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Chapter 1

I couldn't think of any very clever title for this, and I loathe the word "Testimony" when used to describe someone's spiritual journey. Several people have asked me to write about how I got to the place I'm in, and how a Jewish girl from Temple Judea became a Catholic woman at Holy Family.

I suppose I should start by saying I think I have always had a religious nature. I can't remember a time when I didn't believe in God. I suppose I sometimes felt that God didn't take too much of an interest in me, but I never though He wasn't there.

We went to a classical Reform temple, and everyone my parents socialized with went there too. We went every single Friday night, all the holidays, I was Bar Mitzvah'd and I went to Sunday school until "confirmation". Orthodox and Conservative synagogues do not have "confirmation", or organs and choirs etc., but the Reform Movement modelled itself after the German Lutheranism, stylistically, so they do.

I'd listen to the Bible stories and I loved them, but I remember once, asking the teacher, why we didn't do the things God said to do in the Bible, and her answer was something like.....well our religion has evolved...or something lame like that. When I was in, I think, Fourth Grade, I had a dream I was flying through space with angels, singing a song of praise to God. I was very excited, so I told the Cantor (this is an ordained position in Reform, and our Cantor was a trained opera singer), who I adored. I asked him if he thought it had come from God. He smiled condescendingly and told me "We Jews don't belief in that sort of thing." Now, to be fair, it probably freaked him out and maybe he was worried that I was hearing voices, and he didn't want to encourage too fertile an imagination. Fair enough, but I knew my dream came from God.

Anyway I was the classic Jewish girl from Lawn Guyland, and I even went to Israel when I was 16 years old. Becoming a Christian was totally out of the question....and becoming Catholic? Well, for a start I wasn't Italian or Irish, so it was a complete non-starter. My parents’ religious life was mostly about being ethnically eastern European Jewish, and reminiscing about what their grandmother's cooked. Speaking Yiddish when they didn't want us to know something, and then wringing their hands that the younger generation didn't know the language...

Then I went to college, and learned that the phrase "I suggest you go to the doctor" was far more preferable to the phrase I'd learned from my mother "You'll go to the doctor". They mean the same thing, but Gentiles with delicate sensibilities think you are bossing them around. I learned other things too, like when you went to the Jewish group at the Student Union, and you didn't know that the prayer book is called the "Sidur" (after a childhood of supposed Jewish education), they didn't want you.

See, they could have had me at hello, but in those days the whole "outreach to the unaffiliated" thing hadn't been worked out.

Chapter 2

Where I went to college, there was a special dining room called "The Kosher Kitchen" and you walked past it when going from the front of the Student Union, to the back, where the pub (you could drink at 18 back then)and the campus newspaper where. I worked at the paper, and frequented the pub, so I saw the denizens of the Kosher Kitchen all the time.

They seemed part of club I wanted to join but couldn't. I am not angry at them, and I never was. I was more irritated that what I thought was a solid Jewish upbringing had left me unable to relate to anyone Jewish, outside of the Reform Movement. What this meant for me was that if I wanted to satisfy the urged to worship God in a Jewish manner, I was out of luck.
OK, Ba'al t'shuva (Jewish returnees to orthodoxy) readers will object and say, "You could have gone to the Chabad center and been very welcomed, the Rebbe was all about reaching secular Jews." And I would say, you're right, but back then (the mid 70's) all of that was in its infancy, and my parents probably would have reacted as if I'd joined the Moonies.

I should also add that those were the days when every Indian, or Eastern thing was the big thing. I had a girl in my dorm who was a Nicherin Shoshu Buddhist, and they spent hours chanting "Nam Myoho Renge Kyo". Hours and hours.......it was insane, and there was another guy who got up before the birds... (this was in college, remember) to meditate in the lotus position. He tried to explain to me that eventually he'd receive enlightenment when the energy flowed unobstructed through his spine. I realize now he was talking about the Kundalini "serpent"....and then as now it all seemed ridiculous.

