
My Mothers Eyes 
 

“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!” 
 

“Windows of the Soul”, by Gire 
 
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. 
 
 
“It hardly seems possible to talk about the soul without in some way talking about 
God. 
 
We long for the companionship of God. We long for the assurance that we are 
not taking this journey alone. That He is walking with us and talking with us and 
intimately involved in our lives. 
 
We are shaped from something of earth and something of heaven. We were torn 
from two worlds. Our body is but dust, made of the earth. But our spirit, who we 
really are, is given to each of us by God.  
 
Through our creative talents we express the image of God and in doing so we 
see Him in us…as we paint pictures, compose music, sculpt wood and stone, or 
write stories. Through art, music and stories our souls seek that elusive 
something missing from our lives…God. 
 
We reach out not knowing this God, with the talents He gave to us. But, He has 
revealed Himself to us through Scripture and asks us to seek Him not only 
through our talents but through His Word, and our Worship and Prayers. 
 
There is a relationship within us that is a strained one, for while the body is fitted 
for a terrestrial environment- with lungs to breathe air and teeth to chew food and 
feet to walk on dirt…the soul is extra terrestrial, fitted for heaven. It breathes 
other air, eats other food and walks other terrain. 
 
Something has been written by the hand of God deep within each of us in our 
being, something the soul strains to recall…they are recollections of our origins. 
They whisper to us telling us we are more than a mere collection of chemical 
reactions or animal instincts. Like any memory, they can be repressed, but 
cannot be erased.” …Ken Gire. 
 
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.  
 
 
 
. 


