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1. The power principle of a God-given vision 
Your old men shall dream dreams,
Your young men shall see visions.
Joel 2:28 NKJV


When I reached 65 years if age, I retired from the pastorate. At home, I became a coach potato watching television for hours and eating everything that I could get my hands on. My wife warned me, ‘you are going to get much fatter.’ No, I said, because I have a theory that I was born with just so many fat cells and they are all filled up. When I got on my doctor’s scale I found out that she was right and I was wrong. She encouraged me to write out a life purpose statement as a vision for my future. After much consideration and prayer, I wrote 

‘My life purpose is to testify of the faithfulness of Jesus Christ with my life in order to persuade others to trust Him with their lives.’ 

That was written fourteen years ago and since then I have published three books, my wife and I have preached in 22 countries and I am enjoying preaching on the Messianic Perspective radio network as the associate Bible teacher for Gary Hedrick. The spiritual power principles that I have discovered are applicable to all those who put their trust in the Lord Jesus. 

2. The power principle of love 
Yes, I have loved you with an
everlasting love;
Therefore with lovingkindness I have
drawn you.
Jeremiah 31:3 NKJV


The major reason that our Jewish people have rejected the Lord Jesus is because of the hostility of the apostate church over the past centuries. Jesus was rarely mentioned in our home, unless my father went into a temper tantrum. Out of frustration he bellowed, “Jesus Christ”. My mother yelled back equally as loud, “Charlie, don’t curse in front of the children!” For a time, I thought His name was profanity. I was seven years old when I discovered the reason for my father’s hostility toward Jesus. 

One of my playmates asked me if I were Jewish. “Yes,” I replied, 

“Well I am not going to play with you anymore.” He said. 

“Why not?” I asked. 

“Because you crucified Jesus.” 

I wondered who this Jesus is. I thought he must be some kid I unintentionally offended. 

So I replied, “You are mistaken, I don’t know any kid by the name of Jesus. Introduce me to Him, and we will work it out.” 

My playmate looked at me with disbelief and walked away without a word leaving me in a state of confusion. 

I had no idea what the word ‘crucified’ meant, so I asked my mother, ”Who is this Jesus I am blamed for crucifying?” My mother became dead serious. She told me, “Jesus is the God of the gentiles who taught his people to hate us Jews”. She explained, “When I was a little girl in Russia, the Christians broke into our sector of town at Easter time, shouting you killed our God, so we can kill you too.” That was my introduction to Jesus. 

My persecuted family 
My maternal grandfather was a trained Rabbi as were his forefathers. Rabbinical leadership was a family tradition in Russia for many generations. My mother once told me that I was a direct descendant of a famous miracle working Rabbi, Baal Shem Tov.” People still venerate him for his supernatural miracle working powers. A segment of religious Jews still believe miracles can be performed by those who know how to pronounce the forgotten pronunciation of God’s personal name. They call such a pious person a Baal Shem Tov, which means the master of the good name. 

My mother’s family was forced out of Russia by persecution against the Jews. They left everything of their worldly possessions back in Russia, arriving in America with only the clothes on their back and hope in their hearts. 

My mother was proud of being the daughter of a Rabbi. 

She always delighted in talking about her rabbinic father whom she adored. Before he died he took the hand of my mother when she was ten years old girl and placed it on his heart. He made her promised that she would die as a Jew. She never forgot her promise. 

Much later, I discovered how shamefully the church in Russia misrepresented Jesus. Their wicked actions proved they were not true disciples of Jesus. Our Lord Jesus was a man of love, peace, and non-violent toward his enemies. Jesus taught His disciples to follow His good example. 

My father was a fourth generation American born Jew. He was raise by his wealthy grand parents. He proudly told me that his grandfather Jacobs was the president of his synagogue and a member of the city council in Brooklyn, New York. Although my father was raised with a good Jewish background, he had no time for religion. 

