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What is the connection among these people? How did they end up in the same book? Athiest,
Holocaust survivor, multi-millionaire, Media Executive, PhD. They all defied the status quo and
thought for themselves. They dared to explore and confront the forbidden. The result?
Everything in their lives changes for the better! Author Sid Roth was instructed in a dream to find
and interview people who had broken through the mold of their previous experiences to achieve
their destiny. These are the people he interviewed. These are their stories and this is your time
for your breakthrough! Everyone has a supernatural destiny, but few reach it. Too many want the
safe and comfortable life of following the same old roads or fitting in with the same old crowd.
How boring! Have you ever wondered if there is something more to life? Have you dared to
reach beyond your comfort zone? Only when you dare to think for yourself, will you reach your
supernatural destiny. Start today!

From the PublisherThis has been our biggest title with over 400,000 copies in print including
English and Russian versions. Will soon be printed in Hebrew, Portuguese, Hungarian, and
Spanish. An excellent book to give to a Jewish person who is searching for spiritual truth. --This
text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorSid Roth is a
former account executive for Merril Lynch. He was raised in a traditional Jewish home, but when
his life hit bottom in 1972, religious tradition had no answers to give him. With his life out of
control and his mind and marriage in shambles, he was miraculously freed from demonic
oppression through a supernatural encounter with the risen Messiah. His marriage and life
restored, Sid began boldly proclaiming Jesus as the Jewish Messiah. In 1977 he started
Messianic Vision which has grown to include nationally syndicated radio and television
broadcasts as well as conferences and literature. --This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.(chapter
1, part 1 of 5) Paralyzed ... "Learn to Live With It!" by David YanivI was born in Tel Aviv in 1936 to
parents who immigrated from Germany. My parents kept up tradition, celebrating Yom Kippur,
Rosh Hashanah, and other holidays, but they were never really religious. After the Second World
War, when my father found out that two of his sisters and one brother and their families had been
killed in Nazi Germany, he took every Bible and everything in our home that was even remotely
religious and threw it out. "Where was God?" he would ask. "How could God allow such a thing
to happen?" From then on, I was raised in an atheistic home. My father even resisted my having
a bar mitzvah. Although he finally allowed it, he refused to set foot in the synagogue. In 1960 I
married a South African girl named Sheila, whom I met when she and her mother came to Israel
as tourists. At the time, I was a guide and a bus driver. Her mother, who took two tours with me,
one day said, "My baby is waiting for me in Haifa. I want you to meet her." I thought it was funny



that this elderly woman would have a baby. But when I reached Haifa and I saw her "baby," I
realized she was a match maker. Sheila and I went to South Africa on our honeymoon to visit her
family-and stayed twelve and one-half years. I'm a refrigeration and air-conditioning engineer by
trade. I did quite well in business in South Africa for a time. Then I undertook a project to air
condition a large building. The quantity surveyor I hired to estimate the cost of the job made a
mistake and I lost all my money. My lawyer told me it was useless to sue the surveyor because
he wasn't insured. And even though I was bankrupt, I had to finish the job because I had signed
a contract.The Mistake Paralyzed Me for Life Afterward, I decided to return to Israel. Moving
back was very difficult for my wife, but she realized it was best for us and our two sons, who were
11 and 8 years old. At the time, I spoke Hebrew, but my family did not. We decided to live on a
moshav, which is an agricultural commune similar to a kibbutz. I thought we would stay there for
a short time to allow my family to learn Hebrew and then I would find work in my trade. But when
the time came and I said, "All right, let's move to the big town," they didn't want to go. They had
come to love life on the moshav. Even if they had agreed, however, it would have been difficult to
leave. You can't build up any savings there because you only receive a small monthly allowance
to buy food and supplies. But, if we stayed at the moshav, we were set for life. The first year on
the moshav we had to work in different jobs to allow everyone to get to know us and for us to get
to know them. Toward the end of that year I was assigned to milk the cows. I enjoyed it because
it was something new and because I knew it was just a temporary assignment. One day in the
cow shed I slipped on a wet spot on the floor and fell flat on my back. My back was in so much
pain I went to the hospital to have it checked. The hospital technicians didn't find anything
serious on the x-rays. They said, "You just got a good knock there. Go home, rest, take some
pain killers and it will be all right within two weeks." Instead of getting better, the pain got worse.
The second time I went to the hospital, they x-rayed me again, and again sent me home saying
there was nothing wrong. I rested for another two weeks and by that time the pain was
excruciating. I had never experienced such pain. The pain killers helped initially, but after a while
they lost their effect. I kept increasing the dosage until I was taking 50 pills a day for three years. I
reached a point where every morning when I got out of bed my feet would go numb. I knew
something was seriously wrong, but I also knew I couldn't go back to that same hospital again.
Because of the bureaucracy in Israel it took some connections to be allowed to go to another
hospital, but through friends who knew somebody who knew somebody, it was arranged for me
to visit another hospital in Tel Aviv. The doctors there did a special x-ray called a mylogram. After
the x-ray, the head of the neurosurgical department himself came to me and said, "You've got
two slipped discs, one of which is completely compressed and the other one is missing a piece."
He was amazed I had waited so long to get help. When I asked for his prognosis, he replied,
"Well, we'll have to operate." "What does that entail?" I asked, cautiously. "Oh, it's nothing," he
said. "Ten days and you're back home as good as new." That sounded wonderful to me, so I
said, "Let's do it." When I woke up from the anesthetic in the evening after the operation, I had
no feeling from my waist down, so I called for a doctor. The doctor on the evening shift said, "I



