
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. 
 
I want to share three memories with you. The first is about MY 
MOTHERS EYES and the second is about MY FATHERS TOUCH, 
the third is about 3 WHO WAIT IN HEAVEN 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 Mothers Eyes 
 
Ken Gire…in his book “Windows of the Soul” wrote: 

 
“Within us the dust of the earth and the breath of heaven are joined in 
a mysterious union only death can separate.  Our eyes are windows 

into our Soul and there is more to you than you know!” 
 
It had been 6 months now since I put my mother into the nursing 
home. My dad had been taking care of her in their apartment when 
he had his first of 3 heart attacks. 
 
He was 82, she was 77.  My dad was in the hospital recovering when 
I got the call from the nursing home that my mother no longer was 
eating. I went to the nursing home to meet with her doctor. I had a 
decision to make, he said.  
 
Without nourishment she would die within the week from starvation, 
she needed a feeding tube. I went to visit my mother. This gentle 
woman, who bore me and raised me and loved me more than her 
own life, was now reduced to a shell of her former self.  
 
She could do nothing for herself. She couldn’t speak, move, turn, 
raise her 
 Arm, hug me; she could do nothing but watch me with her eyes. 
 
It has been said that our eyes are windows to the soul. Her eyes 
focused and followed me as I approached her. There was life and 
intelligence in her eyes. 
 
The mother who raised me, knew me and loved me had now become 
a living spirit encased in the flesh of her dying outer shell. 
 
I made the wrong decision that day. The doctor gave her a feeding 
tube and extended her captivity for 6 more months. 
 
I have never forgotten nor forgiven myself for making that decision. I 
was embarking on a journey we all must go on at some point in our 



lives. My father and mother would both die within the year…and I 
would be alone in the world for the first time in my life. 
 
I would visit my mother weekly. It was always the same. She never 
moved nor spoke…but her eyes…her eyes spoke volumes to me. 
Who we are, the journey we each have taken in life, all rests within 
our eyes. Our eyes are the gates into our soul, and our soul was 
created immortal by God, and made in His image.  
We were meant to walk on streets of gold, to explore His universe, to 
experience Joy forever.  
 
Nothing was more important to me in the time left to us than to put my 
mother’s life into focus and hide her life in my heart, before she was 
gone. 
 
Because the soul belongs to the unseen realm, we find ourselves 
feeling our way in the dark, groping for the words as we explore its 
mysteries by the dim light of our understanding. 
 
But God has given us light…that light is His Word…it is a Lamp unto 
our Feet, allowing us to walk the path of the Soul upright, exploring its 
mysteries in Truth, giving us understanding of this tear stained  
journey of life that points the way home to God. 
 
Gazing deep into my mothers eyes, memories came into sharp focus 
of a life lived, of stories told …there were no words between us only 
our eyes spoke to each other.  
 
After the war my mother began a new life. She was a holocaust 
survivor, like my father. Unlike my father’s family who all came out 
alive, my mother lost everyone she loved. She came here alone. All 
the love she had for her family was now focused on me and she lived 
the rest of her life for me and lived through me.  
 
She spent her life in tears. Confused with anxiety for each step in life 
I would take. 
 
So great a love that bore so much emotional pain…I never 
understood till later. 
 



Out of death God brings forth life. Out of pain God grants wisdom. 
 
Before the foundations of the world were ever made, in eternity 
past....the Lord knew both my mother and me! I truly believe we can 
never understand the depth of that statement about predestination.   
 
My mother told me the story of arriving at Auswiche with her sister 
and her sister’s 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 her 
children. 
 
 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 was carried along by other people, unable to walk.  
 
Her eyes were locked on three precious souls, the four hearts beat as 
one as the three slowly disappeared from her view.  
 
Her last memory would be seeing the silent scream on the face of her 
sister as her two children clinging to her, walked together into the gas 
chamber, into the darkness of a past that haunted her for the rest of 
her life. 
 
Why wasn’t my mother allowed to stay in the line with her sister and 
the two children? 
 
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 going to have me. God knew me 
from eternity past and graciously provided me with the gift of faith in 
His Son, the Messiah so I might have Salvation and some day go 
home to be with The Lord. 
 