Tragedy hit our family 
One day my dad announced he was going to visit grandfather Rosenthal. Louis my little brother pleaded to go with him. ‘Please please take me with you.’ ‘No’! My father replied firmly, “I am only going to be gone for a little while. I will be back within the hour.” Louis was very disturbed at being left behind. My mother decided an ice cream cone would calm him down. She instructed my sister to take him to the candy store. She was only six years old and Louis was four. After he bought the cone, Louis had an ice cream cone in one hand and a ball in the other hand; accidentally he dropped the ball and then it bounced into the street. Louis broke loose from my sister’s grip and ran after his ball. Louis never saw the truck that hit him. He died instantly. 

On returning home, my father saw the bloody, broken body of his son Louis lying in the street. Out of shock, he lost his voice for three days. Over the years, Florence still suffers enormous guilt and anguish over that accident. 

In my memory, I can faintly recall the unhappy day of my brother’s funeral. I can visualize in my memory his little white casket on the dining room table. I can hear the sobbing of the family, and still feel an evil presence in that darkened room. 

Seeking comfort, my mother asked our Rabbi, “Where is Louis now? Is he alive in heaven?” The young Rabbi failed to comfort her by saying, “Your son will always live on in your memory.” No hope for immorality was given us. Every year on his birthday, my mother lit a memory candle for Louis. She would sit silently thinking about her precious little boy until the flame of the candle burned itself out. The tragedy of my brother’s death not only upset our family system it also damaged my mother physically. 

My relatives told me that my mother’s vivacious personality totally changed after Louis died. She constantly worried about our safety. Such a tragedy can weaken a parent’s immunity system. My healthy mother came down with rheumatic fever, which endangered her heart. During her illness she wasn’t able to care for us so along with my two sisters; I was placed in a Jewish orphanage for six months. 

As my mother’s health was improving she was able to do some shopping. Every day on her way to the market she passed by a mission building posted with English and Yiddish signs offering free medical treatment in their clinic. Assuming it was a synagogue, my mother took advantage of the free offer. 

A few days later, Miss Sussdorf, a missionary visited my mother. She walked up six long flights of stairs to reach our apartment on the top floor. She knocked at our door. “Who is it?” My mother asked behind a locked door. Miss Sussdorf replied in Yiddish, “I’m from the clinic across the street.” Feeling safe with the stranger, my mother opened the door, and invited her in for a glass of hot tea. Miss Sussdorf radiated true love. My mother accepted her invitation to attend the mother’s class at the mission. Every Wednesday morning during school hours a small group of Jewish ladies gathered to socialize, to sew, and to study the Bible together. 

After I returned home, my mother allowed us to attend the children’s clubs at the mission with one stipulation, “Enjoy all the fun things they provide, but don’t believe a word they tell you!” She sternly warned us to be very careful. We had a lot of fun. We enjoyed taking their annual boat ride up the Hudson River to Bear Mountain, going on an outing to the amusement parks in Coney Island, and attending the Friday night kosher hot dogs and sauerkraut dinners. 

The leader of the boy’s camera club was Daniel Fuchs, a Hebrew Christian student at Biblical Seminary. He not only demonstrated how to take photos, and developed them in a dark room, but he also taught us the Bible. Some Bible stories were familiar to me. I had heard about Abraham, Moses, Joseph, and Job before, but never about Jesus as Israel’s King Messiah, Son of God, and Savior of the world. I even met the founder Rabbi Leopold Cohen who demonstrated the love of a true pastor. Nothing authenticates the Christian life more than genuine love. The missionaries radiated such undeniable love. 

3. The power principle of prayer 
Then you will call upon Me and go and
pray to Me,
and I will listen to you.
Jeremiah 29:12 NKJV


When I was ten years old, I was told how to pray to God. One day, Miss Sussdorf asked me, 

“Albert, have you ever prayed in the name of Jesus?” 

“No,” I replied, “why do you ask?” 

