
Good Morning……..I  bring you greetings from: 
El Gibbor, the Mighty God 
Ruach HaKodesh, the Holy Spirit  
And Yeshua Hamachiach, Jesus the Christ 
 
You and I will be going on a journey together this morning. The first part is very 
hard for me to speak about, because it is intensely personal to me. 
 
The second is very hard for you to hear, because it is intensely personal to each 
of you. Yet, it is the most important part because you will understand which of 3 
types of Christians you really are.  
 
The Lord wants you to examine yourself, before you stand in front of HIM and HE 
examines you. JESUS loves each of you and wants you to come home and be  
with HIM forever. 
 
Easter is not a holiday….Easter is a Holy Day! 
 
Easter is the day that we are called to Remember Jesus and His death on the 
Cross and what it cost HIM…. to Redeem us… whom HE chose before the 
Foundations of the World were made.  
 
In life whether we are a believer’s or not, we each make choices, that often bring 
consequences to others at an unbearable cost to us. But as believers the Lord is 
with us in our storms. HE alone is our HOPE. 

 
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 
husband  and 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. 



 
Teddy and Lillian and their mother died a horrible death. They were 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. 
 
After the war was over both my parents were reunited in the immigration camp. 
My father formerly my mother’s brother-in-law, and my mother formerly, the sister 
of my father’s first 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 together into their 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 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. 
 
My mother added more details of the story. She arrived at Auschwitz with her 
sister-in-law and her children, 9 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-in-law 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-in-law 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 so I 
might have Salvation and someday go home to be with The Lord. 
 
My mother died on my birthday, she was 72. My mother never recovered 
mentally from her experience in the camps. She was timid, shy, meek, quiet and 
afraid the rest of her life.  
 
The life she lived was not her own. Instead she lived her life for me.   
  
Sometimes Holidays become too familiar to us. And we lose sight of what they 
were meant to remind us about. 
 
Did you know the Word of God tells each of us to count the cost of our decision 
to believe in Jesus? 
 
For me, coming to know Jesus at 38 years old as a Jew cost me dearly…it cost 
me my entire family.  After 10 years when the wounds began to heal and I was 
allowed back; those relationships of love had grown cold with time and were 
gone forever. 
 
Today when I look back I find it selfish to think about what it cost me…when I 
think about what it cost God! 
 
We never think about the tears of God that continue to fill the oceans of the 
world. We never think about the tears that Christ wept and still weeps for the 
multitudes that He died for, that choose a different destiny, of eternal life away 
from Him. …we think more about our tears than the tears of God. 
 
Today I am here to remind you about the tears of God and His Son Jesus.  
 
I wrote a Story for you called… 
 
“Tears of Two Fathers”. 
 



It was mid-morning; I was in my early 20’s married to my first wife with two boys, 
Adam and Jamie. I arrived at the small Orthodox synagogue for The Yom Kippur 
Service, (Jewish Day of Atonement for the Sins of the Nation of Israel). The 
service was always longer than I liked… so I chose to arrive late. 
 
I came to take my place next to my Father so we could worship together, along 
with 82 Holocaust survivors. People, who remained faithful in their obedience to 
their God. 
 
My Father had been praying for hours already when I came into the service. 
 
My Father 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 their grandchildren and me. It had been several 
weeks since I allowed them their joy. 
 
When I arrived and took my place next to my Father…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 Father could bear; to see the woman he loved so deeply at 
this late stage of her life to be in so much emotional pain. 
 
My Father with tears running down his face told me he never wanted to see 
me again, that I was dead to both him and my mother…then he turned his back 
to me and began walking 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 one of the greatest loves 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 Mother and Father.  Yet, 
when I think of someone wiping away my tears I think only of my Father. 
 
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 
wooden 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. 
 
Max Lucado writes: 
“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.”  
 
The theme of the Book of Revelation is one of rewards for those that believe in 
Jesus, 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, in place of YOU, the one who 
caused HIS PAIN. 
 
In many of my stories I imagine God speaking directly to me.  
 
“My child God said to me. I wanted to tell you personally what the Crucifixion of 
My Son meant to me.   
 
You have children and grandchildren and I know you love them. I know that you 
would do all you can to protect them from harm and that you would gladly take 
upon yourself their death. I know this because you were created in my image 
with the ability to Love. 
 



I know that if men took your child and beat him with whips that ripped both flesh 
and bone from his back…that you could not be restrained. 
 
I know if men forced your child to carry a beam of heavy wood down the street as 
people swore at him, mocking him, and spitting on him… that you could not be 
restrained.  
 
I know if men forced your child to lie down on that cross and then drove nails 
through his feet and hands to hold him there…that you could not be 
restrained. 
 
Could you Ernie?  The Lord asked softly…no Lord I said quietly. 
 
I stood and watched as they did all those things to my Son. I stood there not for 
His sake but for yours, because He took that punishment not for His sake but 
for yours….I honored you through His Pain. But Ernie, when Jesus…MY SON 
cried out …MY GOD…MY GOD…WHY HAVE YOU FORSAKEN ME?  
 
