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*JONAH*

Jonah the son of Amittai,

Thought that he’d be sly,

The Lord said, “Joe…

 To Nineveh go…”

But Jonah tried to fly.

Though God had told him where,

He ignored Him without care.

Given the mission…

Jonah was wishin’…

To up and go elsewhere.

To Joppa he ducked and went,

Away from where he was meant.

He hid behind trees…

And crawled on his knees…

To avoid going where sent.

In Joppa he found a ship,

A-sea on a Tarshish trip.

He paid for a ride…

And hid deep inside…

Giving the Lord “the slip”.

A great wind rose and blew,

And scared all the ship’s crew.

The seas rose vast…

As high as the mast…

They prayed to “gods” they knew.

Cargo they were to take,

Was pitched in to the wake,

As they thought…

To do as taught…

Unload for safety’s sake.

Jonah was “coppin’ a zeee”.

That’s sleeping to you and me.

The Captain went down…

Woke him with a frown…

And told him about the sea.

The Captain…wily and crude,

Not wanting to be fish food…

Would “Neptune” advise…

To his guys…

“Pray to that sea god dude!”

But, to Jonah he then said,

Get up out of bed,

And ask your God why,

We must die?

As the “Lot” fell on your head. 

 Jonah put to the test,

Was asked about his quest.

“For what and why…

Are the seas so high…

Where we might get ‘laid to rest’?”

Jonah replied with the tale,

Of why God blew the gale,

They then knew…

He was Hebrew…

And his God would prevail.

 Jonah had basically told:

It’s “my bad” you’re treated cold.

Throw me in the tank…

 I can walk the plank…

If I stay you won’t grow old!

The men were loathe to do,

What Jonah told them to,

It gave them pause…

To kill him cause…

God still might kill the crew.

First though some were-thinkin’,

To row from where a-sinkin,

For if God frowned…

About Jonah drowned…

 “Poop-decks” could be a-stinkin’!

Their efforts went for naught,

No land for which they sought,

What will be will be…

Better him than we…

On his head be what is wrought.

“Lets pitch him like a ball!”

Was the universal call.

Without rancor…

Just like the anchor…

They heaved and saw him fall.

Heave ho and over the side,

Jonah lost his ride.

He was…a debating…

Then saw a whale a-waiting…

Gulp…he was inside!

Now, by this tale of woe,

There’s a thing that we know:

Jonah…that guy,

Musta’ been brain shy,

And mentally kinda’ slow.

Hiding from God and such,

Was really a bit much,

God’s “Omnis” do show…

You can’t go…

Where…the Lord can’t touch.

So Jonah was in the fish,

Right where he didn’t wish.

Saying, “Me Oh My…

I’m a sushi guy…

But not when I’m in the dish!

It was dark inside of there,

Without room to spare.

Each day and night,

Things got tight…

Whale grits got in his hair.

Jonah prayed all he knew,

Until his face was blue.

That whale swam…

And ate strange spam…

Till his beard was full of goo!

Repenting all the more…

“Hey Lord don’t be sore.”

God cut slack…

From whale attack,

And had Jonah spit ashore.

Jonah now took a putt, 

And every known shortcut.

Nineveh bound… 

He went round…

Sayin’ “God will kick your butt!”

From the King to even sheep,

All were caused to weep.

Food was stashed,

And all were ashed…

In sackcloth at a leap.

God gave the town a break,

From fasting all got cake.

Cows were bummed, 

Mooed and hummed,

Just dying to make a steak!

Jonah was all bummed too,

Sayin’ “This I ever knew…

Its why I ran…

And poo hit the fan, 

As Your threats You do not do!”

XXXXXXXXXXXX

At this point if God were I, 

I’d dot Jonah in his eye, 

As… the Bible
Shows Jonah liable…

To cause sane men to cry!!!
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PREFACE


At the time of this writing I am fifty nine years old. I first started writing rhymes (if not poetry) when I was eighteen, and only because I committed a few of my early efforts to memory will they find their way into this book.

Your Honor,

I’d like to make a

MOTION FOR COMMOTION,

About the

FUNCTION AT THE JUNCTION 

Where I was a

SELECTION FOR CORRECTION.

So I can get

ABSOLUTION FROM PROSECUTION

And not an

INTRODUCTION TO INDUCTION

Where an

INSTITUTION IS THE SOLUTION.

Your help in

ALLIEVIATION FROM INCARCERATION

Is my

VOCATION IN SHORT SUMMATION,

And let this be a

DECLARATION OF MY REHABILITATTION!

Thank you,

Richard Gartner
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