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By Marty Shoub E itan is sitting behind a makeshift podium with his favorite 
Russian translator Sasha. Twenty or so students of all ages 
file in and take their seats. This is the 5th of six lectures Eitan 

is presenting on leadership development. He begins, “I want to 
talk to you this evening about three men you all know well, Kefa, 
Yochannan and Sha’ul…” Eitan is no stranger to this sort of event 
and I have had the privilege of hearing him teach on many occasions 
but this night is special because of the setting. Tonight Eitan is 
teaching at Haifa Theological Institute. Conceived only a year 
ago, HTI began running a full slate of classroom instruction last 
August. Courses range from biblical studies to practical theology. 
Fourteen instructors are on the faculty, nine of these hold academic 
doctorates in their respective disciplines.

I am not an academic but I know something about organization 
and instruction and I also know that at least typically, one does not 
start up a theological institute in less then a year, let alone with an 
impressive roster of professors, all for around 100 Shekels ($25) a 
course. There is something going on here that seems somewhat of 
a marvel to me.

I’ve known Leon Mazin for about 
5 years and I have come to expect his 
trademark ability to plan and organize 
programs and activities at breakneck 
speed. Leon is a man of action and his wife 
Nina can match him stride for stride. What 
I didn’t know is that Haifa boasts three 
other Messianic congregational leaders 
that can move at the same dizzying pace  
– perhaps it is in the water or something, 
Haifa as a city has always had a reputation 
for getting things done. So about a year 
ago, Leon and his fellow congregational 
leaders began talking together about 
creating a formal course of instruction for 

their congregants. Wise leaders know their task includes replicating 
their skills and abilities in others. The majority of Messianic believers 
in the city are Russian speakers and few immigrated to Israel with a 
theological background.

Living in Israel is challenging enough, but to serve congregations 
in the face of sophisticated and well educated opposition, future 
leaders require sharp tools to address the historical, cultural and 
theological issues that are unique to Israel and especially to the 
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Messianic community. In order to equip 
them to take over the leadership task, Leon 
and his colleagues determined that such a 
program of study must be “made in Israel,” 
of high quality, affordable and accessible to 
Russian speakers. And so a coalition was 
struck between 4 leaders who themselves 
all come from different theological 
backgrounds; Leon Mazin from Shavei 
Tsion, Gennady Shykhostov from Even 
Ezer, Gleb Samburski from Israel Hai and 
Rotislav Kuharovsky from Mayim Zormim. 
These leaders had been colleagues and 
friends for many years but this was the first 
time such a joint venture took place in the 
Haifa Messianic community. Added to the 
mix was Dr. Ilya Lizorkin.

Ilya was originally from Uzbekistan and 
had lived in the USA for some 17 years. In 
2008 when he and his wife made aliyah to 
Israel, Ilya was just completing his PH.D. 
as a research fellow at Hebrew University. 
Ilya brought the academic credentials 
and contacts that connected some of the 
missing pieces in the plan. He now serves 
as the academic coordinator for HTI. 

Ilya told me that he took the leaders 
to Zichron Yacov for their first official 
meeting together to objectify the vision for 
the task they were undertaking. Sitting at a 
café in that historic town, Ilya reminded 
the men that Zichron started as a seemingly 
impossible dream by pioneers who were 
not afraid to go beyond the conventional. 
The prosperity of that beautiful city now 
testifies to what can be accomplished when 
a group of individuals dares to dream. HTI 
was also a dream that only those with a 
pioneering spirit would venture.

Talks among the 5 men continued on 
for several months, sometimes going on 
for hours, sometimes within the steamy 
confines of a Russian style sauna. With 
amazing speed the pieces came together 
and the first classes were held in August 
2009. Between full and part time students 
HTI has some 70 people enrolled. They are 
getting ready to launch an online course for 
another 25 students in Germany. Requests 
have also come in from Russia and Russian 
speakers living in the States. Ilya told me 
he anticipated an enrollment of around 20 
students for the first year. By any standards, 
over doubling the student body without 
any advertisement and attracting such 
prestigious academic resources represents 
tremendous growth. How can we account 
for such rapid expansion – even in Haifa, 
the city with a reputation for industry?