There is something else that bothers me about Eastern philosophies. It seemed to me that they worship themselves. They talk about spiritual matters as rooted in unproven, impossible to document, but supposedly physical realities. So there is in fact a materialism to them, rather than a transcendence....... Needless to say, I found Eastern stuff very off putting.

So I pulled out my Hebrew Scriptures and turned to that one problematic prophecy I'd been taught represented Israel.....Isaiah 53. And... it does, but.....it's also about an individual....it just really bothered me......

And in a few months I realized that I believed it was about Jesus. I couldn't help it, and I didn't want it, but I just did.

Chapter 3

So I found myself with a big problem. I sort of evangelized myself....and then I didn't know what to do with myself. I wouldn't go near a church. I tried once and it was all, light blue and white with plain gold cross, and a few lovely protestants with great teeth. I can't remember the sermon, but it was probably....very nice......

And Catholics were totally out of the question........especially Polish Catholics, I was terrified of them. (My sponsor was polish, isn't that funny?) I was looking for the impossible, a church where I felt comfortable as a Jew....I mean after all Jesus was very, very Jewish to my thinking and I couldn't understand how all this Jewish stuff turned into...you know...church!

I knew nothing about what the Trinity meant, or the divinity of Christ, and when I did learn about all of that, I balked....but I did eventually go to the campus bible study. I hated it. I well remember going to dinner at someone's home and their parents kept talking about me in the third person:

"Look how she talks with her hands! She's so Jewish!"

I did have a date or two with a very blond boy who informed me that making the bed without a topsheet was called Jewish style. Can anyone verify that? In all my subsequent years with the Goyim I have never heard that again. I did take this fine fellow to see "The Rocky Horror Picture Show". (It was brand new) We laughed ourselves silly and he felt extremely guilty about that. I still think his reaction was even funnier than the movie....should I confess that?

So I just sort of floated along with my secret Christian life of sorts. I was very hungry for fellowship. One Summer I worked in Oneonta, and found myself in a little independent prayer group that had a sign up in the laundromat. Sweet folks, everyone striving, striving, striving to be holy, and a pastor who was into the thing called "Shepherding". What that meant was that he told you what to do, and you did it. He told me I shouldn't go back to college, and I told him to screw it. Actually I didn't, but I should have. Instead, I just went back to Senior year, where I just did what everyone was doing in 1979. Use your imagination.

Chapter 4

So I went back to college, having been baptized in a swimming pool by the pastor of this little group in Oneonta. It hadn't been the best experience, so I kept my faith a secret a preceded to have a typical Senior year.

I had no brilliant plans for a career, and people I knew were heading to Boston, so I did too. I wasn't exactly a poster child for the "Me" generation of the early 80's......I had no idea what I would do to keep body and soul together. Eventually I found myself a job down town and an apartment, and a few contacts in the ministry "Jews For Jesus". (They had a Boston office then) It was through them that I found myself at a big "interdenominational" church in the suburbs occasionally, and started actually learning something about being a Christian. I also bumped into my boss there which was a shock and a surprise.

But it's all very boring until I decided to move to London.

As I said, I had no idea how to earn a living besides waitressing, and being an artist, I thought it would be great to work at Sotheby's....So I took off to London, with very little money and enrolled in a course on antiques, where I learned several things: I learned that in England anything "Georgian" is more desirable than anything Victorian, I learned that In Europe, unlike in the States, if it was considered junk when it was first made, it is still considered junk, not a "Collectible".

And I also learned that London (and my course) was full of wealthy Eurotrash, with money to burn and nothing to do, unlike me....I was waitressing at "The Goat in Boots" pub, where I also learned that the British don't tip! But the good news is, strictly through serendipity and some serious prayer, I met my future husband.

I can't tell you too much about his family because in their fish bowl, they are fairly well known, but needless to say, they weren't exactly prepared for their fine, eligible son to marry a working class Jewish holy roller. But 9 months after we met we were married at Holy Trinity Brompton, ground zero for the Alpha Course.....

You see, in England, sometimes when your pastor marries into a wealthy family, your church gets lucky and you get a fancy retreat house in the country....