My mother loved God and knew the Old Testament. Why, during her 
life didn’t she come to know the revealed Messiah Yeshua, Jesus the 



Christ, The Son of God? 
 
All through His word God makes it clear that He knows everything 
about us: 

• The number of hairs on our heads 
• He knew us before we were conceived 
• He chose us when He planned creation 
• He determined the exact time of our birth 
• The days of our lives are written in His book  
• Every good gift comes from His hand 
• He loves us with an everlasting love 
• His thoughts about us are more than the sand of the seashore 
• He rejoices over us by singing 
 

Didn’t my mother know and understand this? 
 
The answer is yes and no. It is Gods desire that all should be saved. 
But desire is not will. He left that decision to our wills by giving us free 
will. Hidden in the prophecies of the Old Testament is this message 
from God to both Jew and Gentile. 
 
I am your Father, and I love you even as I love my son, Jesus. For in 
Jesus, my love for you is revealed. He is the exact representation of 
my being. He came to demonstrate that I am for you not against you 
and to tell you that I am not counting your sins.  
 
My Son died so that you and I could be reconciled. His death on the 
Cross was the ultimate expression of my love for you. I gave up 
everything I loved that I might gain your love.  
 
Receive my son as your savior and nothing will ever separate you 
from my love again…and you can come home to me. 
 
Is my mother home with God…I believe the answer is no. I base that 
on the Old and New Testament words of God to us all. 
 
God is Holy and has made it clear that nothing less than perfect Holy 
people can enter Heaven. Since the fall in the Garden of Eden our 
race has been infected with a disease called Sin. Since the beginning 
of time there has only been one Perfect, Holy Person that walked the 



earth…the God/Man…Jesus.  
 
The door of heaven opens through the Cross and no where else. 
 
I love my mother and I love and trust the God I serve. He is Holy and 
His judgment is righteous. As with many things in my life, I have given 
my mother to God who is wiser than I.  
 
In return He has given me His peace that passes all understanding.  
 
I visited my mother two days before she died. I wiped away the tears 
from her eyes……. and said goodbye.  
 
 
My Fathers Touch 
 
To be emotionally dead…then live again. 

 
 

It was mid morning; I was in my early 20’s married to my first wife 
with two boys, Adam and Jamie. The Yom Kippur Holiday, (Jewish 
Annual Day of Atonement for the Sins of the Nation), service at the 
little Orthodox synagogue was always longer than I liked so I arrived 
late. 
 
I had gotten up early so I could worship with my Dad along with 82 
Holocaust survivor members, people who remained faithful in their 
obedience to their God. 
 
My Dad had been praying for hours already when I came into the 
service. 
 
My Dad as I mentioned in previous emails lost two children and a wife 
in the death camps. As you can imagine, to my parents, I was their 
sole reason for living, a special gift from God after the war.  
 
My wife at the time did not like my parents, even though it was my 
parents who always came through for us in the beginning of our 



marriage with money and groceries …and never said a word to us 
about their help. 
 
My parent’s only joy was to see me and their grandchildren. It had 
been several weeks since I allowed them their joy. 
 
When I arrived and took my place next to my Dad he turned towards 
me. The look on his face was one of compassion for me…but there 
were tears in his eyes. Then as if forcing his expression to change he 
became angry and he said I should follow him out of the synagogue. 
 
My mother that morning was crying deeply…why had she not heard 
from her son for almost 6 weeks, why could she not see her 
grandchildren, he blurted out. It was more than my Dad could bear, to 
see the woman he loved so deeply at this late stage of her life be in 
so much emotional pain. 
 
My Dad with tears told me he never wanted to see me again, that I 
was dead to both him and my mother…then he began to walk back 
towards the synagogue without me…back to his God to whom he 
would pray for strength, solace, and for peace in this new emotional 
pain. 
 
To hear those words, see his face and feel his new agony that I had 
inflicted was more than I could bear. I began yelling for him to stop 
and wait, he didn’t. I yelled loudly to him, he turned and I passed out 
and fell to the ground. 
 
