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A home in the Pacific Northwest?
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I saw that entering Seattle would be a long process of acceptance: more of a case of accepting my lot (my assignment from God) rather than expecting any acceptance from those there who name the name of Christ (yet do not love the name) - for I refer to the wickedly liberal nature of Seattle's 'churches'. Coming into Seattle would be arduous, akin to Lot's plot in Sodom. Yes, I refer to Abram's nephew, the righteous man - according to St Peter - who was distressed by the depraved behavior of the lawless. And Seattle for sure, as I observed over a long period of time, revelled in lawlessness, from the police on down to the homeless, from the corporate hiring practices all the way down to apartment policies, everyone of them couched in a veil of legality.

Hell has rules too.

I noticed trends and patterns. Going into Seattle emotionally was a high mountain to climb. Penetrating the darkness was something only the Lord could do in me.

This is how it started...

***
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My work on Madero's book in Dallas is what made me think of trying to find Luz again. I had dedicated my editing of Madero's book to Luz. I wanted her to at least know I dedicated it to her.

I found her through her daughter, on the Internet. When Luz got the message, we instantly hit it off, and she sent me money to come see her. She was not sure if I was just visiting, but I was hoping to resurrect our relationship and marry again. But I didn't know for sure how she felt deep in her heart.

I got to Seattle and was so glad to be in her arms again. Our reunion happened on 29 April 2016, which would be 21 Nisan 5776 on the Hebrew calendar. Hebrew4Christians, one of my favorite ministries online, says that Nisan is called Chodesh hayeshuah, the salvation month, in remembrance of Israel's physical deliverance from Egypt and their spiritual deliverance given at Zion, which is also called Moriah, via the Messiah. That Hebrew phrase can also be read as chadash ha-yeshuah, the new redemption, suggesting the New Testament power which Christians are given in Christ. All this is because Nisan is the month of Passover, the victory of Elohim over spiritual darkness.  

I got to read some of Willie Nelson's memoir and I had to think hard for a minute on what he meant when he said he made larger his belief in Jesus with other philosophers. I suppose he meant that in the same way that I have allowed my faith in Christ to become bigger by the support of philosophers like Philo, Maimonides, Baruch Spinoza, Karl Marx, Albert Einstein, Sigmund Freud, Martin Buber, etc. Willie said as a young lad he listened to radio station XERF, a sound which I found out comes out of Coahuila, Mexico as 1570 on the AM dial. He called Ernest Tubb the Texas Troubadour, and delighted in the fact that Tommy Dorsey used his trombone like a voice.

June 2016 found Luz and I holding strong together. Helping me stay with her during our times of distress was my reading of Rabbi Kook's writings. The translator of Kook's writings, Ben Zion Bokser, said Kook was in constant rebellion against all that restricts the human spirit, and that Kook believed God's love carries an openness to all ideas. Kook said the purer a soul is, the more it will experience the disturbance of its pains.

Soon after I went with Luz to Eugene, Oregon, because we wanted to get away from the hopelessness we were feeling in Seattle. Plus, she was bent on going to Dallas to try to get her passport and visit with her relatives and friends there. In Eugene we were glad that we did not have to suffer the heat of Texas weather, and we waited to see if I could get bus fare to continue the journey with her to Dallas. We even walked on the highway a bit hoping someone could give us a ride. 

Then the Cannon Beach Conference Center called. I had applied there and now they were interested in hiring me. On the same day, the Seattle Housing Authority called, asking me if I was still interested in getting housing. I told them yes, and then wondered which option would be better. I accepted CBCCs offer and told the SHA to pencil me into their schedule. CBCC bought me a ticket to take the bus to Cannon Beach. Luz' daughter paid for her to get a bus back to Seattle so she could get a plane from there to Texas.

So we parted ways in Eugene. I soon realized that the CBCC was a joke, and so I left, going north, since the housing orientation meeting was still an option. Luz was on her way to Dallas via an airplane. It was August 2016 when all this happened.  

