
The Hand of God continues to extend Mercy to every  
Non-Believer throughout the Days of their lives on Earth. 
 
 
The Light that dances in Tina’s eyes 
 
I recently attended my cousins “Bat Mitzvah”. For those of you not familiar with 
the term it refers to a celebration of becoming an adult, at the age of 13, within 
the Jewish community. 
 
Through the years non Jewish people have stood in awe at the extravagance of 
these Bar (Boy) and Bat (Girl) celebrations; since they cost about the same as a 
wedding for two adults. 
 
It was wonderful for me to see relatives that I had not seen for 45 years. They 
came to this party from around the country. Our family emigrated from Europe 
after the war. All were Holocaust survivors, who were Orthodox Jews. 
 
I found myself lost in memories as I looked around the room. Waves of emotion 
came over me that night much like waves from the ocean. Thoughts gathered 
strength as they came out of the depths of the mist in my distant past.  
 
As my memory grew clearer I was overwhelmed by bitter sweet thoughts of joy 
as I remembered times gone by. People long gone were alive in my mind, forever 
young. These scenes of memory played before the eyes of my heart.  
 
Then like waves in the ocean, these waves of memory ultimately ended. They 
too like real waves stop abruptly when breaking upon the rocks of the shore line. 
The rocks represent the reality that awaits all people who do not know Jesus.  
 
To the best of my understanding, those that do not know Jesus represent my 
entire family both alive and dead with few exceptions. Our lives, like waves start 
young and build in strength during their short journey either to end quietly on the 
shore or violently against the rocks.  
 
Contentment in this short life is not in what is yours, but in who’s you are. 
 
There were two words that were repeated during both the synagogue service and 
at the candle lighting ceremony at the party. Both these words have different 
meanings to every Jew. 
 
“Tradition”, represents the rabbinic words of men and “Torah” represents the first 
5 Books of Moses in the Word of God. God speaks plainly in His Word, but the 
religion of Judaism is based on the spin put on Gods Words by Rabbi’s.  
 



The subtle nuances and shadings of rabbinic interpretation have changed 
throughout the generations. 
 
At the Bat Mitzvah to my left is a table of 10 elderly women. Their husbands are 
no more. They represent the remaining remnant of Holocaust survivors in our 
family. They are ones who were between the ages of 13 to 20 when they entered 
the camps.  
 
To these Jewish women the word’s “Tradition” and “Torah” have a deeper 
meaning than to the second generation here and for sure the third generation of 
13-year-old children. 
 
But we will get back to the party a little later because this story is about Tina. 
 
The last time I saw Tina was 4 years ago. Prior to that, I have not seen Tina 
since I was 14 years old. I just turned 60 on June 3rd a week ago. The very first 
thing you would notice about Tina is how the light dances in her eyes.  
 
Years ago my cousin Klara said of my father Armin that he was a very old soul. 
Klara was into Kabala, a form of ancient Jewish mysticism. I asked her why she 
thought that. She said by the wisdom that came forth from his mouth and the light 
that danced within his eyes. 
 
The Word of God says we were all created before the Foundations of the world 
were made…we are ALL old souls. The difference that separates us ALL is 
whether we live this life as a Seeker of the knowledge of the True God.  
 
In this life God can ONLY be known if we SEEK HIM. The only place you will find 
Him is within the pages of the book He Wrote of Himself, the Old and New 
Testaments. It is not for us to twist Gods Words…as the Rabbi’s throughout 
generations have done…but to BELIEVE them and to PRAISE HIM. 
 
I have heard it said that each seeker who has found God can be compared to a 
single thread that makes up a beautiful tapestry. God weaves His children into 
the tapestry so that our lives are intertwined together at specific points in time. 
 
We are sewn together with other souls, touching each other for Gods purposes. 
We are knit together, bonded in strength as part of Gods Tapestry of Life. All we 
see in this life are pieces of threads from our view beneath the tapestry.  
 
It is not until we get home that we will view the finished work and how we fit 
together to form Gods tapestry of life.  
 
Then, you and I will understand and appreciate Gods purposes in our individual 
lives and we each will “Know as we are Known.” 
 



In life you cannot find if you do not seek. But it is also true that you can seek all 
your life in the wrong places and never find. 
 
My father like most of the European Jewish people learned the Word of God 
through the Traditions of men. His knowledge and understanding were of the 
mind… not the heart.   
 
Here in America he worshipped God and studied God with the Rabbi’s at a 
Hebrew School called Beth Yehudah. This school had within it an Orthodox 
synagogue. It was located behind his apartment complex so he could easily walk 
there.  
 
The name Beth is translated House and the name Yehudah can be used for the 
word Praise. So, Beth Yehudah can be called the House of Praise. 
 
While my Dad was physically alive I worshipped with him on occasion at this 
house of praise. After his death I swore to myself that I would never set foot 
within its walls again. But God had other plans in mind for me.  
 
In years to come God would weave my thread through that building and have my 
life intertwine with two other lives at HIS appointed time in the future. 
 
Seventeen years after I came to Christ a Messianic Jewish friend of mine asked 
me to attend a special meeting at Beth Yehudah. He had been attending regular 
Bible studies for years there.  
 
The Rabbi’s who taught Torah knew of my friend’s faith in Jesus as the Jewish 
Messiah. The Rabbi’s welcomed the opportunities to try and bring my friend back 
into true Judaism. My friend welcomed the opportunities to plant seeds of Truth 
into souls darkened by shadows. 
 
This special meeting was put on by a team of Orthodox Rabbi’s from New York. 
They were coming to the House of Praise to speak to observant Jews about the 
topic “Gods Eternal People …the Jews. This was going to be a meeting built 
around the topic of Prophecy in the Old Testament. 
 