We were "present at the creation" of the Alpha Course, which in typical British Middle Class fashion, started out as " Evangelical Supper Parties" ( say it in your finest British accent)....Can you imagine?
Now, all this British "class awareness" was taking its toll on me, and I discovered a "Messianic Fellowship" which was meeting in North London ... a place which no self-respecting "F.O.D" (Friend Of Diana) would set foot. So I insisted we attend, and off we went to a now long gone place in Finchley, called "The House Of Rest", where I can honestly say I loved the teaching, the humility, the music ... the Jews there. It was a good place for me, and my new husband grew to love it as well.

Chapter 5

Being the further adventures of Janjan's foray into Christianity. I can't sleep, having had a cup to tea too late, so I thought I'd write, and since I have at least two faithful readers I hope they will not be disappointed. If you have been keeping up with this never-ending story, and you have a comment, please feel free to leave it.

So where was I.....oh yes, in North London at a Messianic Fellowship, a long way from the pleasures and fleshpots of Battersea and "SW10", the fashionable parts of London. It was there that I met some really devout and wonderful folks including many Israelis, who were what we called "believers". Our services were more or less along the lines of Protestant non-conformists, (our pastor had been a Salvation Army missionary in Libya, of all places....) but the singing was in Hebrew, and the teaching focused a lot on the Hebrew Scriptures and the Jewish nature of the New Covenant.

There were also a lot of non-Jewish "fellow travelers", like the Finnish fellow who smuggled bibles into the Soviet Union. There was a crazy French charismatic woman who "prophesied" that Northern Ireland would see a great Christian revival and peace would break out by 1983....which of course didn't happen. I think by her own reckoning, she should have been stoned to death for giving a false prophesy, but never mind. Like many small insular groups there were many dysfunctional and mentally unstable people, and they were welcome. By the same token there was a marvelous Anglican priest who went on the serve a church in Jerusalem, before leaving the Anglican Communion and affiliating with the AMIA. We even met Orde Wingate's nephew!

British Jews are very different that American Jews. I have only my own theories as to why. In the United States, our middle class is broad and diverse, and can include blue and white collar people. We tend to self-define whether or not we are "Middle Class". We don't really have an "Upper Class", we have very wealthy people, and at the very top we have an ever shrinking segment we call "Old Money".

In the United Kingdom, the middle class is small and conformist. It's in the middle, between the Working Class and the Aristocracy. Because there is a State Church, (which few people really attend anymore) the middle class defines itself by it's rituals. People get christened and have God-parents whose main responsibility is to give nice gifts, preferably heirlooms on Christmas and birthdays. You wear a hat to a church wedding, or morning dress if you're a man, and if you are the bride and groom, you simply sign the registry at the church and there is no need to go to town hall. And all British people have a legal right to be hatched, matched, and dispatched in the Church of England.

Of course, if you are Jewish (or anything else for that matter) you're never really part of this middle class. You haven't been to the schools where you will learn just the right accent, and you don't have a house filled with ancestral Georgian antiques, not to mention all the other little ways you don't really fit, even if Michael Howard is the leader of the Conservatives. In the U.S. we've benefitted from all of this. Watch the news and you will see all the British doctors and scientists who live here now because of the opportunities. But listen to their accents.....regional and distinctive. It's what held them back there. Here it's considered another asset!

But I digress. I thought most of the Jews I met in the UK seemed like they lived under a cloud. They were very aware they were a minority, and most of them were tradesmen, rather professionals. They'd come in for a lot of hard times, many of them, and many of them were from very traditional backgrounds. I learned more about Jewish tradition among them than I had in all my years in the Reform Temple. (They call that the "Progressive Synagogue" over there, it wasn't as popular) And their love for Yeshua was deep, and hard won.

They thought my husband was practically the Prince of Wales, for God's sake (they used to make him read the passages all the time because of his "Oxbridge" accent), and I was treated as some sort of special guest because I was American. When we eventually left for the U.S. they gave us a big tearful send-off. We felt very guilty because we were given "going away" gifts by people who could barely afford it. I wouldn't go back to it, but it was a very special time.