I hiked to Bainbridge Island via Gig Harbor. I hiked about 86 miles, taking only a few buses for a few miles along the way, and getting a ride or two a few times in stranger's vehicles. I finally made it back to Seattle and was promised a HUD-VASH voucher for housing, and was still being considered for the city job with a community center. I was upset again by the usual arrogance of the case manager processing my voucher for housing. On our first day together he succeeded in offending me 3 times: 

	he asked me about my life and I gave him answers, but he warned me that I must not waste his time by abandoning our plan after he started working on my case: he said that because he saw my previous assessments which made him feel like I had wasted their time, even though I told him that those managers failed me and that is why I had left them;

	after telling him my story, as per his questions, he got tired real quick of my sad story and said we must move on and get his assessment done, totally disregarding my need to inform him;

	then he told me 'you are a young man' when I told him I had a tired body and a worn-out mind, even though at that time in front of him I was a middle-aged man (44 years old), implying that I was exaggerating about my inability to help myself and that I had caused my problems of homelessness and must now suffer to get the American dream, even though my stand for Christ was why I was suffering.


I would continue to see a continuing pattern of contempt practiced by bureaucrats like him, just par for the course when working with social service workers.  
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Setting up our home together
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I was glad to finally be in a position where I felt I belonged as an employee of Belltown Community Center. About a week after my birthday, in October 2016, I moved into my low-income housing, but I was surrounded by smokers and loud people. Then, about a week later, my wife was contacted by her Dad in Panuco, Mexico, that she had to come sign for her portion of land or lose it, within 10 days.

But that worry blew over. Around that time of wondering about our fate, I got my hands on a free book which compiled the writings of a woman whose name I did not record, but I kept a quote from her which is very meaningful to me as a writer, showing why I make books offering poetry and novels. She said that the work of the poet and novelist is to reveal states of mind and existence as immediately as humanly possible, through the gift of language.

As Luz and I got to know each other more, she pulled out old documents which brought back memories. The General Power of Attorney form I signed in August 2006 at Ft Sill, Oklahoma, appointing Luz as my 'lawful attorney-in-fact'. Then my divorce attorney, Greg Dimmick - she pulled out his letter to her, dated November 2008, telling her how to proceed. Then we looked at the Original Petition For Divorce filed in the District Court of Dallas County, filed in that same month.

In November 2016, we were happy about our upcoming wedding date, and we lovingly looked at our first marriage document dated 5 April 2005, and when I thought of our upcoming second wedding date of 5 December 2016, I did the math for the fun of it, to see the duration of time between those dates, to show how, even though we were divorced, I felt that duration - 11 years and 8 months - was the heart duration of our marriage.

Then she showed me a document that was really cool, a document showing her Dad & Mom married on 5 December, and we found that out after we had set our 5 December date. No doubt a sign of the Holy Ghost guiding us. The duration between her parents getting married and our second date would be 53 years.

On December 5, our wedding day, before the ceremony, a few hours before we left our apartment, I was upset about last minute plans concerning Mea, her daughter. Luz and I agreed to kneel and pray facing the window. As we prayed to God to calm us, 2 seagulls landed in front of our window on the ledge and looked at us, and one of them had food in its mouth which added humor. Their beaks and wings tapped the window, getting our attention, and we opened our eyes and we felt better, and I recalled how the Native Americans call birds the messengers of God. I felt like those seagulls were our Lord's messengers to us to calm us, and it was even more special seeing that those birds don't normally land there. Why would it happen at that exact moment? We know why.

During the week of January 8th, I was pleased and encouraged by Ken Spiro, a Jewish religious leader who wrote concerning the time of Hillel and Shammai. Pleased because of his mention of the period of the zugot, meaning 'pairs', in reference to the pairs of rabbis at the helm of Jewish tradition over a long period, one of the pair being the nasi, the president of the shul and the other being the av beit din, the head of the Sanhedrin.

*
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April 2017 came around and we were both enrolled at North Seattle College. Luz and I enjoyed Easter weekend together worshipping our Lord. On Easter evening I was so glad to hear at St James the Symphony for Organ No. 5 in F minor, composed by Charles-Marie Widor in 1879 - I had heard it before, but it had been a while. I recall having heard it played many times at PCBC in Dallas. Widor was a French organist. Another morsel from that weekend was the homily at the Easter vigil, in which the preacher said something that opened up a thought of newness, that every time the bread is broken at church, the Lord's supper bread (it being the symbolic body of Jesus), as a Christian I am reminded that Christians are the body of Christ Jesus, and so, as often as the bread is broken in the worship services, so we too are broken. Continual pain for the believer is part and parcel of following Christ - suffering for the sake of growth is an essential component of loving the Lord.

