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“But as for me, I would seek God, 
and I would place my cause before God; 
who does great and unsearchable things, wonders without number.” (Job 5:8-9) 

It happened very fast. In a time and a place I did not expect. Yes, whenever 
I am out there blowing the Trumpet of Salvation into the ears and hearts of 
God’s covenant people - stubborn and obstinate children yet much beloved, 
set apart from all the nations for God’s own plan, purpose and glory 
(Ezekiel 38 and 39) - whenever I am out there in their midst and 
particularly when I am leading the saints from the nations who 
are presenting the Gospel of the Kingdom to Israel, provoking them 
to jealousy (Deut 32:21; Rom 11:11-15), I am extremely alert, on 
my guard, girding my loins, not ignorant but well aware of my 
Lord’s enemy, my enemy! 

However, on that day, September 7, Friday afternoon, in downtown 
Tel Aviv, it happened very fast. In a time and a place I did not expect. 
We were more than 40 saints from 17 nations marching in downtown 
Tel Aviv, waving the þags of Israel in the air, wearing orange and 
blue T-shirts declaring the words of Ruth, “Your people shall be my 
people and your God my God”, in Hebrew and English, singing 
Hebrew scriptures with the sound of guitars, violin, saxophone and 
tambourines. As the nations of the world are rising up against Israel 
once again, such a march has a spectacular impact on the eyes, the 
ears and the hearts of the Jewish people in their time of deep fear, stress 
and loneliness.      

Between songs we blow the ram’s horn (shofar) and silver trumpets, a sound 
which calls man to attention and nobody can ignore. For the Jews, it is a 
sound that is clearly calling them to repentance, to turn back to 
God, judgment day! With all that in mind, you should know that rabbinical Judaism has managed to instill into Jewish 
minds that when the trumpet sounds, heaven is open; therefore this is the best time for them to make their requests known 
to God. So as we are marching, all those people who believe in such magical man-made ideas are requesting us to keep 
blowing the shofar so that they can bring their dreams, wishes and petitions before their God. Oh, if they only knew the 
joy and true satisfaction of responding to God’s demands on our lives, “Be thou faithful unto death and I will give you 
the crown of life.” (Rev 2:10) 

It happened very fast. In a time and a place I did not expect. As we are passing out literature, pointing to Yeshua in 
His Jewish context, freely giving away many copies of the book, “Why Me”, in Hebrew as well as in Russian, we are 
worshiping God and singing, while some are praying silently that He might move upon the hearts of all Jewish people to 
realize that Yeshua is still alive and they can’t keep Him in the grave. As we do whatever it takes for people to understand 
that what so-called Christianity has made of Yeshua has nothing to do with the reality of truth, or with God’s message 
concerning Yeshua, God makes use of us to break down the thick walls of hatred, anger, misconception and animosity 
which have been rooted deep in the hearts of the Jewish people by a very shameful church history. Please remember, 
it took time to bring Israel to her current painful view concerning Yeshua and His Gospel and the Bible knows nothing 
about instant success.

How long did it take God to deliver the Israelites from Egypt? How long to develop and execute the plan of salvation? 
How long to prepare David in the shepherd ýeld so he could stand up to Goliath? It is sad, even heart breaking to see so 
many Christians who think that God always has to act immediately, according to their prayers, almost as if they prefer 
instant coffee instead of waiting for the ýlter coffee! 

We believe that God will bring forth fruit in His timing and we keep pressing on year after year with one campaign after 
another marching throughout the country time and again, conversing and clarifying, rejoicing and uniting with Israel 
whom the church has ignored for so long. Praise to God and all glory to Him – although there is no instant success we 
see slowly and surely how the wall is falling down and Israel is beginning to see Yeshua in His Jewish context – there is a 
great change of heart in the lives of many people in the streets, and the body of our Lord keeps growing.



It happened very fast, in a time and a place I did not expect. I saw him coming from across the street. He got my attention. 
A few of the black-dressed religious men, who were accompanying us with their loud, unconvincing protestations as we 
marched, walked up to him and whispered a few words into his ear. He was not dressed in black; he wore his prayer shawl 
over his shirt signifying that he belonged to another sect. He was husky, strong looking, with eyes that were full of anger 
and hatred. He started walking alongside the group. The street was very crowded but I had my eyes on him. Then as I was 
distracted for a moment by some other movement attracting my attention, suddenly this man, without speaking a single 
word, to my absolute surprise, directed his forehead against my head aiming at my nose with most powerful force. Boom! 
Streams of blood started gushing out of my nose. My ýrst reaction was to run. 

