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Friday, January 02, 2009
On Receiving A Gift

At the midnight service in church Christmas Eve,
something disturbed my equilibrium.

As Ginny and | attended the service, | anticipated
singing Silent Night, holding up a pretty candle, and
feeling nostalgic about Christmases past.

But just before the service started...

First | should say that six or eight weeks ago, | told
someone about something that concerned me. On
Christmas Eve | discovered that that someone told
someone else who... Well, you know how that goes.

Well there | was in church listening to the organ
prelude, praying a bit, feeling sentimental, observing the
cleavage of a woman in an extremely low-cut Christmas
dress a couple of pews away, minding my own business,

Then, just before the midnight service started, a
wealthy gentleman came over to the big stone pillar | hide
behind when in church and announced that he intended
to help me with the matter that concerned me. In pure
Christian charity, he offered to bail me out. He was only
being kind.

| took it wrong.

| reacted as though he had said, “John Cowart, you
failure. You looser. You no-good sorry excuse for a

husband. You should have provided for your wife better
than you do, you stupid, useless drone. Now I’'m going to



have to step in and straighten out the mess you’ve made
of your life and marriage, you pathetic, pitiful bum”.

That’'s not what he said; that's what | felt.

Here he offered me a gift which involves a
considerable amount of money, and | felt offended.

His offered gift struck me as an affront.

What business is it of his how | provide for my wife? In
fact, why is my private business being talked about by
people who are in no way involved?

| don’t even belong to that church; I’'m just visiting.
| balked big time.

Got my ass on my shoulder and sulked. Wanted to rev
up my lawnmower and shred poinsettias. Wanted to stuff
my candle someplace where it could never be lit. Wanted
to pluck the wings off angels. Wanted to tell the low-cut
woman to put on a sweater. Wanted to stomp out without
taking communion. Wanted to huff and puff and... Well,
that service was a wash.

Why is it so hard for me to receive?

Somebody said it is more blessed to give than to
receive.

A lot He knew!

It's easy for me to give. Makes me feel important.
Empowered. A contributor. One of the blessed prosperous.

But to receive—that’s hard. It's humiliating. It means |
have to acknowledge my weakness, my neediness, my
lower station. It makes me beholden.

When | first became a Christian, | remember what a
struggle | had with the idea of receiving salvation as a gift
from God. | felt | should earn it so that God would be
beholden to me.

John’s Gospel says, “He came unto His own, and His
own received Him not. But as many as received Him, to
them gave He power to become the sons of God, even to
them that believe on His name”.

| think it would be easier to be saved if God only
asked that | swing over a river full of crocodiles holding
the rope in my teeth while carrying an anvil. It would take
a real man to get saved that way.



But to acknowledge that | have no merit, that | am a
spiritual paraplegic, that | need Someone to save me
because | don’t stand a chance otherwise. That | live
every day on life support. That the building is burning and
| can’t get out, that | need a Savior, that | have to receive
Him—that’s hard.

So, on Christmas Eve and in the days following, I've
behaved churlishly.

Instead of feeling gratitude for the help offered, I've
felt resentful, offended, hurt.

Instead of seeing the offered help as a gift of love
from the Father through the hand of man, I've wished I'd
never confided in anyone about my concern in the first
place. I've fumed and worried and twisted this situation in
my mind again and again.

So much for the openness and transparency | wrote
about on New Year’s Eve.

Oh well, this is an on-going situation.

May the Lord teach me how to cope with it... and
maybe, eventually, be thankful.

What a crock! Changes in attitude, heart-changes, are
also a gift from above, and have to be received. How you
react to a qift, reveals what you are inside... and right
now, | don’t like what I'm seeing within myself very much.

Ugly Ingratitude overshadows all my thoughts since
Christmas Eve.

| don’t know how to cope with this.
What's worse, | ‘m not sure | want to know.
Lord, be merciful to John Cowart.

Saturday, January 03, 2009
Return To Normalcy

At last a weekend with no holiday activities. Thanks
be to God!

However, in the past week Donald and Helen gave us
an office chair and a microwave. And yesterday Terri and
Rita (friends of Jennifer’'s) brought over an over-stuffed
chair... But we already had chairs.

Eeeek!



I'll have to move furniture all weekend.
It looks fine where it is. No need to move it over there.

Didn’t Solomon or someone say, “He that increaseth
goods, increasteth sorrows”?

No?
Well, he should have.

Sunday, January 04, 2009
Staying Connected

Saturday’s mail brought in a royalty check from the
my book sales in the Philippines; there | earned one dollar
and 22 cents ($1.20) last year.

Not enough to pay for a cell phone.

Saturday also, Ginny and | went to browse in
Jacksonville’s main library. After checking out our books,
we paused in Hemming Park for a smoke.

Here’s a photo of Ginny in the park:

Hemming Park pre-
dates the Civil War.
Right across the street
from City Hall, the park
is venue for concert,
speeches, art displays,
whatever. Disguised as
decorative rocks in
some flower beds are
electrical outlets for
use in park activities.

Snowbirds flock to
~ the park—snowbirds
are homeless people
who migrate south
every winter to escape
the cold in the north—
Snowbirds flock to the
park because it's in
easy walking distance
from the City Rescue
o ' ' ~ Mission, the Salvation
Army Shelter, and the Clara White Mission. It's not




unusual to find snowbirds asleep on park benches or
playing checkers beneath the Civil War Memorial.

As Ginny and | talked about our library finds this
week, we noticed a snowbird settle on a wall across from
us. Ragged clothes, shoes in tatters, worldly goods in a
pillowcase, unshaven, typical. He fiddled with something
in his pillowcase and drew out an electrical cord. He
moved aside some bushes and uncovered one of the rock-
disguised outlets and plugged in—He was re-charging his
cell phone!

This year, Jacksonville attracts a better class of bum.

Monday, January 05, 2009
Rearranging Furniture

| spent much of the weekend rearranging furniture
with Ginny.

If you really hate a man, give his wife two new chairs
and a large ottoman on a weekend when bowl games are
being played....

No, Honey, the fireplace would not look better over
there!

Since nothing much is happening in my life recently, |
find joy in reading about what’s going on in the life of my
e-friend Good Listener at Making A Life .

I've followed his blog for over a year now, and it
seems to me that God’s hand is on Listener; | enjoy
reading his quiet adventures. You can drop by his site at
http://makingalifewithk.blogspot.com/ ; please leave him
a comment.

Thursday, January 15, 2009
Treading Water

| don’t know the name of the singer or the song.

But the other day Ginny tuned the car radio to some
folk song where this guy in jail bemoaned his unfair
treatment.

All he had done was shoot a deputy, he wailed, and
that mean judge sentenced him to 99 years in jail. His
cellmate comforted him saying it could have been worse;
“He could have sentenced you to life”.



For some reason, not sure why, that song resonates
with me.

While waiting for a manuscript’s proof pages to come
back from the printer, | hesitate to start a new project till
that one is finished, so I'm treading water between times.
When the proofs return, I'll correct them, then I'll be
ready to move on.

Meanwhile | spend my days moving Ginny’s dirt-
eating plants inside out of the cold (yes, winter has finally
come to Jacksonville) and reading murder mysteries.

In my devotional reading yesterday, | ran across an
odd phrase about righteous people: “They shall still bring
forth fruit in old age...to shew that the Lord is upright”.

That’s a nice thought.
| feel pretty dried up and withered myself.
However, I've still got it!

As Ginny and | enjoyed breakfast at Dave’s Diner, |
pointed out a speck of burned crumb on my toast and told
her it was a bug. As she leaned forward to see, |
pretended to examine the speck more closely. “No, it's
not,” | said. “Insects have six legs,” | said biting into my
toast, “This one only has three”.

She's crazy about me!

Don’'t worry, Honey, we've only been married 40
years... It could have been for life.

Friday, January 16, 2009
Historical Notes For The Kid In The Attic

Every writer envisions the reader he expects to read
his work.

For me, that's the kid in the attic.

Though few of my contemporaries buy my books, |
foresee that 50, 70 or a hundred years from now, on some
rainy afternoon, a teenage boy prowling through boxes in
the attic of his house will chance upon a dusty box of old
books. Some title will capture his fancy and he will begin
to read my diaries.



This is the reader | write for; | want to show him the
reality of Christ in one ordinary guy’s life, to reveal the
good and bad of how the Christian life works our for me.

In order to put that spiritual dimension in context,
every now and then | feel it appropriate to mention
contemporary historical events as pegs to hang the
personal elements on. Two such events happened
yesterday:

President Bush, our 43™ president, gave his farewell
speech to the nation last night.

i

y

His first speech as president came on September 11,
2001, the day moslem terrorists crashed airplanes into
New York's World Trade Center killing thousands of
Americans. This tragedy launched our war against Al
Quaida in Iraq and Afghanistan.

Last night President Bush pointed out that there have,
as yet, been no further terrorist attacks on U.S. soil. He
cited the founding of the Homeland Security Department
and refurbishing of FBI and intelligence agencies. And he
warned “The gravest threat to our people remains
another terrorist attack; we must never let down our
guard.”

He mentioned the present economic depression we
are entering—a depression | feel is caused by greed,
corruption, bribery and usury.

And he spoke of the smooth transition of presidential
power to Barack Obama, who is scheduled to become our
44" president next Tuesday. This transition from one man



and one political party to a different man and party
appears to be smooth and seamless. Bush appears to
have handled his party’s defeat with grace. | think more
of him now than when he assumed office.

His brief farewell speech shows a strength of our
democratic system of government wherein it takes no
bloodshed or military uprising to move from one power
base to another.

Yesterday’s news also reported another significant
event:

In New York, U.S. Airways Flight 1549 lost power on
takeoff and crash landed in the Hudson River with 155
people on board.

Ji
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The pilot, C.B. "Sully" Sullenberger, said a flock of
Canadian geese smacked into the jet knocking out both
engines. He saw he could not make it back to LaGuardia
airport so he smoothed the plane into the river.

Apparently all New York saw the crash. Immediately,
ferry boats, water taxies, Coast Guard vessels, and
dozens of private watercraft rushed to aid the passengers
who scrambled out of the fuselage onto the wings of the
floating plane which sank shortly after all survivors were
removed..

Other than a couple of broken legs and a bunch of
frozen asses, all aboard survived intact.



As the plane went down, many viewers feared another
9/11 sort of incident, to the contrary, the accident proved
the heroism, skill and character of good people as all
aboard the plane were rescued.

Never though a plane crash could make me proud,
but this one does.

But, all is not good news:

On the local front—yesterday Jacksonville Mayor John
Peyton send out a looong e-mail explaining why $67
million, earmarked for a new court house, has
disappeared from the city’s treasury leaving the city with
nothing but a weed-covered vacant lot.

The money was in the city’'s pocket, now it is in
someone else’s pocket.

Yet, the e-mail explains, no one did anything evil,
criminal, corrupt, or even stupid.

That’s good to know.

On a personal level, as | await my manuscript proof
pages to come back from the printer, I've been reading
Stephen King’s latest book, Just After Sunset, a collection
of his short stories. The sheer beauty of some of his tales
brought me to tears.

Two phrases from my devotional reading struck me:

“They refused to obey, and were not mindful of the
wonders that You performed among them... But You are a
God ready to forgive...and abounding in steadfast love”.

Not mindful of wonders... | feel as though we drive
daily through a thick fog. All we can see are the white
lines in the center of the highway as we move through the
mist. Then suddenly a solid shape appears in our path—a
deer, a tree beside the road, the bumper of a car ahead.
We zip on by still focused on the white lines on the
asphalt unmindful of the real, the concrete solid spiritual
things God reveals.

We ignore the real and live in the mist... Yet He is
ready to forgive, abounding in love.

The other phrase | noticed:

Jacob bewailing his circumstances said, “All these
things are against me”.



What he was bitching about was the fact that God was
saving him and his family from a seven-year-long famine!
But he only saw the immediate circumstances and
thought they were terrible.

How often | echo his words, “All these things are
against me!”

Another Scripture says something about “All things
work together for good” for somebody or another.

| often fail to see that.

As Granddaddy used to say, “There’s some folks
would complain if you was to hang ‘em with a brand new
rope”.

Ginny and | are scheduled for a Civilian Emergency
Response Team training session tomorrow.

Maybe we’ll learn how to help in a plane crash.

Sunday, January 18, 2009
The Last State Of The Man...

A mass casualty event, such as hurricane, terrorist
attack, earthquake, etc., may overwhelm Jacksonville Fire
Rescue Division personnel. It may take several days
before they can reach individual neighborhoods.
Therefore the city sponsors all-volunteer Community
Emergency Response Teams, CERTSs, to help in their own
neighborhoods during an emergency until professional
help can arrive.

The JaxCERT website is at http://www.jaxcert.info/ .
Ginny and | are members.

Saturday we attended an advanced CERT training
class where we learned more about personal safety
preparedness, bandaging wounds, and back boarding.

We also learned that one neighborhood team, from
one of Jacksonville’s wealthier areas, has acquired a
Humvee for their rescue efforts; our own neighborhood
team will stumble among the ruins on foot.

Life is not fair!

| did tell our team leader that if we ever get a
Hummer, | have room to park it at my house. I'm
generous that way.



In training, our group encountered a volunteer
casualty with back/neck injuries and we secured him to a
back board for transport—sort of.

| knelt up at the victim’s left shoulder attaching him to
the board with broad, bright orange nylon straps...Got
him buckled up, but, when we went to lift him, my knees
gave out, | got the shakes, and | almost fell on top of him!
Being too weak to lift the guy surprised me; | had to
withdraw and let another team member take my place.

| really thought | could do this.
But | was just too weak.

Poor victim, he had to give me a hand up to keep me
from falling on him.

That’s not the way it's supposed to work.
A Scripture came to my mind:

Jesus said, “When the unclean spirit is gone out of a
man, he walketh through dry places, seeking rest; and
finding none, he saith, | will return unto my house whence
| came out. And when he cometh, he findeth it swept and
garnished. Then goeth he, and taketh to him seven other
spirits more wicked than himself; and they enter in, and
dwell there: and the last state of that man is worse than
the first”.

That’s what | thought about our poor volunteer victim
after we got through with him—The last state of the man
is worse than the first!

However, | was not completely useless in the
exercise:

While our team practiced first aid for broken collar
bones, burned hands, arterial bleeding, severed limbs,
and gasping chest wounds, | showed the ladies in my
group how to fold the triangular bandages to make a
bunny rabbit.

What did you expect?
| don’t have a Hummer to drive yet.



Friday, January 23, 2009
Out Sick For A Week

Last Sunday | fell sick with the worst cold of my life.
Only now am | beginning to come out of it. Wednesday,
Ginny fell sick with the same cold; she’s still down.

Tuesday the United Stated inaugurated Barack
Obama as our 44™ President;.

Tuesday also, my proof pages arrived from the
printer. | felt too sick to pay much attention to either
event. The manuscript box still lies unopened on my desk.
| don’t have the energy to face it.

| dosed off and on during the inauguration
ceremonies, parade and balls on tv, but | could hardly
take it all in. | think the tv commentators slight the man in
their constant references to his being black as though
that were the only noteworthy thing about him.

God bless him. He’s got a tough row to hoe.

Sunday, January 25, 2009
Out of the Blue--Thanks

Ginny and | still battle these
super colds.

One bright spot: yesterday’s
\ mail brought this unsigned card
1“7 « .., containing an anonymous gift of
*k '\ " S $150. Thank you; we’'ll try to spend
AT it wisely.



Wednesday, January 28, 2009
Preparing to surface

Mpu pactoumtenbHoMm pBope Kopona ConHua,
JNlyn XIV wn3 O®paHuuu, pas3BepHynacb OypHan
CBeTCKafA feATeNIbHOCTb BOKPYr...CUA,€HUMN.

Those are the opening words of the Russian
translation of my profile of Madam Guyon, a chapter from
my book Strangers On The Earth. Maria and Kent, e-
friends in the Ukraine, are preparing this translation and
have sent me various questions about it.

In English that opening sentence reads: “In the lavish
court of the Sun King, Louis XIV of France, elaborate social
activity revolved around... chairs”.

My profile of Madam Guyon can be found online at
http://www.cowart.info/John%?27s
%20Books/Guyon/Guyon.htm .

Responding to Maria and Kent’s e-mail is the most
active thing I've done recently; this cold just knocked all
my props out. It's been all | can do to read a murder
mystery. Most of the past ten days has been spentin a
stupor... | mean more of a stupor than usual.

Ginny returned to work yesterday but she’s not really
up 100 % yet either..

| feel like a bear just waking out of hibernation, or a
submarine preparing to surface from the deep green cold
depths.

The world is out there waiting for me. Do | really want
to face it?

Thursday, January 29, 2009
Convalescence Reading

As | recover from this cold (must be just a cold
because | had a flu shot months ago) I've begun reading
again. Yes, during my illness | stupored through a couple
of murder mysteries and a few science fiction tales, but a
week later | can’t even remember what they were.



But over the past few days I've really enjoyed Tom
Chaffin's Sea Of Gray: The Around-The-World Odyssey Of
The Confederate Raider Shenandoah. It's the best book of
this sort I've ever read.

During the War Between The States, the enemy’s
“Anaconda Plan” strangled the South by blockading all
southern ports. The federal navy cut off imported
necessities from the Confederate homeland and
prohibited the export of cotton, on which Southern
economy depended, by sealing ports and rivers.

The South responded by enlisting privateers, privately
owned ships outfitted for wartime duty, by commissioning
blockade runners, swift vessels which tried to break
through the yankee stranglehold, and by outfitting a
dozen raiders to prey on yankee commerce.

The idea behind the raiders was to thin out enemy
warships by drawing them away from blockading ports,
and to run up insurance rates so yankee merchants would
sue for peace—hit the enemy where it hurts—his
pocketbook.

The C.S5.5. Shenandoah’s mission as she left Liverpool,
England, required her to destroy the yankee whaling fleet
in the Arctic’s Bering Sea, and whatever and wherever
else she could attack.



Here's a photograph taken of her during a stop in
Melbourne, Australia, in February, 1865:

Chaffin’s book, drawing heavily on journals kept by
Shenandoah officers, details the ship’s voyage that
circumnavigated the globe. Covering 58,000 miles, she
was the only Confederate ship to do so. During her quest
she burned 32 yankee ships, ransomed six others, and
captured 1,053 prisoners of war.

Oddly enough in this war, during the Shenandoah’s
operation, not a single man on either side was killed in
battle.

Problem was...

While the raider cruised, out of touch of land and
news of the day, in the Arctic, much of the damage the
Shenandoah inflicted occurred two months after General
Lee had surrendered to Grant effectually ending the war.
The yankees labeled the Shenandoah a pirate ship saying
all officers and crew should be hanged... The Shenandoah
had to make it from the Arctic, down the Pacific around
the Horn of South America, and back up the Atlantic to
Liverpool to surrender to the British there without falling
into yankee hands.

What a tale!



Delightful.
Great reading!

Also, this morning I finally finished reading the Book of
Genesis, first book of the Old Testament. Yes, I'm way
behind in my resolution the read the Bible through this
year. Is being sick a good excuse (or the fact that | read
murder mysteries and Sci/Fi instead)?

Anyhow, my general impression of Genesis is a sense
of wonder at how God dealt with people who were busy
doing ordinary things.

When visited by God, most of these folks were
breeding goats, tending sheep, digging wells, watering
camels, buying fields, dreaming dreams. They seldom
seemed to be doing religious things at all.

Yet the Lord God had His hand on them.