“Well if you pray in the name of Jesus, God will answer your prayers.” 

She then quoted a verse from the Bible. 

“Until now you have not asked for anything in my name. Ask and you will receive, and your joy will be complete.” John 16:24 

I stored her admonition away in the back of my mind. A couple of years later, I had an occasion to put her advice to the test. It was Christmas morning of 1940 when my father woke up with severe chest pains, and shortness of breath. Unable to get him out of bed, my mother called Dr. Freeman, our family physician, who made house calls. He rushed over to our apartment and examined my father. I overheard him tell my mother, “Mrs. Runge, I am sorry to tell you this, but your husband has had a massive heart attack. There is nothing I can do for him; he will die before tonight. Make him as comfortable as you can.” 

We children were sent outside to give him some quiet. On my way to see what my Gentile friend received for Christmas, I silently prayed. 

“Oh God, how could this be happening to my father on the birthday of your Son Jesus? If you heal my dad, I will give you my life, then I ended my prayer in the name of Jesus. 

Returning home for lunch, I found my dad sitting at the table eating heartily and looking quite well. He lived for many years. 

God's answer to my prayer settled it for me once and for all time; Jesus is the true Son of God and the only access to the heavenly Father. From then on, I prayed in the name of Jesus secretly under my covers every night; however I still did not yet know Jesus as my Savior. 

4. The power principle of proclaiming salvation 
Proclaim the good news of His
salvation
Psalms 96:2 NKJV


At 14 years of age, we moved to Pulaski Street in the Williamsburgh section of Brooklyn; directly across the street from our apartment stood the Gospel Meeting House. Every summer evening its doors and windows were opened wide. The neighbors could hear their gospel band playing Salvation Army marching music. While passing by on a Sunday evening, I noticed a friendly looking man standing by the front gate welcoming people in with a hearty handshake. Approaching him rather nervously I asked him if I could attend the meeting. “Why certainly!” he responded enthusiastically, taking my arm and ushering me to a seat. I felt the warm and loving atmosphere of the congregation. 

The guest preacher was explaining the good news of Jesus and then gave an invitation to receive Christ. Something strange started happening to me during the invitation. An inner struggle between two opposing forces erupted in a competition. One side argued against deciding for Jesus, the other side was encouraging me to receive Jesus. The adversary logically argued, “Why accept Jesus, when you know you are a sinner? Even if all your past sins are forgiven, within a few months you will sin again and be lost forever without any hope. You will be worse off than you are now.” He was preying on my self-doubts and insecurity. 

Just at that moment the preacher declared from the pulpit, “Jesus will forgive you of all your past sins, your present sins and your future sins.” No one could possibly know my inner struggle, unless God was speaking to me through him. Those words were good enough for me so I decided for Jesus. 

Pastor Harry Barger asked those who wanted to accept Jesus as Savior to raise their hands and come forward to the altar. I was too timid to respond publicly in a strange place; instead I rushed home, locked myself in the bathroom for privacy, got down on my knees and prayed. I confessed that I was a sinner, lost without God, and on my way to hell. I acknowledged that Jesus Christ is the eternal and sinless Son of God, born of a virgin, crucified, buried, and was raised from the dead for all my sins, and that He had ascended into heaven at the right hand of His heavenly Father interceding on my behalf. I accepted salvation as a free gift from God. I realized that I was spiritual bankrupt, and I acknowledged my inability to save myself; so I threw myself upon the mercy and grace of God. Peace immediately flooded my soul. My struggle was over and I was assured that all my sins were forgiven. 

5. The power principle of the Spirit 
I will put My Spirit in you, and you shall
live... Then you shall know that I, the
Lord, have spoken it and performed it,"
says the Lord.'"
Ezekiel 37:14 NKJV


God’s Spirit opened my understanding to the truth of the gospel. There is no other way to explain my theologically insightful conversion. I had a Divine encounter with the Spirit of truth, whom Jesus sent to convict the world of sin, of righteousness and of the Judgment to come. 