In 25 years of interactions with opposition on the streets of Israel - and I have had a great deal coming my way in different 
forms - I have never ever run from any attack. However, during this incident my ýrst and immediate instinct was to run, 
but the cruel man caught up with me in just a few seconds. As he got a hold of me he started punching me on my head 
with something he held in his hand. Every punch was so powerful - yet I am amazed at God’s grace, power and care - 
how is it that my head did not split open?! I covered my head with my hands and knelt down on the street. He ýnished his 
task with his shoes kicking strongly into my back and then he was quick to disappear.  

Streams of blood were pouring out of my nose making my T-shirt, pants and the street bloody, but by God’s love, I stood 
up on a brick þower bed pointing my ýnger at the black-dressed religious men who constantly accompanied us and started 
preaching to the big crowd in Hebrew: “Here are the people who killed the prophets, and stoned those who were sent to 
you by God, here are the blind, who are leading the blind, and here are the people who will always stand in your way to 
recognize the truth of God. When Yeshua, who is the truth, the way and the life, was sent to you by God they managed to 
crucify Him, but our Almighty God has raised Him from the dead. Blessed are the men and women who will not stumble 
over Yeshua who is the stone which our God laid in Zion, the stone which we, the builders rejected, but God has made the 
rock of our salvation. Blessed are those who put their trust in the blood of Yeshua, our Passover Lamb. Yeshua is the One 
whom the God of our forefathers has given us for the forgiveness of our sin.” 

Looking back, I have come to realize that it was my good Shepherd who allowed my enemy to catch up with His running 
sheep so He could provide me with a good lesson concerning His love and might to protect me and even arrange a table 
in the midst of my enemy. My good Shepherd wants to keep teaching me as well as my enemy that I made no mistake in 
putting my trust entirely in Him. How else can I explain why my head did not split open? 

Yes Lord, I know that my time has not yet come. I do know that You have much to accomplish to the glory of your name 
in the midst of your people Israel. Lord, thank You so much for my cup that overþows with joy, love and peace in the 
midst of all this heartache. Thank you so much for bringing so many true brothers and sisters, most beautiful friends to 
stand with me and help do what I am so convinced You want to do at this hour of Israel’s history.      

I can never ever express the silence, the electricity, the power of the Holy Spirit, over the entire crowd on that street 
during that long moment. I could see the amazement in the eyes and on the faces of the big crowd that stood silent, 
still and attentive, but most of all I could see the shock on the faces of the young religious men, who have continually 
followed me in this particular section of downtown Tel Aviv over the years. They are always mocking, cursing, and doing 
their best to stir up others to start a riot and violence against me. They would not be violent themselves, but like Jezebel 
they will move others to do that which is in their heart to do (1Kings 21: 1-16).

On that day, September 7, Friday afternoon, in downtown Tel Aviv, looking at all the blood gushing out of me they 
thought this was their day. But when I stood up and started speaking to the crowd very loudly, pointing my ýnger at 
them, I could clearly see how they wished the earth would open up and swallow them. Lo and behold, the man who never 
responded to their mocking and cursing, that lamb shouted now like a lion!   

Four days later, I made sure we all returned to this very same street, to the very same place. Every march, every outreach, 
every campaign, has its own unique environment, atmosphere and impact on the people of Israel. However, this time we 
declared to the heavenly principalities, to all the shopkeepers, and to ourselves: 
ñOur struggle is not against þesh and blood but against the rulers, against the powers, against the world forces of this 
darkness, against the spiritual forces of wickedness in the heavenly places.” (Ephesians 6:12)   

This outreach was a reminder to satan and all of his demonic forces, a reminder to my own heart, and a promise to my 
Lord that it is not by might and not by power but by true obedience to the Holy Spirit. Trumpet will neither shrink back 
nor waver. We will give no room to doubt, but continue to respond with sacriýcial love to the call of God on our life. 

