
 

Jerusalem, March 2012 

Dear Supporters, 

This winter some of the people Machaseh has been helping over the years, have given us their testimonies and life 

stories to be shared with others. In this letter we will share two of these interviews with you. Together the life stories of 

Elena and Yochai give a picture of what Machaseh is and who we are here for. But most of all they are a wonderful 

testimony of how God is setting people free from chains and slavery, whether it be from drugs, abusive relationships or 

spiritual powers, bringing them from darkness to light.  

I want to live! 

At the age of 22 Elena had already experienced losing her best friend in the army, a miscarriage, and being beaten and 

abused by her boyfriend. When she found out she was pregnant for the second time she wished for her life to end, 

believing that there was no one that could help her out of the deep depression she was in.  

At the time Elena was working as a security guard, to be able to qualify for a scholarship through the army. Finding out 

about the pregnancy she did not know what to do or where to turn for help. She was already in a deep depression, and 

was using drugs and alcohol to forget the dark memories from her past. 

”I wasn’t able to work. I wasn’t able to study. All I wanted was to run away from all my problems, to escape into my own 

dream world,” she shares quietly. ”I didn’t want to be dependent on anyone, and told myself that I didn’t need anyone 

else. But ever since I completed my service in the army, I had felt like a nobody, like someone society didn’t want or 

need. I didn’t believe that I would be able to complete any education, and I was suffering from difficult memories from 

the army, where I had lost several of my closest friends.” 

“When I was younger I believed in God, but after the army I started to doubt. I asked myself; where is God really? Where 

is he when I need him the most? Where was he when I lost my friends? Where was he when I was beaten and raped by 

my boyfriend? Where was he when I had a miscarriage? I stopped believing. God had betrayed me. I became bitter, 

emotionally cold, and trusted only myself. God could obviously not be counted on. I had only myself.” 

Elena continues; “After the army, I was in several relationships, and became pregnant again. I 

decided to have an abortion, and got an appointment at a hospital. It never even occurred to 

me that it was wrong, that I was taking a life.” 

At this point Elena got in touch with the organization Prolife, and through them with 

Machaseh.  

“Coming to Machaseh made it easier for me to live. I suddenly felt that I was not alone any 

longer. Lena convinced me not to go through with the abortion, and when I saw my baby for 

the first time I knew I had to live.  There was someone who needed me. Before I understood 

that I was pregnant I was using alcohol and drugs. Getting the first positive pregnancy test, 



made me realize that I had to stop what I was doing, even if I didn’t want to. I would wake up often, and franticly search 

for my needles and cigarettes, that I had thrown away.”  

Elena pauses for a moment when I ask her how she found her way back to God, after going through what she did. 

“It was only after I had my children that I started opening up for the possibility 

that there is someone there who cares for me, and that maybe it was God who 

had given me that gift. At one point my youngest child became seriously ill from 

pneumonia. I didn’t realize how serious it was until she got to the hospital. But 

she became completely well again, and it was like a sign to me that God exists 

and wants to show me his goodness. It was like a fight between darkness and 

light. All that I had suffered through life, the friends I had lost, the exploitation 

and the battering, all of this tried to draw me away from God. On the other side 

stood my children, and the goodness they had meant in my life. I knew God could help me, but that I would actively 

have to choose light. There and then I made up my mind. I wanted to live. I chose life!”  

Today Elena is studying music and dance at the conservatory in Jerusalem, with the help of sponsors through Machaseh.   

Beauty from ashes 

Yochai grew up in a wealthy family in Haifa during the 80s. He wasn’t particularly religious, but believed in God. He had 
never even heard of Yeshua. At an early age, Yochai started drinking alcohol and using drugs, partying and leading a wild 
life. He never imagined that his life would one day be completely transformed. But before that happened, he would first 
have to go through years filled with confusion and despair. Here Yochai tells his story. 
 