Chapter 6

With two years of marriage behind us, and no research at all, we took off for the United States. The day after we landed at Logan, we realized that not only did neither of us have the faintest idea of what we would do for a living, but that I was pregnant. And so began what was to be the most difficult time either of us had ever known.

Of course we were delighted at the thought of a baby and we figured, fools that we were, he'd get a great job in no time. Unlike many others in our position, we had a small advantage: we had sold our flat in London and the pound was strong against the dollar, so we had enough for a down payment on a new place here. This is what we should have done (she says now, through her middle aged eyes...): We should have purchased a condo in Brookline or Cambridge, and got involved in the life of the city, until our situation called for the suburban solution.

This is what we actually did: I had this fantasy that all of New England outside of Boston was like....I dunno....Putney, Vermont? Bennington? Amherst? You know, artsy fartsy, intellectual, academic, organic...funky....fun....

But Pembroke Massachusetts turned out to be a place of uninterrupted boredom and ignorance. Today, it is a place of Garage Mahals and yuppies, but back then you could still find people who had never been to Boston, a mere 45 minute drive up Route 3. Even the free local papers weren't distributed there. 
We, as I said, being young and stupid, purchased the classic money pit, a late 19th century farmhouse on 3 acres, with a crumbling barn. A week after we moved in, a neighbor asked me where we came from, and I said, "London". I will never forget what she asked me then.

"O mye Gawwd, How'd ya get ya stuff ovah?"

And I said... "a moving company?" 

To which she replied "We just use mye cousin Cawnnah's chruck"

I was off to a bad start. It wasn't helped by the morning sickness, nor by another neighbor's definition of what made the neighborhood so nice. She told me "You'll like this neighborhood, we keep to ourselves, we don't live at our neighbor's houses, and we're not the type to coffee klatch"

Now you see, where I come from, we say it this way: "You'll like this neighborhood, it's very friendly, there are get togethers and potlucks, and the young mothers meet up for coffee once a week"

I was also informed that I'd make lots of friends once my children started school, and seeing as that was about five years and eight and a half months into the future, it wasn't looking good.

I should mention here that my husband found a job, a low paying job, at a bank which no longer exists and it was to this job that he drove our little used 1980 Nissan Pulsar. Not the glam Nissan Pulsar it later became, but a tiny hatchback standard shift with two doors. So I was stuck out there in a house that need serious work. As I said....we were young and stupid, and we thought our $10,000 we'd put aside would be enough to fix the place up.

Okay...stop laughing....we really didn't know any better. When we asked the neighbors for the name of a good, say... plumber, electrician, housepainter, handyman, carpenter, exterminator, bricklayer, plasterer, repairman, landscaper.......... there was one standard answer: "I don't know, we never call anyone for those things, my husband does all of that".

When I was about seven months along, having spent most of them up a ladder breathing paint stripper, it began to occur to me that the baby's room wouldn't be done, and since by this point my mental state was frayed I came up with what I though was a lovely solution. Let’s have a work party! We'll invite all the folks from our fellowship (more details momentarily) and provide lots of spaghetti, beer wine, whatever. We had begun to attend a Messianic group which met in a hotel in Brookline, and we announced it at the next meeting.

Well, we threw a party, and nobody showed up. I was beside myself. As I said...I was young, stupid and very pregnant and very lonely, so I did what people do in those situations, I reached out to the "pastor" (he wasn't calling himself "Rabbi" yet) and this was his Christ like response:

"Well Jan, you've only been here six months and nobody really cares if your baby's room gets painted. You can't expect people to extend themselves when you haven't been here long enough for anyone to care about you."

That is when we should have walked but we were too overwhelmed to think clearly. My husband grew up in household where there was staff, so he had no idea about general household maintenance. He was also I think in a functioning fugue type state, trying to adjust to a very alien culture where the language only sounds the same, but in reality is very different. He went from knowing everyone and having connections, to having no common experience with anyone, and very little money. He was dealing with the shock of the move in a male British way, keeping it all inside and just carrying on. I on the other hand was on the road to a nervous breakdown.