Even the people who were religious didn't make a
Thing out of it. They worshiped the Lord and milked their
cows and cooked dinner and got married and buried their
dead and squabbled among themselves and fled famines
and simply lived in the light of God.

Yet they were by no means flippant about it. They
held the Lord in highest regard while weaving Him into
the warp and woof of their lives without much fuss.

I'm impressed.

Saturday, January 31, 2009
Bird In The House!

Friday night, for the first time in two weeks, Ginny and
| went out for our Date Night; this was the first time I'd set
foot outside since we got sick.

We’'ve been together in the same house but miles
apart because our illness created a barrier. Ever try to
kiss a coughing girl with a runny nose?

We’'d watched the tv news before we left the house,
so in the restaurant our conversation naturally turned to
the state of the economy. TV says that 100,000
Americans lost their jobs this month.

Since President Obama is moving the terrorists
prisoners of war out of Guantanamo prison camp, |



suggested that the government round up all oil company
executives (tv news says Exxon garnered the largest
prophet of any company in the history of the world last
year), all stock brokers, bankers, mortgage lenders,
insurance agents, etc. And put them in Guantanamo to be
tried for treason. These villains have damaged the U.S.
more than any other terrorists.

None of the bailout packages or economic incentives
the President proposes will touch us personally at all. All
that money goes to somebody else.

However, | assured Ginny that at least my job will
never be outsourced to a foreign country.

“There’s not a peasant in China who wants to do the
work | do for the same amount of pay,” | said. “He’'d want
more money”.

My book sales have not done well recently.
When we returned home, we discovered damage.

Part of a statue from a high shelf lay on the living
room floor. Fancy, Ginny’s lovebird, squawked frantically
in her cage. A model clipper ship (the Joseph Conrad) I'd
worked on for ages had been knocked on its side as
though it had floundered...

Ah, there’s the culprit—a bird in the house.

Apparently as we left for our date, the bird had
entered to escape the cold.

We propped open the front door. | grabbed a broom.
Ginny, a towel. We stalked the invader to capture and set
it free outside. Not understanding our intention, the bird
careened around the living room and kitchen from curtain
rod to bookcase to ceiling fan blade to model ship to chair
back in a panic.

Laughing, we finally chased it out the open front door.

Then we sat down to reminisce about how when all
the kids were home and we lived in HUD housing and
Ginny did not have a dryer but hung clothes on the line,
wrens loved to nestle in folds of our clothes and
inadvertently be brought into the house.

The cry would go up, “Bird in the House! Bird in the
house!”



We and all the kids would garb dishcloths, towels,
sweaters, brooms and chase the bird through the house.
The three cats leaped in the air trying to catch the wren
first. Broom-holder batted them back. Our black lab Sheba
would charge around barking frantically but having no
idea of what caused the commotion. At last the bird would
be captured and released unharmed outside.

The Peaceable Kingdom our home was not.

In fact, | once wrote a magazine article, “The Hand Of
The Almighty Smites A Sea Gull”, about one Cowart bird
encounter. It can be found at
http://www.cowart.info/Family%Z20Life/seagull/The
%20Hand%200f%20The%20AImighty%20Smites%20A
%20Seaqull.html

As | remembered that incident, it half-way brought to
mind another:

Years ago | wrote some article for some magazine
(can't remember which one) and inside the back cover of
that magazine was a poem by some lady who wrote about
a sparrow being trapped on her sun porch.

The poet likened that situation to the frustrated,
trapped feeling of so many people.

People who could identify with how that bird was
feeling

Her trapped sparrow tried frantically to escape by
flying here and there, crashing into the wire mesh, feeling
trapped and frustrated and thwarted by its circumstance
—yet the screen door stood open all the time.

The door to freedom always stands open.
Jesus once said, “I am the door”.

Sunday, February 01, 2009
| Spread Light and Joy Wherever | Go

I've been down with a terrible cold—but I'm feeling
much better now—Ginny, my bride of 40 years, has
reservations about that.

Saturday as we dressed to go out for breakfast at
Dave’s Diner, Ginny dolled herself up. She fixed her hair,
put on her favorite weekend blouse (the one with beach
umbrellas on it), and she freshened her lipstick.



When she sipped her coffee as we waited for our
breakfast order, | noticed she’d dotted the rim of her
coffee cup with lipstick.

Gave me an idea.
| switched coffee cups with her.

Then | beckoned our friend the waitress over to our
table.

“There’s lipstick on my cup,” | said pointing it out to
her.

That distressed her.

So | lifted the cup to my lips and licked the rim. “Oh,” |
said, “That’s alright; it tastes delicious”.

Our friend the waitress and Ginny ganged up on me.
Some women have no sense of humor.

Later into our meal, Ginny dribbled a bit of egg on her
blouse.

Ever the caring husband, | pointed this out.

She wet her napkin in her water glass and dabbed the
front of her blouse. “Did that get it?” she asked.

“Still a bit left,” | said.

She wet her napkin again and scrubbed the spot
again. “How’s that?” she asked.

“You need more water,” | said.

Again she dipped and dabbed. “That take care of it?”
“No,” | said, “You need more water”.

“John, That's impossible. There’s nothing there”.

“No, but I think you’re about ready for the wet tee
shirt contest”.

| thought that was funny as anything.
She just sighed.
My cold is over. I'm feeling great. I'm on a roll.

Ginny must be feeling better too. Before we left the
restaurant, she showed me how to count to six on the
fingers of one hand.



| couldn’t get the knack of it; she thought that was
hilarious. | guess that must be an insider joke among
accountants.

We drove downtown to the main library where |
encountered one circulation clerk who apparently can not
read or write, and another one who has not mastered the
intricate skill of passing a bar code in front of the little red
light on the scanner—Sometimes | think that in this
country the wrong people are loosing their jobs.

Anyhow, when we returned home and Ginny backed
the car into our drive, as she got out of the car, she
almost stepped on a snake.

She yelled for me and | ran around the car to rescue
her, but | saw it was a red rat snake (easily mistaken for a
ratter) only about three feet long. Poor creature had
sought to sun itself on the warm concrete of our drive.

| picked it up and moved it into the bromeliad bed in
our back yard where it would be safe.

Besides rescuing her from serpents, as a Christian
husband of 40 years standing, | feel it my duty to spread
light and joy into my wife’s dull, drab existence.

Thus, while we have been sick with these awful colds,
Ginny found that her hearing aids irritated her ears so she
hasn't worn them. This has made for some interesting
conversations between us over past ten days. So, this
afternoon when she was cleaning her ear pieces, | picked
one up, held it like a microphone, and shouted, “Can You
Hear Me Now... Good!”

“You're definitely feeling better,” she said. “I think I
liked you better when you were sick”.

A Christian spreading light and joy everywhere, that’s
me.

Oh, by the way, Super Bowl commercials Sunday cost
three million dollars a minute. They estimate that 98
million people world-wide will watch the game. All of you
be sure to watch my Bluefish Books ad at the end of the
game.

| feel sure my commercial will sell scads and scads of
my books.

I'm feeling confident.



I'm feeling great, spreading light and joy wherever |
go.

Monday, February 02, 2009
My Super Bowl Ad

Curses! Foiled again!

Every year | try, but once again this year nobody saw
my Super Bowl ad selling my books.

NBC broadcasting sold every single one of the 69
Super Bowl ad spots. According to the Washington Post
newspaper, the TV company charged $3 million dollars for
each 30 second spot generating an income of $206
million in advertising revenue. The Post estimates that 98
million people watched the game.

Not one of these people saw my ad.
Here's why:

My February Social Security check has not come in yet
so | was a trifle short of having the $3 million needed to
buy a regular ad.

| worked around that.

To understand how | did, here’s a little background
first.

One source I've read said that Tiffany and Co.
produces the Vince Lombardi Super Bowl Trophy as well
the Super Bowl champion rings. The silver trophy weighs
about 250 troy ounces. It's valued at $100,000.

Usually | fall asleep by the end of the game so I'd
never actually seen this trophy. In fact, | don’t even
remember ever having seen a picture of it.

My mistake—I| made an assumption.

You see, about 55 year ago, when | was a Boy Scout, |
won a big silver loving cup; it looked a lot like this:



Now my parents had not attended the awards
banquet, so | had to walk home lugging this huge silver
cup. When | walked in the house with it, my shocked
mother accused me of stealing it. She could not believe |
had won such a trophy till | showed her my name which a
jeweler had engraved on the cup’s base.

By then I'd taken off my Scout uniform and dressed in
civilian clothes. But now, she wanted a photograph and
forced me to put my uniform shirt back on and pose for a
picture with the bitter cup.

| hope | have never done such a joy-killing thing to my
own children but, God help me and them, | imagine that |
have.

Anyhow, in my mind a valuable Super Bowl trophy
must look like that old one | once won—a big silver loving
cup.

So, here was my Super Bowl ploy—

| slipped $3 (that’'s three dollars, not three million) to
a stagehand working the game. He agreed to paste a

sticker with my Bluefish Books logo under the bottom of
the Vince Lombardy Super Bowl Trophy.



That way, when the winning quarterback drank
campaign out of the cup at the end of the game, as he
upended the cup—it must hold at least two magnums of
campaigh—as he chugalugged campaign in front of rolling
TV cameras, all 98 million viewers would see my Bluefish
Books logo on the bottom of the cup.

Here’s that beautiful logo:

ﬁlueﬁsh

Books

Cowart Communications
Jacksonville, FL
www.bluefishbooks.info

Alas, it turns out that the real Super Bowl trophy is not
a cup at all—it’s just a tinfoil football on a pole. The thing
looks like this:

Nobody could drink campaign out that
thing.

Not even with a straw.

Besides, all either team'’s
quarterbacks drank during the game
was Gatorade out of a plastic squeeze
bottle.

That’s why nobody saw my Super
Bowl ad, my Bluefish Books logo
glued underneath the bottom. of that
trophy.

Somebody at NBC owes me my $3

back!

However, on the up side, yesterday’'s Times-Union
carried an announcement about my friend Barbara
White’s Bluefish books on the newspaper's bookpage
which—it being Super Bowl Sunday—was read by at least
9 or 8 people (not 98 million).

Here’s a copy of that notice:
Former T-U Staffer Publishes New Series

Florida Times-Union religion editor Barbara White wrote a
weekly column for 15 years. It described her personal



spiritual journey, and readers drew inspiration and
encouragement from her popular "Along the Way"
column. Editors at Jacksonville's Bluefish Books collected
the best of these columns in a four-book series called
"Along the Way" ($16.95). It is available at
www.bluefishbooks.info. White, who worked at the paper
for more than 25 years, retired in 1994.

So, Barbara’s books got a media mention on Super
Bowl Sunday.

My books didn’t.
Curses! Foiled again!

All | can say, like the Arizona Cardinals, is, “Just you
wait'll next year!”

Tuesday, February 03, 2009
And They Shall Be Given New Robes

Can you guess what this photo shows?

You're right!

That is a photo of my best bathrobe held up to the
light. The starry constellations are holes burned into the
chest by ashes from my pipe.

It's a perfectly good robe; even the elbows provide
ventilation:



Besides that, | have a whole drawer full of matching
underwear.

But | have this wife.

And on Super Bowl Sunday the thrift store sale offered
cloth things at 75% off, so Ginny decided we needed new
robes to wear while watching the game. So we bought
two new ones. Here is a photo my daughter Jennifer took
of my new robe:



My friend Wes was over and Jennifer told him, “Dad
looks very distinguished, like that guy on Masterpiece
Theatre, you know, Alice Cooper.”

Wes just about choked. “You mean Alistair Cooke,” he
said.

“Yeah, that's what | said,” she said.

Well, it's easy to confuse the two men. And | really do
look almost as distinguished as Alice Cooper.

Sunday Ginny also bought herself a new robe, a
dainty thing originally from Victoria’s Secret. Fetching. I'll
not post a photo of her in that one on the internet.

When Gin and | got home with our new robes, | folded
my old one up carefully to go to the Lord’s Store, a
mission we have supported for years. She pulled it out of
the bag. “You can’t send that thing to the poor,” she said,
“The poor deserve better stuff than you wear”.

Maybe she has a point.



Once | got in all sorts of embarrassment and trouble
by giving cast-off clothing to the poor; | wrote about that
adventure in an article entitled “My Great Brassier Hunt".
If you're interested  you can read it at
http://www.cowart.info/Journal
%20extracts/brassierhunt/My%20brassier%20hunt.htm

During the Apostle John’s vision of Heaven in
Revelation, he saw a crowd of people around the throne
of God and John said, “And white robes were given unto
every one of them; and it was said unto them, that they
should rest yet for a little season”.

One great Christian mystic, | think it was Leo Tolstoy,
advanced the idea that the only clothes anyone will have
in Heaven, is clothing we have given to the poor down
here on earth.

| hope he’s wrong about that—if he’s right, then I'll
spend all eternity wandering the golden streets wearing
that cutesy tee shirt with the fuzzy kittens on the chest
that one of the girls gave me one Christmas. Saints will
stare and wonder how such a wimp got past the gate.

After Jennifer left, Wes and | talked about how the
English Bible has been transmitted to us. Well, he talked; |
listened. Here’s a photo of Wes, | took this afternoon:

| asked him what his sweatshirt says and he said, “IéN
ii6 déidé Aéécyéa” (or something like that).



“No. No, what does it say in English”?
“It says, ‘It's All Greek To Me’".
That'’s his idea of humor.

Wes, a master printer, tells me that the printers of the
1611 King James Bible worked in teams of three to hand-
set the sheets in foundry type from the job case matching
the notch lines, then the brayer wound ink the frisket with
lampblack and linseed oil, and the next man would pull
the devil’s tail to print each sheet. A cutter would check
the orthography and thus make a printed Bible. On a good
day they could print 500 sheets.

But once some madcap printer apprentice pulled a
fast one on his boss. In Psalm 119 where the text says
something like, “The princes of the earth have persecuted
me” he fiddled with a line to make it read “The printers of
the earth have persecuted me”.

| told Wes that | had never heard about any of this
stuff before.

“Well, how did you think the Bible came to us?” he
asked.

| said, “l thought that every night God came down and
put Bibles in hotel room dressers. If you steal one, He
comes down again the next night and magically put a new
Bible in the drawer”.

| live on the cutting edge of biblical higher criticism.

| have long urged Wes to translate the New
Testament into modern English for people who have the
same level of biblical knowledge as | do.

He has my advice under consideration.

We also talked about my own writing. Long years ago
| promised someone that I'd write a book about finding
the will of God. | haven’t done it. The subject is far too
deep for me. And I'm not qualified. It would take a far
better Christian to write such a book.

Knowing and doing the will of the Lord puzzles me. |
have enough trouble just simply believing that God
tolerates me, much less loves me and has any plan for my
life.



While we were at breakfast this morning, before we
even ordered coffee, the our friend the waitress came to
the table. Her first words were, “The boss put me on time
out in the ally because | had a fight with One-Eyed Annie”.

How'’s that for an opening conversation gambit?

She said, “He treats me like a child. He’s trying to
make me look incompetent”.

| comforted her saying, “There’s nothing he could do
that would make you look more incompetent than you
already are”.

That’s me spreading light and joy.

In these hard economic times she supports three
other adults, all unemployed, in her home. Wes and |
talked with her about her options, about belief, and about
God'’s faithful provision.

Later, Wes and | drove to a thrift store for him to look
at some books on music composition (he’'s an
accomplished organist among other things). While he
browsed text books, | spotted a leather chair and ottoman
that had just been put on display. Dreamy comfortable!

| called Ginny at work about it and we decided to buy
that chair. But | lacked enough cash so | talked it over
with the cashier who knocked $10 off the price. And we
loaded it in Wes’s pickup truck. And Jennifer, who'd come
over to take Fancy, Ginny’s lovebird, to the vet, helped us
unload it into the living room. Jennifer said that my old
chair was more worn than my old robe).

While Wes and Jennifer chatted, | gave my new chair a
test drive:



Wes said that the circumstances of finding my new
chair and of my getting a warm new robe—it’s originally

from Bloomingdale’s—provides at least a hint of how
much God loves and cares for me.

“John,” he said, “You were concerned about learning
the will of God for your life—now you know. He must want
you to become a full-time couch potato”.

Thursday, February 05, 2009
Luminous?
My new chair proved a share.

Yesterday, after breakfast at Dave’s Diner with my
friend Barbara, she drove me home where | intended to
work on those manuscript proof pages.

But first | decided to sit in my new chair to smoke one
pipe.

That was about 10 a.m. ....Zonk!... | woke up at 3 p.m.

That the way | get so much accomplished—I starts
slow, then | tapers off.

| like my new chair.

Barbara and | had talked about grief; her daughter
died of cancer three months ago. And we talked about
truth and why Jesus came into this world.



Barbara referred to the Scripture telling about the trial
before Pilate when Jesus said, “To this end was | born, and
for this cause came | into the world, that | should bear
witness unto the truth. Everyone that is of the truth
heareth my voice”.

And Pilate said, “What is truth”.
He left without waiting for an answer.

The night before this, Jesus had told his disciples, “I
am the way, the truth and the life. No man cometh unto
the Father but by me”.

At the same time, speaking of His crucifixion and His
return to life again, He told them, “Ye shall be sorrowful
but your sorrow shall be turned into joy...but | will see you
again and your heart shall rejoice and your joy no man
taketh from you”.

Grief. Trouble. Truth. jJoy.
Jesus was the ultimate realist.

While Barbara told me about grief, truth and joy... |
told her about archaeology.

When | was a young man, | aspired to become an
archaeologist. Got sidetracked. But my interest in the
subject still holds, and each day | follow news of
archaeological activities throughout the world.

A big news this week is the underwater discovery of
the HMS Victory in the English Channel. The ship sank in
1744 and almost a thousand sailors died. The warship’s
cargo included over 4 tons of gold coins. A Florida-based
company has discovered the wreck and is negotiating
with the British government about how to divide the
treasure.

In New Zealand this week as they study Polynesian
migration patterns, archaeologists are using a device
called a fluxgate gradiometer to read what Ilies
underground in aboriginal burial sites without disturbing
the soil.

But here’s the one discovery that really sparked my
attention:  According to Xinhua News Agency
correspondents reporting from Xinjiang in western China,
“Archaeologists and local officials in charge of protecting
cultural heritage have recovered ruins believed to be the



worship sites of an early Chinese Christian group called
Jingjiao”.
The ruins and a stele, an inscribed tablet, there

indicate that the Christian religion was well established in
China as early as the year 400.

And at that time, Christianity was known by the name
Jingjiao (&%), it means the Luminous Religion.

That information really struck me—The Luminous
Faith.

| checked my dictionary—the word Luminous refers to
things: Reflecting light evenly and efficiently without
glitter...radiant in character or reputation...a glow of light
from within...gleaming... bright... an inner beauty...
attractive excellence.

Would anyone ever describe my faith life as luminous?
Hardly.

Although | am a Christian, by nature | am also a sullen
man, bitter, morose, somber, petty, resentful, holding
grudges, remembering slights, complaining...

Once last year Ginny teased me saying | hold a Black
Belt in whining.

And once—while | happened to be wearing my
Incredible Hulk tee shirt with Dr. David Banner turned
green and throwing an army tank by its cannon barrel—I
got peeved at something; and Ginny observed that, by
contrast, when | get upset, | transform into The Incredible
Sulk.

After 40 years of marriage, my beautiful bride knows
me all too well.

Oh to be a luminous Christian. To have unconverted
people who cross my path daily see an attractive
excellence, an inner beauty, a radiant character, which
would draw them to Christ.

He is the bright and morning star, the express image
of God’s person.