He ran to me and fell to his knees, cradled and held me, crying that 
he was sorry. Can you imagine… HE ran to me and said HE was 
sorry. What had he done?  Nothing…I did it all!  I had become 
insensitive to the greatest love of all, the love of a father for their 
child. 
 
Like you I grew up in a family with relatives. There were always plenty 
of people to wipe away my tears; Aunts, Uncles and Cousins, my 
Mom and Dad.  Yet, when I think of someone wiping away my tears I 
think of my Dad. 
 



That morning so many years ago in front of the synagogue, with my 
Father rocking me back and forth, holding me in his arms, tears 
streaming down his face, wiping away my tears, with people walking 
by staring at us, offering His forgiveness when it was me who caused 
him pain…changed my attitude and my emotions and my life. 
 
His hands were rough and callused, his fingers crooked and long. 
Years ago in the old country his grandmother chased him upstairs 
trying to hit him with a rod. To get away he jumped head first from a 
two story window, breaking his fall with his hands.  
 
There was something in my Father’s touch that took away more than 
the drop of hurt from my cheek. It took away my fear of rejection. 
 
“The Apostle John says that someday God will wipe away your tears. 
The same hands that stretched the heaven will touch your cheeks. 
The same hands that formed the mountains will caress your face. 
The same hands that curled in agony as the Roman spike cut through 
will someday cup your face and brush away your tears. Forever.” 
(Max Lucado) 
 
The theme of the Book of Revelation is one of rewards for those that 
believe in the Messiah of Israel, the Son of God. That reward is to go 
home. If my earthly father Armin can show so much sacrificial love to 
me his son when it was I who caused his pain.  
 
Then how much more sacrificial love does the Father of us all have in 
sending His Only SON to die on that Cross in place of me, the one 
who caused HIS PAIN. 
 
This life I have lived for 59 years now is held together by 
Joy…because of what awaits me when I get home. Like Abraham 
before me I too am a vagabond looking for a city whose builder and 
maker is God, to a city with eternal foundations in Heaven.  
 
My daily prayer is that those I love and cherish will come to faith and 
belief in Jesus the Messiah of Israel as their Savior and Lord. And 
that we can spend Eternity together in Heaven. 
 



If not, I know God is greater than us all and He has promised to wipe 
away every tear from my eyes and give me peace …Forever. 
 
 

3 Who Wait for Me 
(In Honor of Teddy, Lillian & My Sister with NO Name) 

 
 

The clouds of war blocked the sun over Europe. Evil given permission 
by God was now going to have its day. This day of shadows was to 
last 4 years. The master planner of this horror, satan, was going to 
get his fill of souls for a short time. For satan, like an unruly dog is on 
a leash, held by the Hand of  
Almighty God. 
 
During this time satan would destroy millions upon millions of people 
branded by Hitler unfit to live; including 6 million Jews. Many Jews in 
the thousands escaped by leaving Europe in the years before the 
doors were shut. But not my parents. 
 
They could not believe nor envision the evil that human beings with 
black hearts were capable of doing to their own kind. And so they 
stayed, and were ensnared. They not only lost things they cherished, 
but the precious lives of loved ones.  
 
Armin and Margaret my parents were never the same. My mother lost 
her entire family; my father lost his wife and two children. Teddy, a 
boy, was nine years old and had deep chocolate eyes. Lillian, a girl, 
was eleven years old with eyes the color of the sky and hair like 
wheat in the sunlight. 
 
After the war was over both my parents were re-united in the 
immigration camp. My father formerly my mothers brother-in-law, and 
my mother formerly the sister of my fathers wife. 
 
It took 2 years for them to regain their health. They married in the 
camp. Their mutual loses drew them together into a marriage built on 
a foundation of pain and suffering. But God in His Mercy brought 
them comfort in each other and blessed them with me; a new life to 
cherish into the future. 



 
Prior to immigrating, Jews who lost homes were allowed to go back to 
the cities where they had lived and reclaim their homes should they 
want to.  Most found nothing left to come home too and so they 
immigrated all over the world. 
 