The Bible explains what happened to me that night. 

“For you did not receive a spirit that makes you a slave again to fear, but you received the Spirit of sonship. And by him we cry, ’Abba, Father.’ The Spirit himself testifies with our spirit that we are God's children.” Romans 8:15-16 I did not become a believer because I was ashamed of being Jewish, I came to fulfill my Jewishness. 

My mother scolded me; “If your Rabbi Grandfather was alive, he would have a funeral for you. You would be dead to the family. If you weren’t just fourteen years old, I would throw you out of the house!” Her threats did not intimidate me, because I believed if she did, God would take care of me. During this difficult period, God gave me a promise found in the Psalms. 

“When my father and my mother forsake me, then the LORD will take care of me.” Psalm 27:10. 

I replied to my mother’s threats by calmly saying, 

“That’s O.K. mamma, I will always love you, even if you throw me out, God, my heavenly Father will take care of me.” 

“Oy, I got a meshugger for a son, a crazy boy.” 

“You are no more a Jew!” She shouted. I tried to reason with her, “Mamma, if I became an atheist, and rejected the existence of the God of Abraham, and denied Moses ever existed, would I still be a Jew?” 

“Yes of course!” She quickly replied. 

“Well I still believe in our God, in the Jewish Bible, and in the Jewish Messiah. So why can’t I be a Jew and still believe in Jesus?” 

My mother looked puzzled. Moreover, she admitted, “I don’t know why, but that is what I was taught as a little girl. You can’t believe in Jesus and be a Jew at the same time.” 

I did not become a Christian because I disliked being a Jew. I agree with the Apostle Paul’s evaluation of the Jewish nation when he said in Romans 10:2, 3 

“For I can testify about them that they are zealous for God, but their zeal is not based on knowledge. In my Jewish upbringing, I was taught about goodness, honesty, and tolerance toward others. My mother used to say, “Where there is no mensch (a genuinely good person), be a mensch.” My mother drilled moral responsibility and ethics into me. I became a believer because I found God through His Son Jesus. My uncle was disgusted with me for becoming a Christian. 

He asked me, “How could you a Jew believe in Jesus, when His followers mistreated our family so badly in Russia?” 

I answered, “For a very logical reason. Jesus is our Jewish messiah; therefore, it is my duty as a Jew to believe in Him, even if our entire nation of Israel doesn’t agree with me. Remember the majority of our people were always on the wrong side. In the days of Moses, only two Jews, Joshua and Caleb believed God, and were allowed to enter the Promised Land. Our people wanted to stone Moses to death, and appoint another leader to take them back to Egypt and slavery. Moreover, in the days of our prophets, only a minority of our people worshipped the only true God. The fact that elements of the church is in apostasy, and misrepresents Jesus by their evil behavior, doesn’t discredit Him, even as Israel’s unbelief doesn’t discredit God’s faithfulness.” 

My father was indifferent to religion until I became a believer in Jesus. Suddenly he became a Jew again and dragged me to a rabbi to convince me that I made a big mistake. The Rabbi was kind and sensitive but he could not talk me out of my experience with Jesus. 

6. The power principle of faith 
Trust in the Lord with all your heart,
And lean not on your own
understanding;
In all your ways acknowledge Him,
And He shall direct your paths.
Proverbs 3:5-6 NKJV


My first concern after flunking out of high school was getting a job. I finally found one at a candy factory. From the first day I was hired, the owner allowed me to eat all the chocolates I desired free of charge. I felt like I had died and gone to heaven, but after devouring chocolates for a couple of weeks, I lost my appetite for chocolate. The owner discovered that polishing cheap chocolates made them look like expensive chocolates, which made him higher profits. I became the official chocolate polisher. One day as I was polishing the chocolates I hated, I felt despair. I thought, “Is this all I can look forward to in my life, just being a chocolate polisher? How boring! How unproductive! What a dead end job!” God then spoke to me again in His inaudible but unmistakable voice; “You can’t serve me without an education.” I replied, “Lord you know how dumb I am. I was left back in the fifth grade, and I failed all my high school subjects in my freshman year, but, I believe in you that you can open the door for me to return to school. If you do, I will go through it. I will do my very best; however, if I flunk out because of my inability, forgive me, but I promise never to quit no matter how hard it gets for me.” I kept my promise. 