The Apostle John described the resurrected living
Christ saying, “His eyes were as a flame of fire and His
feet like unto fine brass as if they burned in a fire...His
countenance was as the sun shineth in his strength”.



And somehow those ancient Christians in China
reflected Him so that their pagan neighbors spoke of
them as the people of the Luminous Faith.

Not glitz and glitter and hype, but reflected light.

Luminosity is reflected. No self-contained light, only
reflected glory. His brightness reflected in His people
because of their association with the Light of the World.

As Paul said, “Christ in you, the hope of glory”.

During our prayer time together last night, Ginny read
a Psalm that says, ““Let all those that seek Thee be joyful
and glad in Thee: and let all such as delight in Thy
salvation say always, the Lord be praised”.

Luminous Faith—this subject deserves a lot of
thought... This morning | think I'll put on my Incredible
Hulk tee shirt and snuggle down in my new chair to
smoke a pipe and think about it before | begin proofing
those manuscript pages...

227777...

Saturday, February 07, 2009
A Day, Bitter And Cold

Temperatures here in Jacksonville yoyo between 81
degrees last week and 18 degrees Friday morning.

Here is a photo | snapped of one of the fountains in
our garden:



Poor cherub can hardly toot his horn because of the
ice.
Don’t let the Chamber of Commerce know | posted

this photo. The Chamber lures unsuspecting yankee
tourists here with lying tales of warm Florida winters.

Notice if you will, that my middle daughter Eve and
her husband Mark sailed for the Bahamas on a cruise ship
yesterday. They're off to where it's warm. They’re getting
out while the getting’s good. What is it they say that
deserts a freezing ship?

Not only was yesterday cold, it also proved bitter for
me.

| suffered a great disappointment that leaves me
discouraged.

Same thing happened twice before: once back in the
mid 1980s; and once back in 1996. Both those occasions
embittered me. | wallowed in despair and self-pity.

But by now, I'd have thought my skin had thickened
too much to be wounded the same way again. | was
confident that the same thing would never happen again.
And even if it did, | believed that I'd matured enough as a
Christian that I'd be immune to such bitterness if the
same thing ever did happen again.

It did.



Yesterday.

And | find I'm not immune to wounds and bitterness at
all.

Oh well, I'll live.
A verse of Scripture comes to my mind:

Writing to folks he described as “wearied and faint in
your minds”, the Bible writer says, “Ye have not yet
resisted unto blood”.

Now, isn’t that comforting!

However, on the up side,
A Dirty Old Man Friday | published my 2008
Sinks Lower

diary with Bluefish Books
- under the title of A Dirty Old
Man Sinks Lower. It is the
fourth book in my Dirty Old
Man Goes Bad series.

As always, | feel uneasy
about publishing such a diary
for people to read over my
shoulder. | always feel
ashamed of my writing
whenever | publish anything. |
fear that readers will spot my

John Cowart's 2008 Diary mistakes, see me for what |

am, and denounce me as a
Christian fraud—and as a lousy writer.

Being transparent is traumatic.

So | hesitate and feel reluctant to promote any of my
own books.

However, as my newspaper columnist friend the late
Poke McHenry once told me:

He that tooteth not his own horn,
The same getteth not tooted.

Yes, but like our fountain cherub, | freeze up.

Which reminds me again, please do not let the
Chamber of Commerce know that I’'m the one who posted
that photo of a frozen fountain in Florida on the internet.



Were the Chamber to know the photo’s source, they’d
dispatch the Chamber Hit Squad to dispatch me.

Tuesday, February 10, 2009
Rejection Collection

Writers Read
When I'm not writing, I'm reading.

| read a lot. | feel this sharpens my mind, keeps me up
to breast on what other writers think, and increases my
level of suave, distinguished sophistication.

This week, as | begin a new writing project, | want to
avoid the temptation to talk instead of write. If | talk about
the subject, instead of write about it, then talking relives
creative pressure and | never get around to writing. So |
won't talk about my next book, instead I'll talk about
someone else’s—I'll write a book review in keeping with
my level of suave, distinguished sophistication.

It's never been filmed to appear on Masterpiece
Theatre, but my most recent reading has been The
Rejection Collection: Cartoons You Never Saw, And Never
Will See, In The New Yorker, edited by cartoonist Matthew
Diffee (c.2006. Simon & Schuster, Spotlight
Entertainment. N.Y. 262 pages).

Anyone visiting our home recently will see why |
identify with this panel:



hile”

Wt do vou say we jist kick perke aend let things shide for a wi

Yes, the cartoons in Diffee’s book have all been
rejected by New Yorker editors as unsuitable to appear in
that swank publication.

Diffee explains that each issue of New Yorker has
room for only 20 cartoons, yet 50 regular established
cartoonists submit ten cartoons every week—that’s 500
right there, besides slush pile entries submitted by
hopefuls hoping to break into the magazine.

Thus over a thousand cartoons get reviewed each
week and only 20 make it into print. Most are rejected.

The Rejection Collection...er, collects these rejections.
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Those of us with suave, sophisticated taste, may
wonder why such fine cartoons might have been rejected.

Diffee said, “Some of these cartoons are too racy,
rude, or rowdy; some are too politically incorrect, too
weird: a few are probably too dumb; but mostly, | think,
they’re just too many”.



“I can afford to die or § can afford to be sick, but Fomn't afford 1o be sick and then die.”



Well, maybe it's not too hard to understand why some
cartoons were rejected; for instance, some degrade
blacks, homosexuals, women, married couples, Arabs,
dogs, smokers, cats, and Mexicans.

Not all at the same time, you understand, but one
cartoon panel at a time.

The book even contains a few rare cartoons which
prove tasteless even to my refined taste.

I'll have to browse the pages again and again to mark
the ones which offend me.
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Wednesday, February 11, 2009
To Catch A Sparrow---A Thought
Train

To catch a sparrow sprinkle salt on its tail.

My grandmother told me that when | was about six
years old.

| believed her.

| grabbed a saltshaker from the family table and
stalked sparrows in the front yard. Again and again | tried
to sneak up on a sparrow. Again and again the birds
flitted away. Again and again | failed. Again and again |
tired again.

| grew more and more frustrated.
| questioned:

What’s wrong with me?

What am | doing wrong?

Why doesn’t this work?

Dumb birds!

Eventually—it seems like hours later-- it dawned on
my precocious young mind that I'd been acting on faulty
information. I'd been made a fool of. | felt gullible.
Childish. Betrayed. Stupid.

Any wonder that | matured into a suspicious adult,
distrusting authority figures?

Point is: For the past couple of days, memory of my
childish exploit with the sparrows replays over and over in
my mind. It’s like a snatch of a tune that | can’t get out of
my head.

[ don’t know why.

| puzzle over the incident wondering if there is some
deep spiritual lesson | should get from why I'd remember
this childhood embarrassment.

But, if there is any meaning, | can’t figure it out.
Why do | keep thinking about this?

Is God, or my subconscious, trying to tell me
something?

| looked up the word Sparrow in the Bible:



“l am like a pelican of the wilderness: | am like an owl of the
desert. | watch, and am as a sparrow alone upon the house top”.
—Psalm 102:7

Well, don’t we all know how that feels? But it tells me
nothing about why | keep remembering the sparrows and
the salt—a thing that happened 65 years ago.

Early this morning Ginny drove me to the doctor’s
office for a test. They canceled it. | have to go again
tomorrow. Joy, O joy. They are making me come back. |
suspect those young nurses have a thing for me. Good
thing my wife’s along when | go there.

Another Psalm says, “Yea, the sparrow hath found an house,
and the swallow a nest for herself, where she may lay her young,
even Thine altars, O LORD of hosts, my King, and my God. —
Psalm 84:3.

That’s nice.

A pretty picture of little birds nesting safe in the
cornice of the temple.

But why do | keep remembering my own childhood
sparrow hunt?

This afternoon (Tuesday), my daughter's former
husband, Mike—a young man | greatly admire—came
over to help me with a project. He’s a fireman who has
won citations for bravery in risking his own life to rescue
people in danger. He recently completed a state-level
course qualifying him to train other firefighters in Live Fire
exercises.

I’'m proud of him.

When | called and said I'm in a jam and asked for his
help, Mike's very first words were, “Anything. Where?
When? How much?”.

He treated me to lunch at Dave’s Diner (his first time
there). As we talked and enjoyed our patty melts, |
noticed a burn on his right arm.

Expecting a tale of some heroic rescue, | asked him
about the burn.

Alas, he’d burned himself trying to cook hamburgers
in the rain on the outdoor grill in his own backyard—the
hot grill lid closed on his arm as he tried to flip burgers.

Not all wounds are heroic.



Back to this sparrow thing:

Jesus once said, “Are not five sparrows sold for two
farthings, and not one of them is forgotten before God?
But even the very hairs of your head are all numbered.
Fear not therefore: ye are of more value than many
sparrows”.—Luke 12:6

Is that why | keep remembering my childhood sparrow
chase?

Does this train of thought lead anywhere?

Is the message that we are not forgotten, that we are
valuable even when the world sells us out cheap?

That’s a fine thought but it doesn’t explain why | keep
remembering the salt shaker and sparrows—I just can’t
shake thinking about that.

After Mike left, overwhelming weariness tired me out.
I'm feeling a lot of that recently. | napped in my new chair
and woke thinking of the evil king the Prophet Daniel saw
in a vision (yes the same Daniel God rescued from the
lions’ den).

Daniel said of the evil king in the vision, “And he shall
speak great words against the most High, and shall wear
out the saints of the most High...”

“Wear out the saints” is the phrase | caught.

It was all | could do to struggle awake before Ginny
got home from work.

I’'m so weary. Long-term, bone-deep weary.

During our prayer time after dinner, Beauty read the
passage from Luke’s Gospel where as Jesus went up to
Jerusalem, He passed through the city of Jericho and a
blind man stopped Him by yelling to receive his sight.

Jesus restored the man’s sight, and Luke says the
man, “followed Him, glorifying God: and all the people,
when they saw it, gave praise to God”.

I’d never noticed it before, but Ginny said, “What had
that man been healed to see? He followed Jesus into
Jerusalem to see Him crucified”.

That sounds so strange: healed just in time to see Him
crucified.

That merits some thinking on.



Lots of things deserve serious thought.....
| wonder if | used garlic salt???

Friday, February 13, 2009
A Touching E-Mail

Someone mentioned that yesterday was Abraham
Lincoln’s birthday... Er, birthday...birthday... O CRAP! |
forgot my middle son’s birthday; it was last month. I'd
forgotten so | sent him this e-mail:

Hi Johnny,

| forgot your birthday.

Didn't even send you an e-card.

Didn't remember till now, almost a month later.

It's not that | don't think of you; it's just that | don't think--
Period!

I'm sorry.

Love, Dad

| felt so proud and humbled when he sent me this
reply:

Dad, | love you and think of you often. Yet | never seem to
remember to send anyone | know a birthday card. It's not
something I'm overly good at. Knowing that folks are there and
doing well just seems more important to me than a card or the
like. Recently I'm thinking of valentine's day. A complete
fabrication that should be ignored. But Lord help the man who
does.

In some ways | think it a good thing. After all, how often are
we busy saying something else to the important folks in our lives?
Did you remember to pick up the milk is no where near as
important as | love you. Then | can ask if you picked up the milk.

So it's a day to remind me to say the words which | guess I've
never been very good at. Having emotions and showing them to
me seem far distant things from each other. Maybe one day when
| grow up I'll see things differently. Or maybe I'm just your basic
antisocial slug.

Anyway, | love you Dad. You've been one of the greatest
inspirations in my life. Your a great man, a great writer and in my
world one of the best people I've ever known. I'm so proud to be
your son. Thank you for that....Johnny



Saturday, February 14, 2009
A Day Of Love & Romance

Ginny & | have managed to live in love and harmony
(mostly) for 40+ years without paying any attention to
Valentine’s Day; however, for those who observe the day,
here are a few love notes | garnered from the hundreds
by cartoonist Jon Birch at http://asbojesus.wordpress.com/

-

When | see you naked,
I see stars and
galaxies and the
wonder of creation...

| see your beauty as a
signpost to the coming
Kingdom of God,

.
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When | see you naked,
I am reminded that "you

are what you eal’.
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I am Grace,

Hi.rd am Grace. I'm looking for someone
whois needy, broken and lost. If you fit
the bill, let's get together.

That's me!



/" Youdon't have to raise the dead... Y ..o bring the dead back to life! )

| hate avarything But you're wondarful, Wew! He really
about the cool, ey thinka oy wonderful,
way | am. and smart gool, sexy and smart!
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Think pgain.
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Have you ever thought that ‘putting GOD first' |
might mean ‘putting ME first!"_ 3

Some days | feel
I lowe you, like I'm talking
L lo mysel,
L

Sunday, February 15, 2009
Romantic Love, Hard Times, A Nice Dinner,
A Night Drive, & Angry Shouting

The old man (he’s about my age) who runs the news
stand approached our table as Ginny and | ate breakfast
at Dave’s Diner. He said, “You two always look so happy.
Every time | see you you're always holding hands and
acting lovey-dovey. What’s she do, hit you if you're not
nice to her?”

He'd noticed that we treat eachother with courtesy
and that we often talk absorbed with our heads together
“like honeymooners or something”.

Nicole, one of the waitresses at Dave’s, gave us a
cute Valentine card. She didn’t feel the printed message



was appropriate for us so she had erased it and amended
the saying. She called us “lovebirds”. She often calls us
that.

Lovebirds?

We are unconscious of our behavior; we just do what's
normal to us.

Being in love is normal.

But later on, after a trip to the library, as we sat on a
cement wall in the park in the drizzling rain talking and
smoking, we asked eachother, “How did we ever make it
this far”?

As we drove downtown, Ginny played a Kingston Trio
DVD and we sang “Hang Down Your Head, Tom Dooley”
along with the trio—music from our youth. So in the park,
we talked about the ‘60s music and culture—which mostly
went over our heads in those days because we were busy
making a living, falling in love, witnessing for Christ,
starting our family, deciding what to do with the rest of
our lives. Mostly in the ‘60s (and since) we lived oblivious
to the world swirling around us.

But as we talked about the early days of our marriage
back when we were poor, and especially about raising our
children. We questioned how we ever managed.

Ginny said we had two things going for us: the grace
of God and ignorance.

We survived because the Lord let us survive and
because we didn’'t know any better.

We were too naive to give up.
Looking back, | wonder why we didn’t.

When our children were small, one month | earned a
total of $7 cash money; the next month things improved, |
earned $32.

Bad times.

In those days | worked all sorts of jobs—delivering fuel
oil, mowing lawns, flipping burgers, digging graves,
cleaning toilets, mopping floors, killing bugs, writing
magazine articles, tending dying patients—but however
hard | worked, | never earned enough.



For months we lived without electricity or running
water. Late at night I'd sneak down to Panama Park with
empty plastic milk jugs and draw water from a stand pipe
there. We heated our home with wood but having no car
at the time I'd scrounge branches and boards along the
highway and carry them home on my back. But we kept
our children clean and warm and safe and dry and fed
(Although on several occasions | stole food—that was a
matter of vanity and pride because | did know people who
would have given us food had | begged, but | was too vain
to ask).

Thank God, we made it—ER, can you thank God for
being able to steal food?—Anyhow, | did it and we made
it.

But life was tough. It pressed Ginny and me together

because all we had was eachother and that made all
worthwhile.

We lived in HUD housing and drew food stamps but
those were never enough. | recall once Ginny and | got up
at 3 a.m. and collected beer cans along the road and at a
baseball field to turn in to the recycling plant to get cash
to buy the kids breakfast when they got up that same
morning.

Back in the 1730s, Susannah Wesley, mother of the
founder of the Methodist denomination, lived in grinding
poverty with her houseful of children. She praised the
Lord Christ for helping her make it.

This dedicated Christian lady once said, “lI never did
want for bread. But then, | had so much care to get it
before it was eaten, and to pay for it after, it has often
made it very unpleasant to me. And | think to have bread
on such terms is the next degree of wretchedness to
having none at all.”

| understand where she was coming from.

Jesus brings us through—but not without pain and
damage.

For instance, | vividly remember having an abscessed
tooth and not having money to go to a dentist so | boiled
a pair of pliers and pulled out my own tooth myself.

My loving Lord enabled me, but I'm not likely to ever
forget that.



I remember once having no money but one single
quarter. | tried to use it to make a phone call to an editor
who owed me money for a magazine article | wrote—and
the pay phone swallowed my quarter and would not give
it back.

Bad times.

Once a preacher rebuked us saying, “You two have a
siege mentality” and Ginny told him, “That’s because we
live under siege”.

We developed an “us against them” attitude. The two
of us hung together finding joy in our friendship,
fellowship and love.

But by the grace of God we got the kids (our own four,
my teenaged son from my former marriage, and several
neighborhood kids who practically lived at our house
because their own families were in worse shape than
ours) we got the kids grown, graduated from high school,
then—with many student loans—the ones who wanted to
got through college. Then Ginny went back to college and
completed her own education.

Our grown children now prosper with good jobs,
professional careers, families, and taxes of their own.
They tell me they led a happy childhood with may fond
memories.

Amazing!

We flourished in those bad times because of God’s
grace—and because of our own ignorance. Ginny and |
didn’t have sense enough to give up. We didn’'t know any
better than to keep on going, to try this and try that and
endure.

Those hard times bonded us. It was us against the
world. All we had was eachother and we clung tight. We
learned how to value eachother, to comfort, to love.
Damn right we still hold hands, I'm scared to let go.

Ginny is the best thing that ever happened to me in
my whole life.

The highpoint of my life was finding her sitting on a
curb waiting for me and | realized that this beautiful
woman actually wanted to be with me.



Were anyone to ever write the story of my life, it
would be a love story.

Talk about the grace of God!

That's what we did yesterday sitting on the concrete
wall ignoring the drizzle of rain—we talked about the
grace of God.

In the evening Ginny and | were invited to dinner far
out in the wilds of Southside with two young couples, Mike
& Laurel and their daughter Anna; Jason & Colette, and
their two children (whose names | never heard or have
forgotten already). It felt refreshing to be around thriving
young families.

Laurel cooked delicious casseroles and Anna baked an
almond pound cake served with chocolate-covered
strawberries and bananas for desert.

It felt strange to listen in on the conversations and
concerns of the young. The guys talked about guns, work,
boats, motorcycles, investments and far-off pension plans
(“In only 22 years | can retire”). The young ladies talked
about magnet schools, commutes, politics, French, and
philology. The kids played Trivia Pursuit and showed off
Webkin animals.

These three kids appear incredibly bright. Even the
18-month-old baby shines with intelligence and motor
dexterity. She has better balance than | do—My arthritis
pained me fierce and | shook and wobbled something
awful; but nothing wrong with me that the resurrection
won'’t fix.

Anyhow, | marveled at how the baby figured out how
to unscrew the lid from her bottle—she figured out how to
do it by watching her mother, but she just lacked the
strength to get it off her self Very focused.

And Anna, who is in the fourth grade, showed me an
essay she wrote which is better plotted than | can do; it's
about a scavenger hunt. And she told me about using
Power Point software on her computer to prepare
illustrated talks at school... Power Point! | can barely cut
and paste.

Jason and Colette (we were meeting them for the first
time) had read my book A Dirty Old Man Goes Bad and
had nice things to say which gave me a lift. Jason



remarked, “l liked the jokes; she was interested in that
religious stuff”.

That pleased me. Proves that book does what | want it
to do.

Time to drive home.
The plot thickens:
It was a dark and stormy night...

Ginny avoids driving on Interstate 95; | avoid driving
at night. She is almost deaf, | have trouble seeing at
night. It was raining and glare reflected from headlights
on wet, unfamiliar roads.