can't tell you anything. You will have to wait until the morning when all the surgeons come in for
the day shift." The next morning the doctor who operated on me came to me and said, "David,
I'm terribly sorry. I've got some bad news for you."--This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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BOOKS BY SID ROTHThe Incomplete ChurchSupernatural HealingAVAILABLE FROM
DESTINY IMAGE PUBLISHERS© Copyright 2009 – Sid RothAll rights reserved. This book is
protected by the copyright laws of the United States of America. This book may not be copied or
reprinted for commercial gain or profit. The use of short quotations or occasional page copying
for personal or group study is permitted and encouraged. Permission will be granted upon
request. Unless otherwise identified, all Scripture quotations are from The Holy Scriptures, trans.
Isaac Leeser, Copyright © 1909 by Hebrew Publishing Company. Scripture quotations marked
NKJV are taken from the New King James Version. Copyright © 1982 by Thomas Nelson, Inc.
Used by permission. All rights reserved. Scripture quotations marked KJV are taken from the
King James Version. Scripture quotations marked NIV (Chapters 6 and 7, except Deut.
18:10-12) are taken from the HOLY BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION®. NIV®..
Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984 by International Bible Society. Used by permission of Zondervan
Publishing House. All rights reserved. Scripture quotations in Chapter 10, unless otherwise
identified, are from The Holy Scriptures, trans. Alexander Harkavy, Copyright © 1936 by Hebrew
Publishing Company. Emphasis within Scripture quotations is the author’s own. Please note that
Destiny Image’s publishing style capitalizes certain pronouns in Scripture that refer to the Father,
Son, and Holy Spirit, and may differ from some publishers’ styles. Take note that the name satan
and related names are not capitalized. We choose not to acknowledge him, even to the point of
violating grammatical rules.DESTINY IMAGE®. PUBLISHERS, INC.P.O. Box 310,
Shippensburg, PA 17257-0310“Speaking to the Purposes of God for This Generation and for the
Generations to Come.”This book and all other Destiny Image, Revival Press, MercyPlace, Fresh
Bread, Destiny Image Fiction, and Treasure House books are available at Christian bookstores
and distributors worldwide.For a U.S. bookstore nearest you, call 1-800-722-6774.For more
information on foreign distributors, call 717-532-3040.Or reach us on the Internet: .Paperback:
Hardcover:For Worldwide Distribution, Printed in the U.S.A.1 2 3 4 5 6
7 8 9 10 11 / 13 12 11 10 09DedicationTo JoyContentsIntroductionChapter 1 By David
YanivParalyzed… “Learn to Live With It!”Chapter 2 By Barry MinkowZZZZ BestChapter 3 By
Rose PriceThe SurvivorChapter 4 By Alyosha RyabinovA New SongChapter 5 By Sharon R.
AllenYiddishkeitChapter 6 By Sid RothThere Must Be Something More!Chapter 7 By Michael
L. Brown, Ph.DTradition or Truth? What I Learned About Rabbinic JudaismChapter 8 By Randy
and Tricia HorneIt Was Not for MeChapter 9 By Batya SegalBat Shalom: Daughter of
ZionChapter 10 By Manny BrotmanThe Amazing Jewish Book and the God-Shaped Hole in My
SoulIntroductionMy father was born in Poland into a traditional Jewish family. My mother’s family,
while also very Jewish, was much more Americanized. Dad won out in our religious education. I
attended a traditional synagogue and was trained for bar mitzvah.Even as a child, I saw the
hypocrisy in our religious observance. For instance, on major holidays, we parked several blocks
away from the shul because we didn’t want the rabbi to know we drove on the Shabbat. And we