Luz and I were taking membership classes at St James Catholic Church, but after several weeks of listening to what their leadership had to say, we were upset by the false teaching, mainly their refusal to accept the Bible in the literal sense. Offended, we decided to discontinue our process there. Meanwhile, I researched some books on the topic due to my discomfort from that situation. Thanks to a scholar I came across words from Pliny the Younger, who had referred to Christianity in his writings. He was a Roman author who was born around 61 CE. What he said reminded me that my life is not so bad. And it also showed that the Christians of his day were willing to die for what those liberal Christians today call myth literature.

St James' leadership made me think of their motives, of why they would insult God that way. It made me see that they were calling Jesus' ancestors liars, because his earthly ancestors wrote the Bible. Would St James' leadership like it if I said their earthly ancestors lied when they wrote about their beginnings and their culture? Why is it that people find it easy to believe what someone has written, but when it comes to God's Word, all of a sudden we must decide it is fiction? I know why: because people in general know that if they accept what God said then they have to be accountable for what he said. The Bible is what God said to us. 

***
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In May 2017, I was reading my ECE textbook and kept getting disgusted at the filthy liberalism of the authors. They think that by rephrasing a term they all-of-a-sudden make a dramatic change in viewpoint in a positive direction. I came to a section about terminology and found another example of political correctness. They replaced disabled children with children with disabilities. Political correctness is the American disease of conforming to a belief that language which could offend political sensibilities should be eliminated - it is a term redefining of sex and ethnicity according to the Democratic Party model of governance which has infiltrated even ECE! Politics is the art of governing, and the wicked in our land are hellbent on governing the minds of all according to their twisted dictates.

On 22 May, God gave me an emotional boost which felt like a steroid shot, and I felt confidence about my future that I had not felt in a while. As I rode the bus to the college, a maxim was created in my head: A Christian does not have to accept everything the world offers, but he must embrace every assignment the God of Israel gives to him.

In June we were even more excited because we got word from the government that my petition had been received, my paperwork to help her get her green card, something we had waited for since 2005 as a couple. Filling out the documents allowed me to learn more about my Mexican family through Luz, my restored extended family. It was good that I was able to turn in those documents since I now had a good job with Seattle Waldorf School as a bus driver. 
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Discerning my place in Seattle
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We finally started using the laptop we bought. This was the first time I ever owned my own laptop, at 45 years of age.

During these hot summer days I suddenly realized Jonah 4.11 fit Seattle perfectly. I saw this as being the perfect verse, unique to Seattle, of how God views this city that kept showing me how confused it is, a city that says you cannot know the truth, that everything is relative, making it obvious that there is no reference point, and therefore anything goes, in order to make sin not seem sinful. It was as if I heard God asking the following question (in italics) to me, a question I had to say yes to: So shouldn't I be concerned about the great city of Seattle, in which there are more than 668,000 people who don't know their right hand from their left - not to mention all the dogs? Indeed God, you should be concerned, and because you are, I am too, that it is disturbing that Seattle persistently insists that folks have a right to be transgender and homosexual, that they constantly say that each person has a right to their truth, not admitting that there is only one truth, God's truth. But since they choose to erase God out of the equation of life, they permit themselves to do anything they want with the sting of conscience, and so no doubt that is why God said what he said in Romans 1.

The class with Cynthia as my teacher was a disaster. It seemed she was more racist than Ms Daniel, and definitely against religion. These were Cynthia's maxims:

	religion is a social construct;

	if you are not a scientist then you are not a true researcher;

	question all knowledge: truth cannot be known, especially if she disagreed with a particular truth.


My response to these things (a response she would call pushback) was that you can't see gravity but it influences all equally; you can't see the common cold, but we can show symptoms of it - in the same way, the inability to see God does not mean he is a social mechanism created by society. Many 'people of color' (a term Ms Daniel loves to use for anyone not white) have been inspired by the God they cannot see. Cynthia's foolish words made me see that God is on trial as far as she is concerned. 

Then I started revisiting one of my favorite subjects, Egypt. I was so glad to discover a 2012 publication online, published by the modern library in Egypt named Bibliotheca Alexandrina, a library which seeks to be the continuation of the ancient and glorious Library of Alexandria which was destroyed long ago. It was printed in Egypt as a book for children, and it spoke of Alexander the Great being crowned as king of Egypt because the Persian rulers were so unpopular there. Alexander was crowned in Egypt's capital, Memphis. At this time I was also listening a lot more to Elvis Presley and reading about him, and that passage about Alexander reminded me of Elvis because Elvis was crowned king of rock'n'roll in Memphis, Tennessee because people loved his music, but also
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