
continued on back 

Jewish Harvest 
Ripe in Brazil

By Sid Roth

I 
have just returned 
from an amazing trip 
to Brazil. Forty percent of 
the Brazilian people are into 

spiritualism. Convenience stores sell 
curses! The traffic is crazy congested. 
Motorcyclists weave in and out 
between cars taking their lives in 
their hands. Three cyclists die per 
day in accidents in Sao Paulo. We 
were warned not to stop at red lights 
at night or we could be attacked! And 
worse than all this, no one has ever 
successfully evangelized the Jews. 
The traditional Jewish community 
has blocked all efforts. 
 Many years ago, I had written 
some tracts that were translated 

into Portuguese and 
mailed to 10,000 Brazilian 

Jews. The son of the man who 
distributed them called me and 
asked if I wanted my book, They 
Thought For Themselves, printed in 
Portuguese. I agreed and we printed 
10,000 along with 1,000 copies of my 
teaching book, The Incomplete Church, 
for Brazilian pastors. 
 Then he asked me to go to Brazil 
to evangelize the Jews. When I heard 
that in Sao Paulo there were 60,000 
Jews and many more secret Jews, I 
could not say “No.” Since there are 
so many interested in the New Age, 
I thought my evangelistic lecture 
on the supernatural would get me 

in under the radar of the Orthodox 
community. Wrong! When I tried 
to advertise in the Brazilian Jewish 
newspaper, they rejected my ad. “Mr. 
Google” tipped them off. Then my 
chief intercessor said God told her 
not to go! Oy vey! Which is Hebrew 
for Oy vey! 
 We had the 10,000 Brazilian 
Jewish name mailing list that my 
friend used to mail my tracts. We 
sent them a flyer announcing that 
a Jewish man who has studied 
the supernatural for 40 years was 
coming to Brazil to give a free 
lecture about the New Age. We also 
ran regional newspaper ads in the 
Jewish neighborhoods.

Soccer, Lies and Miracles.
When I arrived in Brazil I found 
out that my lecture was scheduled 
for the same night as the finals for 
Sao Paulo’s soccer team. For most 
Brazilians soccer is their religion. 
Not only did we have such heavy 
competition, but it was raining. 
People were watching the game 
in the pouring rain through 
the picture windows of bars. 
Mishuggah (Hebrew for crazy)!
 Would the soccer crazy 
Brazilians even show up to my 
meeting? Would the Orthodox try to 
disrupt the meeting? Would witches 
show up? Would the New Agers get 

up in arms when I tell them what the 
Bible says? Would Jews and New Agers 
leave in loud protests when they find 
out I am talking about Jesus? Would 
anyone be healed? Lord, you know I 
can’t heal anyone. Lord, if you don’t 
show up, I’m in BIG trouble! Thoughts 
like this bombarded my mind. I spent 
all this ministry money and it will all be 
for nothing!
 The liar wouldn’t let up. But 
then the peace of God overwhelmed 
me. His love flooded my heart. 
His presence was silky smooth, so 
tangible, so, so comforting.... He was 
with me.... I’m not in this alone.

Here’s the bottom line. 
Two hundred and forty-nine mostly 
unsaved Jewish people attended. 
Only a few Orthodox Jews left before 
the altar call. Many non-believers 
were instantly healed through 
words of knowledge. And these were 
people who had no clue I would 
talk about Jesus. The miracles gave 
me their undivided attention to 
proclaim the Gospel for two hours. 
Over 95% stood up to make public 
professions 
of faith. 
They 
shocked 
me when 
they all 
gave 
me a 

standing ovation. I have never 
seen this, not even in the former 
Soviet Union. And 218 filled out 
cards requesting more information 
and were given a free copy of my 
evangelistic book. We plan to start 
One New Man house congregations 
with these new believers.
 The last morning of the trip I 
spoke to 750 pastors from all types 
of denominations. I prophetically 
challenged them that Brazil was 
at a crossroads. If they were 
boldly in favor of Jewish people 
possessing the entire land of Israel 
and would start evangelizing the 
Jew, God would bless them. Brazil 
would become one of the leading 
economic forces in the world. But 
if they did the opposite, they would 
lose the blessings of God (Genesis 
12:3, Joel 3:2).
 Many pastors were healed. 
(Remember there were Evangelicals 
and Charismatics.) They were so 
hungry for God. When I finished, 
they were roaring with approval. 
I immediately thought about the 
first Passover. I imagined what it 