had to get there early or the other members would take all the best parking spaces.The long
services in Hebrew, a language I didn’t understand, added to my boredom and resentment. Why
did we go to synagogue? Why all the ritual? Why was God not speaking to us today? Was the
Bible from God? These are just a few of the questions that plagued me.I was proud of being a
Jew, but the religious side turned me off. It just wasn’t relevant.For almost 30 years, God was
irrelevant to me—until I thought for myself.This book is the result of a dream I had in which I was
instructed to find and interview Jewish people who broke through the mold of their previous
experiences to achieve their destiny. Everyone has a special destiny, but few reach it.The people
in this book come from widely divergent backgrounds including a holocaust survivor, a multi-
millionaire, a media executive, and a Ph.D. They range in upbringing from atheistic to
Orthodox.What is the common denominator among those in this unusual group?They all thought
for themselves…and dared to confront the forbidden.If you have ever thought that there must be
something more to life, you were right!CHAPTER 1Paralyzed… “Learn to Live With It!”Iwas born
in Tel Aviv in 1936 to parents who immigrated from Germany. My parents kept up tradition,
celebrating Yom Kippur, Rosh Hashanah, and other holidays, but they were never really
religious. After the Second World War, when my father found out that two of his sisters and one
brother and their families had been killed in Nazi Germany, he took every Bible and everything in
our home that was even remotely religious and threw it out. “Where was God?” he would ask.
“How could God allow such a thing to happen?” From then on, I was raised in an atheistic home.
My father even resisted my having a bar mitzvah. Although he finally allowed it, he refused to set
foot in the synagogue.“How could god allow such a thing to happen?”In 1960 I married a South
African girl named Sheila, whom I met when she and her mother came to Israel as tourists. At
the time, I was a guide and a bus driver. Her mother, who took two tours with me, one day said,
“My baby is waiting for me in Haifa. I want you to meet her.” I thought it was funny that this elderly
woman would have a baby. But when I reached Haifa and saw her “baby,” I realized she was a
matchmaker. Sheila and I went to South Africa on our honeymoon to visit her family—and stayed
twelve and one-half years.I’m a refrigeration and air-conditioning engineer by trade. I did quite
well in business in South Africa for a time. Then I undertook a project to air condition a large
building. The quantity surveyor I hired to estimate the cost of the job made a mistake, and I lost
all my money.My lawyer told me it was useless to sue the surveyor because he wasn’t insured.
And even though I was bankrupt, I had to finish the job because I had signed a contract.The
Mistake Paralyzed Me for LifeAfterward, I decided to return to Israel. Moving back was very
difficult for my wife, but she realized it was best for us and our two sons, who were 11 and 8
years old. At the time, I spoke Hebrew, but my family did not. We decided to live on a moshav,
which is an agricultural commune similar to a kibbutz.I thought we would stay there for a short
time to allow my family to learn Hebrew, and then I would find work in my trade. But when the
time came, and I said, “All right, let’s move to the big town,” they didn’t want to go. They had
come to love life on the moshav. Even if they had agreed, however, it would have been difficult to
leave. You can’t build up any savings there because you only receive a small monthly allowance



