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Whispers of Faith
At thirty-three, seeking help from an extra-sense newly arrived from the USSR, I lay on a chiropractor’s table, hoping for relief from the discomfort I carried. Suddenly, a presence surrounded me, and I felt compelled to ask, “Who is this?”
The answer came in a whisper: “It’s your father.”
In an instant, emotions surged, leaving me breathless. My father, gone for years, reached out from beyond with words that shook the foundation of my beliefs: “God exists.” In the USSR, such ideas were forbidden. I had distanced myself from faith, only to be persecuted for the Judaism I was not allowed to practice. Now, everything had shifted.
Days later, while shopping at Barnes and Noble for a book for my son, a powerful voice commanded me: “Go to the Judaica section and pick up a Bible.” Confused, I resisted. I had never heard of Judaica or visited that part of the store. But the voice persisted, and as I lifted my eyes, the realization of myself standing before the Judaica section, like a brick, hit me across the face. How did I get here? I couldn’t recall walking.
Still, I hesitated. Why buy a book I, an atheist, would never read? But the force persisted. After pacing at least twenty times between the register and the shelves, I grabbed a Bible in frustration and walked out.
That night, I opened its pages. For the first time, I learned about the chosen people's history, feeling a deep connection to something greater than myself. That encounter with my father’s spirit and the Bible transformed me forever, opening a new path of faith and spirituality that I could no longer ignore.

