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About the Author


This poetry is dedicated to my wife Luz, who said, after I reunited with her, 'I knew if you wanted to, you would find me.' That was what Luz said around the time I first published this book. The poems contained in this book helped lead me back to her.
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The 3 mysterious men in Genesis 18 who met with Sarah.
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A homeless man felt Jah giving him happiness,

Because he got to sing songs at All Saints church.

His Catholic friend Jonathan bought him lunch.

These things brought him to

The idea of being the other Vorster,

Far removed from South Africa’s Prime Minister,

Who was surnamed Vorster.

Would the homeless Vorster ever know

What it feels like to be Mr Terreblanche,

The once evil person, 

Who ended up going to jail, 

Then decided to preach redemption?

Was it worth investigating Walus,

The assassin of the Rainbow Nation’s Mr Hani?

Perhaps I could write a world history based on Rugby World Cups:

Say, starting with South Africa versus New Zealand!

Or perhaps I could rock the church, by informing them

That there are zero verses: that is,

Psalms which start at verse zero, 

The result of Gentiles tampering with Jewish Holy Writ.

All the while I walked through downtown Dallas,

Where a minister fed me some food from the Golden Arches.

Then I met the rude Rudy at Mockingbird Station,

Who at one time gave good conversation.

Does All Saints know I received food and clothes

From a charity called White Rock?

I think the man from Belarus who sells 

Hot dogs would understand.

Perhaps all those thoughts led to me wanting to

Write about white/black relations via a piano keys illustration.

In the meantime I was blessed by Obama’s words.

Was it our Zebra President who inspired a lady

To come up to me at a bus stop and ask if I was homeless?

I told this asker ‘Yes’, and then she gave me a sack lunch.

This shallow solution to homelessness made me

Look forward to attending Harmony’s play reading.

But I am grateful I did not get soaked in the rain. 

I was able to eat 2 oranges for breakfast, 

Instead of having nothing. 

I was reminded that I live God’s normal, 

Not the world’s normal. 

What is normal? 

Do we conform to the standard? 

Who’s standard? 

Jah’s is preferable.

All that brought me to another book idea, 

I could call it The Most Beautiful Year Since Immanuel - 

Portraying weekly events of 1948, 

The year of Israel’s establishment. 

I could emphasize that after the first coming of Christ, 

The next event of worldwide significance was 

Israel’s return to their homeland.

After all, I am a goy, I could do that!

Perhaps that is what caused me to travel in the spring, 

To sojourn to Brownwood, Texas, and then continue on

To New Mexico, 

To see Arizona, 

To hope for better in Nevada,

To fend off the Mormons of Utah,

To wind through Wyoming,

To be desperate in Colorado,

And then return to my hometown called Dallas.

It was summer, and I went to the ex-student reunion

In San Antonio and returned to Dallas. 

On Independence Day I sojourned to Ann Arbor, Michigan

And read a book that made me miss New York City,

And being sick of bad food, I did again go

To the city that is supposed to never sleep, 

Only to be disappointed again,

Making my way as a walker on highways,

Down to North Carolina,

Saying hello to Dallas again. 

Xmas was drawing near and I went to Don’s place,

Then escaped to Lake Charles, Louisiana.

Perhaps that is what caused me to

Fall in love again with Rabbi Cohen,

The man who remained in Texas.

Was his individualism the thing 

That branded Texas as a state of renegades?

After all, Cohen gave help in his unorthodox way. 

He was the one who carved out a good reputation

For Texas, a place where it is said that folks

Still didn’t mind taking chances.

Cohen gave help to Leo, a condemned Jew. 

They wrote letters to each other. 

Leo wrote Cohen, saying that the forces of error

Cannot withstand the phalanx of God’s truth!

Sometimes Jah’s phalanx is not always a body of 

Heavily armed infantry with old Greek helmets,

Forming deep ranks and files.
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Rebekah, in Genesis 24, bringing water.
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The Tanakh is designed in a way

Unfamiliar to most of the Goyim.

We are led by those

Who brought us to that place

Somewhere in the Middle East

Where Jah showed his power

For his people

In the middle of a crisis.

Their deliverance opened the way,

which gave meaning to their religion,

A desert theology filled with wonder.

The Hebrews learned to embrace their God

With all the strength of angels.

The numbering of Jah’s people was bookended by

Moses' final book - Dvarim.

Moses brought them a 2nd book

Because he threw down the 1st

In a rage, because he found Israel wanting,

Dancing around a bull,

Full of orgy and drinking.

But God looked on.

God did not give up.

Israel lived to see another day.

God saved the Day.

The Torah therefore established Israel,

To usher in a new format for faith.

Joshua followed the heels of Moses,

And the world looked on.

Who was this small People?

Who were these desert tribes

Whom God was saving?

The World counted 12.

Israel was saved from implosion.

Yes, the grapes Israel saw

In the future land were indeed huge.

Canaan was indeed a land set aside

For God’s holy people.

These brave men faded, giving way

Judges, whose task was

At sundry times and in diverse manners

To save their folks from the sins

Which were sure to drown a culture.

There were battles.

Adonai spoke.

Angels flew.

Nations remained.

Israel did what was evil at times.

Leaders dedicated themselves.

Sometimes Israel was handed over

To its enemies.

Camps were set up.

Questions were asked.

Mother’s brothers spoke.

Israel was saved over and over.

Soldiers and prostitutes lived on.

And Jah, always full of surprises,

Continued the saga of the Former Prophets,

With music,

Establishing a dynasty.

David became the poster boy

Of Asia.

Philistines existed.

The ark of God shined.

Oil glistened.

Prophets spoke.

Kings watched.

Assassinations took place.

Garrisons assembled.

People were summoned.

The Spirit left certain men.

Troops battled in war.

David knew heartaches.

David fled the dorm.

Priests abounded.

Israel finally had her list of kings:

Shlomo formed an alliance.

Rechavam went to Shekhem.

Yarovam reigned over Yehudah.

Eliyahu counseled some.

Izevel wrote letters to the leaders.

Yehoshafat came down to Israel’s king.

Moav rebelled against Israel.

Yehoram reigned over Israel.

Guild prophets did their work.

Famous men stood still before Jah -

But none of them as kings

Were as wise as Shlomo.

And left in their wake,

These prophets were God’s way

Of saying, I still care...

And Abba said, I will take your dry bones

And make something wonderful out of them.

Then there were The 12,

A large group -

Of men, full of the Holy Ghost,

Becoming the Latter Rain,

Elohim was not finished yet.

Jehovah brought Israel along by the hand,

To make them understand.

God did not give up,

Elohim kept loving -

Messiah in olden times

Kept his fiery eyes on his people

Through
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