to buy food and supplies. But if we stayed at the moshav, we were set for life.The first year on the
moshav we had to work in different jobs to allow everyone to get to know us and for us to get to
know them. Toward the end of that year I was assigned to milk the cows. I enjoyed it because it
was something new and because I knew it was just a temporary assignment.The first year on the
moshav we had to work in different jobs to allow everyone to get to know us and for us to get to
know them.One day in the cow shed I slipped on a wet spot on the floor and fell flat on my back.
My back was in so much pain I went to the hospital to have it checked. The hospital technicians
didn’t find anything serious on the x-rays. They said, “You just got a good knock there. Go home,
rest, take some painkillers, and it will be all right within two weeks.”Instead of getting better, the
pain got worse. The second time I went to the hospital, they x-rayed me again, and again sent
me home saying there was nothing wrong. I rested for another two weeks, and by that time the
pain was excruciating. I had never experienced such pain. The painkillers helped initially, but
after a while they lost their effect. I kept increasing the dosage until I was taking 50 pills a day for
three years.I reached a point where every morning when I got out of bed my feet would go numb.
I knew something was seriously wrong, but I also knew I couldn’t go back to that same hospital
again.Because of the bureaucracy in Israel it took some connections to be allowed to go to
another hospital, but through friends who knew somebody who knew somebody, it was arranged
for me to visit another hospital in Tel Aviv. The doctors there did a special x-ray called a
myelogram.After the x-ray, the head of the neurosurgical department himself came to me and
said, “You’ve got two slipped discs, one of which is completely compressed and the other one is
missing a piece.” He was amazed I had waited so long to get help.When I asked for his
prognosis, he replied, “Well, we’ll have to operate.”“What does that entail?” I asked,
cautiously.“Oh, it’s nothing,” he said. “Ten days and you’re back home as good as new.”That
sounded wonderful to me, so I said, “Let’s do it.”When I woke up from the anesthetic in the
evening after the operation, I had no feeling from my waist down, so I called for a doctor. The
doctor on the evening shift said, “I can’t tell you anything. You will have to wait until the morning
when all the surgeons come in for the day shift.”When I woke up from the anesthetic in the
evening after the operation, I had no feeling from my waist down.The next morning the doctor
who had operated came to me and said, “David, I’m terribly sorry. I’ve got some bad news for
you.”Bracing myself, I asked, “What do you mean you’ve got bad news for me?”He said, “I made
a mistake, and you will be paralyzed for life.”Apparently, he had cut too deeply with his scalpel
and severed the nerves that were essential for me to walk. I had no feeling in one leg and only
partial feeling in the other.At first I was in shock. Then I began to feel sorry for myself. I thought,
What am I going to do now? I had pain before, but at least I could walk. If I could only take time
back now, I would rather live with the pain. But I couldn’t go back.A Broken ManThe doctor’s
prognosis for the future was summed up in one cold sentence: “Learn to live with it.” It was very
difficult. I hated everybody. I blamed everybody. But worst of all, I absolutely hated myself. I could
not accept what had happened.From the hospital I was sent to a convalescent home called Beth-
Levinshtein, which helps paralyzed people, mainly soldiers who get wounded in the war. They