Lost in the dark wilds of Southside, a section of town
we seldom visit.

“Turn right,” | said.

She must not have heard me and drove straight
through that first intersection.

“Go west,” | said.

“It’s east,” she said.

“Now, go straight,” | said.
“What's that road sign,” she said.
“Turn left at the...”

See where this is going?

We circled some closed, dark office building with an
unmarked batch of streets lacing the area and we started
blaming eachother for our confusion.

I may have said something about being married to
this left-handed, wrong-headed woman. She may have
vigorously offered to let me drive my own damn self.

Louder and louder, we discussed our directions.
Aggravated

Frustrated.

Confused.

Tired.

Lost.

We grew angry and yelled at eachother.



Did this argument signal the disintegration of our 40-
year love affair?

No. It merely proved that we were tired human
beings, both trying to get to the same place, home, each
of us with our own abilities and disabilities. Each of us
with our own idea of how to get to where we both wanted
to go.

Finally, although | was right and she was wrong (the
management may disagree with the foregoing
statement) ... well, let’s leave it there.

Anyhow, by the grace of God and through ignorance,
we finally stumbled by chance across a recognizable road
—far from where we thought we were—and eventually we
wound our way home in fuming silence.

In spite of what the ‘60s Beatles song said and what
many Christians say today, love is not the answer.

Sometimes shutting your mouth and letting her drive
is the answer.

Are Ginny and | still in love despite the tension, anger
and shouting of that dark and rainy drive?

Yes, we're still in love—but | wouldn’t push it right this
very moment.

Wednesday, February 18, 2009
A Wristwatch And Blood Sacrifices

Having survived Florida’s six or eight days of winter,
Ginny and | contemplate Spring gardening. This past
weekend we did not actually do any gardening, but we sat
out in the yard and planed what we may do.

And we drove to the nursery/hardware store to buy
chlorine for the pool, gas for the lawnmower, birdseed,
etc.

On our way, we attempted to return a watch.

A few weeks after Christmas, as we walked to Dave’s
Diner, we'd found a wristwatch near the entrance of a
closed store, an area where they load and unload goods.
Put it in my pocket intending to locate the owner and
return it. Every time I'd go by that business, the place
would be closed or | would not have the watch with me.



Forgot about it.

In my effort to read through the Bible this year, I've
often fallen asleep over Leviticus—all those laws and
arcane descriptions work better than sleeping pills. But
Monday this passage perked me up:

And the LORD spake unto Moses, saying, If a soul sin, and
commit a trespass against the LORD, ... Or have found that which
was lost... then it shall be, because he hath sinned, and is guilty,
that he shall restore that ... lost thing which he found,... and give it
unto him to whom it appertaineth, in the day of his trespass
offering. And he shall bring his trespass offering unto the LORD, a
ram without blemish out of the flock..., for a trespass offering ..
and it shall be forgiven him for any thing of all that he hath done in
trespassing therein.

| remembered that watch I'd found.

So Ginny and | made a special side trip to the place
we found it and sought the manager who made several
phone calls to customers and employees trying to locate
the owner.

No body had lost the watch.
Apparently it's mine to keep.

But this non-incident got me to thinking about law and
sacrifice.

Most of the Levitical laws relate to decent things
decent people do. Common sense things like returning
lost property and respecting boundaries, the sort of thing
you'd want people to do to you.

Other laws, | frankly wonder about—do | really need
God Almighty to tell me not to eat a buzzard?

That’s one law (about the only one).l have faithfully
kept

But then | come to the rules involving sacrifice. | see a
certain beauty there. as Leviticus describes an intricate
dance of movement around the blazing altar in the
Tabernacle. The killing of animals. The pouring of blood.
The burning of meat.

Sacrifices included burnt offerings and sin offerings
and peace offerings and heave offerings and drink
offerings and wave offerings and meal offerings and
thanksgiving offerings.



Joyous, but serious, business.

| see a difference in attitude between myself and
those ancient worshipers. When | offer something to the
Lord, usually money, | want to see a concrete result. | like
to think my qift is going to a specific purpose such as
fixing the church air conditioner, buying a new van,
feeding starving children, finding a cure for breast cancer
—I look for a tangible benefit for my offering.

In contrast, the worshipers in Leviticus looked for the
intangible. They brought something extremely valuable to
them such as the best bull in the herd or the best lamb in
their flock and saw it cut apart and utterly burned on the
altar. Every bit gone up in smoke. A sweet savor unto the
Lord.

They offered their most valuable because they valued
God as magnificent, glorious, exalted, beautiful, precious,
invisible, intangible, worthy.

And those ancient worshipers approached the Lord
knowing that blood had been shed.

In many churches today Christian worshipers chant,
“Christ our Passover is sacrificed for us, therefore let us
keep the feast”.

My friend Wes constructed a huge (ping-pong table
sized) model of the Tabernacle which he uses in teaching
Bible lessons. He said the sacrificial system was didactical
in that it taught worshipers about the holiness of God and
their own place before Him.

The Law acted as a tutor to bring us to Christ.
No one keeps the whole law.

| suspect that most folks act like | do: | try to be a nice
guy, | try to be a nice guy—and | try not to get caught
when I’'m not.

Holiness requires more.
God never said, “Be ye nice”.

He said, “Ye shall be holy: for | the LORD your God am
holy”.

Leviticus even provides sacrifices for people who
sinned but didn’t realize it at the time. Our sins differ
according to our individual tastes; but just as embezzlers,



robbers, rapists, and horse thieves are collectively labeled
criminals, so collectively we all fall under the heading of
sinners.

But here is the wonder:

“The love of God is commended toward us in that
while we were yet sinners, Christ died for us”.

Not with the blood of bulls and goats and lambs, but
the Lamb of God offered up Himself for us and because
He is “the Lamb slain from before the foundation of the
world” and because He rose from the tomb, the sacrifice
of Christ is sufficient for all mankind, for all sin, for all
time, and for all eternity.

Makes sense to me.

St. Paul told the Ephesians, “By grace are ye saved
through faith, it is the gift of God, not of works, lest any
man should boast”.

And when someone asked Jesus about working for
God, He said, “This is the work of God, that ye believe on
Him whom He hath sent”.

But, you know what? | find it easier to return a
wristwatch | don’t really need, than to trust the Lord
Christ. For me action is easier than belief. When | take
action, | feel I'm in control; on the other hand, when | trust
Christ, I must voluntarily relinquish control to Him.

You know what that means?

While in action, | have never eaten a buzzard; in
belief, often | have to eat crow.

Friday, February 20, 2009
No Blog Posting Today

| wrote today’s extremely clever and creative blog
posting as a Word Document..

| was about to paste it into this space when | realized
that what | had to say was neither uplifting, helpful, kind,
or even particularly funny.

| chose not to post it.
Sometimes the best thing to say is nothing.
Drat!



Sometimes being a Christian cramps my style.

Saturday, February 21, 2009
Important Medical Information

Friday, Dr. Woody entered the exam room laughing
with my x-ray in his hand.

“I've found the trouble,” he said, “Your right leg is
being held onto your body by a safety pin”.

Oh, Crap! What happened is... 60 years ago my
mother told me to always wear clean underwear in case |
was ever in an accident and had to be taken to the
hospital.

| do wear clean underwear... but | wear it a long time.
In fact some underwear in my dresser hangs in tatters. So
what? Who in the world is ever going to see my
underwear?.

However, | keep one newish pair which | never wear
except when | go for a doctor’s appointment. | wash that
pair immediately after each doctor’'s visit to keep it
whiteish. To mark this pair in the washer and separate it
from all my others, | keep a safety pin in the waistband.

For my x-ray, | had to dress in this frontless/backless
hospital gown thing. Ladies were present so | kept my
underpants on.

| heard the doctor and the x-ray technician out in the
hall laughing like crazy. My safety pin showed up
brilliantly on the film.

Ever notice? The Lord Jesus may save us from our sin,
but He does little to protect our dignity.

At Dr. Woody'’s office | encountered three physicians,
the x-ray technician, and six or eight nurses.

And | learned one important bit of medical
information:

One of the sweet young lovelies who worked on me
wore this smock, material printed with cartoon characters.

Her smock gapes open a tiny bit at the neck.
She wears a fetching black lace bra.



Sunday, February 22, 2009
Big Belly, Poor People

While downtown Saturday, Ginny and | spotted a new
garbage can.

We’'d never seen one like it before.

We didn't have a camera with us, so we drove
downtown again Sunday just to snap a photo of this
garbage can in Hemming Park. The marquee in the
background is the entrance to Jacksonville’s City Hall.

Yt Yes, it is a Big
: L Belly solar
powered
garbage can
which compacts
the trash put in
it. According to
the
" manufacture’s
website each of
these solar
garbage cans
weighs 300
pounds and
costs $3,750.00

Now in all
fairness, | do
not know if the
manufacturer
put this fine
product in
Jacksonville’s
premier park as
a promotional
gimmick, or whether our wise city government paid for it
with tax money.

Wouldn’t surprise me either way.

Being a cynic, | imagine taxpayers bought this much-
needed device to replace the park’s static garbage cans
with plastic liners which cost about $5 for a box of 25.

Jacksonville can afford Big Belly. After all, |
understand that last week President Barack Obama



introduced a $750 billion economic incentive plan to help
financially strapped cities.

But, all the above rant is just background, not the
actual subject | want to think and write about.

I'll get to that now:

On tv, in personal conversation, and in overhearing
strangers talking—I hear a tone which disturbs me.

It scares me.

This tone rings harsh, mean-spirited, critical—but also
somehow right.

I mean, it is sounds justified, like righteous
indignation, but it’s doesn’t ring deep-true. Yet, what is
being said probably is superficially true—but it's not the
only thing that’s true.

All over I'm hearing people voice bitter resentment
toward poor people, toward sick or injured people, toward
unemployed people, but especially toward people losing
their homes.

| hear the term “personal responsibility” thrown out as
though it were a curse word.

Ginny and | have never been late with a mortgage
payment in the 15 years we’ve lived in our home. Many of
our friends and neighbors say the same. Yet all over the
country thousands of other home buyers face foreclosure.
TV news says 10% of the homes in America are in default.

The federal government is instituting a program to
help these people pay for their homes.

Last week President Obama signed a $75 billion dollar
homeowner relief program.

"The plan I'm announcing focuses on rescuing families
who played by the rules and acted responsibly,” Obama
said, announcing the Homeowner Affordability and
Stability Plan, or HASP. He explained this would be done
by "refinancing loans for millions of families in traditional
mortgages who are underwater or close to it, by
modifying loans for families stuck in subprime mortgages
they can't afford as a result of skyrocketing interest rates
or personal misfortune, and by taking broader steps to
keep mortgage rates low so that families can secure loans
with affordable monthly payments."



A noble effort?

Yet all around | hear a lot of resentment about helping
people whose own poor judgment and lack of
responsibility put them in this fix.

| agree, the poor people ought to be like me. My poor
judgment and lack of responsibility never got me in...
Well, I'd be lying to say that.

I've screwed up so much and so often that the
president ought to declare me a one-man federal disaster
area. Heck, if President Obama knew me, he’'d send in a
helicopter.

But my point is I'm disturbed by the antagonism and
resentment and bitterness | hear directed toward people
who need taxpayer money to avoid being homeless. Or
indeed against any person who can not afford the price of
a ticket—like that woman with the eight embryonic
implants. I've heard good people say, “Let the little
bastards die; she should never have had ‘em in the first
place”.

Part of me is inclined to agree; her actions were not
very bright.

Problem is God’s a realist.

He deals with us on the basis of what is, not what
should be.

Now I'm sure that if a hungry kid stood in front of a
guy who expresses harsh criticism of the poor, that same
guy would buy the kid a burger. We can all slough off
starving children at a distance, but when we hear the kid
next door hungry, we react differently. That’'s natural.

But I'm not thinking of individual charity here, but of
tax dollars.

And, I've been reading Leviticus where God says:

If thy brother be waxen poor, and fallen in decay with thee;
then thou shalt relieve him: yea, though he be a stranger, or a
sojourner; that he may live with thee. Take thou no usury of him,
or increase: but fear thy God; that thy brother may live with thee.

Hummm.
Relieve him ... that he may live with thee.
What kind of bailout program is that?



It's as though God made some of us self-reliant so we
can help people who aren’t. He made some of us
responsible so we can rescue the irresponsible.

Yes, they were stupid to skate out on thin ice, but
once they’re in the ice water, my duty is not to stand by
the fire saying, “What you should have done...” but to risk
my own life trying to pull the stupid SOB’s frozen ass out

Yes, that carload of teenagers acted irresponsibly
when, joy-riding, they smacked into a telephone pole.
Dumb of them. Stupid. No accepting of personal
responsibility. But even at the risk of getting burnt, my
responsibility is to jerk as many as | can of them out of
the fire.

Warn beforehand, rescue afterwards.

It's like God saying that even the dumb should be
saved whatever the cost.

The apostle John wrote about this same idea:

Hereby perceive we the love of God, because He laid down
His life for us: and we ought to lay down our lives for the brethren.

But whoso hath this world's good, and seeth his brother have
need, and shutteth up his bowels of compassion from him, how
dwelleth the love of God in him?

My little children, let us not love in word, neither in tongue; but
in deed and in truth.

Now the government is going to take tax money from
you and me.

That's a given.
That’s a shame, but that’s a given.

Remember the old saying about death and taxes
being the only sure things.

And the government is going to spend that tax money
on something.

Wise or wobbly, that tax money is going to get spent
on something.

Which something?

Helping someone who waxed poor and fallen in decay
and facing foreclosure...

Or on solar garbage cans and their ilk?



Monday, February 23, 2009
More Medical Information

During my doctor’s appointment last Friday, other
than that pin holding my leg on, Dr. Woody said I'm in fine
shape—almost::
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Wednesday, February 25, 2009
Mules Wearing Snowshoes,
A fascinating (to me) but long posting

My Aunt Hazel, God
ephemera from way back.

She kept these papers in an old candy box.

Years ago, she showed me an 1880s receipt for the
sale of alligator hides.

My great-great-great grandfather shot gators in the
swamps of South Jacksonville and sold the skins to a local

rest her, collected family



leather company. He earned $50 selling the hides for five
cents each.

Looks like my ancestor single-handedly put the Florida
alligator on the endangered species list.

I'd forgotten about my aunt’'s ephemera collection
until this week when | finished reading James Hammond’s
book Florida’s Vanishing Trail.

In the midst of his comprehensive history of south
Florida, focusing on the area around the Tamiami Trail ( the
road which runs east/west across the Everglades between
the gulf coast and Miami) Mr. Hammond told me a lot
about alligators which, although I'm a Florida native, |
never knew before.

“Explorers in the 1700s report thousands of alligators and
crocodiles filling every river and stream on Florida’s east coast. These
hungry predators line the shores awaiting their abundant prey. The
annual mullet run brings great swarms of fish literally swimming into
their open jaws, and turning peaceful tributaries into ‘pots of boiling
water’ rising 25 feet in the air,” Hammond said.

In 1898 at Roberts Lakes during the dry season 10,000 alligators
gathered in the shallow water; when hide hunters began
firing their rifles, “the shooting caused the alligators to
stampede like cattle”.

Today in Jacksonville if a single alligator shows up on
a golf course, or in a storm drain, or in somebody’s
swimming pool, the incident makes tv’s 6 o’clock news.

Time has not only diminished Florida’s alligator
population but our water resources as well.

The geology of South Florida forms the Everglades as
a state-wide slow seepage of water moving south; the
abundant marshgrass laced with hammocks above the
swamp, give the area the name A River Of Grass.

Hammond says early visitors to this watercourse
noted this about the River of Grass:

“Florida’s water supply - then seemingly endless -
rises from a reported 2,000 first-magnitude springs, each
capable of producing over one million gallons of water per
day.

“Historical records by eyewitnesses of the era
describe a sudden trembling ground, and a rushing sound



like a mighty hurricane, followed by a phenomena that
quickly starts spurting great fountains of water, rapidly
covering all the available ground. Days of such a flow
form a broad river and eventually a lake.

“Modern travelers no longer witness this magical
process. Canal dredging, extensive cutting into natural
aquifers for roads, drainage ditches, retention ponds, and
thousands of miles of irrigation culverts crisscross the
entire face of Florida.

“Only 27 such springs remain”.

For five years author James Hammond spearheaded a
research project for State of Florida’s Division of Historical
Resources; this project was designed “to assemble all
relevant data on the Army Forts of Southwest Florida
during the Second and Third Seminole Wars through
books, journal accounts, State files and records, and
historical archives. A survey project to assemble all
periods maps from 1835 - 1858 including civilian and
military with landmarks, compass and transit recordings
with a view of verifying locations, trail junctions and site
recorded locations into an accurate map with GPS
coordinates to identify ten (8 Army Forts and two (2) army
camps in and around modern-day Collier County...to place
this information on the Florida Master Site File”.

The project captured Hammond’s interest so much
that he exceeded those perimeters into a comprehensive
170-year history of the entire area including information
about the unique flora and fauna.

Great reading!
It's got everything.

Hammond begins by telling about the three Seminole
Indian wars from 1817 to 1858. He includes eye-witness
accounts from U.S. soldiers, army records, pioneer
memories, and contemporary interviews with Seminole
chiefs.

In 1842, one soldier wrote:

“Every leaf seemed to bear some poisonous insect as
dangerous as the serpents under foot, and still more
dangerous than all the rest, the cunning redskins had
slowly retreated before the United States Army; for this
war had been going on for years, and they had penetrated



the jungles deep, and here and there cleared the
hammocks of timber and built themselves comfortable
homes from the bark of the cypress tree; and they
defended those homes with that fury that only men driven
to desperation can do. Concealing themselves under the
dense foliage, covered with Spanish moss, they were
indiscernible until they revealed their position by a rifle
shot. This, of course, was often too late for some poor
comrade who was pushing his way determinedly through
the tangle, and with death lurking on every hand.

“The night was made hideous by the howl of wolves,
the scream of the panther, the bull-like bellow of the
alligator and dismal cry of the loon, interspersed here and
there by the sweet notes of the whippoorwill, or the song
of the American nightingale, that most beautiful of all
songsters, the mocking bird”.

In 1850 a band of U.S. soldiers “stumbled into the
camp of Chief Hollata Micco, better known as Billy
Bowlegs. It was unoccupied at the time so the men took it
upon themselves to destroy the gardens and fruit trees
just to see, in the words of one soldier ‘how old Billy will
cut up’. They slowly removed some of the fruits and
journeyed a short distance away before setting up camp
for the night”.

Bowlegs cut up by attacking at the start of the Third
Seminole War.

“The Army’s scorched earth policy of capturing the
women and children, burning villages and crops, taking all
the livestock including cattle and hogs to the nearest
depot, and if it was not practical, destroy them. The policy
to “shoot warriors on sight” began to take its toll and led
up to one of the last battles of the 3rd War.... (On
November 28, 1857)

“The Indians, indeed, soon found that in open fight
they were wholly unable to cope with the whites. They
adopted the true policy of scattering themselves in small
detachments, striking a sudden blow upon some exposed
point, and then taking refuge in the almost inaccessible
swamps”.

One army veteran said, “Of all my experience of
hardships in three wars, that which | experienced in
Florida was the worst”.



As the Third Seminole War wound down, white
pioneer families, hunters, trappers, preachers, and
farmers, entered the area.

In 1900, planter Walter Langford brought in a special
hybridized grapefruit strain. Seedless, tasty and fast
growing, Langford’s grapefruit changed the face of South
Florida.

