
Then It Happened 
 
It’s Sunday and I am in the Sanctuary of a great old church. The entire 
room gives you the visual feeling of being inside the Ark…Noah’s Ark. 
 
A feeling of comfort comes over me because this church is special to 
me. It was here that I asked to be baptized again by immersion. I had 
originally been sprinkled elsewhere on May 25, 1985. Years later at 
this church I re-dedicated my life to Christ and His Service before 
these very same people; as I was baptized the same way Jesus was. 
 
It was at this church years ago that my ministry of Jewish evangelism 
began. It was at this church that the Lord strengthened my faith 
through the expository preaching of His Word and the clarity of His 
Doctrines. 
 
It was while at this church that the Lord brought people into my life 
that shared my passion for evangelism and teaching. 
 
Reminiscing while waiting for the service I remembered how when I 
became a Jewish Believer in Christ that I thought I was the only one. I 
had never met anyone like me before. I never heard the word 
Messianic Jew, nor anything about the organization Jews for Jesus or 
any other organization for Jewish Believers. 
 
I was in shock later when I found out I was neither alone nor unique. 
In a sense I was like the Prophet Elijah. He thought he was the last 
person on the planet serving God; until God told him that there were 
7,000 more like him. 
 
Elijah served the Lord mainly as a loner and for years now I too have 
had this walk of faith by myself in the desert. For the last 5 years I 
have been walking through the land in search of spiritual nourishment.   
 
Much like a hummingbird going from flower to flower, I too have been 
going from church to church looking for a cool cup of water from the 
hand of the Lord. 
 
I had started doubting my wisdom and discernment about churches. 
My greatest need is to be with a body of believers where God’s Word is 
lifted up and Doctrine is taught faithfully and where every book from 
Genesis thru Revelation is taught literally. 
 



As I recall, God HIMSELF said every word is “God Breathed!” 
I need to be in a church where His Word is not compromised or 
watered down for consumption by every change in generations. 
I need to be in a church that does not take part in the fads that 
currently undermine not only the Gospel but also the Sanctuary from 
which the Gospel is preached. 
 
When did the Sanctuary of our HOLY GOD become an auditorium? 
 
Everywhere in this desert I have wandered I have found pastors and 
churches doing their thing…rather than allowing Christ to do HIS Thing 
through them.  
 
I sent an email to a dear friend last night. I said I have been a 
Wandering Jew for too long and I want to come home. 
 
She wrote back to me, “ welcome home...you may think of yourself as 
a wandering Jew but I think of you as a brother in Christ who is 
returning to the family group for enrichment and fellowship.” 
 
That email touched my heart. There is a different way to express what 
she said. That is to come home for nourishment, fellowship and 
SERVICE. Is not this the only reason we live another day as 
believers? 
 
It has been years since I regularly attended here. The services used to 
be blended worship. Years ago the seats were filled with children, 
teenagers, young adults, and parents and grand parents. 
 
Then the church went to three different worship services. Traditional, 
Contemporary and a separate service for Young Adults. I understand 
this but I believe it separates not only the families that worship but 
also the unity of the family of God. 
 
So here I sit in the early morning Traditional Service 10 minutes prior 
to the service beginning. As I look around the almost deserted 
sanctuary my heart begins to break. There are about 40 people like 
me …all with white hair. 
 
My stomach tightens and my jaw is clenched as I remembered this 
sanctuary filled and alive with people both young and old worshiping 
together; united before their God. 
 

Then it happened: 



 
On stage the Choir began to file in and behind me through the three 
entrance doors into the Sanctuary…Gods people began to file in…the 
REMNANT…The Ancient of Days. 
 
They came in slowly and for some painfully using, canes, walkers, the 
support of a loved one and even sitting in motorized scooters. They 
formed lines coming into the Sanctuary 2 by 2. It was reminiscent of 
Gods calling the animals into the ARK.  
 
The animals heard the call of God, just like these people. The call to 
come and Follow Me. Yes, Follow Me into my Sanctuary where you will 
find peace and rest from the storms outside in the world. 
 