In the case of my father the people occupying his home allowed him 
to go into the backyard and dig up a box that he had hidden in the 
earth. A box filled with treasures, jewelry, and money. These things 
had no value to him…but the pictures…OH Dear God, the 
pictures…the images of love and life lost; he gently held close to his 
heart and brought them with him. 
 
Armin had walked his own “Via Delarosa”; his road of suffering. At its 
end he found only misty memories of the past. He had lived through 
hell on earth just to be able to touch the hands of his children and 
hold his wife once again.  
But they …were no more. 
 
His hands shook and all the pent up anguish came out in great sobs 
and tears as he held 3 pictures of 3 hearts gently against his 
breast…Teddy, Lillian and the only remaining picture of his wife as 
they stood bride and groom together looking forward to a bright 
future. 
 
And so he walked forward into a new life clutching the old life…crying 
out to God…WHY?...but only hearing the sound of silence. He never 
understood till his dying day that it was satan who robbed him…not 
God. 
 
For the last month my wife Elyse has been recreating our family’s 
visual journey of life, by redoing all our photo albums. For weeks now 
I could not understand why we keep pictures. Rarely will anyone ever 
look at them. There are people I don’t remember, others I would like 
to forget.  
 
But now I understand why she has so tenderly and carefully created 
the journey that is our life; in the precious books of memories I now 
can review. 
 



I am staring at Teddy and Lillian. I have the pictures my father once 
held in his hands. They are with me here as I write. All that’s left of 
them I now hold in my hands. In a very real sense I now hold their 
hearts and my fathers heart.  
 
They are the brother and sister I never had a chance to know. 
 
What about you? Do you have a brother or sister that have died 
young that you never got a chance to know? Are you a parent who 
has lost children at a young age and now like me; you hold precious 
photographs in your hands that represent the hearts that once lived in 
bodies you could hug and kiss? 
 
Look closely at their pictures and you will see eyes filled with light and 
life. If you look long enough you will be able to see deep into their 
souls.  Teddy and Lillian just like your brother or sister, or your child 
still live today, just as you do. Not as memories, but as who they are. 
Each a unique person created by the Living God to live for eternity. 
Each has been given a new body to replace the old; no longer a 
youth but a young person with a new strong body free of pain or any 
form of weakness. A body fitted to live for eternity. 
 
No, neither Teddy nor Lillian or my father Armin has spoken to me 
from the dead. All three have moved onto another dimension we 
cannot see or hear from. 
 
 
 
I know this is true because the recorded Word of God through HIS 
Prophets tell me where they are and what they are doing even now 
as I speak to you.  
 
Yeshua, Jesus the Son of God, affirmed the words of the Prophets in 
history.  
 
Yeshua, Jesus died on the Cross, was buried three days in a tomb 
and then rose from the dead and walked this earth again before 
witnesses. He spoke of heaven; He spoke of hell and the coming 
Kingdom of God to this earth in the future.  
 



Yeshua, Jesus is the only person to die, come back physically from 
the dead and speak about it to the same people who watched HIM 
die! 
 
Teddy and Lillian died a horrible death. Their mother stood with the 
two of them clutching each other among a packed room of strangers. 
They were all naked in a shower room. There was silence as they all 
heard the hissing sound together at the same time. No water came 
forth, just the sound of gas, then the sound of choking, then the 
screams of pain from their eyes and the burning in their lungs.  
 
They clung together Lillian, Teddy and their mother. They fell together 
with the rest of the people. And they were buried together in a mass 
unmarked grave. 
 
My tears flow as I write this for here on my desk are both Teddy and 
Lillian, captured in a moment of time gazing at me. Their eyes so 
filled with life.  Anger burns in my soul, yet I hear the whisper of God 
calling to me…” ernie, the actions of mankind are no longer human, 
but the result of a disease all humans have called Sin. A disease for 
which I have provided a cure. People who choose not to take the cure 
will be dealt with individually when they stand before me. Revenge 
and Justice towards all evil is mine alone, Ernie…justice and 
revenge will be served by ME!” 
 
Teddy and Lillian live today in heaven before their Lord. No more 
tears for the Lord has wiped them from their eyes. They wait patiently 
for me in paradise to come to them and I look eagerly to that day of 
reunion. 
 
