
Look at your life through Heavens Eyes 
 

 
A drop of water hitting the surface of the ocean sends rings of energy out from its 
epicenter. So too humanity’s cry for peace, peace and safety moves out from 
ground zero, the earth…. and echo’s throughout the universe. 
 

Does Anyone Hear? 
 

Does Anyone Care? 
 
 
The lives of my mother and father, along with many relatives, all Holocaust 
victims have now passed on. The narratives of their lives have been planted into 
my memory. All their life stories, their joys and sorrows are now mine. Their 
stories like plants in the soil have become rooted deep inside my mind and the 
only water I have to keep them alive are my tears. 
 
Emotionally their burdens are now my burdens because their lives now form the 
foundation of my life. 
 
In life they boldly referred to themselves as Survivors, because they came 
through the most horrifying experience that any human being could possibly live 
through. In the death camps they were nothing more than livestock penned 
behind barbed wire. Many carried the number of their brand on their flesh.  
 
The brand shouted they were just a number, that their bodies belonged to Hitler. 
Hitler took their bodies and did as he pleased with 6 million of them. But their 
Souls and their Spirits belonged to someone else. Some one else who said, 

 
 “I knew you even before you were conceived. 

I chose you when I planned creation.” 
 
Upon gaining freedom, they all began a new life. On the outside they were brave, 
but in the shadows of their minds a vortex of Un-answered questions whirled 
round and round. Their cries and prayers seemed to rise up to deaf ears as they 
experienced the Silence of God. Answers never came. 
 
Locked within their forever broken hearts were deep longings and unfulfilled love 
for fathers, mothers, children, relatives and friends.  The lives of those they loved 
were now gone like a wisp of smoke in a gentle breeze. 
 
Afterwards for the most part they put up brave fronts. Life after all was for the 
living not the dead. They were wrong… for the dead make up the living. They 
were not Survivors, but broken VICTIMS of the Holocaust. Their voices joined the 



voices from the ancient past of those who had gone before them.  Looking back 
through the Veil of time we know the ancient ones also cried to the heavens but 
only heard back the empty echo’s of their own voices… and the Silence of God.  
 
Mankind and sometimes believers like you and I have forgotten that disobeying 
God brings trials and testing accompanied by the consequences of sorrow and 
pain. For God will use hammer blows on an anvil and fire to purify us, in order to 
keep us on the narrow path home to HIM.  
 
But most of all He reminds us this life is not ours, nor about us, but about HIM!   
 
There was a time of suffering in Egypt for the Nation of Israel when God was 
silent not for just 4 years but 400 years. The song lyrics of the movie “Prince of 
Egypt” reflect the depth of the heart cries of not only the Jewish people that were 
chosen by God; but if you listen carefully, the cries of all people who look to the 
heavens for answers that seem never to come. 
 
With the sting of the whip on my shoulder 
with the salt of my sweat on my brow 
Elohim, God on high 
can you hear your people cry? 
Help us now in this dark hour... 
 
Deliver us, Hear our call, Deliver us… Lord of all 
Remember us, here in this burning sand. 
Deliver us there's a land you promised us 
Deliver us to the promised land... 
 
Lyrics from the Prince of Egypt. 
 
 
I am here sitting in this theater in the blackness of darkness waiting for the play 
to begin. There is only me here, along with the dead who now live in my mind. 
And as the curtain opens I hear the voices of my ancient forefathers calling to the 
child still within me… 
 
Don't be frightened and don't be scared My son, 
I have nothing I can give;  
But this chance that you may live. 
I pray we'll meet again …If He will deliver us…  
Send a shepherd to shepherd us 
And deliver us to the promised land! 
 
 
 
 
Questions like a flood race into me from the darkness: 
 



Is anyone out there? / Is God speaking? / What is God like? / Who am I? / 
What went wrong? / Is sin serious? / Where do I go from here? / Is it 
religion or relationship? / Is there an answer?  
 
There is a feeling to this darkness that envelopes me. My eyes see absolutely 
nothing. I am blind sitting here all alone. 
 
But wait, listen…there is the sound of a whisper. The voice calls like it did in the 
story of Samuel and whispers my name… ernie….ernie… and I reply yes Lord, I 
am here. Then in a voice so quiet I hear…  “Be still and know that I AM God”.  
 
It’s God calling me so quietly, touching my soul like a soft breeze. 
 
I hear the stirring of sound coming from a distance like rolling thunder. Louder and 
Louder it comes as it gains speed and comes closer to me. I feel it permeate my 
entire being, reverberating through my body and soul. 
 
Until…I hear the voice of God saying “LET THERE BE ….LIGHT”.  In less than a 
millisecond there is an explosion of sound and light together. I see and hear 
myriad upon myriad of angels lifting there voices together forming a symphony of 
music that accompanies what my eyes are seeing. 
 
I feel the power and the presence of God and I now know in my heart that I am 
not alone. Not now or forever.  
 
My eyes watch in wonder as God reveals to me the mystery of Creation. My ears 
continue to hear the beauty of the symphony of angel voices worshipping God 
with praises as they accompany the Voice of God saying 
 “Let There Be…….Let There Be………….”. 
 
How majestic, how awesome to witness the power of God…and how humbling.  
He has allowed me to see within me what He has described in His Living Word of 
Truth in the only true book (the Bible) through which He has chosen to reveal 
HIMSELF and communicate to us…to me…and to you. 
 
 
God defends nothing, but states FACTS. The reality of the beginning of all history 
is in the first line of His Word… 
 

“In the Beginning GOD…Created the Heavens and the Earth”. 
 