Chapter 7

When my first child was born, it was a cosmic experience for me. The only way I can explain it is to draw a picture. Imagine that before you have a child, there is only you, standing in the world. And then God hands you your daughter, and suddenly all these women come into view behind you, in a long line, and they are all your mothers, right back to Eve. You can't see them, until you hold your own daughter in your arms and you are part of the line.

That may have been the most important day of my life.

But living in Pembroke, did not get easier. In fact, one day my husband came home to find me moving all the furniture out onto the lawn. I was moving, and that was that. I think that was the day I really did have a nervous breakdown. I never actually went for counselling but looking back on it, I was in a bad way. I wanted desperately to move but my husband wouldn't even entertain the idea. It wasn't that he was so in love with the place, but he was dealing with his own desperation, and also some different cultural norms. In the US, if you don't like it, you change it, but the British tough it out, as though there is some great reward at the end, for putting up and shutting up. The idea of moving would like being admitting to failure, and what's more, he had no idea where we'd go. What if I hated the next place? And the next? These were his thoughts, as he held his young daughter and looked at his crying wife.

He'd come home and tell me in mocking tones that he'd had a call from a "headhunter" who was trying to fill a job in Atlanta, as though that was ridiculous. I tried to explain that was really a VERY GOOD THING, but it was no use. And every Saturday morning we'd take off to the Messianic Fellowship where we'd sing "Roni, Roni Bat Tzion" and "The Trees of the Field", and dance around. We'd hear a word from the "pastor" who was now styling himself "Rabbi Rich", and I would picture my brother listening and smirking. Now you have to understand, my brother can smell a phony from one hundred miles, and although he is a liberal aging hippy agnostic with whom, spiritually I have very little in common, I like the fact that he doesn't suffer fools gladly. Well "Rabbi Rich" never passed the smell test with me, but again, that was another thing my husband wouldn't leave. He needed anchors, I have come to realize, and he never really appreciated how much it hurt me, until many years later.
Two years later I gave birth to my second daughter, and by now we had an actual four door car and a dog. We were tied to the Messianic group for almost all of our social life. We even hosted a wedding at our house, the day after Hurricane Gloria, and believe it or not we were the only house on the street with electricity and no trees down! That really had to have been prayer. I often tell my daughters that I have no memory of the "Pop Culture" of the '80's because we were in a cult, and that is really what it felt like.

Every weekend after the service, we'd go house hunting in places like Brookline, Wellesley, Newton and other extremely expensive suburbs, and we just couldn't bring ourselves to move from our old farm house, which by now was looking pretty nice, to a tiny two bedroom next to the tracks. For this, we were told, we weren't committed enough to the group. We weren't "listening to the Lord". Occasionally we'd like a house in one of the more interesting South Shore suburbs, and we'd tell Rabbi Rich, and he'd frown and say it was too far away. Why we wanted his approval is one of the great mysteries of life, but you see, even intelligent people can get caught up in a cult-like group.

When we did eventually move a town over, we steeled ourselves for the coming judgement, but it was ok, because by then I was considered "disgruntled" so they didn't expect much from me.

At this time, I met Moishe Rosen, of Jews For Jesus. He had seen the podium cover I had made in London and asked me to make one for the new building J4J had purchased in New York. Of course because I was thrilled, flattered, and a true believer, made this extraordinary piece for absolutely nothing. Semi-precious stones, gold plated threads from Europe, but at the time, for me, it was an act of worship.

Moishe's "Pulpit Scarf" in progress

The really big difference between our London experience, and these Messianic groups we were involved in here is the egos involved. There were so many hugely inflated egos in the Messianic Movement, it's a wonder it wasn't competing with the Albuquerque Balloon Fiesta. When I eventually hand delivered the "pulpit scarf" as Moishe called it, I never even got a thank you.

