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      And Moses said: ‘Show me Thy glory.’


      God answered: ‘I will show thee all good, 


      and I will proclaim in the name of the Lord before thee.


      And I will have mercy on whom I will,


      and I will be merciful to whom it shall please Me.’


      ---Exodus 33:18-19


      Blessed are the merciful, for they shall receive mercy.


      ---Matthew 5:7


      For if you will forgive men their offenses,


      your heavenly Father will forgive you also your offenses.


      But if you will not forgive them,


      neither will your Father forgive you your offenses.


      ---Matthew 6:14-15


      JUDGE NOT, that you may not be judged,


      for with what judgment you judge, 


      you shall be judged:


      and with what measure you mete,


      it shall be measured to you again.


      ---Matthew 7:1-2

    

  


  
    
      God’s still, small voice was not obeyed.


      The tempest marched with clouds arrayed.


      One lot decreed whose guilt brought forth


      Behemoth which would change his course…

    

  


  
    
      Chapter 1: A Salty Crossroads


      The port of Joppa is a salty crossroads


      where crewmen measure ballast, check the offloads,


      yet should they weigh my faith, ‘twould not be grand


      but smaller than a grain of finest sand. 


      The shoreline buzzes noisily with traders,


      intrepid fishermen and searching waders. 


      Strong odors…animals and seaside air,


      are confirmation I am nearly there.
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      From Gath-hepher to Joppa, I have come, 


      and what I’ve started cannot be undone.


      Perhaps aboard the ship, I’ll finally sink


      into the sleep that hasn’t dealt a wink.


      What’s robbing rest at first seemed but a dream,


      that firm request which made the world careen,


      a gentle voice and unmistakable,


      so jarring, peace is unattainable.


      I’d risen from the bed and sought the window.


      First, silence, but then softly did the wind blow.


      ‘Arise and go to Nineveh and preach.


      The wickedness thereof has come to Me.’


      A fluid shadow swims through this enclave,


      the darksome, pressing mantle of a grave


      that’s looming larger than my average stature, 


      the same that spurred my bones to seek safe pasture.


      As music permeates in waves symphonic, 


      I fear these very walls will cave in on me.


      A solitary seabird, snowy white,


      surprises me by swooping down in flight.


      Oh God, don’t send me there, no please, don’t say so!


      ‘To Nineveh…to Nineveh’…the echo.
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      Sun rising, scattered thoughts and clouded mind 


      are mine to own, all else was left behind.


      Such pleasant weather gives my heart a lift,


      but guilt declares I’m only fit to sift.


      And far above me now, the same white seagull


      that glides aloft on airy, careless freedom,


      accentuates the sky, its pastel canvas,


      which separates us from God’s stellar palace.


      The beauty of the sea, beyond compare,


      attracts attention, beckons me to stare


      in admiration of a vessel large,


      a fully loaded, fine Egyptian barge.


      A boy appears, fair-haired, angelic face,


      who says, “You should not be here at this place.” 


      Embarrassment demands I pass him by,


      no backward look, no greeting, no reply.


      Fresh scent of spices drifts like incense rare.


      while from the synagogue, the shofars blare.


      Last evening, they blew at God’s behest,


      when three stars marked the start of Sabbath rest.


      A nearby shofar blast upsets my poise. 


      What buoyancy I’d felt, the sound destroys. 

    

  


  
    
      The happy trumpeter inquires of me,


      “Will you be traveling today by sea,


      or are you headed to the synagogue?


      If you don’t get there long before the mob,


      you’ll likely sit upon some old man’s feet!”


      When I don’t laugh, he takes it as defeat,


      sighs heavily, “Nobody likes my jokes.


      I’m only given hisses, jabs and pokes.


      Are you a witty man of clever humor?”


      “Until last week I was, but now I’m not.”


      He frowns, “You cannot rhyme perhaps or do more?


      Oh well, I have to leave for Shavuot.”
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      Ahead, the market teems with foreign wares.


