to know that 
He who began a good work in you will complete it in His time. 
 
Spend some quiet time with The Lord and study how many times 
throughout history the blood line of the Messiah came down to one 
small life that God miraculously protected from being snuffed out, so 
His Son Jesus would be born in Bethlehem. 
 
I propose to you that God does the same for each of His Chosen and 
Elect children. My mother, a Holocaust Survivor told me the story of 
arriving at Auswiche with her sister and her children, nine year old 
Teddy and 11 year old Lillian. 
 
  
 



The four of them were in one line and a Nazi soldier pulled my mother 
out of the line and put her in a separate line by herself. My mother left 
the line 3 times to go back to be with her sister and kids. 
 
 Each time she was beaten and thrown into the other line. The last 
time she was beaten with clubs and physically could not get back. 
 
She didn't know that the line her sister and children were in meant 
death in the gas chamber and that the other line meant life.......but 
God did.  
 
You see my mother, years later was to have me. God knew me from 
eternity past and graciously provided me the gift of faith in His Son so 
I might have Salvation and some day go home to be with The Lord. 
 
Some of you were born again quietly or the Lord brought you, like He 
did me kicking and screaming into His family...in any case it’s a 
miracle of new life. 
 
If you have ever read the anonymous poem Footprints, you would 
see a perfect example of spiritual hindsight.  I can now look back at 
my life and see when I thought I was alone, I wasn’t.  
 
I was born to orthodox Jewish parents, both of whom had survived 
the holocaust, but lost spouses, children and family in the war. 
 
My mother died on my birthday in June of 81, she was 72. But it was 
not until the unusual death of my father at age 82, that I began 
searching the scriptures for answers about life and eternity.  
 
During my fathers first heart attack he had an out of body experience. 
He was floating above his body watching it being worked on by the 
EMS crew.  When I was able to see him in the hospital he had 
already related his experience to the family. 
 
  All of them told him he was dreaming. This upset him greatly. To 
him it was real and he was a man of great integrity and conscience. I 
told him I believed him. Of course now I know out of body 
experiences are not true. The Bible says “absent from the body, 
present with the Lord.” 



 
His second heart attack came a few months later.  This time he spoke 
to me only. He left his body again. He began moving away but a 
voice called him by name “Armin its not your time...go back.”  
 
That statement gave me chills.  
 
My father always told me that if I gave to charities, did good works 
and kept the commandments as best I could, I would go to heaven. 
He said a good Jew died calmly and in peace. 
 
I got the call from the hospital in the late evening. My father had his 
3rd heart attach and was at the hospital. If I wanted to see him alive I 
needed to come now!  
 
I burst upon the hospital floor asking the nurse where my father was. 
She told me the room number and I began to run with two nurses and 
a doctor chasing me yelling for me to stop. When I got to the room it 
was dark inside with the door half open. 
 
 My father was dead at the time they had called me. No one had 
settled his body down. 
 
He was leaning forward looking at the ceiling with one hand hiding his 
face and the other up higher as if protecting himself from something. 
His eyes were filled with horror. He didn’t die peacefully and he did 
not go to heaven. What I saw in his face scared me to death. 
 
This was a good, religious and kind man who loved God, yet he met 
the Judge....not the Savior. I was alone with a God I did not know but 
wanted desperately to meet. 
  
From that point the Holy Spirit took me on a journey that would last 
almost 3 years. I truly learned the “Fear of God”. It would take years 
before I learned to love God. 
 
At the start I packed suitcases full of my special belongings: 
Traditions, Superstitions, Rules and Regulations, Pride, Arrogance, 
Materialism and more. After all I was walking on that wide road to 
Heaven, the one with the wide gate. That gate had room for all my 



stuff and all my friends and family as well. Little did I know that later I 
would find that the road was a narrow one and the gate was more like 
a turnstile. I couldn’t take my baggage through, I had to leave it 
behind…there was only room for me. 
 
 I come from a family of orthodox rabbis who would gladly teach me 
the truth. So I began reading the Old Testament studying key word 
meanings in Hebrew and got stuck on the opening sentence in 
Genesis. 
 
  “In the beginning God” (Elohim). The word for God was a plural 
word....why did God use a plural to represent Himself in the 
sentence?  I went further...in Genesis 1:26, “let us make man in our 
image, in our likeness”. Who is our and us I asked?  
 
 In the Jewish statement of faith...Hear o Israel the Lord our God is 
one (Echad) Lord.  The word Echad means a multiple of one of the 
same kind or essence...it’s plural. I am sure God could have used 
Yachid, meaning one singular since HE wrote the book. 
 
 In Proverbs 30:4 it says God has a Son. Isaiah speaks about a virgin 
birth. In Daniel 9:26 it says the Messiah will die before the destruction 
of the temple in 70 A.D..........it goes on and on. 
 
For 3 Years the Lord had me on an anvil, re-creating me. Then one 
night on the ride home in May I broke down and with great 
uncontrollable sobs…I cried out to Jesus to save me…a sinner.  
I accepted His Death on the Cross for me.  
 
From that day forward I have determined to take seriously His call to 
Come… and Follow Me. I counted the cost. I made the decision that 
cost me my family relationships as I was thrown out of my family for 
10 years. But I did it in peace because the Truth of the Word of God 
resounded into the very depths of my Soul. I stepped forward into a 
new life of obedience and never once have I turned to look back. 
 
  
There is much more to my life, much more to my Jewish perspective 
on the Word of God. I invite you to visit my website. There you can 
hear my testimony about how an Orthodox Jew came to believe in 



Jesus the Jewish Messiah.   
 
There you will find many stories through which you will get to know 
me better and hopefully get to know the Lord of the Harvest as He 
gives you a heart for the lost all around you. 
 
Thank you for listening. 
 