I did not want to go there. Too many memories and shadows filled that House of 
Praise. But God whispered my name and spoke to my soul. Deep inside my 
heart I know I must attend. 
 
I got there early and waited in my car in their parking lot for my friend to arrive. 
As I sat there I watched the procession of people, many whom I knew and would 
remember me. Three times I started the car to leave, but could not. 
 
 
 



Finally my friend arrived and together we entered through the door into a line to 
get into the meeting hall. Standing in front of me was a woman with light dancing 
within her eyes. Yes…it was Tina. The reunion was sweet, but as we spoke 
about her life I found it to be as with all of us, bitter / sweet. 
 
Tina for years has been studying Torah to try to understand her Jewish heritage 
in relation to God and His soon coming Messiah. Tina was indeed a Seeker, an 
old Soul with a deep desire in her heart to know God through Old Testament 
Prophecy. She too was looking for her Messiah. 
 
I have learned there are no coincidences in life. God brought me back to Beth 
Yehudah to meet Tina at this place and at this time to cross paths so our threads 
could again be intertwined. But there was another to meet. God also at this time 
and place introduced me to Tina’s Rabbi (teacher)…Tsvi. 
 
Tsvi was 6 foot 8 inches tall; I am but 5 foot 4 inches tall. He towered over me. I 
felt like David before Goliath surrounded by Philistines. Tsvi was raised in the 
Hassidic / Rabbinic Traditions of Biblical interpretations by the Sages of 
Judaism…the words of men. 
 
His mind was sharp but his heart was uncircumcised by the Holy Spirit of God so 
it had remained a heart of stone, not flesh. After this presentation Tsvi invited me 
to come with my friend and study with them at the house of praise. I explained 
my faith in Jesus as the Messiah of Israel and that I could not in good conscience 
study Gods Word with them.  
 
Tsvi said maybe the two of us could begin writing to each other about biblical 
topics and questions. I agreed so over the course of 6 weeks we continued 
difficult, confrontational discussions. Tsvi would tell me about what this or that 
Rabbi had said. I answered only with the Word of God from the Bible.  
 
Last Email from Tsvi: 
 
Elo-kai neshama sh'nasata bi tohara he. 
Lord, the soul you placed in me is pure.  
  
I will just leave it at that. 
It is just too clear to me that the christian religion and ideology is a 
convenient manipulation of mistranslations and adaptations of paganism 
that bring G-d down to man instead of requiring us to listen to G-d and 
strive everyday to grow and improve. 
 
Jesus did not fulfill any of the messianic prophecies, you are being duped 
but I believe that your environment is not encouraging you to challenge it 
and perhaps, just perhaps consider you may be wrong. 
  



Please write me when you have a question about observing Mitzvas and 
rejecting Jesus as the Messiah, until then please stop writing to me. 
 
 
My Response to Tsvi: 
 
I will honor your request….I will not be writing you again. 
 
God speaks plain enough for a child to understand His Word. (I have a summary 
email I can send anyone regarding this witnessing encounter with Tsvi).  
God brought me to meet Tina and then to meet Tina’s teacher as well.  
God graciously gave me opportunities to plant seeds of life into each of their 
hearts and in so doing showed Tina and Tsvi mercy. 
 
Now back to the Bat Mitzvah party. Several years have passed since that 
encounter with Tina. I am sitting at a table. One seat remains open, someone is 
late. She looks familiar as she approaches the table. I first notice the light 
dancing in her eyes. Yes, it is Tina. A coincidence; I do not think so, neither does 
Tina. 
 
She speaks to me evidently forgetting our past conversations about a dear friend 
of hers who is a Messianic Jew. Tina said her friend continually tells her that 
Jesus is the Messiah in the Old Testament. Tina says, “I just don’t get it”. 
 
I seize the moment to speak to Tina again about her Messiah Yeshua / Jesus. As 
we speak time stood still. The noise around us stopped and for what seemed like 
an eternity of 20 minutes God intervened as once again Tina and I were 
intertwined into HIS Tapestry of Life. 
 
I spoke to Tina about the Messianic Prophecies and how Jesus fulfilled them. I 
spoke about how the references to the name of God were all plural. I am sure in 
the realm beyond our sight a hedge of Holy Angels formed around us as I spoke 
of the God of Israel. 
 
If you knew Tina you would know it is hard to get a word out when you speak to 
her. Yet, for 20 minutes her mouth was shut as I prayed and spoke words that I 
hoped would touch her heart. 
 
I watched Tina’s eyes and while I spoke the light that danced deep within them 
was now an intense flame that burned brighter as seeds of Gods Truth began to 
take root in her heart.  
 
Is Tina’s name written in the Lambs Book of Life…Only God knows. My prayer 
for her is that the Lord God of Israel will circumcise her heart of stone and 
replace it with a new heart of flesh; a heart that is Born Again.  
 
Bringing Tina into the new covenant spoken of in Jeremiah 31:31 . 



 
For thousands of years worshippers have been called to Beth Yehudah, the 
House of Praise to worship the True and Living God. But the Old Testament hid 
His identity and it was not possible to have a personal relationship with HIM. 
 
Then 2,000 years ago a baby was born. The cry of this baby was heard 
throughout the Universe. His cry put the world on notice that God has come to 
walk among His people and provide a way home. 
 
The True seeker of God has light that dance’s in their eyes; which then will 
become a flame of fire that dances in the eyes of a Born Again Believer. 
 
That flame is a reflection of the fire that blazes in the eyes of God Himself. 
 
Your eyes are windows into your soul.  
 
When you look in the mirror do they dance with fire? 
 
 
 
  