I went on the make a "parochet" or Torah curtain for the new ark the Boston group had built for its newly acquired but unkosher Torah scroll. A torah becomes unkosher when it is blemished in any way, or the writing becomes faded. It should be buried in a Jewish cemetery or used only for display but there are unscrupulous dealers in these things, who sell them to Messianic groups.

Which leads me to "The Beginning of the End". The kids were still very young, and we took off to the big UMJC conference which was being held in Virginia. It was loads of fun, as these things usually are. I remember that a bunch of us went to a screening of The 700 Club, but were very put out that Pat Robertson didn't send anyone over to cover the conference. All the anti-missionary people were picketing outside the hotel. On the large mezzanine where all our book and chachka sellers were, was the guy from Brooklyn with his unkosher Torahs for sale. And there right at the top of the stairs, to greet you as you entered, was a Torah scroll, uncovered, open and LAYING ON THE FLOOR, with people walking around it. If you know anything about ANYTHING Jewish, that is just NOT DONE.

Never is a Sefer Torah placed - even for a moment - on the floor, no other objects are ever placed on top of it, and if G-d forbid a Sefer Torah should ever fall, it is a common practice for all who witness this event to fast.

None of the people in Leadership would do a thing about it. I happened to catch Andrew Shishkoff (now known as Eitan) as he and his wife were on their way to the beach. He was the president of the UMJC and his response? "It's not that big a deal, is it? Don't worry. We'll see ya when we get back from the beach"

He has since moved to Israel, where he leads a Messianic Group in Haifa, and he's a big name in the Movement. I am fairly certain that the current Eitan Shishkoff would be mortified to be reminded of this earlier incarnation.

Thus my slow departure from the Messianic Movement began.

Chapter 8

The Messianic Congregation we attended was an odd group, really. There were some families who could have been described as mainstream, middle class people, but there were also the strays, the troubled, and the occasional transvestite.

We were part of the fabric of the place.... Here you can see the podium cover (hanging beneath, only the velvet part shows when it’s on the podium) and the Torah curtain I made for them. The symbolism of the curtain is the "tearing" of the curtain in the Temple. Rich, on several occasions mentioned cutting this piece in half to "complete the symbolism." Not only would it then look like velvet "cafe curtains" but it would also mean destroying a piece of my artwork. He knew that would hurt me and was trying to manipulate me in every way knew.

There was most certainly, an "inner circle" comprised of Rabbi Rich, his wife (more later) several "Elders", and the leader of the "Music Ministry". She projected an aura which was like a tall fence. She was very large, and her influence appeared large as well. She acted as the secretary for the group, and really she seemed as "inner circle" as you could get. It wasn't until we were leaving for good that we realized what an act that had been, and how hurt she was.

They really wanted us in that "inner circle" because, dare I say it, we were very presentable. My husband had a decent income, a fine accent, and we had kids. But I never trusted Rich after that first attempt at counseling years before, and that proved to be our lifesaver. He was the type who knew how to undermine people with their personal information: "Perhaps your unwillingness to accept what I am telling you is because of the abuse you experienced from your father" Maybe he only tried this with women. It's a classic tool of control freak men, and I can see it coming from a distant galaxy far, far away in time to take cover.
It is that intuition that some considered to be one of the gifts of the Holy Spirit. I don't know, I think it may be just experience, but I know it got up Rich's nose. We just wouldn't cooperate with his plans for us.

It was about this time, my husband was faced with a choice. He was considering starting his own business, and then his parents offered their shop in Ireland. I jumped at the chance to go to Ireland for several reasons. It meant we could leave New England (Yeah!!) and it also meant we COULD LEAVE THE MESSIANIC CONGREGATION! (You have be fairly desperate to consider a move to outskirts of Belfast, Northern Ireland a step up....) We decided to give it a shot, and go over for a few months to see if we liked it.