To get his crop north to market, Langford lay down 14
miles of rail line between his grove and the town of
Everglade. Soon 17,000 wooden crates of grapefruit
moved over those rails each season.

“In 1911, land in Southwest Florida was considered
swamp overflow lands. The average price going for an
acre of land was between 12 and 30 cents,” Hammond
says.

In 1915 state legislators along with business men
from the east and west coast of Florida formulated a plan
to put a highway through the Everglades from Miami to
the west coast of Florida. It would be called the Tamiami
Trail.

Hammond says, “When the Tamiami Trail was
completed in 1928, not enough culverts were placed at
the bridge built over the river, and the Turner River Road,
Birdon Road, and Wagon Wheel roads built later, reduced
the river’s flow and according to one report ‘resulted in
several undesirable hydrological and  biological
consequences affecting about 18,000 acres of wetlands.

“The report, completed in 1981, went on to state that
construction of Turner Road and Turner canal severed the
Turner River from its upper drainage basin. Surface water,
which normally contributed to the River’s natural stages
and discharges, bypassed the River, making much of the
natural stream virtually unusable.

“River waters became shallow and stagnant. The
stream bed began filling with detritus, promoting the
growth of emergent thickets of giant cutgrass. By cutting
off much of the Turner River's water sources, the
channel’'s depth was decreased. Shallow waters
experienced higher temperatures, less dissolved oxygen,
and different successional processes in and along the
River. All of these consequences also influenced the
River’'s aquatic fauna’”.



Yes, but transportation availability also opened more
agricultural vistas.

For instance, swamp logging operations increased.

In 1926, lumberjacks cut down single bald cypress
tree so large it took ten railroad cars to carry that one
tree’s lumber to a sawmill.

Hammond’s book includes photographs of this logging
operation as well as photos from all phases of south
Florida history and detailed maps contemporary with each
era.

One logger, Captain Jaudon, sometimes called the
father of the Tamiami Trail, discovered that sugar cane
flourished in the rich, drained soil of the Everglades. He
intended to distill rum and export sugar to the north. By
1935, his plan included planting 75,000 acres under sugar
cane cultivation.

The thick mud and marl of the fields bogged down the
mules pulling harvest wagons so Jaudon’s workers
outfitted the mules with modified snowshoes to keep
them from getting stuck.

Tomato plants also flourished in the drained marl.
During the 1930s over 1,200 workers earned $1.25 a day
while working in area tomato fields. They were paid in
company-issued money called “babitt or Jigaloo,” which
was good only for purchases at the company store

Over the years different people entertained different
ideas about how South Florida land should be—developed,
protected, exploited, preserved—these different ideas
generate different tensions which Florida’s Vanishing Trail
examines.

Why, in 1902, virtual war broke out between game
wardens and plume-hunters who killed birds in Everglades
rookeries to sell the feathers to northern milliners to
decorate ladies’ hats.

That year, one ounce of gold sold for less than one
ounce of feathers!.

| could wish that Hammond told more about the 1928
Lake Okeechobee Hurricane in which over 1,800 people
drown in the town of Belle Glade, but maybe my
geography is hazy and that area lies outside his criteria
for this book.



“On December 6, 1947, President Harry S. Truman
speaking to the whole nation by radio, dedicated with
great fanfare, Everglades National Park from Everglades
City, to the people of the United States,” Hammond says.

Everglades National Park was the first Park in the
United States established to protect biological resources
instead of the usual geological ones.

Hammond says, “Collier County is surrounded by the
Picayune Strand State Forest, the Fakahatchee Strand
State Preserve, the Florida Panther National Wildlife
Refuge, the Big Cypress National Preserve, and, along the
entire southern border, the Everglades National Park”.

Florida’s Vanishing Trail tells about the largest
complex of Indian burial mounds ever found in Florida,
about pioneer homesteads, outlaw hide-outs, 1800s
fortifications, and many  other historical and
archaeological sites...

But...

Hammond also says that, “Almost no historic
structures or sites on the National Register of Historical
Places today can be visited by the general public in 5 of
the largest State and Federal Parks in South Florida. This
encompasses a vast 21,000 square-mile area that can
best be described as ‘historically threadbare’. It should
also be noted that there is no historical district (an area to
incorporate any past place or communities) between
Miami on the east coast and Naples on the west coast....

“It is also interesting to note that no development
company has ever found any archaeological sites where
they were required to look for one by Florida law in Collier
County, where eventually a historical marker was placed.

“Most historians familiar with the process of
developers hiring “out of town” consultants to do their
archaeological surveys before beginning any development
see the process as a fast food operation. Opinions are
strong in the belief that instead of being paid to find any
historical sites some are actually being ‘paid to not find

]

them”.

Hammond says that in December, 1988, the Tamiami
Trail was approved by the State of Florida as a designated
“Florida Scenic Highway.” In June, 2000, a 50- mile stretch



of the Tamiami Trail was designated on the Federal level
as a “National Scenic Byway.”

Yet, he says, “Certain vested interests” without the
knowledge of all the people and groups involved, came
before the M.P.O. (Metropolitan Planning Organization)
Board in early 2005 and requested the State and National
designations be removed.

“In May of 2005 the M.P.O. Board voted to remove the
Scenic Highway designation. When the State and Federal
Authorities received the request to remove the
designations they were astonished .... The battle to keep
the designation intact was still going strong when on
September 14, 2007 the M.P.O. reiterated its position at a
public meeting, and proceeded with the motion to
“dedesignate” the stretch of highway on the Tamiami
Trail. It was not without protest on the part of a large
group of organizations.

Yes, James Hammond’s book describes many types of
conflict—plume-poachers vs wardens, Indians vs soldiers,
loggers vs farmers, developers vs conservationists, mules
vs mud—and yet the swamp remains.

But sometimes it looks like the gators—of one kind or
another—are winning.

James Hammond’s Florida’s Vanishing Trail is
available at http://stores.lulu.com/jameshammond?

You may not have guessed it, but this book really
captured my interest.

Florida history interests me.

But, for tomorrow’s posting, I'll write my critique of
Tolstoy’s War & Peace.

Thursday, February 26, 2009
Time On My Mind

My poor beautiful wife!

Yesterday her job required that my poor Ginny attend
an all day-loooong strategy meeting across town.

Management required meeting participants to turn off
cell phones.

Time dragged.



She could well have taught the whole seminar, but
she had to just sit through it and listen.

Ginny got so bored she just had to check the time;
she turned her phone on to look at the digital display—It
was not even 10 a.m. yet!

She endured.

While Ginny was at that interminable meeting, our
friend Barbara White and | enjoyed breakfast at Dave’s
Dinner where we discussed the nature of time.

Barbara takes some sort of class at her church.
Voluntarily taking it.
Beats me why.

Anyhow, she explained that the word past refers to
things that have already happened; that the word future
refers to things that have not happened yet; and that we
live in the present, right-now moment.

She compared time to the thin line cursor on my
computer screen moving from left to right. That spider-
web-thin line is the present moment. As it moves, it
constantly creates the past.

She quoted the Psalm that says our times are in God’s
hand. And she said we tend to remember the wrong
things from our times past. We easily forget things God
told us to remember, but remember--and dwell on—things
best forgotten. We forget the good God has done for us,
and remember the bad times in our lives.

| ventured my deep understanding of Einstein’s
Theory of Relativity; that the faster we move, the closer
we are to being in two different places at once. The
quicker you move from here to there, the closer you get
to being both here and there at the same time.

Therefore, God must be very fast indeed because He
is omnipresent, in all places at all times.

| love and find great comfort in St. Paul’'s observation
about time, “Now we see through a glass darkly; but then
face to face”.

What a delight and wonder to look forward to!

Once years ago my youngest son, Donald, while a
physics student interning at Los Alamos Nuclear Labs,



tried to explain Chaos Theory and String Theory to me; |
vaguely recollect that those theories have something to
do with time’s nature.

And, in his February 18th post, my e-friend Jon in
Great Britain (and the 27 people who comment on his
posting) all discuss Christian concepts of time
exhaustively; you’ll find them at
http://asbojesus.wordpress.com/

| didn’t contribute to that discussion.
Thinking makes my brain hurt.

Like Charlie Brown’s dog Snoopy, all | need to know is
suppertime.

At present, all this reminds me of one of those
rejected New Yorker cartoons:

|

SIFPESS

Also, all this thinking about time eases me into
remembering with a deep hearthunger longing what |
consider the single most beautiful passage in the whole
Bible, the words of King Solomon in Ecclesiastes:

To every thing there is a season,
And a time to every purpose
under the heaven:
A time to be born,
And a time to die;


http://www.cowart.info/blog/uploaded_images/NY-In-The-Moment-788828.jpg

A time to plant,
And a time to pluck up that
which is planted;
A time to Kill,
And a time to heal;
A time to break down,
And a time to build up;
A time to weep,
And a time to laugh;
A time to mourn,
And a time to dance;
A time to cast away stones,
And a time to gather stones
together;
A time to embrace,
And a time to refrain from
embracing;
A time to get,
And a time to lose;
A time to keep,
And a time to cast away;
A time to rend,
And a time to sew;
A time to keep silence,
And a time to speak;
A time to love,
And a time to hate;
A time of war,
And a time of peace. ...
God hath made every thing beautiful in His
time:...
And He hath placed yearning in the hearts of
men...

Friday, February 27, 2009
Winter Weary?

Yesterday | hung my winter clothes back in the closet.

Yes our eight or ten days of Winter here in north
Florida proved grueling, (Remember that photo | took on
Feb. 6"7?) but Ginny and | survived.

Now cold weather appears to have passed; tv weather
guy predicts mid 80s temperature by Saturday; so |
packed away my parka and mukluks.



This morning | put on my swimming trunks and began
cleaning the pool.

| haven’t cleaned the pool since November; King
Algae reigns.

If the tiniest bit of algae remains in the water, it
spreads green slime on walls and bottom. In a few weeks
it turns our pristine pool into thick green soup.

| should have kept it down.
But | didn’t.

Some spiritual lesson here? Yes, for several weeks
now, I've had algae of the soul. | need a good scouring—
with the Christian equivalent of chlorine (whatever that
is). My filter is clogged.

I'm reluctant to read the Scripture; just don’t have the
energy for it. | neglect prayer. | waste time looking at
naked internet ladies again. | find even the thought of
church attendance loathsome. | avoid witnessing to
people | previously intended to talk with about their souls.
I’'m ignoring my diet. | regard the poor as a nuisance.

Spiritual algae—I wallow in it.

Maybe it’s just the doldrums of Winter. I'd like to think
So...

But come right down to it, I'm me just being me.

Lord, have mercy on John Cowart... Green pastures,
not green algae, please, Sir.

Here’s Jon’s take on the matter:

Lord, you know I'd be
lost without you...

....I'm lost enough
WITH you!

i
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Different subject:

Tuesday night, Feb. 24") President Obama addressed
a joint session of Congress.



Concerning education, he said that learning is not just
for kids.

“Tonight,” he said, “I ask every American to commit
to at least one year or more of higher education or career
training... this country needs and values the talents of
every American ”.

In the light of that, Ginny and | have been discussing
how to enhancing our own education. Certainly not by
going back to a classroom; | hated school when | was
there. Maybe something on-line. I'm considering
advanced rescue training, Latin, computer stuff, or some
subject altogether unfamiliar. We've even talked about
square dancing. We’'ll settle on something soon. But we
do plan to do it.

Another thing the President encouraged was for
Americans to express consumer confidence in the
economy. So, this morning | bought two books I've been
hesitating to buy for six weeks.

| didn’t vote for either of the two major candidates
(see my November 2008 postings in the blog archive if
you really care about political stuff more than | do), but
once a President is elected, I'll do what little things | can
to support him and the nation.

| always pray that politicians know more about what’s
going on than I think they do.

Hummm... Can you get a billion dollar federal grant
for a scaled-down algae eradication project (i.e. Fight
unemployment by hiring a pool boy).

Would that qualify as one of those Green Projects the
President was pushing?

Last night Ginny and | stayed up way too late
watching Anthony Hopkins and Jessica Lange in Titus, a
DVD film version of Shakespeare’s first play, Titus
Andronicus. We watched the play for hours, then stayed
up even later talking about it. Vengeance, rape, murder,
mutilation, manipulation, betrayal, and Roman
Legionaries on motorcycles--Great fun!

Worth staying up late to watch; But I’'m paying for it
this morning.



Sunday, March 01, 2009
A Silly Saturday

A hunt for missing potholders, the ones with chicken
heads, started the silliness.

Someone in this house (I refrain from naming names)
in a deep-seated commitment to sharing in household
chores, cleaned the kitchen back in October or November.

Yesterday that person’s wife began looking for her
chicken-headed pot holders—not in the potholder tray,
not in the linen closet, not in any kitchen drawers, not in a
cupboard.

Where could they be?

| could not remember.

| know they were there. Now, they’re not.
Someone may have moved them someplace else.

| encouraged her to use the lobster pot holders, or the
ones with snowmen; but that woman insisted on finding
the chicken ones.

Now, a year or two ago our dishwashing machine
broke down. We’ve never repaired it—too expensive and
with only two of us in the house, it’s just as easy to wash
dishes by hand.

That wife knowing the way the other person’s brain
sometimes works (or doesn’t) said, “I'd better check the
dishwasher”..

There she discovered two cutting boards which had
gone missing, a tall pillar candle in a glass holder, her two
chicken-headed pot holders, and a Christmas present I'd
hidden but forgotten.

Ginny will tease me about that forgotten cache till
Judgment Day.

Hey, when | clean the kitchen, | clean the kitchen.

That incident started us on a day of silliness. Like two
pre-teen school kids we laughed over inane jokes which
would make no sense to anyone else. They were only
funny because we were telling them to eachother. We
caught a bright emerald grasshopper in the garden and
talked about him for 20 minutes; great fun, but we really
need to get out more.



Just having fun together for no other reason than we
were together.

In the afternoon, after a trip to the library, |
discovered something I've never known before about this
mysterious woman I've been married to for 40 years.

As we waited for our lunch to arrive in the restaurant,
Ginny scanned some printed pages from her purse. When
| asked, she explained that the pages were her four-page
checklist of Agatha Christie mystery novels. Ginny said
one of her life goals is to read every novel Agatha Christie
ever wrote—all 80+ of them as well as over 160 short
stories. Ginny has checked off as read about half her
Christie reading list.

| never before knew that reading those was one of
Ginny’s goals.

Wonder what else she intends?

I’'ve never read an Agatha Christie novel. But, | once
fell asleep during a Masterpiece Theatre showing of a
Miss. Jane Marple mystery; does that count?

It's good that Ginny and | have so much in common.
But, alas, a dark cloud arises on our horizon:

The taskmaster at Ginny’s office has dispatched her
to an out-of-town convention later this month. She tried to
get out of it, but can’'t because the office considers her
indispensable for all activities--except a pay raise.

This will be the first time in about 30 years we've
been separated overnight.

We both find the prospect traumatic.
We like being together.
We have fun.

No possibility of my going with her, so being a dirty-
minded old man | immediately envisioned what might
happen—I've heard tales about beautiful women at out-of-
town conventions.

Hey, even after 40 years of marriage, she’s still a
babe.

Remember Tailhook?



| told her to be sure to take her pepper-spray to fend
off admirers, the horny cads.

Being a Christian husband at peace with the Lord and
serenely confident of His daily protection, | also
entertained visions of traffic accidents, plane crashes,
hotel fires, and even a nuclear attack on one city or the
other while she’s gone. | believe you can never be too
paranoid

No problem in any of these scenarios.

If we both survive we have a pre-designated contact
point in another place.

If only one survives, the other will grieve but carry on.

If neither of us survives, we'll meet before the throne
of God—where she will tell all the assembled saints from
time and eternity about me and the stuff in the
dishwasher.

That's ok.

While she’s out of town, | plan to clean the kitchen
again.

Tuesday, March 03, 2009
A Fun Hodgepodge

Sunday’s Florida Times-Union newspaper ran this
notice about our friend Barbara White's books:

Familiar Voice

For 15 years, award-winning Florida Times-Union religion
editor Barbara White, now retired, wrote a weekly T-U column
profiling her personal spiritual journey. Thousands of readers
followed her accounts drawing inspiration and encouragement
from her popular Along The Way column.

Recently, Jacksonville’s Bluefish Books collected the best of
these columns for a series of four Along The Way books.

“l write about trying to life the Christian life and failing and
trying again,” White said, “God loves us just as we are—and too
much to let us stay that way”.

Her first Along The Way book is available at
www.bluefishbooks.info .

Ginny and | have known Barbara for about 30 years;
all 1 can say is that she lives what she writes. | wish



Barbara’s books circulated more. They carry the potential
of becoming spiritual classics.

Monday my friend Wes treated me to breakfast at
Dave’s Diner where we discussed the process of
formatting the Pentateuch as advanced by proponents of
Wellhausen’s documentary hypothesis. Wes denounced
the presuppositions and conclusions of these critics, while
| applauded their initial observations.

In the midst of this highfalutin theological discussion,
we laughed like crazy over the waitress’ Midol joke (which
need not be repeated here). The three of us laughed so
hard that other customers stared and the cook came out
of his kitchen to see what was so funny. That made us
laugh harder.

Once Wes and | arrived back at my house and got our
pipes stoked with fine tobacco, we talked about
unemployment, foreclosures, financial crisis, bankruptcy,
Depression, bailouts and taxes.

Then, our conversation turned serious:

Recently a young pastor from out of town called Wes
asking advice about dealing with an adolescent in his
flock who is tormented by a poltergeist.

The unclean spirit has manifested itself in visions of a
black hand, by physical fires, and by throwing heavy
objects.

Wes has previous experience confronting demons; |
have none.

Wes traveled out of town to consult the pastor. He
advised first eliminating natural phenomena, such as
emotional, mental or physical iliness, attention seeking, or
outright fakery, before looking at occult influences.

Wes says we face two equally mistaken attitudes
when it comes to unclean spirits: first, we tend to ignore
or disbelieve their existence; or secondly, we tend to
nurse an unhealthy interest in them. Either attitude is
counterproductive to life and godliness.

I’'m glad of this reminder. | tend to think | fight a lone
battle by myself against circumstances without a spiritual
dimension. | forget that St Paul said, “We wrestle not
against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against



powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world,
against spiritual wickedness in high places”.

On a happier note:

Wes brought me a typescript diary which a young
Jacksonville woman wrote in 1942, the first year of World
War Il.

After Wes left, | read the whole text in one sitting.
Fascinating! Filled with zest and breathless energy,
innocence, and curiosity.

What a delight!
She was 17 and a college freshman when she wrote:

“This morning | did the most awful thing that | have
ever done—I'm still mortified to death & | still don't see
how | managed to let it happen!

“Something happened to my sense of time ‘cause at
10:10 | heard Tish coming up from her 9:00 class &
realized that | should have been in English class at 10:00!
You should have seen me dash! | got there 15 minutes
late... That’s no way to act!”

On July 12, 1942, she describes her first-ever kiss:

“Charlie kissed me tonite for the first time! | mean, on
my lips. | got all kinds of tingles all over me & I almost felt
like crying! It was awful & wonderful & everything all at
the same time. | had really not intended to let him do it
‘til the end of the summer, but | just could not hold out
any longer”.

She and Charlie married and lived together for, |
believe, over 50 years.

| knew them as an elderly couple; she survived him by
a few years before her own death. | wish I'd known them
young.

Last night, as Ginny and | were praying after dinner,
the telephone right beside us rang. So we put God on hold
while | answered the incoming call.