Experimenting 
 I developed an interest in the spiritual world early on. I read literature about occultism and shamanism and felt more 
and more drawn to it. After serving in the military, I backpacked in India. There I met many others searching for meaning 
just as myself. Together we experimented with LSD, ecstasy and other drugs, while at the same time exploring spiritual 
powers. During that period a seed was sown in me, a source to a spiritual darkness that would dominate my life for a 
long time. 
 
Culture Shock 
When I returned home from India I was in a manic state. During this time I viewed myself as spiritually enlightened and 
with the life task to lead others to the same state of mind. So I went around talking nonsense to everyone I met. Life in 
India had been free, without worries, rules or structure. We lived as we pleased, on the edge of society. My friends who 
returned to Israel had either begun working or started studying at the university. I experienced culture shock upon my 
return to a life with structure and responsibilities. Even something as simple as seeing my mom hanging the laundry was 
a depressing picture to me. I thought about how people's lives are like a prison. I wanted to get out of that prison, using 
drugs to escape. The drug and alcohol abuse put me into a psychotic state. The transition back into society was 
impossible for me to deal with, resulting in my first hospitalization on a psychiatric unit. After this initial psychiatric 
admission, I would be hospitalized eight more times over the next twelve years. 
 
When I was released from hospital I moved in with my brother. There, I met a friend of his who evangelized me even 
though he was still under the influence of drugs and alcohol. He talked about Yeshua who had died for my sins. I fell in 
love with Yeshua through reading the scripture and hearing about Him from this backslidden friend of my brother. He 
became kind of a mentor to me. But, I thought that I had gotten a kind of ‘carte blanche’ to sin and follow my own 
desires. This resulted in me continuing my lifestyle of experimentation with drugs and spiritual powers, all the while 
telling others about Yeshua. 
 
 
 
 



Another crisis in life 
Following a long period of being in a psychiatric hospital for violent behavior, I travelled to Europe for a little while. I 
spent three months in Thailand and Vietnam. A year later, after my mother died from leukemia, I was in a real crisis. I 
tried to study computers but couldn't complete my studies. I was sinking. 
 
 When I was 27 something occurred that was a real turning point for me. One night I was sitting alone in the darkness in 
my apartment. My mother's memory candle was at my side. It is a Jewish tradition to light memory candles for the 
memory of dead relatives. Electric candles are made for this purpose as well. An open Bible was laying next to me. I 
looked over at it. All of a sudden the Holy Spirit 'lit up' the lines on the open page. When I saw that, I understood 
that the Holy Spirit gives light to the Word of God. It was at that moment I knew that the time of mourning for my 
mother was over. As a symbolic act, I unplugged the memory candle from the wall. I began to seriously read the Bible, 
ultimately reading it from beginning to end, two or three times. 
 
 I slowly began to realize who Yeshua was. I understood that I had to be part of a fellowship, so I turned to a Messianic 
congregation. In that congregation, I met an old friend who had been a believer for a long time. He spoke to me about 
my lifestyle, and I realized that I had to change my way of life. I was bound by sin and I knew that I would not be able to 
change on my own. I started reading the Bible every day and felt that it gave me strength for the struggle that I was 
experiencing. 
 
 I was still not free. I continued to be torn between good and evil. I had a mixture of beliefs with faith in Yeshua and 
much sin in my life. I was suffering with mental illness as a result of experimenting with occultism and drugs. When I was 
28, I had a job and studied theater at the university. Theater studies were very ungodly in themselves, because of the 
worldly spirit. I was still evangelizing at the time. 
 
Lost hope 
When I was 31 "the Jerusalem Syndrome" already begun. My confused thinking led to a fight with my neighbor who 
tried to stab me. I fled to Jerusalem. There, I lived completely on the streets and my "Jerusalem Syndrome" quickly 
worsened. Satan was lying to me and my delusional beliefs about reincarnation took root. I began to believe that I was 
the reincarnation of Isaac, George Washington and of Johann Sebastian Bach. So to speak, I had delusional 'memories' of 
myself as them. My delusion system also included the belief that I was God's 'number one' angel. I thought that Yeshua 
was a guru in India who fell from heaven because of his jealousy of me. I believed that I was the reincarnation of the 
Tree of Life. Looking back I can see the protecting hand of Yeshua, and that He was in control all along. 
 