And so slowly they poured into the Sanctuary and filled every seat. 
Then HYMNS were sung that lifted up the Gospel, told the story of the 
Ages and lifted up the Faith in the ONE who WAS and IS and  
IS to COME. 
 
Then the Choir sang an Anthem that took me before the very throne of 
God. The voices were accompanied only by piano. A sound filled the air 
so precious and beautiful and sweet that the drums, the guitars and 
the keyboard left on stage for the Contemporary Service sat there 
themselves in awe and in silence. 
 
Never could those instruments even compare with the angelic sound of 
voices from the Choir; a sound near and dear to the heart of God. 
 
I could now feel my inner voice saying to me…no more was I a 
Wandering Jew. I have come home now to be with the precious 
REMNANT of believers like me who have lived long. 
 
Those who have discernment, those who have wisdom granted to 
them through the trials and tribulations of life. Wisdom that only 
comes from pain. 
 
This great generation of Gods people who are closest to HIM. These 
precious people who live everyday for Jesus and are the most excited 
people thinking every day could be the day HE Comes Back. 
 
As I look about the Sanctuary, there is an aura of light around this Old 
REMNANT of Gods children. No it is not the reflection of the lights off 
their white hair. 
 



It is the reflection of the IMAGE of GOD when seen at a gathering of 
Old Souls in Christ.  
 

• We are called Image Bearers 
• We are called to reflect His Light in an ever darkening world 
• We are called to be His Love and Compassion to a dying world 
• We are called to be His Hands, His Feet, His Eyes 
• We are called to be His Mouth as we speak His Words, not ours 
• We are called to shed His Tears 
• We are called to MATURITY in CHRIST! 

 
We cannot do that when we are young. Only as He molds each of us 
on an anvil with hammer blows throughout our lives do we learn to 
both fear and love the Lord. The end result is our purification, our 
maturity and the Strength of our Faith in HIM. 
 
So what I now see before me as I survey the Sanctuary, is JESUS, 
everywhere I look…HE is there. 
 
 
A SPECIAL WORD TO THE WISE. 
 
We all began to fall apart within the first 60 seconds of our birth.  
God made us Clay Pots. The Clay Pots of ancient days not only 
contained water but also candles. When we are young the light from 
our clay pot only goes upwards like a candle in the dark, and we tend 
to keep it to ourselves. 
 
Then God lets life happen to each of us, both sweet and bitter things  
filled with sorrow, but also joy. As we mature the pots begin to crack.  
Slowly but surely the light inside begins to shine out around us. 
 
Unlike the young who shine a candle in the darkness, we who are 
ancient of days live in vessels that have great cracks. Our light that 
shines is like the Pillar of Fire that God used to lead the Children of 
Israel in the desert.  
 
The greater the cracks in our clay pots the more we shine forth HIS  
light to others...which is what we each signed up for in this war for  
the hearts of everyone we love. 
 
You are part of the special group of people like myself that are closer  
to going home because of the limited number of years God gives us 
here.  



How great to think that the best years are not behind us but in front  
of us...to be with the Lord for Eternity. And to know that when the 
Clay Pot that housed us finally crumbles we will be set FREE. 
 
I am old yet young at 63 and I am more excited about the future than 
I am about the past. I look forward to His wiping away all my tears, 
and then serving HIM for Eternity as I explore the UNIVERSE He created 
just for me and for you. 
 
Yes this Wandering Jew, this Old Vessel with major cracks, now again 
feels at home. I am among the REMNANT of God, made up of Born 
Again Christians and Born Again Jews. 
 
Someday the Last Child of God will believe in the SON of GOD and we 
will all be home together with each other, but especially with HIM. 
 
Until that day comes I am ready to pick up my cross daily and do all 
that I can to STAND ALONE for JESUS. 
 
 
Dedicated to the Old Warrior’s who form the living stones of 
His Temple. To the Ancients that Worship the Living God in 
Spirit and in TRUTH within Churches where sound Doctrine 
lives and Discernment still shines and the True Life Giving 
Gospel is still preached.  
 
Churches where Jesus still shows up on Sundays. 
 
 
AMEN and AMEN 