      Dumb idols earn their peddlers hostile stares.


      High-strung, they deal in oils, fine rugs and wine,


      plus citrus fruits; there’s much on which to dine.


      Among the tourists here, I’d like to linger


      and listen to a harpist or a singer,


      enjoy the bustling atmosphere at ease,


      explore while doing everything I please.


      But fear propels me forward, blindingly,


      while hesitation keeps reminding me


      that I should not be running from God’s calling.


      Like David seeking Bathsheba, I’m falling.


      To dodge the giant task and sure disaster, 


      I have to be on time and hurry faster.


      What lies ahead, uncertain and unclear.


      Cold apprehension has me sweating fear.


      A crippled child approaches pleadingly,


      his searching, hopeful eyes beseeching me.


      He tells about his ailing father who


      needs help with planting seeds then asks, “Can you?


      There’s so much work, my sisters cannot marry.


      Oh sir, come help, please stay with us and tarry.


      You won’t go hungry; I’ve been gleaning wheat.

    

  


  
    
      “I picked for hours and hours so we could eat


      plus buy a sacrifice for Shavuot. 


      The kindly priest, he blessed what I had brought,


      and though it wasn’t much, I bought that dove!” 


      I blink back tears, so moved by such great love.


      He slaps his knees, “These heavy calluses


      are never found on kings in palaces!


      About the planting, would you follow me?


      Our field is not that far from yonder sea.”


      ‘The worst of timing,’ says a selfish thought.


      Back home, I’d help the poor boy on the spot.
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      And knowing that my ship is just ahead,


      I give the worried boy some alms instead.


      “I only wish that I could offer more.”


      He asks, “Why can’t you?” as his eyes implore.


      “What’s in your pack? Some things to sell or trade?


      I’ll guide you through the market, I can aid!”


      “I’m leaving on a ship, young man, and soon.


      The captain said they’ll leave the port by noon.”


      He shakes the mites, enjoys their jingling sound,


      then thanks me, “You’re the nicest man around.


      My father says because we rest our land,


      God promises to feed us from His hand.


      Your gift’s from God,” he gushes. “He is real!”


      His joy is heartening, and so I kneel.


      While eye to eye, I smile and promise him,


      “Each day, check well for worms on leaves and stem.


      When I return, I’ll help collect the yield.”


      He weeps, “If Father dies, we’ll lose the field!


      I have to go to synagogue to pray.”


      Before I can console, he moves away.


      I’m left to carry on with pack in hand,


      my thoughts returning to a foreign land.

    

  


  
    
      Chapter 2: The Ebenezer Stone


      A watching rabbi nods, but does he know


      who’s on the run and wrestling to and fro,


      as if a crowded city lives within,


      oblivious that God has seen its sin?


      A shift in gaze does not dispel his notice,


      instead, evasiveness cements his focus. 


      He points at me, “My son, your eyes hold guilt.


      “Be not afraid, for I won’t make you wilt.


      My gift is steadying men’s shaky feet.


      Don’t worry, your confession won’t repeat.


      “Along the way to worship with my brothers, 


      I’m often paused, compelled to counsel others.


      Let’s analyze your sins against the law.”


      His words cause burning cheeks and tensing jaw,


      send tingling up my neck to bushy crown.


      Such sharp remarks cannot but weigh me down.


      A nearby merchant laughs, “He wants alms too.


      We’ve rich old priests and beggars…what to do?!


      This town is full of them, I can confirm.”


      It’s Rabbi’s turn to blush and shift and squirm.


      A quicker stride does not outpace the man.
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      He cuts me off, drops something in my hand.


      “A gift that’s meant for you and you alone,


      but keep it close, this Ebenezer Stone,


      to stabilize when struggling what to do,


      internal ballast, measured, weighed for you.”

