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About the Author

This book is dedicated

to

my dear and beloved

Mother -

she started out as a

Protestant,

and became a

Roman Catholic:

Jesus the Jew 

died for both.
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Dallas
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(a poem honoring my wife)

There in the North Texas city of Dallas

I fell in love with a Mexican gal.

Afternoon found me in Half Price's cafe.

Music played and the heart of Luz whirled.

Browner than soil were the eyes of Luz,

Fearful and hopeful while casting a spell.

My love was deep for this South-of-the-Border maiden,

I was in love. Was it vain? Could I tell?

8 months later the Grim Reaper joined us,

Wild as the East Texas wind.

He dashed through our hearts, sharing his drink

With the purer Luz, the woman that I loved.

So in sadness I

Challenged his right for the love of my maiden.

Down went his hand for the scythe that he wore.

My challenge was answered quickly.

The mysterious stranger lay dead on our floor.

Just for a minute I stood there, silent,

Shocked by the foul deed he had done.

Many feelings raced through my mind as I sat there.

She looked at her chances, then ran.

But I didn't run.

I looked at where our hearts were tied.

Our hearts were desperate, looking to run to God.

She rode her heart to grief, and I watched.

This city was full of memories of her son

Who rode the ghostly chariot from Big D,

Out across the Jordan River in the skies.

Our life in Cowboys city almost seemed worthless.

Everything felt gone in life...nothing left.

5 months later, and I still didn't see my maiden.

She was like a horse who never won a race,

But my love for her was stronger than death.

Then, suddenly, she appeared!

And we agreed that I must saddle up and go to Seattle,

To ride alone in the dark.

I knew some tomorrow her bullet of devotion would find me.

Her grief was worse than my sadness.

Then, at last, she showed up!

And we sat on a hill overlooking Puget Sound.

I could no longer see Half Price's cafe,

But my love was stronger and it pushed me onward.

Down off the hill with Luz I went.

Off to the east I saw the Army's soldiers.

To the west I couldn't see the dozens of waves

Which were shouting for me not to be shooting.

The waves couldn't catch me,

And yet I was inside the door of the heart of Luz.

I dreaded the wrong feeling of rejoining the Army.

A deep burning pain resided in my corazon

As I said goodbye to her.

I tried to stay in my soldier saddle,

Getting weary, unable to ride.

But my love for

Luz was strong and I rose where I fell.

Though I was weary I couldn't let Uncle Sam ride me.

I saw the white puff of smoke from his rifle.

I felt his bullet of betrayal go deep in my chest.

Then, my Luz found me at the airport,

Kissing my cheek, wondering by my side.

I was cradled by her 2 loving arms that I, 

Even now, would die for!

One more little kiss for my Luz, 

And we'll never have to say goodbye again.
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3 Tabernacles
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(a poem inspired by Matthew 17)

Kefa wanted to put up 3 tabernacles

For Yeshua, Moshe & Eliyahu.

Messiah did not allow him to, 

But let us do it now,

Just to see what happens!

Each general must command 

From the center of the world,

Where the 3 continents meet -

Asia, Africa & Europe.

Those continents were seen by the ancients

As a 3-leaf flower, 

With Yerushalayim at the center.

The first general's shelter 

Will be for the Prince of Peace:

His tent will command Asia

Because men from the East

Came to the Holy Land

Due to the guidance of a star;

And Australia will be included in that district.

The second general's booth,

Under the Good Shepherd's watch,

Will be for his Moshe:

His sukkah will belong in Africa

Because he spent a lot of time there.

The third general's place of worship,

Thanks to God Almighty,

Will be for his Eliyahu:

In favor of Christendom and because

The Native Americans would be mistaken for

Being the outer edges of a lost Israel.
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3 Words, 3 Gifts
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United States of America,

Words that I adore -

But they also make me sad.

I respect the name of my nation

Not just because I was born into it

Through my mother, but because 

In many ways our nation on the continent

Of America is united - joined together

Through liberalism: the political philosophy

Advocating the freedom of the individual, etc.

That is why we can have carnal faith in our country.

As states we can look at our condition

Of democracy and admit that we must have hope:

That our wants to be equal can be had.

America is not just a republic

West of Israel, it is a culture which must 

Become a slave to love, so that its chains

Around our neck can show the world

That we have a worthy scar to show.

United, States, America -

3 words;

Faith, hope, love - 

3 gifts.
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8 Feasts for 8 Stages
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Did Christ show the psychoanalyst from Germany

That 8 Feasts could be 8 stages of life?

My first stage, infancy -

Passover brought about salvation.

I was loved and so I trusted

That the world is a good place;

And I sensed the hate

Which made me feel I couldn't trust some souls.

My second stage, toddlerhood -

Unleavened Bread initiated my holy walk,

And I saw myself set apart by God,

I was allowed to make choices,

And so my autonomy developed;

But the restraints made me feel my sin.

My third stage, early childhood -

First Fruits enacted resurrection of my spirit,

Because my family taught me

That I could plan my deeds on Yeshua's Way,

And so initiative developed;

But discouragement aroused guilt within me.

Or did it? We all have a dichotomy.

My fourth stage, a middle-late childhood -

Pentecost encouraged my industry,

Opening up my enthusiasm for learning;

However, my lack of success in learning,

Due to being educated in 2 settings 


-  in South Africa and America -


And fear mongering at home,

There was engendered in me 

An inferiority complex in my mind.

My fifth stage, teenagerism -

When I found my place in 

The arts of mankind's intellectual achievements

Found collectively in an anti-socialist environment;

And thank God I did not succumb

To the evil forces of identity confusion!

The Feast of Trumpets ushered me

Into the hope of the Rapture,

Though I was basically unaware.
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