When I announced this to Mrs. Rabbi Rich, she looked at me as though I had cast aspersions on her favorite coleslaw recipe. She was a formidable sort of person, who had never really intended to be a "Messianic Gentile"....... (yeah, digest that one....) and when she'd met her future husband back at bible college, this whole Messianic thing wasn't even on the horizon. But to her credit, she was homeschooling her children, and was the only licensed driver in the household. She approached her role as the "Rebbetzin" (Yiddish for rabbi's wife) with gusto, even if she didn't have all the information. This is why she once asked me, when I arrived for Yom Kippur services in a nice white suit "What are you all dressed up for? What's the occasion?"

I was summoned to a meeting the next week to discuss our proposed three month leave of absence. This took the form of a "Kangaroo Court" where I sat in the middle and she and her hand maidens questioned my judgment: "How can you leave us when God has just begun a work in you?" I knew I had to get out of there fast.

So off we went to Ireland.

Ireland was fun for us as a family, but boring for my husband professionally. He wasn't meant to be a shopkeeper, and I wasn't meant to drive on the wrong side of the road, but we didn't figure that out till about year later when it was time to really commit to it. My older daughter attended the local kindergarten and my younger daughter attended the free daily playgroup sponsored by the British government. (Socialists do some things well.) They both began to develop adorable Ulster accents in time for us to board the plane and come back. We fully intended to return to Ireland in about six months.

We showed up at the Congregation and I was feeling light and happy because I knew we were leaving. We found a very different place. The large woman who led the singing had left in high dudgeon, and the transvestite, bless his poor soul, had taken his own life. After the service, Rabbi Rich approached us with a big welcoming smile and an outstretched palm. I said it looked as though it had been a tough few months for the group, what with all that had happened. He replied:

"No, it's been great. Praise the Lord. We are moving from strength to strength"

Some poor guy is dead, and the leader of the music group is gone and won't talk to anyone, but this constitutes a great few months.......hmmmm.
To be continued. To follow the latest installments, keep an eye on Janjan's blog. Additional chapters will be added here as they are available.
NOTE: Use of orange color for a person’s name indicates that she/he was/became a religious/priest/pastor
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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-07 MARK NEUGEBAUER

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-07.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-08 MIRYAM LEAH

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-08.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-09 AARON JEAN-MARIE LUSTIGER
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-09.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-10 ARIEL BEN AMI, REVERT

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-10.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-11 HERMANN COHEN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-11.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-12 AUGUSTE & JOSEPH LEMANN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-12.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-13 ALPHONSE RATISBONNE

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-13.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-14 CHARLIE RICH

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-14.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-15 ISRAEL ZOLLI

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-15doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-16 FRANCIS LIBERMANN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-16.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-17 SONIA KATZMANN aka SR MARY SAMUELE
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-17.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-18 THE LOEB FAMILY
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-18.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-19 DAVID MARK NEUHAUS
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-19.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-20 RAISSA MARITAIN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-20.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-21 ERIC ZUCKERMAN
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-21.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-22 ELIAS FRIEDMAN
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-22.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-23 JUDY BRATTEN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-23.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-24 WARREN HECHT
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-24.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-25 BERNARD ELLIS

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-25.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-26 ROY SCHOEMAN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-26.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-27 SR. MIRIAM ROSE
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-27.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-28 S.R.

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-28.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-29 RINA GEFTMAN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-29.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-30 DAVID PAUL DRACH

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-30.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-31 MARTYN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-31.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-32 EDITH STEIN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-32.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-33 MARTY BARRACK

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-33.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-34 DAVID FINKELSTEIN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-34.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-35 MORTIMER J. ADLER

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-35.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-36 ARTHUR SIMON FLEGENHEIMER aka DUTCH SCHULTZ

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-36.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-37 JONATHAN TOBOROWSKY
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-37.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-38 HADLEY ARKES (PRO-LIFE) 

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-38.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-39 CHRIS AUBERT, FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-39.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-40 ELIZABETH L.

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-40.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-41 CORTNEY DAVIS

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-41.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-42 ROGER DUBIN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-42.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-43 BLESSED BENEDICT DASWA

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-43.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER JEW-44 DEANDRA LIEBERMAN
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_JEW-44.doc