was like when the Jewish 
nation was rescued 
from slavery in Egypt, 
saw God defeat the 
greatest army on earth 
and crossed the Red 
Sea as if it were dry 
land. My ancestors must 
have been so grateful, 
so filled with joy. That’s 
how the pastors sounded. 

They could not stop praising God 
at the top of their lungs. It was 
an amazing moment. I believe it 
will change the destiny of Brazil. 
America you are next...
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Welcome to the Family 
with a Jewish Heart!

In 1977, Sid Roth started 
Messianic Vision. Sid’s heart’s 
desire is to reach out with the 

good news of the Messiah, “to 
the Jew first” (Romans 1:16 KJV). 

This is not just God’s historical 
order for spreading the gospel, 

but also His eternal spiritual 
order. When we follow this “law 

of evangelism,” God opens a 
supernatural door to reach 

greater numbers of Gentiles. 
God’s heart is to reach all people. 

His strategy is “to the Jew first.”

Yeshua (Jesus) creates 
“The One New Man” 

from Jews and Gentiles.     
Jesus came to break down the wall 

of separation between Jew and 
Gentile. The Messiah was a Jew, 
and the first believers were Jews. 

But how did something that started 
so Jewish become the opposite 

of Jewishness? God’s answer for 
restoration is the creation of the 

“One New Man” as stated in 
Ephesians 2:14-16. He wants to 
reconcile His “family” which has 
grown apart for centuries. When 

this happens, the stage is set 
for worldwide revival.

For He Himself is our peace, who has 
made both [Jews and Gentiles] one, 

and has broken down the middle wall 
of division ...so as to create in Himself 

one new man from the two....
EPHESIANS 2:14-15 NKJV
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The family with a Jewish heart. Who says to Zion, “Your God reigns!” ISAIAH 52:7



By age 34, Nasir Siddiki, a successful 
businessman, had made his first million, 
but money meant nothing to him on his 
deathbed. Diagnosed with the worst 
case of shingles ever admitted to Toronto 
General Hospital, his immune system shut 
down and doctors left him to die.

The next morning I woke in a 
sterile room on the eighth floor 
of the hospital, my skin burning 

as though someone had doused me in 
gasoline and lit a match. I felt on fire 
from the inside out. 
 My doctor arrived and looked 
at me in wonder. “The blisters are 
multiplying so fast I can literally 
watch them grow,” he said. “Your 
body isn’t fighting back.” 
 The next morning, in addition 
to shingles, I had chicken pox 
from head to toe. I was put in 
strict isolation. That evening my 
temperature soared to 107.6 degrees 
— hot enough to leave my brain 
permanently scrambled. 
 For days I continued to 
deteriorate. My nerve endings became 

so inflamed that a hair drifting across 
my skin sent shock waves of fire 
rippling through my body. By week’s 
end, I was listed in critical condition. 

My Last Hope
In life, I’d been bold, self confident, 
a risk taker. But facing death, I was 
terrified. I had no idea what might 
await me on the other side. I’d been 
raised as a Moslem in London, 
England, and I understood Allah was 
not a god who heals. 
 My only hope was in medicine. 
 I eventually slipped so close to 
death that the doctors didn’t know I 
could hear them when they examined 
me. “His immune system has simply 
shut down,” one of them said. 
 “He’s dying,” the other confirmed. 
“His immune system must be 
compromised by AIDS.” 
 I don’t have AIDS! I wanted to 
shout, but I couldn’t form the words. 
Then it hit me. He said I’m dying! 
 The doctors spoke quietly to my 
co-worker, Anita. “In a few hours 
he’ll be dead,” they said. “If by some 
miracle he lives, he’ll probably be 
blind in his right eye, deaf in his right 
ear, paralyzed on his right side and he 
may be severely brain damaged from 
the high fever.” 
 Then they left. 
 They left me here to die! I felt like 
a drowning man going down for the 
third time. Gathering my strength I 
whispered a prayer. “God, if you’re 
real, don’t let me die!” 