The full armor which we are called to put on was given to us in order that we might protect ourselves from others, 
therefore we should not be surprised whenever attacks come our way by other people, even if they happen very fast in a 
time and a place we would not expect. 



“These things I have spoken to you that you may be kept from stumbling. They will make you outcast from the 
synagogue, but an hour is coming for everyone who kills you to think that he is offering service to God.” (John 16:1-2) 
but also: “Blessed are you when men cast insult at you, and persecute you, and say all kinds of evil against you falsely 
on account of Me. Rejoice and be glad…” (Matthew 5:11-12) 

Beloved of God, remember, when we simply cannot protect ourselves from attacks by other people, whether verbal or 
physical, remember that our almighty God will defend us. But even if He does not, our lives which are hidden in Christ 
should never be controlled by fear or disobedience to our God. So let us all walk the true walk of  humility before our 
God; such a walk will bring glory to our God and produce much love, a servant attitude, joy, peace, conýdence, wisdom, 
power, and might in our lives! Oh, that we might be true to the truth and true to one another!  

During that particular march, with all the fear involved, with all its signiýcant declaration, I strongly sensed Godôs 
presence. Does it mean that other times and elsewhere there is less of God’s presence? Not at all, but the thick holiness in 
the air and in our hearts I believe was given by God in order to strengthen our inner man, to build up our faith, to have us 
grow in the knowledge of His will for us to press on and not shrink back!                

One of the shop owners approached me asking: “Did the police catch that crazy man? That man must be put behind bars! 
It is good to see you in our street again.” Another man stopped me to say: “I never really cared about you people, but 
after what I saw and heard last Friday and now seeing you back again - as if nothing had happened - I want to read this 
book you are passing out.” One woman expressed her heart: “Every time I see and hear you people my hair stands up, 
real strong goosebumps take a hold of my body!” Another woman spoke: “To see you people coming to us from all over 
the world ýlls my heart with joy and hope.ò One man told me as he was pointing at the marching group: “All the Jewish 
people are not worthy of any shoes of these people”.    

I so much wish that you could all be there, that you could sense and hear the spoken and unspoken love and respect 
in people’s eyes and countenances. Every drop of blood was worth it; every tear and pain for God to crack the wall in 
Israel’s heart is needed. That cruel man is forgiven and we continue to walk in our freedom. 

You, my dear beloved brothers and sisters, my true friends, you who are the prisoners of hope and the lovers of the 
Lord, be of good courage, do not cease your toil with us, keep on fervently praying and do not stop coming to Israel. 
Gilgal is about to open its doors and the Trumpet sound is calling you to come on board and make this vision known to 
whomsoever you know. Remember, the Lord is in need of you. 

There is so much to say, much too much. Just try to imagine the great blessing we have had every day that we have gone 
out this summer. Every day had its own beauty with teaching, challenges, laughter, groaning, failures, victory…. So many 
nations are involved, so many different languages and mentalities, so many different gifts in our midst; some saints are 
really diligent, while others are more lazy, some are truly caring while others look careless, some seem to observe while 
others come to give all of themselves. 

One thing is for sure: every participant receives much more then he or she came to give, everyone, whatever their 
motivation when they arrive, receives a life-changing experience and puts a true, lasting mark on their own heart and on 
Israel’s life. 

Here is one little testimony, one of numerous stories of how all of you together are breaking down the wall which the so-
called church has built into the heart of Israel; here you can see how slowly but surely you are changing the views, faith, 
and hearts of many people in Israel. 

One day we had a very strong attack by the religious community in the city of Netanya. As has happened many times 
before, they arrived at the end of our outreach when all our bags were practically empty of all literature and books. We 
had been singing a great deal and had made our impact on Netanya, including the very busy market place. As we were 
making our way to our bus, some 10 orthodox, dressed in black, surrounded us, mocking, cursing and screaming very 
loudly to drown the sound of our singing. They hemmed us in, kicking some of us from behind, while shouting and 
berating us all the way back to our bus. 