The young lady on the phone said she’d called to let
me know that she’'d read my March 1°* posting (about the
chicken-headed potholders) on her computer at work and
started laughing. A coworker came up to read over her
shoulder and started laughing too. Soon five ladies



clustered around the computer to laugh at me and those
potholders.

That news gave me such a lift. So often | feel as
though no one reads my stuff and I'm just typing on air. |
wonder why | bother writing. It makes me happy to know
that there are a few readers out there.

After | hung up the phone, Ginny and | resumed
praying—the Lord God was still on the line waiting
patiently for us.

He always is.

Wednesday, March 04, 2009
Transcribing On The Cutting Edge

Reading that young girl’'s 1942 diary Monday,
reminded me of how remiss I've been in transcribing all
those diary notebooks Barbara White entrusted to me for
eventual publication. So Tuesday | typed another few
pages into the computer.

Understand please, that | do not actually know how to
type—a strange confession for a writer, but | never
learned how. And I've only been a free-lance writer for
30+ years.

To change Barbara’s handwritten text into
computerease, | follow the lines of her hand-written text
with the forefinger of my left hand, and punch computer
keys with the forefinger of my right hand.

That's the way it works as | straddle the cutting edge
of high-tech electronic communications.

Ouch!

God made a serious mistake in judgment in laying this
task on my heart. Had He known what He was doing, He'd
at least have picked someone who knows how to type.

And | dare not outsource the task. The last time | let
someone else take off manuscript pages to transcribe for
me, the irreplaceable pages ended up in a dumpster. That
experience spooked me. I'm leery; it makes me think I'm
the only person who can be trusted with one-of-a-kind
autograph pages.

Or maybe I'm just a control freak.



Whatever. The task is worth doing. Here is a section of
text | transcribed yesterday:

August 6, 1981: | am walking through a shadowed
valley and it is sometimes hard for me to see very clearly
when the shadows are so dense. But this morning, He
sent a ray of light.

Somewhere | read that God does not have a planned
end for us, just a planned going—and for some reason |
took that to mean He only cares about the kind of person
we are—not the things like our jobs and so forth.

And | am so mixed and uncertain about work/job. But
He does not ignore anything in our lives.

Who—and Whose—I am is more important than what |
do to earn money, but He knows and cares about it all.

Nothing is too small for His concern.
And He loves me.

Thursday, March 05, 2009
Today’s Posting Is Brought To You By The
Number Five,
Wal-Mart, And Smith & Wesson

Yesterday | wasted too many hours trying to
understand a passage of Scripture that has nothing to do
with me.

Sometimes | get on one of these kicks, chasing
intellectual rabbits instead of paying attention to work or
my own clear-cut duties.

While chasing rabbits is fun, neither the kingdom of
God on earth nor my own happiness depends on my
understanding everything mentioned in the Bible.

| refer to the book of Numbers, Chapter 5, verses 11-
32, in which a jealous husband could take his suspected
wife to the Tabernacle where the priest would write a
terrible curse on a parchment.

He'd wash the ink off the page, mix the inky water
with dirt off the floor, have the accused woman drink it,
and if she were guilty her belly would swell and her thigh
rot. But, if she were innocent, nothing would happen.

Is this really in the Bible?



Sounds like a voodoo ritual to me.

While the law allowed for this ritual, there is no record
in the Bible of anybody actually doing it.

Commentators say this ritual was instituted to protect
women from abuse by jealous husbands. In other places,
the law stipulated that an proven adulterous couple could
be stoned to death, both the male and the female.

In the New Testament, when a woman caught in the
act of adultery was brought before Jesus and the crowd
wanted to stone her, He said, “Let him who is without sin
among you cast the first stone” and the once indignant
crowd melted away without anybody throwing anything.
And Jesus told the woman, “Go and sin no more”.

Numbers Five makes no sense to me.
It sounds like some sort of magic charm.
It just doesn't fit the overall tone of Scripture.

And my Bible study tools aren’t any help at all; they
just leave me more confused.

I'd happened to read Numbers Five in the course of
my normal morning Bible reading yesterday. When | read
that strange passage, it sparked a memory of what I'd
read in this newspaper article from Sunday’s paper:

A News Services article in the “World Briefs” section
on page A-8 in the March 1% Florida Times-Union reports:

Chechnya: President Defends Women’s Deaths

GROZNY—The bull-necked president of Chechnya emerged
from afternoon prayers at the mosque and explained why seven
young women who had been shot in the head deserved to die.

Ramzan Kadyrov said the women, whose bodies were found
dumped by the roadside, had “loose morals” and were rightfully
shot by male relatives in honor killings.

He is carrying out a campaign to impose Islamic values and
strengthen the traditional customs of predominantly Muslim
Chechnya, to blunt the appeal of hardline Islamic separatist and
shore up his power.

Then, last night’s tv news reported this news item
from right here in Florida:



HOMESTEAD, FLA. - Police are investigating after a woman
was injured during a shooting at a Wal-mart super center in
Homestead, police said.

Homestead police said the incident happened at the garden
center section of the store at 33501 S. Dixie Highway. Police
said the victim was an employee at the store and the
suspected shooter was her boyfriend.

Police said the man shot the woman several times and she
was transported to Jackson Memorial Hospital by air rescue.

Google news says a similar shooting incident involving
an estranged couple happened Monday at another Wal-
Mart in Arizona.

My impression is that in modern times, all too many
workplace shootings involve estranged couples when the
jealous one takes a gun to settle volatile emotional
matters.

In the light of what's happening today in Muslim
lands, in Wal-Marts, and in workplaces all over, maybe the
Mosaic Law’s provision to settle domestic tensions with a
washed-away curse and dirt off the tabernacle floor—
maybe that odd ritual makes more sense than | first
thought.

Friday, March 06, 2009
A Man For One Season

Thursday | continued transcribing for eventual
publication all those hand-written diaries of Barbara
White’s. Their dates range from May, 1976, through 2003.
My typing of the things now approaches December of
1981.

They tell me adversity is good for my soul.
They lie.

Anyhow, the last entry | transcribed speaks to my
condition.

On November 26, 1981, Barbara wrote:



There is a seasonal nature in Christian experience...There is
no instant maturity. Time either works for us or against us. If it
rains on you and you never bring forth fruit, you haven’t used
your time right.

Spring—All Christian life begins in the Spring. That's the
time for multiplication of the seed, blossoms, bees.

Summer—Summer is when the Lord puts the heat on—and
sends the rain. It's a time of growth and maturity. Vines don’t
bear fruit unless there is first a Summer.

Fall—Fall is the harvest time. Thanksgiving. In-gathering.
God collects fruit.

In Fall, get all you can, then can all you get.

Winter—The winter experience prepares for Spring. What
happens to fruit in Winter? Don’t panic. Spring is coming. Every
child of God has seasons of Winter. Rest in God and prepare
your tools for Spring. Fruit bearing in Winter is unusual—and
probably plastic.

Every tree of God is an evergreen. No dried up shriveled up
trees.

God never demands fruit out of season.

In Winter, the accuser attacks us asking, “Where is your
fruit? ”. The accuser accuses us of spiritual laziness, being
barren, unprofitable. He questions, “Why is not God doing

something?’
My job is to cooperate with God in all my seasons.
By Barbara’s criteria, I'm a man of one season.
Winter hell!
I’'m a walking, talking spiritual Ice Age.
A one-man glacier.
But, I'm not alone.

Wednesday Business Week magazine released a list
of the ten unhappiest cities in the United States; their
survey looked at divorce, crime, unemployment,
depression, suicide, and cloudy days to determine which
cities were not very happy.

Jacksonville ranks number six on that list.

Broken down in sections, the Business Week survey
says Jacksonville is #2 in depression, #23 in crime, and



#9 in suicides. One high point—the survey lists
Jacksonville as #144 in cloudy days....

Bunch of damn yankees! If that’s what you think of us,
stay home. Why do droves of you move here—maybe
that’s what makes the rest of us so miserable.

Hey, we icemen deserve a rant now and then.

Saturday, March 07, 2009
Practical Stichomancy

While digging in the back closet for a book | wanted
(books clog all our closets), | ran across a gag gift a friend
gave me for Christmas a few years ago

It was a plastic Jesus action figure with flexible limbs
for posing.

Seeing it struck a cord.

Once when Fred and Johnny, my two older sons from
my first marriage, were little fellows, they had seen
numerous tv ads pushing some army soldier action figure
for little boys. Looking at the tv promotions you’d think
these things came with exploding bombs, a flame-
throwing tank, strafing jets, and real hand grenades.

The boys yearned for this thing. It captured their
imagination and sparked dreams of battle, conquest and
victory.

My first wife and | entered combat with mobs of other
parents at the Toyzilla Mega-Mart and in only a couple of
hours shopping we acquired two of these soldier action
figures.

Christmas morning the boys unwrapped their
presents.

One of the guys, | forget which one, said, “Dad, it's
only a doll”.

When | found that Jesus action figure in the closet, |
remembered that incident with my older sons because so
often I've heard things about Jesus, especially when
religious meetings are being promoted, that made me
expect Him to walk on water.

I'd build up my hopes and expect to see tongues of
flame, showers of gold flakes falling on the congregation,



souls gloriously converted, blind people walking, miracles
happening, Jacksonville transformed.

But when | ‘d go to the event—It’s only a doll.

Other Christians seem to find edification in such an
environment, in such circumstances.

| end up disappointed.

Oh well, | could not be disillusioned in religious
meetings were | not operating under some illusion in the
first place.

In my actually experience, walking with Jesus has
been a quite affair. A slow daily progression of trial and
error, failure and repentance, mini-deaths and mini
resurrections of my soul.

Don’t get me wrong. Jesus is Lord. The mighty God,
King of Kings and Lord of Lords. He died on the cross and
rose, Prince of Life, from tomb. He lives and acts in
today’s world. But in my experience, I've been most
aware of Him in Hype-free religion.

Maybe that’s just me.

He meets each person at their own level. He does not
run an assembly line. We each encounter Him at our own
speed.

One of the ways | become aware of Him most often is
through the Bible.

But reading the Bible often cramps my style.

Take the Friends Of The Library Book Sale this
weekend.

Every year since the early 1980s Ginny and | have
attended this annual sale where tens of thousands of
books go on sale for one or two dollars each. The stock
comes from old books culled from the public library’s
collections as well as from thousands of volumes donated
by anyone clearing off their own shelves. When | cull the
eleven bookcases cluttering our house, | donate most of
my discards to the Friend’s book sale.

When we go to the sale, we carry empty shopping
bags to fill. We enter a trance-like state of coveting,
materialism, book-lust, acquisitiveness, greed and glee....
Wow! Look What | Found!



It’s not unheard of for us to fill the trunk of the car
(and the back seat) with new-bought used books.

I’'ve looked forward to this year’s sale for months.

Yesterday, during my normal Bible reading, | ran
across the phrases, “Godliness with contentment is great
gain... Having food and raiment let us therewith be
contend... Be content with such things as ye have”.

Struck a worrisome cord.

Be content with such books as | already have??? But
Lord, what if | miss a real bargain? What if | miss filling a
gap in my Florida History collection? What if there’'s a
Gutenberg Bible just laying on the table and nobody else
sees it first?

Be content with such things as ye have.

The Lord God can be so unreasonable at times!
I’'m a book person for Heaven'’s sake!

Maybe I'm mis-reading the Scripture.

There’s got to be a loophole.

Can these isolated phrases from the Bible be a
trustworthy guide in my practical daily life 2,000 years
after they were written to some Greeks who probably
didn’t even own eleven bookcases?

After all stichomancy is a pagan practice.

What? You've never heard of stichomancy? It's a
common enough practice among Christians. Scholars call
the practice by a lot of names: sortes biblicae, sortes
sanctorum, libromancy, or bibliomancy—it all essentially
is the same thing.

It means the practice of divination by means of a
sacred text. Most commonly in modern times it means
standing a Bible on its spine, letting it fall open at
random, and pointing to a verse with your eyes closed.

The idea is that the Holy Spirit will make your finger
land on a text which God wants you to use to guide your
life for that day or to tell you the future..

This practice uses the Bible as a voodoo fetish, crystal
ball, or a rabbit-foot charm.



This practice kind of snuck into Christianity, maybe
because of the high regard in which we hold God’s Word,
but the practice is rooted in paganism.

Ancient Egyptians pointed to texts in their Book Of
The Dead. Greeks used the poetry of Homer this same
way. The Romans pointed to passages in the oracles of
the Sybil. In medieval times, people used bibliomancy to
detect a witch for burning.

But isn’t the Bible supposed to guide a Christian’s life?

Yes, but the Bible is not a rabbit’'s foot. No magic
charms or incantations here.

But can’t God use the pagan practice of stichomancy
to speak to His children today?

Certainly.

When it comes to communicating His love and will for
us, God is unlimited and unscrupulous; He’'s not above
using things rooted in paganism to touch us today. Case
in point—Christmas glitz and glitter and commercialism is
about as pagan as you can get, yet it directs my thoughts
to the manger, to the incarnation, to God’s coming into
this world seeking to save the lost—especially me.

Pagan, smagan. Whoever said God is fair? He does
what it takes.

But the stichomancy superstition doesn’t work for me.

This morning | opened my Bible at random, closed my
eyes, pointed, and landed on the verse which says, “Now
Korah, the son of Izhar, the son of Kohath, the son of Levi,
and Dathan and Abiram the sons of Eliab and On the son
of Peleth, sons of Reuben, took men”.

What am | supposed to do with that?

On the other hand, as | consistently read Scripture in
order, | get a sense of the glory, character and nature of
God—information which helps me fit into His plans.... And
realize that in spite of everything He loves me.

That'’s practical stichomancy.

Each book of the Bible was written by a specific
person, at a specific time, to a specific readership, and
with a specific purpose in mind. All under the breath and



supervision of God’s Holy Spirit. And the Bible is a library
of individual books, each originally a stand-alone volume.

Here 2,000 years later | read over their shoulders
seeking the information that applies to me.

Unless, you are tracing a theme, such as women in
the Bible or an overview of all the parables of Jesus, |
think it's wiser to read through individual books than to
pick phrases here and there.

Do we expect God to speak only in ten-second sound
bites?

We are not working magic here; we're seeking the
living Christ.

In my normal Bible reading Thursday morning, |
encountered a phrase that struck my fancy; it was Daniel
11:32 which says, “The people that do know their God
shall be strong and do exploits”.

| thought that would be a neat verse to base my day
on.

So, what happened?

First, I don’t know any more about God than | did
yesterday... As for being strong, | felt so tried that |
napped much of the afternoon... And my exploit for the
day? Well, | made one phone call.

Does that count?
So much for stichomancy...
“Be content with such things as ye have”.

Ok, the Bible is not a magic charm... but do you
suppose God could be dropping me a hint about buying
any more books?

Maybe He wants me to clean out the back closet
instead.

Oh well, The Lord makes sure we know what to do
when time comes to do it.

The Lord is my Shepherd
He leadeth me...



Sunday, March 08, 2009
Under The Fig Leaf

On October 16, 1869, while
digging a well on his farm in
Cardiff, N.Y., farmer Stub Newell
and a crew of hired laborers
uncovered a giant stone foot.

The men’s continued digging
unearthed a naked giant.

The reclining Cardiff Giant
measured 10 feet, 4 2 inches tall
and weighed 2,990 pounds. As
word of the discovery spread,
spectators  flocked to  Stub
Newell’s farm to see the wonder.
The farmer pitched a tent over the
giant and charged admission.

| learned about the Gardiff
Giant last week while reading
Scott Tribble’'s book A Colossal
Hoax: The Giant From Cardiff That
Fooled America (Rowman &
Littlefield Publishers, Inc. N.Y.
c.2009).

Speculation about the giant
ran rampant as physicians,
' attorneys, ministers, teamsters,
scientists, spiritualists, messenger
boys, newspaper reporters, and
society ladies viewed the wonder.
News spread across the country.

The nation’s speculations fell into three broad camps:
Some argued that the giant was a petrified man. Others
argued that he was an ancient statue. Others called him a
humbug.

Petrified man proponents claimed the giant proved
the Bible, that in antediluvian times, giants roamed the
earth. Statue proponents claimed the giant showed
sophistication too great to have been carved by Indians;
they said he was carved in ancient times by Mound
Builders, a race predating the Indians, or by Vikings, or by



refugees from sunken Atlantis. Humbug people claimed
he was of recent origin.

Eventually, after over a million dollars had been
collected by the giant’s owners, cigar-maker George Hull,
a relative and silent partner of farmer Newell, admitted
that he’d quarried the gypsum stone in Fort Dodge, lowa,
hired moonlighting marble tombstone carvers in Chicago
to shape the giant, shipped the statue in a crate marked
machine parts, and buried it by night on Stub Newell’'s
farm.

The Cardiff Giant was just a little over a year old when
it was discovered.

Nevertheless, it continued to be exhibited on tour and
it continued to rake in money.

But, another argument developed over the display of
the giant. Some vocal citizens wanted his private member
to be covered by a fig leaf lest women be incited to undue
lust and passion; others wanted the giant displayed in his
natural state.

Today, the Cardiff Giant is on display in the Farmers’
Museum, Cooperstown , N.Y., if anyone cares to see him.

| laughed on reading Tribble’s account of the fig leaf
controversy.

That reminded me of something funny that happened
to me once in the early 1960s while | worked at the
Library Of Congress (along with about 3,000 other
employees).

It also involved a fig leaf.

This happened 50 years ago, so my memory has
faded a bit. I'll try not to embellish the incident but certain
details, such as the depth of the water or how many
employees bet, | just can’t remember clearly.

Here’s the best | can do:

A large fountain, called King Neptune’s Court,
decorates the outside of the main entrance to the Library.

In a semicircular pool, two tritons blowing conch-shell
trumpets flank a bronze statue of Neptune. Two bare-
breasted water-nymphs ride sea horses in niches to the
side.



And scattered around the pool sea creatures,
tc. spout arcs of water.

»

An unsubstantiated rumor circulated among library
staff members that when the sculptor originally unveiled
the statue of the sea king, Neptune came fully equipped.
But protestors insisted that a bronze fig leaf be attached
to the statue in a
strategic location.

Everyone knows
that the Library of
Congress is a center
of learning, a place
for high intellectual
pursuits, and a forum
for deep
philosophical debate.
So naturally one day
during coffee break a
discussion arose F
among busy
employees about the
truth of the Neptune
rumor—was the fig
leaf original, or was
there something
under the fig leaf?




Bets were placed and a gang of us trooped outside to
the fountain to resolve the issue.

It was hard to see details of Neptune’s statue.

I’'ve heard it said that a Christian needs to be ready to
preach, pray or die at a moment’'s notice... | had not
placed a bet. The group identified me as a Christian likely
to give an honest report to resolve the bets; they
designated me to investigate.

I removed my shoes and socks, slipped into the
fountain, waded across, climbed the granite rock Neptune
sits on, and peeked under the fig leaf.

When | announced my findings, bet winners cheered
and losers groaned.

Then we all trooped back inside to the Library’s
basement snack bar in a laughing, happy cluster of
dedicated government workers earning our tax dollars.

Over my years as a Christian, occasionally I've been
called upon to do a number of odd acts of charity; that
day at the Library of Congress was one of the weirdest.

Now, | can not think of the Library of Congress without
remembering another incident that happened in that
same time frame.

This incident is neither funny nor happy, but it
remains horribly vivid.

In fact, off and on | for a couple of years I've been
writing a book about the will of God. If | ever finish the
manuscript, these will be my opening words on the very
first page:

Please, let me tell you about one of the times when | did not
do the will of God.