In His Presence
During the darkest hour of the night, I 
woke and saw a man at the foot of my 

bed. Rays of light emanated from 
him, allowing me to see his outline. 
I couldn’t see his face, it was too 
bright. No one had to tell me, I knew 
it was Jesus. 
 The Koran mentions Jesus; 
Moslems believe He existed, not as 
the son of God, but as a good man 
and a prophet. I knew this wasn’t 
Mohammed. I knew it wasn’t Allah. 
Jesus was in my room. There was no       
fear, only peace. 
 “Why would You 
come to a Moslem 
when everyone else 
has left me to die?” I 
wondered. 
 Without words, he 
spoke to me. “I Am the 
God of the Christians. I 
Am the God of Abraham, 
Isaac and Jacob.”
 That’s all He said. 
He didn’t mention 
my illness. He didn’t mention my 
impending death. As suddenly as He 
appeared, He was gone. 
 The next morning, the same two 
doctors arrived to examine me. “The 
blisters have stopped growing!” 
 “We don’t know what happened, 
but the shingles virus has gone into 
remission!” 
 The following day, still in pain and 
covered with blisters, I was discharged 
from the hospital with a suitcase 
full of drugs. “Don’t leave home,” the 
doctor cautioned. “It will be months 
before the blisters go away, and when 
they do you’ll be left with white 
patches of skin and scars. The pain 
could last for years.” 
 Stepping outside into the morning 

sun, I looked like a cross between a 
leper and the Elephant Man. When 
people saw me, they crossed to the 
other side of the street. However, 
my mind was not on my looks; my 
thoughts were on Jesus. There was 
no doubt in my mind that Jesus’ 
presence in my room had stopped the 
shingles virus. Whatever else Jesus 
may be, I realized that in His presence 
miracles happened. 
 That fact left me with one 
consuming question: Is Jesus the Son of 
God as the Christians claim, or is He just 
a prophet as I was taught? 
 At home that evening, in spite 
of the drugs, the pain and itching 
was so severe I almost had to tie my 

hands. Even so, I fell 
into a restless sleep 
wondering about Jesus. 

Learning to Live
The next morning, I 
woke early and turned 
on the television. 
Flipping through the 
channels, I froze when 
I saw the following 
words across the 

screen: Is Jesus the Son of God? 
 I listened intently as two men 
spent the entire program discussing 
this topic — answering all of my 
questions. Before the show went 
off the air, one of the men led the 

television audience in a prayer. 
My body was aflame with pain 
but I knelt on my living room floor 
anyway. Tears streaming down 
my face, I repeated the prayer and 
invited Jesus into my heart. 
 Immediately a voracious spiritual 
hunger sprang up within me. I had 
to know more about Jesus. In spite 
of my doctor’s orders to stay inside, 
the next day I went out and bought 
a Bible. First I read the books of 
Matthew, Mark, Luke and John. Still 
ravenous, I started in Genesis and 
read through the Bible during my 
sleepless nights. 
 Meanwhile, Anita brought me 
books and teaching tapes explaining 
the Gospel. I devoured them while 
continuing to study the Word of 
God. As my understanding of faith 
began to grow, I dug out a picture 
of how I looked before shingles. I 
prayed and asked God to make me 
look that way again. 