The next day, the owner of the bus company whose bus we had hired, got a telephone threat from the anti-missionary 
religious organization, ‘Yad leAchim’ (hands to the brothers) who along with other religious groups amazingly receive no 
small amount of money from churches and all types of mission organizations which so much want to please and appease 
the Jewish people.  “If you rent any more buses to this Jacob Damkani all the religious people will boycott you, we will 
never rent your buses, and furthermore we will start burning your buses!” 
And here is the extraordinary response of this manager: “First of all, I want you to know that I respect, admire, and trust 
these people much more than you and your type of people. 



Secondly, we are living in a country where democracy, freedom of religion, speech and press are integrated into our lives. 
In case you don’t realize in your own ghetto, I want to remind you that in this country we have a law, police, courts and 
jails and if you want to burn my buses… suit yourself! You can try to do that, but if you believe in God remember that you 
shall stand before Him one day. 

Thirdly, I want to ask you, why don’t you sit with these people and speak with them, understand what they are really doing 
and what they truly want to say to our people. How is it that you hate them so much and so angrily want to kill them when 
you don’t even know them, have never spoken to them, or read any of their writings? Furthermore, I need work for my 
buses and these people bring me much work.”         
   
Now that Trumpetôs 2007 summer campaigns have ýnished, and all of you beautiful, faithful, graced participants have 
returned to your home country with great memories, changed lives, renewed commitment to the Lord, revived hope and 
vision, new relationships with many saints from other nations, and yes, even a marriage or two in the ofýng, I want you to 
know that you have caused many Jewish and Arab people to consider Yeshua and evaluate their stand with Him. 

Altogether we have offered our two ýshes and ýve loaves of bread, trusting God to give His increase. 

Yes, beloved, we keep denting this thick wall and together we keep pressing forward to see it crumbling down. After our 
time together, I am conýdent you have a much deeper understanding of Godôs Word and of Trumpetôs work, and I trust 
that many of you are praying even more earnestly for all the seed we have sown. 
Now we shall see even more fruit coming in!

No one can ever put a ýnger on the valuable work which you accomplished during your stay in Israel; no one can truly 
tell how much you grew in the knowledge of our great God. Who can tell which one of you gave the book, “Lama Davka 
Ani?” to the person who took it, then threw it down on the street, where it remained until an Ethiopian Jew walking down 
that street, asking himself, “Why me?” saw the book before his eyes. He picked it up, read it, called us in Jaffa, paid us 
several visits and came to faith. He then put a book in his dear friend’s car. That friend did not know how this book, “Why 
Me?” found its way into his car, but as he and his girl friend ýnished reading they too came to visit us in Jaffa and after 
reading the New Testament both came to faith. Now they have already brought one more of their friends to the Lord. 
Beloved of God and our true friends, co-workers with Trumpet, and true soldiers of the Lord, you who have participated 
in a Trumpet campaign in the past and you who have not yet joined a campaign, to all of you our dear beloved brothers 
and sisters, our true friends, partners, prayer warriors, supporters: from my innermost being I want to thank each and 
every one of you so much and give you a holy kiss; I want to salute you once again, you need to know that you are a great 
source of encouragement, joy and, delight - apart from you Trumpet would not be all that she is in the hand of the Most 
High. Now remember, love is giving what people need and people need God’s love. 

Remember you will never know how far the Holy Spirit can take our tiny little efforts into the hearts of people, so please 
donôt stop loving, and donôt stop sowing in faith. Love is a promise to partner with our Lordôs ýght, love is a joy to 
present the Gospel to a dying soul, love is thinking others are more important than yourself. Many can roll their tongues 
in talk about love but true love is being passionate about doing things for others. Love is about pressing on and ýghting 
the good ýght with others. Love is to reach heaven together. I love you with the love of the Lord and this is not just a 
word!

In closing, I want to thank you so much for keeping Gilgal in prayer, for your many encouraging letters, your 
understanding and great patience. Thank you so much for your generous giving; together I know we will meet our need 
for a ýnancial miracle.  Now that Godôs perfect time has come and the doors of Gilgal are close to opening, remember to 
pray for the Lord of the harvest to send workers so Gilgal will always be full with the saints and the Gospel of truth will 
keep ýnding its way into the hearts of Godôs covenant people. 

“And there is no creature hidden from His sight, but all things are open and laid bare to the eyes of Him with whom 
we have to do.” Hebrews 4:13   

Because He lives, you live in our hearts,
Jacob Elisheva and the Trumpet team   