Ilya was at least able to give me a partial 
explanation: “The market was so ripe for 
this sort of program. There was a very 
strong need to educate the Messianic body 
in Haifa. Also, because the local leaders own 
the project and are not just adding their 
blessing to someone else’s endeavor, they 
have made the significant investment in time 
and resources to make it work.” Certainly the 
idea of helping to prepare leaders in Israel 
is attractive to academics and this also can 

help explain some of HTI’s fledgling success. 
(Leon told me he has a great list of professors 
wanting to be involved.) But Ilya was quick 
to acknowledge that “unless the Lord builds 
the house those that labor do so in vain.” Ilya 
the academic summarized his explanation 
with a very simple answer:  “The Lord is on 
the move.”

Fast paced growth usually means 
growing pains. 70 students is a huge number 
to account for when you had planned for 
20. Both Leon and Ilya stressed to me that 
the challenge now is to continue to provide 
high quality instruction at an affordable 
price, all with very limited administrational 
resources. Ilya is the only staff person at HTI 
(all other needs are being met by volunteers 
from partnering congregations) and he 
needs technical and administrative support. 
If the Lord is indeed building this house 
somehow these challenges will be met. 

Perhaps He will use some of you our readers 
in the construction process. Challenges are 
to be expected and joys are some of the 
dividends paid out along the way. Not only is 
HTI delivering quality education to Haifa’s 
Messianic believers, it is serving to build 
bridges between these 4 congregations and 
their leaders (they have students from 2-3 
other congregations as well). Ilya also sees 
unexpected excitement among the people; 
even at this early juncture he can recognize 
how HTI is meeting their needs. 

The program of HTI is still experimental 
and the leaders are seeking to determine 
the Lord’s leading one step at a time. Ilya 
is optimistic but realizes the program is 
at a very early stage. The HTI leadership 
team is still finding their way towards 
establishing long term goals. Please, 
uphold them in prayer.  

You can find out more about HTI at 
their website www.htinstitute.co.il Leon 
Mazin invites you to contact him, leon_m@
netvision.net.il if you are interested in 
partnering with HTI’s important work. 
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I 
followed my father down the long flight of wooden stairs that 
led from the back porch of our house into the yard. The stairs 
may not have been as lengthy as I remember, but I was small and 

everything in a grownup’s world seemed big. (I often dreamed of taking 
off from about halfway down and flying the rest of the distance.)  Our 
mission that day was to pick the grapes that grew profusely along the 
fence that separated our property from that of the neighbors. These 
grapes were not going to be used for some ordinary purpose like eating 
or even being made into jelly – no, not these grapes. These grapes were 
being harvested so they could be taken to my grandfather (Zadie) so 
he could wondrously transform them into wine for Passover.

Zadie and Bubbie lived in southeast Baltimore near Patterson Park 
in an area populated by many groups of immigrants; Italians, Poles, 
Jews, etc. Their house was 3-stories high, long and narrow and had a 
yard on one side that was enclosed by a cinder block wall. They had a 
little garden there (and an outhouse before they got indoor-plumbing). 
You entered the house through the living room that had just enough 
room to pass between the overstuffed furniture on either side.  On 
the left side of the room was a closed up fireplace with a mantel that 
held a great many framed black and white photographs. The fireplace 
may have been operational at one point, but never in my time. On the 
windowsill there was a cactus growing in a flowerpot.  

A steep stairway ran halfway up to a landing then doubled back 
to complete the journey to the second floor. There was no light on 

the stairs so they always seemed rather foreboding to me. I remember 
Bubbie’s ankles were very swollen all the time.  I can’t imagine how she 
managed to navigate those stairs even once a day.  Passing the stairs 
brought you into the kitchen and then on to the back porch, which 
became a sukkah when Zadie cranked up the roof and placed some 
bamboo and branches across it.  In the kitchen also was a door to the 
steps that went down to the dirt floor basement. It was very dark and 
creepy and I did not go down there often. 