That was more than I could bear, so I turned away and cried uncontrollably. My 
Son had wept over Jerusalem; and now I wept over my Son. Yes, I could not look 
upon the Worlds Sins that MY Son was bearing, but even more than that, if I had 
looked at HIM at the moment HE said those words…I knew in my heart … 
 
That   I   could   not   be   restrained! 
 
 
Ernie…I wanted you and those that say they love my Son, to know that even for 
the Joy set before both HIM and I…the Cross was the most difficult thing either of 
us have gone through. 
 
JESUS asks a question that echoes throughout time. It calls for an answer 
that has Eternal consequences for each of us. Who do YOU say that I AM ? 
 
There is a companion question each of must ask ourselves.  We all need to 
look in the mirror and ask the person you see Why can’t I see Christ in me? 
 
When you think about it there are actually three types of Christians. There is the 
True Christian whose Faith is evident by the fruit born from the seeds they have 
planted, as they continue to work on behalf of their Lord in the Harvest. 
 
Then there is Carnal Christian. The one that lives like the world, yet somehow 
God through His Grace and Mercy has accepted as one of His Children. But they 
do not live a life that honors the One who died for them on the Cross.  
 



Then there is the third kind. The Professing Christian who thinks’ they are a 
Christian. They act like Christians. But when they come before the Risen Lord He 
will say to them that He never knew them. Matthew 7: 20 – 22. 
 
The Bible says that in the end times the world we live in will be just like the world 
He drowned in the Days of Noah. Evil will run rampant. What’s right will be wrong 
and what’s wrong will be right…everyone will walk according to their own desires. 
 
The Truth will be veiled in darkness and the lies will stand boldly in the light.  
 
The True Christian is One who lives their life for the Lord, and who has done 
everything they can for the Name of Jesus to stand alone before the world. 
They will receive the greatest reward possible when they die and stand before 
the Lord. Plus they are going to hear, first and foremost the phrase every True 
Believer longs to hear…”Well done my Good and Faithful Servant”. 
 
But if you are a believer who is a Carnal Christian and you have chosen to live 
the life style of those around you covered by the Sewage that permeates the 
world, hiding your light; your rewards will be diminished when you meet Jesus. 
 
He is not going to give you all He wanted to give you, because of the way you 
have behaved here on earth. Then, Jesus is going to open the books that record 
your every thought and deed and take you back through the life that you lived. 
 
Every moment that you did not do what He asked you to do will be brought 
forward in your mind. All the things that you did that you would be ashamed of; 
that now you would want the opportunity to go back and do them over again, will 
be brought into the light. 
 
You will be like the people that came to know Christ at the end of their lives. The 
ones like the Thief on the Cross-who never lived a life for Christ.  
 
You will get into heaven because Christ loved you in spite of your decisions. 
Christ because of His love for you, will in the end save you from yourself.  
 
But the personal loss of a life not lived for Christ will haunt you. Those minutes 
you stand before the Lord will seem like an eternity of regret to you. Then finally 
you will enter the Portals of Heaven with tears and you will have JOY as the 
Dawn of Eternity unfolds before you. 
 
However; If you are a Professing Christian, you will profess to Jesus the things 
you did in His name. Things that were wrong because they did not honor HIM. 
You were only honoring yourself by lifting yourself up higher than the Lord. Your 
shame is recorded in Jude 1: 12-14. Your shame is like, “wild waves of the sea, 
casting up the foam of their own shame.”  
 



You will meet Jesus only once in your life as you stand before Him. Then He will 
tell you that He never knew you and for you the entrance into heaven will be the 
portal into hell described in ... Matthew 7: 20 – 22. 
 
You will join the rest of the people in the bottomless pit that chose to be labeled 
with the term MANY rather than the FEW. Who walked the wide road and not 
the narrow road. 

 
So I ask you Carnal Christian, why won’t you stand alone for the Lord who 
redeemed you? Why do you live like a Carnal Christian? 
 
Why can’t I see Christ in you? 
 
Why won’t you live a life before others that is different; one that is respectful, one 
that is to be admired, one that has a higher standard, a higher calling?  
 
Why is your desire to swim within the sewage that surrounds you? Why do you 
prefer to hide in the shadows, rather than walk in the light? What is so important 
to you about the respect of those un-regenerate people living in the darkness 
around you that you choose to act like them? 
 
Why are you not willing to open your mouth and stand alone for JESUS. Why is 
it that you prefer to dishonor the Lord and dishonor yourself by clinging to the 
earth dwellers with hearts of stone that weigh them down so they cannot rise up 
to the portals of Heaven? 
 
This message is not meant to depress you! 
 
It’s meant to wake you up to the reality of who you are. You are an image bearer 
of Christ. Your light should shine like a Pillar of Fire instead it shines like a candle 
in the darkness. You have chosen the journey towards home on the path that 
wanders into the shadows that surround you; rather than walking the narrow road 
bathed in His light, one step at a time all the way home. 
 