also take some private cases, such as mine. There I started to feel a little better about myself
because everyone around me was either worse off than I was or in the same condition. The staff
made iron calipers (braces) for me which were attached to special shoes. With the help of
crutches and the calipers, I could make my way around without a wheelchair, although it was
very difficult.But worst of all, I absolutely hated myself. I could not accept what had
happened.Three and one-half months later, I returned to the moshav to find my home
rearranged. My friends had made a ramp so I could easily get into the house with my wheelchair.
They installed handles in the bathroom and other places around the house where I would need
them. I was very grateful.But now that I was surrounded by healthy, active people, I began to
realize how much of an invalid I was. I started feeling sorry for myself again, so much so that I
needed psychiatric treatment. Never in a million years would I have ever thought I would need a
psychiatrist. I had always been such a strong person. Suddenly, I was a broken man.Suddenly, I
was a broken man.Before long, the psychiatrist gave up on me because I wouldn’t stop feeling
sorry for myself. I was the most unhappy person imaginable. I couldn’t forgive the doctor. I
couldn’t forgive anyone.My condition was also very difficult for my wife, to the point that I was
afraid she might leave me. She never did. In fact, she would try to reassure me, telling me not to
worry, that she would stay with me through thick and thin. But the more she told me not to worry,
the more I worried.The moshav gave me an easy job in the office where my coworkers were
especially kind. But the nicer they were, the worse I felt. I was sure they were giving me special
treatment because of my disabilities.In the midst of my pity parties, I still had hope that I would
some day walk again. I read in the newspaper one day about a man who would put his hand on
sick people, sending something that felt like an electric current through their bodies, and they
would feel better. The moshav offered to pay my expenses, so I went to him. Nothing
happened.Then I heard about a guru. I went to him with the same result. I believed in each one I
went to. When you’re as desperate as I was, you try anything. The moshav even paid for
transcendental meditation. Nothing worked.Nothing happened.Nothing worked.After seven and
one-half years of trying everything the world had to offer, I finally gave up. I finally accepted the
expert advice of all the specialists, professors, and neurosurgeons who told me: “Learn to live
with it. You are going to remain paralyzed for the rest of your life. Don’t even think of getting
better.” My wife had long since given up hope that my condition would ever improve. She would
say, “What are you running after? Accept it. This is how you are going to remain. I’ve accepted it.
Why can’t you?”And, at that point, I really did accept it. I still felt sorry for myself, but I accepted it.
I realized that nobody could help me. I determined to go on and try to live as normal a life as I
possibly could.Why Don’t You Pray With Me?One day, I stayed home from work with the flu and
was totally bored. At two o’clock that afternoon I decided to watch television. Since Israeli
stations only broadcast in the evening, I started watching a program on Lebanese television
called The 700 Club. I was intrigued by the name, thinking it was an entertainment program.I
soon realized that it was a Christian show. But there was nothing else to do, and I was curious,
so I kept watching. Still, I felt like I was doing something wrong, so I locked the door. I didn’t want



my wife and my children to catch me watching Christian television.The program held my interest
because it featured stories about people who were healed from different sicknesses. The first
time I watched, there was an interview with a woman who had been healed of cancer. She
showed an x-ray of a tumor the size of an orange. Then she showed an x-ray of the same spot
taken three days later. The tumor had disappeared.I was sure it was phony. These people had to
be paid actors. Some of the stories even made me laugh out loud at the absurdity of the claims.
Yet, I found myself watching every day at two o’clock—behind locked doors.After a month of this,
I decided to tell my wife. I said, “Sheila, I’ve been watching this Christian program about people
who get healed by believing in Jesus and by people praying for them.”I expected her to be
annoyed with me. On the contrary, she said, “If it makes you feel better, keep watching.” She
even suggested I record it so we could watch it together in the evening.During every program
there was a time when co-host Ben Kinchlow would say, “Pray with me.” Whenever it came to
that part, I switched off the television. I didn’t even want to hear people pray to Jesus. I felt it was
wrong.Whenever it came to that part,I switched off the television. Ididn’t even want to hear
peoplepray to Jesus. I felt it was wrong.As I was watching alone one afternoon several months
later, it seemed that Ben’s finger stretched out from the television pointing straight at me. He
said, “You! Why don’t you pray with me?” I could have sworn he was talking directly to me. I got
scared. The next thing I knew, I found myself praying the sinner’s prayer with him. Here I was
praying with him to this “Jesus,” who to me had never been more than a dirty name. When that
prayer was finished, I couldn’t believe what I had done. I thought to myself, What on earth do I do
now?I immediately told Sheila. Again, she responded more positively than I expected. She said,
“If it makes you feel good, you just carry on. But do me a favor. Don’t tell anyone about it. Let it be
between us for now.”I was sure that I was the only Jewish person in the whole world who had
ever prayed that prayer. I thought, The first thing I have to do is buy a full Bible. So I went to
Nazareth and bought a Bible. At the book store, I saw a map of the city on display, and,
somehow, the name of a Baptist church caught my eye.As I started reading my Bible, I soon
discovered there was more to it than I had ever imagined. I found that the prophecies from the
Old Testament are fulfilled in the New Testament. And I started to wonder why Jewish people
throughout the centuries had not believed in Jesus.You Will Be HealedThe following Sunday, I
went to the Baptist church at eight o’clock in the morning. I was too early—the doors were
locked.All around me I heard the bells of churches ringing, and here this church was locked! I
was just about to leave when an Arab man walked up and introduced himself as the pastor. He
first spoke to me in Arabic and then English, because he didn’t speak Hebrew. When I told him
my story, he was amazed. He said, “We’ve tried to get Jewish people to come to the Lord for
years, and here you’re walking in yourself. This is the first time since I’ve been a pastor that this
has happened.”The pastor invited me to stay for the service. Being Jewish in an Arab
congregation, I thought I would feel out of place, but I didn’t. The love I experienced that day was
the love of Jesus.The love I experienced that day was the love of Jesus.At the end of the service
there was an invitation to come forward to receive the Lord as personal savior. After I came