There is silence again. Then instead of continuing to say “Let there be…” God 
now says… “Let US make… man in OUR OWN IMAGE.”  
 



I watch God reach down into the dust of the earth and begin molding Adam the 
human father of our race. Gently He holds Adam in the palm of His hand as He 
breathes out life into the Creature He has chosen to place His Image into.  
 
And the Breath of God, representing the Signature of God gives life, creating a 
Soul and Spirit within Adam. God gave us the ability to think, to reason, to plan 
and to make choices and most of all to LOVE.  
 
Only man was made in the Image of God. 
 
Adam was made of dirt and now stands out of the dirt before the Living God that 
made him. As if waking from a deep sleep Adam stretches his arms out to each 
side of his body before His Creator.  
 
God knows and sees ALL the past, present and future at the same time. And so 
God sees His creature…Adam; stretch out his arms before HIM to make the sign 
of Gods promised Redeemer, Messiah…the sign of the CROSS.  
 
And God seeing Adams outstretched arms is reminded of a scene yet to be 
played out in history. THE defining moment of all History (His—story). When 
God would give His Son for a noble cause that touched His heart deeply.  
 
And so as God looks upon the outstretched arms of Adam He sheds the first tear 
in a Journey of Tears to be shed with each of us, as we walk the short path of 
tears through this life into eternity. 
 
The Cross of His Son was to come in the future. The journey of the descent of 
mankind would be wrapped up in the Tears of God and the Silence of God. 
 
Can we even begin to comprehend the compassion of a GOD who humbly cries? 
 
The Son, who came, did so with compassion for us, shedding the very tears of 
God. The same Son who will yet come again has no more tears. Jesus will be 
both the Lord of the Found and also the Lord of the Lost.  
 
The Inerrant Living Word of God, states that every human will bow before Jesus 
and acknowledge Him to be Lord. The word Lord will either burst forth from your 
lips from a heart filled with Joy …OR…you will hear the words come out of your 
own disbelieving mouth.  
 
But the words… will come forth. 
 
Which will you be? One of the lost or one of the found? We are all like bleating 
sheep in search of a Shepard.  In search of answers.  
 



Is anyone out there? / Is God speaking? / What is God like? / Who am I? / 
What went wrong? / Is sin serious? / Where do I go from here? / Is it 
religion or relationship? / Is there an answer?  
  
But answers are useless unless they are anchored to Truth. All others are 
anchored to The Lie. Dying with the weight of that lie anchored in your heart of 
stone will only take you down forever. 
 
Do you have questions about your health, your financial situation, your job, your 
family or your future? 
  
Nothing in life is more important than this: having a True Relationship with God. 
Good health, financial stability, secure employment, a contented family and a 
hopeful future are all things that we want. Yet even these are temporary and 
eventually pointless unless you have a living relationship with God, one that is 
clear and certain...and will last forever. 
 
There is one question with an answer that is more important than all the others 
combined. This question will answer your cries and your tears when you look up 
to heaven for relief but only hear the Silence of God. 
 

That Question is ….Why the CROSS? 
 

The Cross is the perfect gift from God to you and I. 
It is a miracle wrapped up as a gift. 

 
There can be miracles… if you believe. 

 
 

C.S. LEWIS, helping us to understand the Incarnation said: 
 
“In the Christian story God descends to re-ascend.  He comes down;   down 
from the heights of absolute being into time and space,    down into humanity;    
down further still, if embryologists are right , to recapitulate in the womb ancient 
and pre-human phases of life; down to the very roots and seabed of the Nature 
He has created. But He goes down to come up again and bring the whole ruined 
world up with Him.  
 
One has the picture of a strong man stooping lower and lower to get himself 
underneath some great complicated burden. He must stoop in order to lift, he 
must almost disappear under the load before he incredibly straightens his back 
and marches off with the whole mass swaying on his shoulders.” 
 
GOD became a Man …so HE could rescue “Some of us” that Believe. 
No one has been left out of His invitation to come to Him…not even you. 



 
The Bible is the Autobiography of God. Jesus when He died on the Cross said 
 “It is Finished”…but it is by NO Means the end of the story!   
 
The “Greatest Story Ever Told” is about New Beginnings, a new Creation, a new 
Universe, a new Earth that will join with heaven…and a new You.  
 
Salvation is not about mans religion, but about a Personal Relationship between 
you and the SON of GOD. 

“Scripture offers the only accurate explanations that can be found anywhere 
about how our race began, where our moral sense originated, why we cannot 
seem to do what our own consciences tells us is right, and how we can be 
redeemed from this hopeless situation. 

Scripture is not merely the best of several possible explanations. It is the Word of 
God.”  John MacArthur 

The Journey of life will never end; and His Mercies are new every morning you 
are alive.  
 
God sheds tears over you. Soon when He comes again there will be no more 
tears, for the fire in His eyes will have evaporated all the tears of people 
throughout time and history.  
 
His Mercy and Grace Will then be gone…He comes back only in Judgment. 
 
For now He speaks to you with open arms from His Cross… 
 
“Look to Me ALL you ends of the earth! For I AM God and there is no other” 
 
 

Remember HIM on Easter morning. 
 

For He has Risen…He Has Risen Indeed. 
 
 
 “God has planted eternity in the hearts of all men, and Faith is trust based on 
evidence…We choose to believe.” 
 
 
 
May the Ancient of Days, the Lord God of Israel and His True Church bless and 
keep you and all those you love and cherish this Easter Season.  
 
 



 
Ernie 
 
My l ife and your l ife are written into the story of the 
Nation of Israel  and anchored deep into the Cross of their 
Jewish Messiah. 
 