Jesus, My Healer
One week after my discharge from 
the hospital, I woke and found my 
pillow covered in blisters. I must have 
clawed them in my sleep, I thought. I 
crawled out of bed and stepped into 
the shower. What had started on my 
pillow was finished in the shower: 
Every blister fell off my body! 
 Instead of being covered with 

An international 
teacher and evangelist, 
Dr. Nasir Siddiki 
is the founder of 
Wisdom Ministries 
(WisdomMinistries.org).
He lives in Tulsa, OK 
with his wife Anita and 
their two sons.  
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Sid’s Selection of Family Resources

How	to	Receive	and	Keep	Your	Healing
By	Dr.	Nasir	Siddiki
 Nasir has the best step-by-step teaching on how to fight sickness through the 
anointing and the Word of God I have ever listened to. My faith has soared and yours 
will too. He also teaches how to keep your healing when symptoms return. Most 
Christians who go to healing meetings lose their healing and don’t know why. 
 I urge you to get this powerful and unique teaching and also sow an additional 
gift to help us evangelize the Jewish people. How to Receive and Keep Your Healing a 
6-CD set by Dr. Siddiki is available for a donation of  $35 ($42 Canadian).

patches of white and scar tissue, 
my skin was simply red and raw. It 
slowly healed, returning to its pre-
shingles condition. When it did, I not 
only looked human, I looked like I 
did before I got sick, except for the 
scars that I still carry on my chest. 
 None of the doctor’s dire 
predictions came true. My eyesight 
was 20/20. My hearing was normal. 
My speech was unimpaired. I suffered 
no brain damage. 
 My healing was miraculous, 
swift and complete. I never suffered 
from lingering pain or any other 
complication. Not only did I have the 
worst case of shingles ever admitted 
to Toronto General Hospital, I also had 
the most miraculous recovery. 
 Jesus, the God of the Christians, 
showed up in the hospital room of 
a dying Moslem and healed me. But 
that wasn’t the greatest miracle He 
performed. The transformation that 
occurred in my heart was even more 
dramatic than the one that occurred 
in my body.  

Why would
You [Jesus] come 

to a Moslem 
when everyone 

else has left 
me to die?

An incredible story of God’s healing touch by Dr. Nasir Siddiki
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Jewish Harvest 
Ripe in Brazil

By Sid Roth

I 
have just returned 
from an amazing trip 
to Brazil. Forty percent of 
the Brazilian people are into 

spiritualism. Convenience stores sell 
curses! The traffic is crazy congested. 
Motorcyclists weave in and out 
between cars taking their lives in 
their hands. Three cyclists die per 
day in accidents in Sao Paulo. We 
were warned not to stop at red lights 
at night or we could be attacked! And 
worse than all this, no one has ever 
successfully evangelized the Jews. 
The traditional Jewish community 
has blocked all efforts. 
 Many years ago, I had written 
some tracts that were translated 

into Portuguese and 
mailed to 10,000 Brazilian 

Jews. The son of the man who 
distributed them called me and 
asked if I wanted my book, They 
Thought For Themselves, printed in 
Portuguese. I agreed and we printed 
10,000 along with 1,000 copies of my 
teaching book, The Incomplete Church, 
for Brazilian pastors. 
 Then he asked me to go to Brazil 
to evangelize the Jews. When I heard 
that in Sao Paulo there were 60,000 
Jews and many more secret Jews, I 
could not say “No.” Since there are 
so many interested in the New Age, 
I thought my evangelistic lecture 
on the supernatural would get me 

in under the radar of the Orthodox 
community. Wrong! When I tried 
to advertise in the Brazilian Jewish 
newspaper, they rejected my ad. “Mr. 
Google” tipped them off. Then my 
chief intercessor said God told her 
not to go! Oy vey! Which is Hebrew 
for Oy vey! 
 We had the 10,000 Brazilian 
Jewish name mailing list that my 
friend used to mail my tracts. We 
sent them a flyer announcing that 
a Jewish man who has studied 
the supernatural for 40 years was 
coming to Brazil to give a free 
lecture about the New Age. We also 
ran regional newspaper ads in the 
Jewish neighborhoods.