forward, I found myself praying the same prayer I had been praying daily for four and one-half
months in front of my television. But this time I did it in front of a whole congregation of
witnesses.This was almost too much for my wife. It was one thing to watch a Christian program
or pray a prayer in private. It was quite another to make a public profession of faith in Jesus. She
was incensed that I would do such a thing without first consulting her.However, as the weeks
went by and she saw that I was steadfast in my decision, she agreed to come with me to a
meeting of Jewish believers. Soon afterward, she accepted Jesus too.About five months after I
became a believer in the Messiah, I was again watching The 700 Club when co-host Danuta
Soderman had a word of knowledge. She said, “There is someone,” she didn’t specifically say
where, “who has been paralyzed halfway down his body for years,” and with me that was the
case, seven and one-half years. She said, “He will feel a warm sensation running through his
body, and he will be healed.”I said, “Oh, please, God, let it be me.” I believed it was me, but
nothing happened. Still I kept praying because I realized immediately if it wasn’t for me, it must
have been for someone else.…all of a sudden a feeling like an electric current ran from my spine
down to my tiptoes, and my feet started jumping 40 inches at a time.That same evening around
ten o’clock I was lying in bed reading my Bible, when all of a sudden a feeling like an electric
current ran from my spine down to my tiptoes, and my feet started jumping 40 inches at a
time.When people are paralyzed, they get unwanted reflex movements, and I thought that was
what this was. Some of them were more severe than others, but I couldn’t explain the electric
shock. Finally, the movements stopped, and I went to sleep.The next morning when I woke up, I
started to assist my legs with my hands as I usually did in order to get them out of bed. As I
touched my legs, all of a sudden I realized I had feeling in them! I thought, Wait a minute. This is
unusual! I started to touch all the places where I had lost feeling years before. There was feeling
in them!I shouted, “Sheila, for God’s sake, come here! I can feel!”“Rubbish,” she said. “Lie down.”
She took a needle and started pricking me. “Close your eyes. Where am I pricking you?” And
she continued pricking me in different places on my legs. Each time she pricked my legs, I told
her the correct spot. Now she began to share my excitement.Immediately, I went to the
dispensary on our moshav to see the doctor. I put the special shoes back on because I still didn’t
know exactly what had happened to me, and, after seven and one-half years of paralysis, my
legs had no muscles in them. When our moshav doctor was shocked too, I realized a true
miracle had occurred.When our moshav doctor was shocked too, I realized a true miracle had
occurred.The moshav doctor sent me to a hospital for an electric test of my reflexes. I had had
this test done many times before, and, of course, it was always negative. This time my reflexes
responded to the test perfectly. The doctor who performed the test asked if I could return the
following week.A week later, I met with about 25 doctors, neurosurgeons, and neurologists from
all over the country, including the neurosurgeon who had operated on me. They all examined
me, but no one could give a logical explanation for what had happened. They said it was not
possible. Some of them even thought I was lying by claiming that the older x-rays were mine.
Even today, doctors who examine them cannot believe that I am walking.At the end of the