In this little house my father, his 5 brothers and one sister were 
raised. The second floor had a bedroom where Bubbie and the one 
daughter slept. Zadie and the boys had the two rooms on the third 
floor. The other room on the second floor was where Zadie worked as 
a tailor on his foot-pedal sewing machine and which also became the 
bathroom when plumbing was installed. It had a huge ball and claw 
foot bathtub in which Zadie made wine by crushing the grapes with his 
bare feet. As I recall, the door didn’t lock but the room was large and 
the door was too far to grab the handle if someone entered without 
knocking. My father and his siblings managed to survive it anyway.

Zadie did not pay very much money to purchase the house. 
Our family was not very prosperous and my father was selling 
newspapers on the street when he was 10. In the early 1920’s 
perhaps it cost a few thousand dollars, maybe less. One of my uncles 
recently told me that the house had passed through several owners 
after my grandparents and then was totally gutted, refurbished and 
currently for sale at $350,000.  

Growing Faith fromBy Moshe Morrison
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Generation to Generation

Zadie was very religious and it was said 
that he observed laws and customs that 
most Jews never even heard of. My mother 
told me that he wouldn’t even eat in the 
homes of some rabbis because they were 
not kosher enough. He wouldn’t eat the 
food at my Bar Mitzvah party (even though 
it was prepared by a kosher caterer in a 
Chabad synagogue). 

In this collage of memories the strongest 
center around Passover: the little pendulum 
clock in the kitchen, whose unceasing tick 
tock kept me company during the hours 
at the seder table; the incredible aroma of 
Bubbie’s cooking and strong sweet taste of 

Zadie’s wine. As a child, with my tummy 
full of both, I was always led to a spot on 
the couch in the living room where I slept 
through the second half of the Seder.  

There’s something special about 
memories. They are foundational in the 
perpetuation of faith.  Passover Seders are a 
part of my life: Those at Zadie and Bubbie’s 
house, those at homes of other relatives, 
those in my own home. Some are associated 
with strong memories and others to just 
vague images, but all tied to a God who has 
been at all of them – sometimes very evident, 
other times seemingly quite far removed.  The 
purpose of the Seder is to connect us with a 
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very specific, supernatural and seminal act of 
God that occurred in time and space. It is a 
celebration of memories.  But the realities of 
life, family and culture that frame our Seders 
tie us back to that event.  

My children have memories of home 
and celebrations stretching back to ones 
in which they were not old enough to 
understand what it was all about, but just 
that it was. Understanding, like faith grows 
and matures as we do.  And now it passes to 
my grandchildren because it has been built 
into my children – their parents. My children 
have no memories of the house in southeast 
Baltimore or the Seders held there, but their 
essence flows through the generations and 
were encapsulated in those Seders I conducted 
at my mother’s home and at our own house. 
(Even asleep on the couch I was absorbing the 
reality of generations of Seders.)  

My grandchildren, born and raised in 
Israel, don’t have those memories, but will 
always connect with Seders held here at our 
home. (Our home may not be as unusual 
as Zadie and Bubbie’s, but it has the great 
feature of a connected living space. One can 
run through the main part of the house in a 
complete circle – my grandchildren are expert 
house racers.) Initially, candy gummy frogs 
and flying rubber locusts during the recitation 
of the ten plagues are more interesting than 
the biblical reason for the Seder. But while 
those memories will never disappear, they 
will take on their proper perspective as my 
grandchildren encounter the Lord in their 
lives. Their memories will create for them a 
base upon which they can build memories 
for the next generation. In this they can carry 
on the tradition and in it find relevance and 
reality in expressing their faith as Jews and 
followers of Messiah Yeshua. 