Soccer, Lies and Miracles.
When I arrived in Brazil I found 
out that my lecture was scheduled 
for the same night as the finals for 
Sao Paulo’s soccer team. For most 
Brazilians soccer is their religion. 
Not only did we have such heavy 
competition, but it was raining. 
People were watching the game 
in the pouring rain through 
the picture windows of bars. 
Mishuggah (Hebrew for crazy)!
 Would the soccer crazy 
Brazilians even show up to my 
meeting? Would the Orthodox try to 
disrupt the meeting? Would witches 
show up? Would the New Agers get 

up in arms when I tell them what the 
Bible says? Would Jews and New Agers 
leave in loud protests when they find 
out I am talking about Jesus? Would 
anyone be healed? Lord, you know I 
can’t heal anyone. Lord, if you don’t 
show up, I’m in BIG trouble! Thoughts 
like this bombarded my mind. I spent 
all this ministry money and it will all be 
for nothing!
 The liar wouldn’t let up. But 
then the peace of God overwhelmed 
me. His love flooded my heart. 
His presence was silky smooth, so 
tangible, so, so comforting.... He was 
with me.... I’m not in this alone.

Here’s the bottom line. 
Two hundred and forty-nine mostly 
unsaved Jewish people attended. 
Only a few Orthodox Jews left before 
the altar call. Many non-believers 
were instantly healed through 
words of knowledge. And these were 
people who had no clue I would 
talk about Jesus. The miracles gave 
me their undivided attention to 
proclaim the Gospel for two hours. 
Over 95% stood up to make public 
professions 
of faith. 
They 
shocked 
me when 
they all 
gave 
me a 

standing ovation. I have never 
seen this, not even in the former 
Soviet Union. And 218 filled out 
cards requesting more information 
and were given a free copy of my 
evangelistic book. We plan to start 
One New Man house congregations 
with these new believers.
 The last morning of the trip I 
spoke to 750 pastors from all types 
of denominations. I prophetically 
challenged them that Brazil was 
at a crossroads. If they were 
boldly in favor of Jewish people 
possessing the entire land of Israel 
and would start evangelizing the 
Jew, God would bless them. Brazil 
would become one of the leading 
economic forces in the world. But 
if they did the opposite, they would 
lose the blessings of God (Genesis 
12:3, Joel 3:2).
 Many pastors were healed. 
(Remember there were Evangelicals 
and Charismatics.) They were so 
hungry for God. When I finished, 
they were roaring with approval. 
I immediately thought about the 
first Passover. I imagined what it 

was like when the Jewish 
nation was rescued 
from slavery in Egypt, 
saw God defeat the 
greatest army on earth 
and crossed the Red 
Sea as if it were dry 
land. My ancestors must 
have been so grateful, 
so filled with joy. That’s 
how the pastors sounded. 

They could not stop praising God 
at the top of their lungs. It was 
an amazing moment. I believe it 
will change the destiny of Brazil. 
America you are next...
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Messianic Vision. Sid’s heart’s 
desire is to reach out with the 

good news of the Messiah, “to 
the Jew first” (Romans 1:16 KJV). 

This is not just God’s historical 
order for spreading the gospel, 

but also His eternal spiritual 
order. When we follow this “law 

of evangelism,” God opens a 
supernatural door to reach 

greater numbers of Gentiles. 
God’s heart is to reach all people. 

His strategy is “to the Jew first.”

Yeshua (Jesus) creates 
“The One New Man” 

from Jews and Gentiles.     
Jesus came to break down the wall 

of separation between Jew and 
Gentile. The Messiah was a Jew, 
and the first believers were Jews. 

But how did something that started 
so Jewish become the opposite 

of Jewishness? God’s answer for 
restoration is the creation of the 

“One New Man” as stated in 
Ephesians 2:14-16. He wants to 
reconcile His “family” which has 
grown apart for centuries. When 

this happens, the stage is set 
for worldwide revival.

For He Himself is our peace, who has 
made both [Jews and Gentiles] one, 

and has broken down the middle wall 
of division ...so as to create in Himself 

one new man from the two....
EPHESIANS 2:14-15 NKJV
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The family with a Jewish heart. Who says to Zion, “Your God reigns!” ISAIAH 52:7