examination they said to me, “This is a medical miracle.”I said, “Listen. This is not a medical
miracle. This is Yeshua (Jesus).”Someone asked, “Yeshua who?” Yeshua is a very common
name in Israel, so he thought perhaps Yeshua was my physiotherapist, or a friend.I said, “Listen.
This is not a medical miracle.This is Yeshua (Jesus).”“Yeshua the Messiah,” I responded.That
was too much for these Jewish doctors. They did not want to hear another word about this
“Jesus.”They refused to believe He could have had anything to do with my healing. We know
from the Bible that even when people saw Jesus perform miracles right before their eyes, they
didn’t believe. Some even accused Him of being demon possessed.The doctor said to take off
the iron calipers, but to keep using the crutches because my legs were just skin and bones. And
slowly, slowly, I took my first steps in seven and one-half years. I knelt down on knees that hadn’t
felt anything since the accident and thanked the Lord for the miracle He had done.But He wasn’t
finished yet. The doctors had told me that the muscles in my legs were all dead and that they
would never grow back. Over time, God recreated those muscles. Today, my feet are just as
normal as anyone else’s.You Have to LeaveWhen the members of the moshav saw me walking,
they didn’t accept that this was the work of Yeshua any more than the doctors did. Instead, they
chose to believe the doctors’ conclusion that it was a “medical miracle.”It was not long before
word had spread around the moshav that I was a believer in Yeshua. The leaders of the moshav
called me into their office and said, “We’re terribly sorry, but you have to leave. We do not accept
Christians on the moshav.” This moshav is associated with B’nai B’rith in New York, and they
were worried they would lose their funding if they didn’t expel me.I said, “I call myself a
‘Messianic Jew,’ and I will not go quietly. There is a great big Christian world out there just waiting
to hear my story.”Sensing that the publicity generated by expelling me might be worse than if
they let me stay, they said I could remain—if I promised I would not evangelize on the moshav.I
said, “I call myself a ‘Messianic Jew,’ and I will not go quietly. There is a great big Christian world
out there just waiting to hear my story.”That arrangement worked fine until May 1988 when I
participated in a major Messianic Jewish event in Jerusalem called “Shavuot ’88”—at that time
the largest gathering of Jewish believers in Israel in almost two thousand years. It seemed that
every Hebrew-speaking newspaper in Jerusalem covered the miracle of my healing.When I
came home from the meetings, the moshav leaders said, “That’s it. You promised us you would
not evangelize. Now your picture is splashed all over the newspapers. B’nai B’rith is going to stop
the money flowing to us. You have to leave.”They voted us out at a general meeting and gave us
ten days in which to leave. Nobody from the moshav, where we had lived for 16 years, even
came to help us pack our belongings.If God had not made a way, we would have been out in the
street and penniless. But we serve a living God! At the gathering somebody had handed me an
envelope. As I ripped it open, I couldn’t believe my eyes! It contained a scholarship and airline
tickets to attend Bible school in Dallas, Texas.My wife and I graduated in May 1989 and followed
the Lord’s leading to Seattle, where we live today. I have been healed for well over a decade, and
my faith grows deeper every day. Soon we will return to Israel and proclaim the good news about
the true Messiah who saves and heals!Commentary by Sid RothI read in the Torah that God