Trusting God for an education 
What I lacked in brainpower, I had in faith power. Before I went back to school, I had a wonderful Sunday school teacher, who taught me to trust God in practical ways. Often she told our class, “Boys, God will never ask you to do anything, you can’t do, but if He does, He will enable you to do it.” To make a long story short I graduated high school and then I went on to Bible College but did not have enough money for my last year. 

Certainly, my educational future looked bleak at the time, but in the darkest moments God always came through for me. One day Miss Hilda Koser, a missionary from the American Board of Missions to the Jews, found me working behind a sales counter. 

She told me, “Albert, Dr. Cohen has been looking for you. Go to his office.” 

On my day off, I took the subway to 72nd Street in Manhattan, and walked a block to his office. I was crossing Broadway at 72nd Street to see Dr. Joseph Cohen at the Chosen People’s head quarters. The walk light had turned on, so I started to cross the street, when my legs suddenly felt so heavy, I couldn’t move another inch, before I could blink an eye, a speeding truck raced by me right through the red light. I did not see him coming. I was standing within an inch of getting hit. Less than a half of a step more and I would have been history. A traffic cop ran over to me expecting to see me dead. He didn’t believe his eyes; there I was standing safe and sound. Excitedly, he said, “I was sure that truck hit you, I can’t believe you are alive.” “I am sorry to disappoint you,” I said with a brave grin on my face, but with shaking knees.” 

I once heard my pastor say, “The safest place to be is in the center of God’s will for your life”. The Bible tells us in Ps 

34:7. 

“The angel of the LORD encamps around those who fear him, and he delivers them.” 

The Angel of the Lord was taking care of me that day. 

Dr. Cohen told me, “Albert, Miss Sussdorf, made a pest of herself begging me to give you one of our scholarships. I refused, telling her, ‘We might as well throw the money in the East River. Albert will never amount to anything,’ but God has shown me, I was wrong. Apply to Houghton College and the Mission will pay all your expenses.” 

I never expected to be able to go on to a Christian liberal arts college with high academic standards without having to work my way through. Happily, all my previous academic work from Toccoa Falls and Nyack College was fully accepted with full credit. Dr. Cohen also sent me on to seminary. 

Learning to trust God in ministry 
Becoming a Jewish missionary in New York City horrified and embarrassed my mother. She tried to keep my new career a secret from our relatives by telling them; I was a high school teacher. My aunts and uncles loved bragging about their successful adult children, “My daughter, the doctor,” or “My son, the lawyer,” or “My boy the businessman.” How could my Jewish mother boast, “My son, the missionary?” She couldn’t keep her secret for long. One of my cousins saw me preaching on the street and told everyone I had become an apostate. 

The policy of the mission was to start a new worker at the bottom. Even though I had been a pastor I was assigned to assist a woman missionary. Miss Hilda Koser, was a bossy, tough, and hard working missionary who was especially successful in winning Jewish people to Jesus. She was leading a congregation of over a hundred Jewish believers. She acted like a protective mother hen over her chicks. Her love for the people was infectious. I soon learned from her example that the object of the ministry was not for my personal gratification, but for the benefit of God’s people. Right from the beginning of our association, I knew she was the boss. Being a child of the Mission was my one redeeming feature in her eyes. 

