A LOW BLOW

(A POEM ON BEHALF OF ELAINE AND JOLAINE) 

Almighty Father

Once more you

Have privileged me

To taste this bitter

Almond of Life

Bitter is the taste

In my mouth

Like bile of days old

Leaves a vile stench

Of Death

Who deserves the 

Honor and Respect

The Father

Or the Sons

Never shall I

Ask why

For Your wisdom 

Is not for me

To fathom

Totally and unreservedly

Have I put my 

Faith and Trust

In Thee

Your son Jesus

Sacrificed his life

For Thine sake

Abraham did not hesitate

Nor did Job or Jacob

Who is Johnny Mash

After so many more

Worthier than I

Has been Loved by Thee

You

Who is the Creator

And the Originator

The Shaper of worlds

A Weaver of 

Terrestrial tapestry

Surely

My cup overflows

With bitterness

But the sweetness

Of the aftermath

Will be my crowning glory

It was a Low Blow

Father

Which took me by surprise

Just when I felt content

In Your grace and Your glory

It took only one blow

And a low one at that

To truly bring me 

DOWN

To you

My Lord – my God

My loyalty I have pledged

With dedication and devotion

Your will

Above all else

Jah Rastafari

Umlakai

Igziabeher (Let Jah be praised)

                 J mash                           
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