Back then | worked on the religion deck at the Library of
Congress, one of the most extensive libraries in the world with
more than 400 miles of shelving stuffed with books on every
conceivable subject.

That spring | felt in love with God. Every morning | hurried to
work early so | could go to my desk before anyone else arrived
and in the silence of that vast religious collection | would read my
Bible and pray and sometimes even sing. | was so enamored of
the love of Jesus Christ that my eyes would tear up at the thought
of His exquisite perfections.



| felt that, if necessary, | could gladly die for Him.

As my workday began | rushed to meet it with a bounce in my
step and love in my heart as | felt the presence of God with me in
the midst of everyday duties.

One day as | walked up Capital Hill on my way for my early
morning tryst with Jesus, a white-haired old lady hobbled across
the street in front of me struggling with two heavy suitcases.
Obviously she was laboring under the strain of her burden as she
made her way toward Union Station to catch a train.

Immediately | knew that | should carry those bags for her.

Don't ask me how | knew that God wanted me to help that old
woman. | heard no voice. | saw no vision. She did not ask my help
or even speak to me. But | felt a strong internal conviction that |
should carry her bags to the train for her.

| had plenty of time before needing to be at work; it would
take just a few minutes to walk to the station only a couple of
blocks back the way | had just come.

But | knew that if | did it, | would miss my precious devotional
time.

| knew | should do the will of God by carrying those bags.
"Lord, I'll pray for her when | get to work," | told Him.

You carry her bags, the conviction said.

"But I'll miss my devotions," | prayed.

Carry her bags.

This is not the voice of God, | reasoned. It's just a resurgence
of my Boy Scout training; A Scout Is Helpful. That's a Boy Scout
law not a law of God. I'm mentally conditioned to help old ladies
(yes, | really said that to myself). Obviously God would not want
me to skip reading the Holy Bible and praying and worshiping Him
just to be a do-gooder. This old lady is a temptation not an
opportunity to do God's will.

| did not carry her bags.

| walked on to the Library. | slipped behind my desk. | opened
my Bible.... and my fervent devotion turned to ashes.

The words of Scripture became dull ink on gray paper.
My prayers raddled around in my mouth.

No hymn graced my lips.

No joy touched my heart.



| had clearly known what God wanted me to do...
and | chose not to do it.

This incident happened over 50 years ago, yet to this day,
when | think about the will of God, a mental picture of that old
woman lugging those bags pops into my mind.

Sometimes | speculate about what would have happened if |
had helped her. Maybe, those suitcases were stuffed with hundred
dollar bills and she would have given me a stake which I'd have
invested and become richer than Bill Gates. Maybe she was a
retired missionary or pastor's wife and she would have revealed
some spiritual secret to me that would have guided me through
my own spiritual journey. Maybe she had a great granddaughter
waiting to meet her at the train and | would have met the love of
my life... Maybe my kindness and witness would have resulted in
this old woman's conversion just hours before she launched into
eternity. Maybe...

| have no idea what would have happened if | had done the
will of God.

No one ever does.

| only know that here years later | regard this incident as one
of the greatest spiritual turning points of my life... and | blew it.

Now, eventually the spiritual fervor | once had returned. The
words and paragraphs of Scripture made sense again. Prayers
sweetened. Songs came to mind again. Worship awed me.
People responded to my witness and accepted Christ as Savior.

Nevertheless, | know that | had missed something, something
eternally important that | will never regain.

I had missed doing the will of God....

It may seem odd to begin a book about the will of God
with a personal example of not doing His will, but. that
memory is the way | want to start off the book

What?
O, King Neptune’s anatomical status?

Far be it from me to reveal hidden secrets, but I'll tell
you how to find out.

Next time you're in Washington, go to the Library of
Congress, slip off your shoes, wade across the fountain’s
pool, and take a look for yourself.



If the Capital Hill Police or somebody from Homeland
Security questions what you are doing in Neptune’s
fountain, just tell them that John Cowart told you to peek
under the fig leaf....I'm sure they’ll understand.

Monday, March 09, 2009
Gene Maudlin

My e-friend Gene Maudlin died in hospice care
Saturday.

Though | never physically met Old Horsetail Snake,
my world is diminished.

Yesterday, when | read online of his death, | sat at my
computer and cried.

Wednesday, March 11, 2009
| Suffer From Spring Giddiness

To avoid real work yesterday, | finished cleaning the
pool and mowed the front yard where the amaryllis bed at
our front door just begins to bloom. Some stalks stand
tall; other just begin to emerge from the soil. Looks as
though between 20 and 30 stalks with clusters of flowers
are set to open. | photographed this first cluster:

| need to be careful working in that flower bed.



Anyone who steps in that flower bed is suddenly
jerked up into the air like a hooked fish. They disappear
screaming up into the sky and are never seen again.

The half-buried coffee mug and the shape of the bed
explain why:

Yes, that is the Bermuda Triangle at our front door.

Yesterday also marked the 20" Anniversary of the
opening of Jacksonville’s Dames Point Bridge. The main
1,300-foot center span is 175 feet above the St. Johns
River. The bridge is held up by 144 steel cables backed by
471-foot towers.



The anniversary is significant to me because back
before the bridge opened, | wrote an article for a local
magazine about the construction. Researching the article
enabled me to tour the construction site and | went up to
the top of the cable tower on the right in the photo. | rode
up the outside of the tower in an open wire
basket/elevator lifted on cables by a crane on top of that
471 foot tower.

Breezy up there.

Thrilling panoramic view from the ocean all the way
across this city | love.

Then | got to ride down in that swinging basket again
—not a typical day for a history writer who’s mostly used
to library research.

| can’t believe that happened 20 years ago.
Seems more recent.
Makes me feel old.

Speaking of old, in other happy news, an Associated
Press report yesterday confirms my decision about how to
handle my prostate cancer.

An American Medical Association study, "reinforces
the message that we are over diagnosing prostate
cancer," said Dr. Len Lichtenfeld of the American Cancer
Society.



The report says, “Most men who undergo a biopsy for
an abnormal PSA test don't turn out to have prostate
cancer; high PSAs often signal a benign enlarged prostate.
Of those who do have cancer, there's no proof yet that
early detection saves lives — as most prostate tumors
grow so slowly that had they not been screened, those
men would have died of something else without the
anxiety”.

I’'m way ahead of the AMA.

Of course, in the nature of things, the scientists may
change their findings next week; seems they come up
with a new treatment (or decide that the old treatment is
killing you) every other week.

However when this first came up | read the literature,
prayed for wisdom, consulted various doctors, talked over
our sexual options with Ginny, and decided not to treat
my cancer at all.

As | told Dr. Oz, my oncologist, “It's my prostate.
Don’t you touch it”.

| think I made the right choice.

Friday, March 13, 2009
Pet Problem

Our daughter Eve, her husband Mark, and their five
cats need to move soon..

They’'ve been hunting all over Jacksonville for a
suitable apartment. Everyplace they go, they run into an
obstacle as various apartment managers reveal building
policies concerning multiple cats.

I've told the kids there’s a way to solve that problem
-- but they won't listen to me
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Harrold wins as he empties his bucket of kittens first

Saturday, March 14, 2009
A Come-To-Jesus Post

In the midst of the current financial crisis with people
loosing their jobs, homes, cars, retirement funds ,and
their ways of living, for God only knows what reason, my
first quarter book sales at www.bluefishbooks.info have
been better than they have been in ages.

Odd that.

| attempted to understand what’s going on by reading
Jonathan Salem Baskin’s book Branding Only Works On
Cattle (Business Plus. N.Y. ¢.2008). Mr. Baskin runs a
global branding consultancy; he has 26 years experience
in the field of brand marketing.

Most of the time | have no idea what Basking is
talking about. I'll never make a businessman.

However, three things he said struck a cord with me:

First, he said, “If you own a hammer, all the world’s
problems look like nails”.

| thought that was the coolest quote.



In another place he says, “You won’t get the sale if
you don’t ask for it”.

Then, in the one quote that really grabbed me, Baskin
says, “The medium is not the message—the message is
the message”!

How these observations fit with the increased sale of
my books, | can’t figure. The books sell because readers
buy them. That’s good. | like that. It gives me hope as a
writer.

But, | feel that I've been remiss, especially in this on-
line diary chronicling my own life and interests. Mostly |
do what | do because | do it. That's what | write about,
and | rely on perceptive readers to pick up any deeper
message than that.

| need to make a transition here and I’'m not sure how
to do it. Please bear with me because | want to move from
books and blog to more important things. Much more
important things.

Every once in a while in these postings, | write
something that reveals | am not a preacher, just a
common, ordinary, garden-variety Christian. | hope that
Christ shines through my life—well, maybe not shines, but
is at least obscurely visible behind all my foolishness.

As a result of reading Baskin’s book, | question just
how much of my true message gets lost in the constant
me, me, me murk of my postings.

And since the message is the message, | feel | should
state it here:

Jesus Christ is Lord.
That's it.

That’'s my message.
It's familiar.

Every Christmas we hear the Scripture—And His name
shall be called wonderful, counselor, the mighty God, the
Everlasting Father...Emmanuel, God with us.... And the
angel told Joseph, “Thou shall call His name, Jesus, for He
shall; save His people from their sin”.



Yes, no matter what we have done, no matter what
has been done to us, God came in the flesh to rescue us
because He loves us; it's in His nature to love.

From the beginning God had some purpose in mind
for creating you and me, a purpose that would result in
His glory and our happiness. But the world, the flesh, and
the devil debased us, degraded us, squelched the glory
that should have been. And this happened with our overt
(or sneaky) full cooperation.

We have done deeds of darkness in broad daylight.

Yet we want other people to think well of us. We wear
masks so we’ll look good—Somehow | think of that weird
masked guy in the Burger King commercials.

And behind our false fronts, behind our false deeds,
behind our worse sins, our hearts yearn. Like a thirsty
deer in a parched land sniffs the air for a scent of water,
so we thirst, so we long for something more, for Someone
More, for God. Our hunger’'s never satisfied with this
world’s bread; it leaves us stuffed but hungry still. We
want to be home. How shall we sing the song of the Lord
in the land of a stranger?

Sprawled and hungover and headachy, we wake amid
the debris, litter and consequences of last night’s party,
we straighten our clothes and brush our hair and try to
look presentable as though nothing had happened. We
say we’ve done nothing wrong, nothing everybody else
isn't doing too.

Even so, we fake it. Yearning for God, we continue in
our addiction to self, sin and satan. We’d like to change
the unpleasant aspects of our slavery, at least
momentarily on the morning after, but we slip right back,
powerless to quit.

And those of us who aren’t party people sneak our
sins in the privacy of our own homes and look down on
those caught out in public. We snobs get to think of
ourselves not as sinners but as superior—which
compounds our own situation as rebellious, miserable
offenders.

We serve a miserable master. We chose to. On some
level, we like it that way.

We call it being human.



And we’re right.

But God too became human. He came to destroy the
works of the devil. He healed the sick. He taught the
ignorant. He fed the hungry. Whatever was wrong, Jesus
made right.

We tortured Him to death for His efforts. We nailed
Him down hand and foot. Stuck Him in the side with a
javelin like a skewered pig. Mocked. Capped with thorns.
Spit on.

Killed Him dead, we did.
In due time, Christ died for the ungodly.
Now, here’s the kicker.

Death could not hold the Lord of Life. He rose under
His own power. He is declared to be the Son of God by His
resurrection from the dead. King of kings. Lord of lords.
The bright and morning star. The living God.

Death.

Life from death.

Jesus rose or rotted.

We also will rise or rot.

Death comes on all men because all have sinned.
You and I will spend all eternity somewhere.

If Jesus is not true, then nothing counts.

If Jesus is true, then nothing else counts.

Now comes the call to action.

St. Paul said, “”If thou shalt confess with thy mouth
the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that God
hath raised Him from the dead, thou shalt be saved. For
with the heart man believeth unto righteousness; and
with the mouth confession is made unto salvation”.

This is where the faith hits the fan.

Mr. Baskin’'s expertise in marketing tells me that |
won’t get action unless | ask for it. OK, I'll ask.

Is there any reason you should not make Jesus Christ
the absolute lord of your life, right here, right now, today?

As you sit right there in your pajamas in front of your
computer, | ask you to do three things:



1. Pray—Simply tell Jesus that you chose for Him to
live His life as Lord in your heart. If some specific sin
occurs to you, ask Him to forgive you; that’s between
you and Him.; He’s more willing to forgive than we are
to ask. Scary stuff this, isn't it?

2. Relax—He does the rest. This is a supernatural
transaction between you and God going on here. He’s
alive, remember?

3. Tell—Then | ask that you tell what you’ve just done
to the next person you meet, your wife, your husband,
your kids, your mailman, the pizza delivery guy,
whoever. Just say, “You know what | just did? I've
asked Jesus to come into my heart as Lord. What do
you think of that?”

Congratulations. You've just become a Christian, a
follower of Jesus. No telling what’'s going to happen
next! He still has in mind that purpose He created you
for in the first place...Wild times. Peaceful times.
Dangerous times. Fun times. Painful times. Joyous
times.... Who knows? With Jesus in charge, the world’s
a different place and you're a different you:

If any man be in Christ, he is a new creation. Old
things are passed away, all things are become new
and all things are of God. Think of a scene from
mythology, think of a shining dragon just hatching out
of the egg, spreading glossy new wings, born now
empowered to fly—that’s you.

Or, it could be. Baby dragons can’t choose to come
out of the shell; we can.

You can never choose any time but today. Yes, this

very day. There is no other time. Our only freedom is in
choosing.

When | began reading about sales techniques,

marketing books, and branding cattle in Mr. Baskin’s
book, | never expected to end up writing a post like this.

Please let me know what happened. I’'m interested.



Tuesday, March 17, 2009
Some Elephants Weren’t Made To Fly

Immediately after | posted my last entry, one | felt
was spiritually powerful, meaningful and potentially life-
changing, | crashed hard.

A bad case of spiritual blahs, apathy, and depression
captured my mind. Not that | didn’'t believe in God
anymore, it’s just that | didn’t care.

I've noticed this phenomena before. Back when |
taught adult Bible lessons, after teaching one | thought
was good, my own spiritual life would go to pot. Maybe
it’s a natural backlash thing, like the way you feel the
morning after final exams.

| hope my admitting this will not spoil whatever good
readers might have found in my testimony, but | feel that
being honest about spiritual doldrums is a sort of
backhanded testimony too. | don’t want to misrepresent
what Jesus is in my own life—and sometimes He just
doesn’t count for much, except as low-key, annoying,
background noise. I'm not quoting Billy Graham here.

Compounding my blahs, I've been transcribing my
friend Barbara White’'s hand-written prayer diaries for
future publication and she’s one of those Christians who
often effervesces with praise, joy, singing, positive
outlook, deep wisdom, love of God, and all that jazz.

In one place she mentions that verse from lIsaiah
which says, “They that wait upon the LORD shall renew
their strength; they shall mount up with wings as eagles;
they shall run, and not be weary; and they shall walk, and
not faint”.

Good for the eagles. Great for them to soar.

But, as Ginny pointed out last night when we talked
about such things, “Not all birds were made to fly, John.
And, let's face it, you're shaped a little bit more like a
penguin than an eagle”.

Barbara enjoys a close personal relationship with the
Lord. Her diaries talk about that a lot.

Ginny is reading a novel containing much theology,
and she questions the author’s view of God; she feels his
view limits God. “l don’t think much about my relationship
with God,” she said. “It’s just always there”.



My own relationship with God is like my relationship
with the President of the United States. He lives in the
White House; | live here. | acknowledge his authority and
observe his laws (more or less). I'm one of his citizens;
but he sees me as one voter in the polls. He bails out
other people with advances—none of which get to me
down here where | live.

The President and | get along fine.
Our relationship is just what it ought to be.

I'm loyal to him. He does what he see as best for all
concerned including me. And we’'d defend each other in a
fight. But the President and | are not exactly fishing
buddies.

Nothing wrong with that.
Some birds weren’t made to fly.
Some of us see things differently.

Ginny reminded me of that poem about the blind men
describing an elephant. One walked into its side and said
an elephant is like a wall. Another felt the sharp tusk and
said an elephant is like a spear. The blind man who
touched the leg, said it was like a tree. The one on the
trunk said it was a snake. And the one holding the tail said
an elephant is like a rope.

Wrong analogy to use with me when I’'m depressed in
the blahs.

Today, | feel that I'm the blind man who stands
directly underneath the elephant’s tail...

And we all know what happens there.

But don’t let my blah attitude today keep you from
Jesus, perhaps God intends for you to be one of His eagles
and soar.

Have a good flight.
We penguins love to watch.
You're beautiful in the air.



Wednesday, March 18, 2009
Gone To the Dogs In A Rust-colored
Shirt

Ginny’s office sent her out of town to a conference
yesterday. It's the first time in decades we’'ve been
separated over night so I'm worried about how she will
get along without me.

I'm afraid she might really like it!

What with her being gone and my own blahs and
internal worries, | pulled a rust-colored shirt out of the
closet and wore it all day without giving it a thought—till
my e-friend at Sherri at Matter Of Fact notified me that
she posted a link to He Did Not Want To Go, a story |
wrote years ago about St. Patrick of Ireland. It's the third
chapter in my book Strangers On The Earth and Sherri, an
Irish enthusiast, had asked me about using it several
weeks ago.

Since the beginning of the month Sherri worked hard
proving green postings on her blog leading up to St.
Patrick’s Day. She included receipts, photos, jokes,
limericks, and all sorts of other features leading up to her
grand celebration of Irish blessings in her post yesterday.

But | blew it.

| had altogether forgotten yesterday was St. Patrick’s
Day.

And, for Heaven’s sake, my youngest daughter is
named after St. Patrick!

There’s an author’s note at the end of the story
explaining how she came to be named, and how | came to
write it while laying under a bed.

| do have a green shirt in the back of the closet, a
green shirt with shamrocks on it, but | just plain forgot
about St. Patrick’s Day and wore my rust colored one all
day.

In Ireland do they still burn people for heresy?

St Patrick himself would have understood my recent
spiritual blahs; in his book Confessions, he wrote, “l was
an illiterate slave, as ignorant as one who neglects to
provide for his future. And | am certain of this: that
although | was as a dumb stone lying squashed in the



mud, the Mighty and Merciful God came, dug me out and
set me on top of the wall. Therefore, | praise Him and
ought to render Him something for His wonderful benefits
to me both now and in eternity”.

| like his image of “a dumb stone lying squashed in
the mud”; it matches my current blahs. Were we to meet,
he and | would have a lot to talk about.

Carol, a member of our Neighborhood Crime Watch
group, phoned yesterday to talk about some situations in
our area. In the course of our conversation she asked me
about posting a photo of her dogs on my site.

Glad to. Here they are:

Not that these dogs are
pampered but—yes, Carol
does push them around in a
baby stroller lest their dainty
paws touch the ground.

Several years ago Carol
bought a copy of my novel,
Glog. She’s the only person
on our block, that | know of,
to buy a copy. | think that
book is my best,. but Carol
didn’t like it. Said it was too
gory when the dinosaur ate
the school kids.

But, no problem. When
anyone who actually buys
one of my books wants a
photo of her dogs posted on
my site, darn right I'll post
it... Isn't that how Stephen
King sells so many of his novels?

You know, that might be a fun promotional gimmick.

Tell you what, buy any one of my books (there are
about 20 that I've written or edited in my on-line book
catalogue) and e-mail me a photo of your dog at
bluefishbooks@ gmail.com and I'll post a photo of your
dog on my site too. Please tell me the title of the book
and the date you ordered so | can coordinate, and I'll post
your dog’s picture.