During this period of homelessness, I had a very bad "Jerusalem Syndrome." But God knew how to break this ego trip. I 
was arrested by the police for a crime I did not commit. I spent two months behind bars. Ultimately, the truth was made 
clear in the court of law. I was acquitted and released. None the less, I couldn't bear going back on the streets again. I 
knew that I would not survive and sought treatment at a psychiatric hospital. In looking back, I understand now that jail 
was a turning point for me, as awful as it was. 
 
 I had completely lost hope of ever living a normal life. I had been in and out of institutions and jail numerous times. No 
one and nothing seemed to be able to help me change the direction that my life was heading. I had lost all hope and did 
not want to live anymore. 
 
Enough is enough 
God began to show me that He did not give up on me and His continuing love held me up. I was given a place to stay at a 
hostel. I started attending a congregation where they prayed for me to be free of all negative spiritual influence. It was 
in that congregation that I met Lena Levin, who is the director of Machaseh. Machaseh received me, even with my 
mental illness. Lena encouraged me to go to a dual diagnosis treatment program in Italy for rehabilitation. I decided to 
go and step by step, I felt the dark thoughts becoming weaker and weaker, even if the wish not to live any longer still 
occurred from time to time. It was in Italy, a year and a half ago, that I was born again and my suffering came to an end. 
I was really delivered from drugs and alcohol. 
 



One day it seemed that God decided that enough was enough. I would say that at a sudden moment God, in His perfect 
timing, arrived. I saw the light of Yeshua and it surrounded me. I can remember thinking, "This is the light of Yeshua. Yes, 
I want it." That was my only part in the act. The Holy of Holy inside my heart opened and eternity inside of me 
connected with the eternity from the outside, in the exact middle of my chest, opened by the Holy Spirit. In a big blast, I 
saw the eternity in everything. I was immediately washed by His blood, into the color of white. I heard Yeshua's voice 
saying, "I forgive all your sin." Since then, I have never doubted my salvation. I know that there is a place inside of me 
that no one, including Satan or even myself, can reach without God. It is God living in me. It is not my eternity, but God's 
eternity in me. I cannot produce such a thing. It is God doing it with Himself, through me. I saw that He had never left 
me, even when I had turned my back against Him. I understood that His forgiveness and love was beyond Satan’s reach. 
I was saved before, but now I was re-born. I had my doubts before about salvation, but after I was born from above and 
heard God's voice telling me He forgave all my sin, I had no doubts. The Holy of Holies is in all of our hearts when we are 
temples of the Holy Spirit. I did not enter here, but Yeshua entered it for me. This is the most awesome thing I have ever 
experienced. 
 
I know now that no matter how many times I fall, Yeshua will help me up again. He saw that I struggled and wanted to 
be free. He never condemned me. He never condemns anyone that comes to him. 
 
Beauty from ashes 
When I had completed the six month program, I returned to Jerusalem. 
Machaseh continued to support me with a psychotherapy program and spiritual 
deliverance that actually built me into a new creation in Jesus Christ. I have 
worked with a team of mental health professionals at Machaseh. I'm so renewed 
in my mind that I even graduated from Bible school, am working in a stable job, 
and am serving in my church! I could never have done this without the help of 
Machaseh. They took me into their hands at my darkest point and put me into a 
position of upgrading my life.  Even to this day, we continue working with music, 
prayer and counseling. All is done with the great love of Christ and kindness, for 
the benefit for God's kingdom and in His honor. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

"In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth. The earth was formless and empty, 
and darkness covered the deep waters. And the Spirit of God was hovering over the surface of 

the waters. Then God said, 'Let there be light,' and there was light."!  

(Genesis 1:1-3) 

Thank you for praying for Machaseh! 

We wish you all a blessed Pesach! 

 

 

To protect the families we do not use their full names, and whenever we share someone’s story or picture, they have always agreed to this beforehand. Information 

may also have been changed to protect those we work with. In the most cases we cannot share specific information because of confidentiality. 