    

  


  
    [image: A person is holding a small silver fish in their hand.  AI generated content]
  


  
    
      I’m curious about the well-carved piece,


      from odd design to intricate relief.


      “What good is it…an Ebenezer stone,


      and is it made from antler or from bone?”


      He says, “Not Urim, Thummim, good luck charm,


      not useless crystal that cannot stop harm,


      nor amulet or pointing rod or kek.


      There’s no occultic message, you can check.


      “The stone means God has carried you this far,”


      he adds, “as sure as prophets loathe Shinar.


      And judging by your looks, I’d dare to say,


      from near the Sea of Galilee, you stray?” 


      I’m startled, “Have we met or ever spoken?


      You own a stranger’s face yet give this token


      and act as if you know me and my ways.


      I swear I’ve never met you all my days.”


      His voice grows soft, “I’ve never met a stranger.


      Though disobedience can lead to danger,


      God wishes good for us, not death or woe…”


      I interject, “To Tarshish I must go.”

    

  


  
    
      “Why flee?” he asks. “What did you do that’s wrong?


      Atonement for one’s sins should not take long.


      Let’s go to synagogue to clear the air. 


      You’ll find the wisest counselors right there.”


      Deep breath…here goes..., “I cannot stay, I can’t,


      when everything inside me says I shan’t.


      When young, I learned about our nation’s foes,


      but God who tells the wind which way it blows


      has beckoned me to go and prophesy,


      and knowing of His mercy, how can I?


      “For long ago, our fathers slew the brutes


      who worshipped devils, men of ill reputes.


      King David caused the Philistines to fall.


      Elijah slew the prophets of Ba’al.


      All enemies who massacre ought reap it.


      And please, I ask you keep this knowledge secret.”


      His eyes grow wide, “My son, please come sit down.


      I seldom hear such rumors come around


      and should discern if they are consequential.


      Feel free to speak; I’ll keep it confidential.”


      A donkey nudges him and loudly brays.


      The rabbi, jostled, grits his teeth and says,


      “Not now, Cephas, I’m busy being tasked!”

    

  


  
    
      “I brought your carving stones just as you asked,”


      replies the donkey rider. “Pardon me!


      If you still want them, pick them up and see.”


      He throws a bag of stones upon the ground,


      then rides away. “You know where I’ll be found.”


      The rabbi checks his robe, “I’ve muddy clothes!


      That drooling beast seems set on crushing toes.


      Let’s find some shade and sit upon the grass.”


      I dodge his pleadings, “Rabbi, let me pass.


      How could the Lord want mercy for the ones


      who live for slaughtering? I’m just…undone.


      I’ve heard of their brutality, they’re ruthless.


      Would they have ears to hear? It seems so fruitless.”


      He beckons, “Son, please tell me what this means.


      God wouldn’t aid those haughty Philistines?!


      Don’t beat around the burning bush, speak frankly!


      Oh dear, I sound so gruff…impatient…cranky.”


      He glances past me with a worried look.


      “I’m due to read the psalmist’s sacred book,


      but first, let’s talk about King Jeroboam


      retaking certain cities near the coast, hmm?

    

  


  
    
      “And if that is the case, can you confirm it?


      The council would appreciate to learn it,


      and yet, such news would make them apoplectic.


      I promise not to mention you’re defecting.”


      I blink and briefly ponder Jeroboam,


      whom I have given words best left unspoken.


      The rabbi stares at me, “Then that is it?


      Our king, Azariah, will pitch a fit!”


      I take a small step closer, “Would you go


      to Nineveh to warn a brutal foe


      whose fearsome king Adad-Nirari’s dead?


      And who among his sons now rules instead?


      “Or have you heard about the wars they’ve fought?


      Before you answer, give these words some thought.


      Each year they instigate a war campaign,


      to subjugate, establish rule, for gain.


      “I cannot enter such a bloody city


      that never turns from evil, has no pity,


      and if they ever think to come for us,


      I pray God’s angels turn them into dust.”
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