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As a young Jewish girl I remember reading portions of Exodus in Hebrew. From that time on, I loved studying the Bible and Hebrew. I also remember when I was in nursery school there was a tender portrait of Jesus. I asked my mother about this man, and she told me that he was not for us, because we were Jewish. I believe that the Lord planted a love for His word in me in His grace to shield me in some measure from the world as I grew up. I believed that God existed even when I was surrounded by people who scoffed at Him. Yet the teachers in the synagogue and its school did great harm to my faith, for their poor moral leadership caused me to doubt authority and to see a real conflict between God’s word and the deeds of His people. My general impression was that Christians were the people in power who persecuted the Jews for believing in God. I had no idea that believing Christians worshipped the God of Israel. Most of the people whom I met did not believe in God, or they had sentimental, self-serving ideas about Him. They had no need of Him; they had no fear or awe of Him, they did not believe in Judgment. I was puzzled about the power that I felt through the Scriptures and the banality of peoples’ faith in Him, such as it was. 

I was Bat Mitzvahed and continued in Hebrew school so that I could go to Israel with my youth group when I was sixteen; this was the culmination of my young life. The pilgrimage was eye-opening, as while I traveled the length and breadth of the country I was riveted by the difficult conditions of the Palestinians. My concern and fascination with the Palestinians was rooted in my awareness of the Holocaust, which my father and grandparents survived and whose experiences in Germany seared my soul as a young child. Steeped in the Tanakh, (The Old Testament) Prophets, I clearly perceived the injustices that the Palestinians were suffering under Israeli rule, and increasingly I came to see that today’s Israel was just another country beset with sin, a country where Jews could govern themselves and where Jewish culture could flourish, but not the redeemed nation of the Prophets. I had the vague idea that perhaps I could work to explain the Arabs to the Jewish people, and the Jews to the Arabs, and I decided to embark upon a course of studies that would prepare me for that vocation. 

Upon my return to the U.S. from Israel, I began to suffer from an intense existential conflict. I could not understand why God permitted evil; I could not see the purpose of life, nor could I bear the harsh reality of human cruelty. I became angry at the Lord and began to think about suicide as a seventeen year old. As an introspective young woman I got caught in a vicious circularity of thought; cycles of depression and anger became increasingly intense as I began college and I consciously decided to rebel against God. In a bid to find meaning I took my second year of studies at Hebrew University in Jerusalem. During that year I traveled to the Galilee and read the New Testament on the Mount of the Beatitudes. I thought that the Sermon on the Mount and the Epistles spoke to the realities of my life, but that as a Jew I could never become a follower of Christ because that would be a betrayal of my people. So I returned to my life, in rebellion and anger against God. Studying the Palestinian-Israeli conflict, an academic field filled with so much hatred that I became convinced that there was no way to solve it through diplomacy. 

Operating on two levels, one, outward, of serious and sustained study of Islam and Judaism as a graduate student at Georgetown University, Hebrew University and the University of Chicago; the second, inward, of spiritual grief, alienation, and despair I was unable to sort out the Truth for myself. When my spiritual anguish reached its peak, God mercifully brought my husband Paul into my life. An evangelical on fire for the Lord, he introduced me to his faith in the Living God. Over several months of bible study with Jews for Jesus at the University of Chicago, where I fought over every messianic interpretation of scripture with the group, I began to understand that the Christ was the Jewish messiah, and that as a Jew, I would be betraying God Himself were I not to acknowledge His claim on me. One Sunday morning at an Inter-Varsity worship service, a representative from Jews for Jesus preached on the Jewish concept of “Tshuvah” (Hebrew for “Return/Repen​tance”). At the end of the service there was a call for those who wanted to accept Yeshua (Jesus) as their Lord to stand up. With head bowed and eyes closed, I thought to myself, “Who would do that?” I opened my eyes to discover that I was standing! Like a deer caught in the headlights, I hurriedly rushed out of the service to my small studio apartment overlooking frozen Lake Michigan, where I so often had stared at the cars going back and forth on Lake Shore Drive and pondered leaping to my death. I asked the Lord if it was He who was drawing me to Him, and He said to me, “Stop fighting with me and trust me.” I gave my life to Him that night. Since becoming a believer twenty-two years ago, I have desired to bring a message of reconciliation in Christ to Jews and Arabs in my work as a historian, teacher, and friend. 
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