heals people. But in 30 years of going to a traditional synagogue I never saw anyone get healed.
On television I saw “faith healers” and thought they were all counterfeit. But you can’t have a
good counterfeit unless there is the real thing. The Talmud, as well as the New Testament,
records healings that occurred when Jewish believers in Jesus prayed to God. The Talmud also
warns traditional Jews not to let Messianic Jews (Jewish believers in Jesus) pray for them
(Tosefta Chullin, Chapter 2:22-23). This is a backhanded compliment! These rabbis recognized
that the Jewish followers of Jesus had power to heal in His Name. And once you experience
healing in His Name, you might believe in Him. Isaiah 53:4-5 tells us the Messiah would bear
away all our diseases.But only our diseases did He bear Himself, and our pains carried: while we
indeed esteemed Him stricken, smitten of God, and afflicted. Yet He was wounded for our
transgressions, He was bruised for our iniquities: the chastisement for our peace was upon Him;
and through His bruises was healing granted to us.The early Messianic Jews, even brand-new
believers, experienced miracles of healing in His Name. And since He doesn’t change, I too
have seen many Jewish people healed in Jesus’ Name. My own mother, before becoming a
Messianic Jew, was healed in His Name.CHAPTER 2ZZZZ BestIwas 21 years old and had it all
—or so it seemed. Outwardly, I had achieved the kind of success most people only dream about.
ZZZZ Best, the carpet-cleaning company I had started when I was only 16, was now worth $280
million. I had a 5,000 square-foot house in an exclusive community. I drove a Ferrari. I lived with a
beautiful woman and dated others on the side. I had made it!Yet, as I arrived at my 21st birthday
party, I was plagued with doubts and insecurities. Every time I had a birthday I was afraid that the
“boy wonder” would soon become old news—no longer recognizable—like the athlete who
suddenly finds himself overshadowed by some younger, rising star. At age 21 I felt I was getting
old.Worst of all, I was a fraud—a fact I kept well hidden from my friends. They didn’t know my
company was built on lies and deception.At age 21 I feltI was getting old.With mixed emotions, I
descended the stairs of my house to find throngs of people who had come to congratulate me.
They all loved me. Or did they? I walked into one room and saw the accountants and lawyers
who represented ZZZZ Best, and I thought to myself, They are here because they keep the
books for my company. I wonder if they really like me. I went to the next room where there was a
group of investors, and I thought, Do they really like me, or are they here because they are
making a nice return on their dollar right now? Then I went outside and greeted a few of the
Mafia people with whom I was involved. I knew why they were there—they were making
money.As I walked back into the house I was completely depressed. I didn’t know who really
cared about me for who I was and not for what I could give them. I walked into the kitchen and
saw my best friend and my girlfriend. My girlfriend was wearing a huge diamond ring I had
bought her. I had just given my best friend $10,000.I had bought my way to the top, bought all my
allegiances. I didn’t know if I had a friend in the world. It was the loneliest moment of my life. I had
experienced what I thought would deliver the ultimate satisfaction—money, power, and fame—
only to discover that my life was completely bankrupt.Early Compromise
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Beautiful daughter, “very anointed book. This is an interesting book with many powerful
testimonies. Anyone would enjoy it, but I specifically bought several copies to give to non-saved
Jews, as this book is all about Jews who have discovered that Jesus really is the Messiah.”

Todd E. Lovison, “Riveting, Challenging, Outstanding!. This book is a must read to all Jews and
Gentiles alike. It will encourage, challenge and uplift all who read these personal testimonies of
personal experience with a personal God! There is nothing more powerful than the first hand
account of incredible stories of love, forgiveness, healing and miracles! This book is guaranteed
to change your life! Read it then pass it along to a friend!”

Cathy C, “Highly Recommend!. Thought provoking and inspiring. Will likely read it many times.”

Robin DeJesus, “Great book. Like the book”

K.Nightstar Stough, “Messianic Stories. Informative and honest stories about those finding the
truth.”

Ebook Library Reader, “... see into the minds of Jewish people in a better way. It allowed me to
understand some of .... This book allowed me to see into the minds of Jewish people in a better
way. It allowed me to understand some of the thinking that needs to be overcome for one of
God's chosen people to understand that Jesus is the Messiah!”

louise wohltmann, “The Jews are God's chosen. ------that the Word is for all”

Pepper, “God loves the Jewish People. Amazing!Full truth and captivating real life stories of
healing and wholeness”

Ebook Library Reader, “Intriguing Religious Study book. Fascinating and thought provoking
discussion on Messianic Jews. I’m interested in the viewpoint and this answers many questions I
have as a Student of Judaism & religion. Personally I shall read more but this was a great inroad
to start opening questions on the topic of receiving Jesus as a Messiah or waiting for the
Messiah!”

Babs, “Awesome. Interesting thing that they didn’t learn about Jesus (Yeshua) from Rabbi but
discovered from their own Bible search or from Messanic Jews”

wendie johns, “excellent gift for the avid reader. Amazing stories”



tulip, “excellent. excellent book with many people's amazing testimonies.”

Babak, “Great testimonies  . Love this book”

The book by Sid Roth has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 269 people have provided feedback.
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