Yes you will make it home. Yes He will accept you, but at what cost to you? Your 
walk is Joyless on earth. Where is your joy?  
 
You don’t even know what true joy is, because you will not allow yourself to 
experience it by faithfully serving HIM. You prefer darkness and shadows on the 
road home. 
 
Christ bought you with His blood. He died for you. He forgives you but can you 
forgive yourself? 
 



As you become older and fragile, getting closer to the end of the road of this 
existence. You will start to realize that you cannot live the way you did before. 
Those days are gone. You will start thinking about what is ahead of you. 
 
As the TRUTH becomes clearer you will look back and feel shame and realize 
that you would give anything to erase the story of a life lived in shadows. 
 
Because you will finally understand what you have not done for Him all your life.  
 
So why would you put yourself thru that, when you don’t have to? 
 
The non-believer who lives their entire life without Christ, and then ends up in 
Hell will become a believer in Christ. Everyone in Hell is a Believer in Christ and 
they will enter Hell knowing that they deserve what they have earned through the 
choices they have made by never accepting Jesus as their Savior and Lord.  
 
But how much worse is it for those that are Carnal Christians who never lived the 
life of a believer, committing every sin before the face of God, constantly 
disappointing everyone around them including the Lord who died for them. 
 
How can they forgive themselves…how can they live with themselves knowing 
they are going to meet Him?  
 
But that is not the point of this message. The point of this message is the life that 
you’re living here now. Look ahead; see Him there with His nail-scarred hand 
outstretched to you? Go on, run to HIM, take His hand change your walk and 
your talk and start living according to His will.  
 
He can do great and mighty things through you because you serve an 
Extraordinary God, who loves ordinary people, which is who you are…an 
ordinary person.  
 
But one who has the Lord with Him and the Holy Spirit in Him. 
 
The God/man became the Son of Man so that men and women could become 
Children of God. You are one of Gods children. You have the right to call HIM 
ABBA…DADDY.  
 
He has a plan for your life from Eternity Past. Give Him the chance to work 
through you and then honor Him and He will take you on a Journey that you will 
never believe you could have.  
 
You were born to live out the GREAT ADVENTURE He wants you to experience. 
 
A journey that will finally take you Home where you can stand before HIM in 
honor because you honored Him…. Don’t disappoint your Lord! 



 
One split second after you die you will stand before the Risen Lord. He is not 
going to be the God/man who walked this earth and died on the Cross. It will be 
the Resurrected Son of God who stands before you. 
 
There is a description of Him in Revelation. It would be worth your time to read it, 
Revelation 19: 11-13. For HE is HOLY, HOLY, HOLY, and you are not.  
 
You will stand before Him and He is going to look at you not, with human eyes 
that you would recognize, but eyes that are flames of fire that see into the very 
deepest parts of you.  
 
 
You were called by HIM to REMEMBER WHO HE IS: 
 
Let me remind you about a few of His accomplishments. 
 
…He spoke the universe into existence from nothing 
…He created you  
…He created Angels 
…He parted the waters of the Red Sea  
…He became a baby born of a virgin 
…He became the God/Man 
…He commanded a storm to be still and walked on water 
... He healed the sick and the lame 
…He healed the deaf, the dumb and the blind 
…He created limbs where none existed 
…He commands fallen angels / demons to come out of people 
…He raised the dead and gave them life 
…He is a real person    
…He lived a real life and walked this Earth  
…He died a real death on the Cross 
…He came back from the dead 
 
He will know everything about you. And it is my hope as you continue on your 
journey after this message, that you will want everything about you to be 
honoring to Him when you finally meet HIM. 
 
 
 Ending: 
 
The older I get the more I look forward to going to heaven.  
I want to go home to be with my Abba…my Daddy. 
 
I want to be able to go to that First Person that I have been waiting  
an eternity to see.  



 
The one who called me from eternity past, out of the mind of God. 
 
I want to thank JESUS for ALL that HE has done for me. And then there is that 
Second Person.   
 
Who is that Second Person for you? 
 
Do you have any idea who that person is? Someone you love dearly.  
Someone you desperately want be in Heaven with you!  
Someone who has not come to know JESUS yet? 
 
For me, there is NO ONE because all my Second Persons have died already. 
And they ALL have died without knowing the LORD. 
 
So, Determine this DAY, in your heart, that YOU will stand boldly before those 
you love and give them the GOSPEL. 
 
There is no greater gift that you can give them! 
 
Then maybe… just maybe… the LORD will allow you to plant the last seed that 
brings Salvation to the person that you love. 
 
Then in Heaven, as the two of you cry and weep together, for the Joy of the fact 
that you both know Jesus, and the Joy that you will both have an eternity 
together.  
 
Then Jesus…. who already took His Nail Scarred Hands and wiped away the 
tears of sorrow from your eyes…will rejoice before each of you… as the two of 
you wipe the tears of JOY from each others eyes. 
 
Now…how AWESOME would that be? 
 
AMEN and All Gods Children said AMEN! 
 
 