 I have one more sibling that died young; to be exact after 4 months 
of life. My Aunt Bella a strong willed woman ruled this family of 
immigrants here in Detroit. 
One day Bella came by and took my mother for a ride to her son’s 
business. My mother was not feeling well; she seemed to have 
gained some weight.  
 
My mother never recovered mentally from her experience in the 
camps. She was timid, shy, meek and quiet. My father was not home 
at the time. And so Aunt Bella took my mother to her son the doctor. 



He was a very prominent doctor, so prominent that he specialized 
doing favors for the Jewish mob in Detroit. The favors were abortions 
for their daughters when they became pregnant.  
 
So it happened that two heartless people teamed together to bring an 
unsuspecting woman onto an examination table and then proceed to 
abort, to murder my sister. She too cried out in agony, the silent 
scream from my mother’s womb that only God could hear. 
 
I learned of this a few months after the death of my mother when I 
was in my thirties. My father, very ill himself needed to confess this 
atrocity that he kept hidden in his heart for years.  Aunt Bella died a 
forgotten old woman alone; she took her own life with an overdose of 
sleeping pills.  
 
Her son while butchering an unborn child in the womb of his crime 
bosses daughter, made an error and she died. He ended up in prison. 
One year later he was found in his cell with a rope around his neck, 
hanging from the ceiling. 
 
Yes my sister with no name died a horrible death within the womb of 
my mother at the age of 4 months. The one with no name was 
cheated out of life and I was cheated out of knowing her, just as I was 
cheated out of knowing Teddy and Lillian. But all three are alive 
waiting for me to come home. 
 
What’s that you say, where is my father, his first wife, my 
mother…won’t they be waiting for me as well. The answer to that is 
NO. The NO is not my opinion, it is not an assumption, and it is not 
even a guess.  
 
It is FACT, based on the Words of God in the Bible. God has said 
there is ONLY ONE WAY to heaven and that is through the Cross of 
HIS SON. The Old Testament speaks of this in the Prophecies of the 
coming Messiah. The New Testament speaks the same from the very 
mouth of Gods Son, the Promised Messiah. 
 
Lillian, Teddy and my Sister, were too young to understand the 
Gospel of Christ. They had no ability to make a decision one-way or 
the other. They are the little ones that Christ refers to when He said 



“let the little ones come to me…”. For them God provides mercy and 
brings them home to be with HIM in Heaven. For a child to die it 
means instant heaven. 
 
Everyone else either has taken the time to investigate the claims of 
the Bible or they have not done so. If you have chosen not too 
believe after truly examining The CASE for Christ, that’s your 
decision and you will live with it forever. If you have chosen not to 
investigate the topic and you do not believe then you have made the 
same decision and you will be granted your desire, which is to be 
where God is not …for eternity.  
 
The deaths of Lillian and Teddy and My Sister are a blessing from 
God. Is it better to die before the age of understanding and go to be 
with the Lord in Heaven? Or, is it better to walk this earth for 75 years 
and never come to know the Risen Lord and then die in your sins and 
spend an eternity in Hell? 
 
I sit now and look through this treasure of my family’s life journey 
contained within the moments of time captured on the photographs 
and my heartbreaks. You see my family is Jewish and died not 
knowing Christ.  
 
I hold pictures of my dead relatives; pictures of those who have taken 
a different road to a different place. God has honored their decision at 
the end of their journey through this life.  
 
But if you have, like I have, people you love, children and grand 
children that are alive and with you; then please continue to share 
your faith in the God who came bearing the name Immanuel, (God 
With Us)…Jesus whose name Yeshua in Hebrew means Salvation. 
 
There is no hope for the images of loved ones captured on the 
photographs that represent memories of the past. But for those who 
are alive there is still HOPE.  
 
My prayer for you and I is that there would be many more than 3 who 
wait to greet us at the end of life’s journey home. 
 
 



In Closing I wanted you to know that…. 
 
After my Fathers death 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. 
 
It was late at night on the ride home in May of 1985 while listening to 
Michael Card Sing about the Cross of Christ …that 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…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. 
 