I gave weekly reports of my activities and results to Miss Koser my supervisor. She told me, “My first concern is the spiritual welfare of God’s people under my care, if you don’t serve them well, you’re out of here.” I thank God she wasn’t easy on me. I am grateful for the experience of working under Miss Koser. Although there were times I thought her to be an unreasonable taskmaster, she taught me how to work effectively. 

Miss Koser shaped me into a future mentor of young missionaries and pastors. Those whom I have had the privilege of training over the years are now scattered around the world serving Christ. 

After two years, Hilda paid me the greatest possible compliment. For the first time in her ministry she took a vacation to Hawaii, and left me in complete charge of her ministry. Never before had she ever trusted anyone else with her precious flock. 

I was promoted and became the resident pastor of the Beth Sar Shalom in Manhattan. Every Sunday afternoon about a hundred Jewish and Gentile believers gather to worship the Lord. I requested that the mission make the congregation an official assembly with elders. My request was turned down because at the time creating messianic assemblies was contrary to mission policy. 

Trusting God for amazing opportunities 
I began having a strong desire to preach on the radio. Since there wasn’t an opportunity to take over the Chosen People’s radio ministry, I gladly accepted Dr. Charles Halff’s invitation to make ten audition tapes. The response from the radio listeners was positive so he hired me. One of the things I appreciated most about Charles was the freedom he gave me to preach my messages in my own style. Sometimes he was a difficult taskmaster, but by hard work he built the ministry. I learned a lot from him about how to create, build, and administrate a Christian organization. Charles and I became good friends. He promoted me to be the President of the Christian Jew Foundation and he trusted me enough to leave me in charge for a year while he took a sabbatical. After he returned we worked together, but soon after I felt led to leave the radio ministry and become a pastor. A good deal of my success as a church-growth pastor was due to the training Charles gave me. 

Trusting God in my senior years 
They shall still bear fruit in old age;
They shall be fresh and flourishing,
To declare that the Lord is upright;
He is my rock, and there is no
unrighteousness in Him.
Psalms 92:14-15 NKJV


After leaving the pastorate at the age of 65, I foolishly thought that my ministry should come to a close. I completed my church assignments well. All my children had left home and married well with children of their own. I wondered why I was still hanging around on earth. I expected to be called home to heaven at any moment. The verse that came to me was, “Occupy till I come.” I decided there and then to keep busy for God and that is why Lee my wife and I travel around the world witnessing of the faithfulness of Jesus. I am now 78 years old and glad that I did not retire. 

After Charles Halff went to be with the Lord, Gary Hedrick the president of CJF asked me if I would be willing to make radio messages for him. I am glad that I agreed. I appreciate all those servants of God along my life’s journey who were led of the Lord to open up opportunities for me to serve Him. There were more than I can name. Presently, Gary Hedrick my friend has enabled me to be involved in Jewish evangelism, preaching over international radio and writing books. 

What if I had said no to Jesus? 
The best decision I have ever made was to trust Jesus completely with my life. My prayer is that every reader of my story will kneel before God and give their lives entirely to Him. 

When I was a boy, one of my uncles felt very sorry for me. He said to my mother, “Anna, Albert has little possibility of ever amounting to much. He is an asthmatic, with poor eyesight. He has little academic skills. When he is old enough, I can help him rent a news stand in the subway, it isn’t much of a future, but at least he will make a living.” 

If I had turned my back on God, and followed my uncle’s suggestion, I can only image what my life might have become. 

Each day before sun rise, I would go to work down into the New York City’s dingy subway to open up my newsstand where I would sell newspapers, girlie magazines, tobacco products and chewing gum. None of my customers could even dream of the useful life I could have lived if I said yes to God. I have experienced all these rich blessings of God’s love, because I walked by faith with Jesus. 

For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, says the LORD, thoughts of peace and not of evil, to give you a future and a hope. Then you will call upon Me and go and pray to Me, and I will listen to you. And you will seek Me and find Me, when you search for Me with all your heart. I will be found by you, says the LORD. Jeremiah 29:11-14 
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