Not that I’'m desperate to sell books or anything—and
this is a crazy spur-of-the-moment idea—but what harm
can it do?

Sounds like fun to me.

0O, yes, make the photos either jpeg or gif because |
don’t know how to post other kinds of photos or videos...
Let’s see, I'm making this up as | type... Ok, I'll post a
photo of your cat if you do not have a dog... but | draw
the line at aardvarks ... or children, what with the world
being what it is, | don’t think it wise to post identifiable
photos of children on line, do you?

What else? Ok, a time limit. What do you say to trying
this for a month? Have April 18" as a cut off date? Or
should it just stay open-ended?

What about downloaded books to read on your
computer screen—why not? Downloaded books at
bluefishbooks.info are cheaper than print-on-demand
paperbacks but why shouldn’t cheap books count too?

That’s about all I can think of ... Not that my thinking
is all that sharp recently...

O crap!

Not only did | forget about wearing my green shirt
yesterday, but | also just remembered that Dave’s Diner
was offering a special on corned beef and cabbage. I'd
told the gang there I'd come have lunch with them. Yes,
I'd intended to go up to Dave’s for lunch—but | forgot.

Instead, | ordered Chinese food, General Tso’'s
Chicken.

But that’s ok, | think.
General Tso ... General Tso... Tso...Mmmmmm...
Sounds like a grand old Irish hame to me.

Thursday, March 19, 2009
Literary Lion,
or
A Dirty Old Man Goes To The Dogs
All readers of great literature love dogs...

(and sometimes cats).


http://www.bluefishbooks.info/
http://www.bluefishbooks.info/

A few years ago my daughter, who is a librarian,
promoted a Read To A Dog program at her library.

This encouraged kids who are slow readers to sit on a
mat with a dog and read a simple story aloud to the non-
critical, non-threatening animal. Kids’ reading skills
improved drastically in the low-pressure environment. The
kids loved to read to such an appreciative audience.

Playing around yesterday, | offered that for anyone
buying one of my books, I'd post a picture of their dog on
my site. (See yesterday’s post if you want to get in on
this).

My e-friend Amrita in India countered my offer saying
that if I'd buy her dog, she’d post a photo of my books on
her blog! What a hoot!

Amrita already owns a copy of my book I’'m Confused
About Prayer. So here I'll post a photo of her dog; Sheeba
has just chased a mongoose out of the house and has it
cornered in the back garden:

The idea for posting of dog photos in relation to my
books came about in a chance conversation with my
friend Carol who owns copies of my books Glog and
Crackers & Carpetbaggers. Here are her happy dogs in
their baby stroller:



Last week, some Jacksonville firemen (sorry, | don’t
know their names) bought nine copies of Heroes All, my
history of the fire department. In honor of them, here is a
photo of Lucky, a puppy rescued by firefighters from a fire
at the Jacksonville Humane Society last year when over
200 other dogs died in the flames. The firefighters
adopted Lucky as a mascot:

o,

Another reader who already owns a copy of my fire
history is Wendy. She and her husband, both firefighters,
live in Texas. She contributed a chapter to my book. Here
she is with her dog. | think it's a border collie:



Brittany’s owner, here in Jacksonville, owns a copy of
my book A Dirty Old Man Goes Bad. My book weigh more
than the little dog:
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Maybe a good title for my diary this year when |
publish it next January would be A Dirty Old Man Goes To
The Dogs.

Of course having great taste in literature does not
mean a person has great taste in pets; EQ owns a copy of
my novel The Lazarus Projects and many of my other
books—along with this window full of cats:
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Cat lovers, Donald and Helen, computer people, not
only read my books, they designed several of my book
covers themselves and they set up my on-line book
catalogue for me. They also have copies of Barbara
White’s Along The Way series of books (which | edited).

| tolerate cats, but this couple not only own books and
cats, but they print pictures of their cats CC and Perl
(named after computer programs) on the chest of tee
shirts and actually wear them out in public.

There’'s no accounting for taste in books or pets.
Witnessed by the fact that whenever | visit Donald and
Helen, their herd of cats ignore every fawning cat-lover in
the room and come rub against me and want to sit in my
lap.

Yes, cats love me.

But they’re illiterate.

Friday, March 20, 2009
Stiffs And Resurrection

As | age, the quality of junk mail delivered to my
home changes.

Used to be, every spring Victoria’s Secret mailed me
their lingerie catalogue (always addressed to J.W. Cowart,
never to John Cowart).

Now, | get junk mail promoting Medicare supplement
insurance, retirement communities with assisted living
facilities, and special offers on cemetery plots.

Yesterday the mailman handed me a letter from a
funeral home trying to sell me—this is what the envelope
said—FREE, PRE-PAID CREAMATION.

How can it be free if | have to pre-pay for it?



Funny, but this coincides with a book I'm re-reading
this week: Stiff by Mary Roach (W.W. Norton & Co., N.Y.
€.2003). The subtitle of Ms Roach’s humorous book is The
Curious Lives Of Human Cadavers. With a light,
sympathetic, touch the book examines what happens to
dead bodies—fascinating. Back on April 6, 2006, | wrote
about my own happy stint years ago as a security guard
in @ morgue. Not everyone’s cup of tea, but | found that a
beautiful experience.

Ms Roach explains that of the remains of whole-body
organ donors 80% are used in anatomy labs to enable
student physicians to learn how to treat and cure living
patients. But first all salvageable parts are used for
transplants. My little brother has survived for over five
extra years now because someone donated healthy lungs
for his transplant.

Thank you donor family.

But, Ms Roach’s book also reveals that some cadavers
are used as crash test dummies to teach rescue workers
how best to help those injured in automobile accidents or
airplane crashes. Some bodies get tied to posts and shot
so police or military personnel can observe effects of
gunshot wounds. Some of us will end up on “body farms”
where forensic pathologists learn the stages of
decomposition under various conditions; they study how
insects, worms, .and fly larvae do their work.

All of us end up somewhere.

It is appointed unto man once to die and after that the
judgment.

Years ago Ginny and | both signed up as whole-body
organ donors. Now, at my age, | doubt they can harvest
many usable parts, but | like to think I'll be helpful to
someone even after my death.

No rush, mind you; but no fear either.
| love the declaration of the Patriarch Job who said,

| know that my Redeemer liveth,

And that he shall stand at the latter day upon the earth:
And though after my skin, worms destroy this body,
Yet in my flesh shall | see God:

Whom | shall see for myself,

And mine eyes shall behold, and not another;



Though my reins be consumed within me.
Isn’t that terrific?

Of course, while we can’'t avoid death, we should
avoid and alleviate pain in ourselves and others whenever
possible. That's only common sense. If Gethsemane
teaches nothing else, it showed that Jesus was not a
masochist enamored of pain. He went to suffer on the
cross for us knowing full well that it meant physical
suffering.

Somebody important, | forget just who, said, “The
whole business of the Christian is to get ready to die”.
This has nothing to do with acting stoic. The Christian is to
face death, and life too for that matter, not with stoicism
but with confidence.

Confidence?

But isn’'t death tragic? Sad?. Shouldn’t we mourn? And
cry? And feel loss? Grieve? Show respect for our dead?

Certainly.

Christ Himself, even knowing all there is to know
about future resurrection, wept and mourned at the tomb
of Lazarus.

Yes, Jesus knew Job’s words. Yes, He knew a miracle
was at hand. Yet He grieved.

Isaiah called Him, A Man of sorrows and acquainted
with grief.

Jesus never soft-peddled the tragedy of death.

Yet He knew more.

He said,

Verily, verily, | say unto you, He that heareth my word, and
believeth on him that sent me, hath everlasting life, and shall not
come into condemnation; but is passed from death unto life.

Verily, verily, | say unto you, The hour is coming, and now is,
when the dead shall hear the voice of the Son of God: and they
that hear shall live.

For as the Father hath life in himself; so hath he given to the
Son to have life in himself; and hath given him authority to execute
judgment also, because he is the Son of man.



Marvel not at this: for the hour is coming, in the which all that
are in the graves shall hear his voice, And shall come forth; they
that have done good, unto the resurrection of life; and they that
have done evil, unto the resurrection of damnation.

Cremated by fire, buried in the ground, crumbled into
dust, aborted in the womb, abandoned in a landfill, used
as a crash test dummy, eaten by sharks—doesn’t matter.
Even the sea will give up her dead. Restored,
reassembled, revived, we shall rise.

Everything that makes you you, everything that
makes me me, when we hear that Voice which we've
yearned to hear all our lives, we will shake off our slumber
and leap toward Him. All of us together from the dawn of
history to the generations in the future, from all the
families of the earth, out of every tongue and tribe and
kindred and nation, from the north and the south and the
east and the west, we will surge toward Him like the
eager crowd pouring into a stadium for a concert.

Leaping and shouting and praising God we will rise
giving honor to Christ the first fruits of the grave. Our
Lamb has conquered, Him will we follow.

Faces glowing with anticipation, we shall see Him and
we shall be like Him for we shall see Him as He is. No
more of this through a glass darkly business, then we’ll
see Him face to face.

The Desire of nations, the desire of thy heart—face to
face!

Can it get any better than that?
Yes!
On the night before He was crucified, Jesus said:

Let not your heart be troubled: ye believe in God,
Believe also in me.

In my Father's house are many mansions:

If it were not so, | would have told you.

| go to prepare a place for you.

And if | go and prepare a place for you,

| will come again, and receive you unto myself;
That where | am, there ye may be also.

| find that thrilling!



They arrested Him the same night He said that.
Crucified Him the next day. Buried His cadaver in a tomb.
Three cold stiff days. Then the Prince of Life burst forth
alive. Went back to where He had come from—prepare a
place for you...that where | am, ye may be also.

We have so much to look forward to!

As the Scripture says, “As it is written, eye hath not
seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered into the heart
of man, the things which God hath prepared for them that
love him”.

That's wonderful!

Unless, of course, you've made some other
commitment.

Then, we're talking about an altogether different ball
game.

Heaven is, but Heaven’s not all there is.

As Saint Paul told Timothy, “Some men's sins are
open beforehand, going before to judgment; and some
men, they follow after”.

Be that as it may, for all of us the grand adventure
lies ahead.

We’'re moving in that direction already.

Nevertheless, | think I'll pass on that special offer for a
free, pre-paid, mail-order cremation. | think it's one of
those bulk mail senile senior specials where they’re just
after my money.

P.S.: Speaking of senior specials—Victoria, if you're
reading this, I'm only 69 years old. I'm still interested. No
need to stop mailing me your secret catalogue yet. Just
remember it's J.W. Cowart, not John—I wouldn’t want our
mailman to get the wrong idea.

Tuesday, March 24, 2009
Dead Stick

The bed of amaryllis | photographed last week has put
out a few more flowers—and it’s not finished yet! Some
stalks have hardly broken through the soil.



To avoid working or thinking this past week, I've
engaged in yard work. Mowing, pruning, raking, cleaning,
moving stuff that | haven’t touched since November.

The yard went to pot over the winter.
The yard is not the only thing.

Stifled because of age, arthritis and physical
inactivity, added to just plain laziness, | find that I've
grown weaker. I'm not able to sustain hard work long
enough to get a job done in one push.

After every 20 minutes work, | need a 20 minute
break.

Ginny and | enjoy a rest area under an awning
attached to a shed. Two comfortable chairs, a side table
for coffee cups, an easy-listening station on the radio,
fountain bubbling close at hand, bird feeders visible, our
rest area provides a panoramic view of the yard.

Problem is... the view from our rest station also
provides an overwhelming view of work that still needs
doing. Any direction | look, | see things that need fixing—
for instance, | see that dead stick hooked in the foliage of
the flamingo plant.

As soon as coffee break is over, I'm going to pick up
that dead stick.



| knock out my pipe and start toward the flamingo
plant...| hear the pool pump making a funny noise. | shut
off the pump and bleed air from the line. Doing that | see
pollen stuck on the pump housing and turn on the hose to
wash it off. But the hose leaks and | need to replace a
washer.

| forget about the dead stick.
Time for a smoke break.

By the time | get my pipe stoked, | look across the
yard and see that dead stick sticking up in the flamingo
plant.

| finish my break and walk over to get that stick, but
Ginny calls me to help her move a big potted Tree of
Heaven. Moving that, we see leaves trapped behind the
pot need to be swept up...the broom is out front. Go get it
and see the gate hangs loose...

| forget about the dead stick.
Time for another smoke break.

| sit down listening to the radio—and see the dead
stick still sticking.

Drink my coffee down and walk toward the flamingo
plant to move the dead stick. Step on a thorn ball. Hurt
my foot. Sit down again. See the stick.

Break over, | got to get the stick.. but first | sharpen
the mower blade, check the oil. Clean the air filter...

| forget to pick up the dead stick.

Break time again.... Look across the yard. That dead
stick spoils the view. That thing is so annoying... but the
only time | notice it is when | sit down to rest. The thing
remains forgotten and invisible until | get still from all my
activities. Only then does the dead stick come into view.

It's there all the time, but | just don’t see it until | stop
doing other stuff.

What you see depends on what you’re looking at.

Ginny experiences this same process of seeing a
chore she intends to do while she’'s at rest, then
bypassing it once she starts moving.

She said, “Working together as a team, there’s just no
end of things which we don’t get done”.



Not to be irreverent here, comparing God Almighty to
a dead stick, but the Scripture that comes to my mind is,
“Be Still and know that | am God”.

| get so busy.
Too busy.

When exhaustion overcomes me, it forces me to stop
running around doing stuff and realize that the Lord has
been there all along. Exhaustion forces me to notice.
Weakness calls Him to my attention. | put Him on the list
of things | intend to get around to... but then | forget.

That dead stick in the flamingo tells me something.

| need to voluntarily quit being busy with important
things, and tend to the Preeminent Thing in my life....

“The main thing is to keep the main thing the
main thing”.

That’s not Scripture.

That's what the cowboy said in the movie City
Slickers?

But it speaks to my condition.

Wednesday, March 25, 2009
Under

In my devotions yesterday | read the most horrible
chapter in the Bible.

I’'m trying to read the whole Bible in the course of this
year and my reading program has taken me into the book
of Deuteronomy. At this point the people of Israel stand
ready to enter the promised land.

Moses assembles them near the crossing of the Jordan
and tells them that they are to cross without him. He
reminds them of how God delivered them from slavery in
Egypt. “The Lord brought us forth our of Egypt with a
mighty hand, and with an outstretched arm, and with
great terribleness...”

He instructs them that once they cross the river, they
are to erect great stone pillars and plaster them with
plaster. “And thou shalt write upon the stones all the
words of this law very plainly”.



He reviews the main points of the law, and the people
respond “Amen” to each point.

Moses pronounces lavish blessings on them as they
keep the Commandments:

All these blessings shall come on thee, and overtake thee, if
thou shalt hearken unto the voice of the LORD thy God.

Blessed shalt thou be in the city, and blessed shalt thou be in
the field.

Blessed shall be the fruit of thy body, and the fruit of thy
ground, and the fruit of thy cattle, the increase of thy kine, and the
flocks of thy sheep.

Blessed shall be thy basket and thy store.

Blessed shalt thou be when thou comest in, and blessed shalt
thou be when thou goest out.

The LORD shall cause thine enemies that rise up against
thee to be smitten before thy face: they shall come out against
thee one way, and flee before thee seven ways.

The LORD shall command the blessing upon thee in thy
storehouses, and in all that thou settest thine hand unto; and he
shall bless thee in the land which the LORD thy God giveth thee.

The LORD shall establish thee an holy people unto himself,
as he hath sworn unto thee, if thou shalt keep the commandments
of the LORD thy God, and walk in his ways.

And all people of the earth shall see that thou art called by the
name of the LORD; and they shall be afraid of thee.

And the LORD shall make thee plenteous in goods,...
The blessings go on and on.

Then comes the horror.

But, it shall come to pass, if thou wilt not hearken...

Moses clearly states what happens when we break the
Commandments and seek after other gods. These horrible
terrors are described in detail in Deuteronomy Chapter
28.

Worst chapter in the Bible.
A real conscience rattler.
More gruesome than any Stephen King novel!



It's chapters like this that give the Bible a bad name
among squeamish unbelievers.

It's not for sissies.
Shudder!
As Jon’s cartoon says:

There is no God,

)

‘5’ The only thing Scarier than atheists being right

=atheists being wrong!

The very Migughe of God i scary,

But, also in my reading yesterday | ran across this
quote from Hannah Whitall Smith , a Quaker lady who
died in 1911 but whose books remain in print, widely read
even today. She speaks to my condition when she said:

| was once talking to an intelligent agnostic. He said, "The
Christians | meet seem to me to be the very most uncomfortable
people anywhere around. They seem to carry their religion as a man
carries a headache. He does not want to get rid of his head, but at the
same time, it is very uncomfortable to have it."

This was a lesson | have never forgotten. It seemed, as one of
my Christian friends said to me one day when we were comparing our
experiences, "as if we had just enough religion to make us
miserable."

| confess that being uncomfortable with religion was very
disappointing. | had expected something altogether different. It
seemed to me exceedingly odd that a religion whose fruits were
declared in the Bible to be love, joy, and peace should so often work
out practically in an exactly opposite direction and should develop the
fruits of doubt, fear, unrest, conflict, and discomforts of every kind.
Why should the children of God lead such utterly uncomfortable
religious lives when He has led us to believe that His yoke would be
easy and His burden light? Why do we find it so hard to be sure that
God really loves us?

The religion of the Lord Jesus Christ was meant to be full of
comfort, because "eye has not seen, nor ear heard, neither have
entered into the heart of man the things which God has prepared for



them that love Him." All the difficulty arises from the fact that we have
under-believed and under-trusted.

Yes, indeed, She speaks to my condition.

Thursday, March 26, 2009
My Triumph Over Temptation—after a
fashion

uh oh...

Yesterday | meet a strong temptation and | resisted it
—for all of 12 minutes.

Then, | succumbed as usual.

But for a whole 12 minutes there, | triumphed over
temptation.

Won't Jesus be just tickled pink with me?

Stronger Christians exist, | know. But I'm not one of
them. In fact, | don’t ever recall resisting any temptation
for very long. When tempted to do anything, | eventually
give in and do what | know is wrong, or | avoid doing what
| know is right.

That phrase in the Lord’s Prayer, “Lead us not into
temptation” has meaning for me. The only wrong things
I've not done are the ones I've never been tempted to do.

For instance, I've never been drunk. No virtue on my
part. It's just that I've never had a taste for liquor—never
been tempted to over indulge.



On the other hand, resentment, bitterness, petty
theft, gossip, anger, secret lust, carnal cravings, harsh
words, obstinate opinions, all sorts of mental cruelty,
backbiting, ambition, inordinate love of possessions,
hypocrisy, vicarious enjoyment of other people’s sins, and
a host of other sins—those catch me every time, as well
as even more squalid iniquity.

| wallow in that stuff.
See why | need a Savior?
There was a reason Christ died on that cross.

But, doesn’t the Scripture say that God will with every
temptation make a way to escape that ye may be able to
bear it?

Funny thing that.

The few times | can recall escaping temptation, it
wasn’'t my own doing. Like that time parked petting with
that girl as we kissed goodnight in front of her house and
all systems were GO, but her father came out to the car
and interrupted us moments before lift off.... | was saved
from temptation, but | was not happy about it one bit.

Back on July 26, 2007, | wrote a another entry about
temptation, “The Most Effective Spiritual Phrase We can
Ever Use”.. It works but | still haven’t altogether absorbed
that lesson myself.

Another thing, | have trouble telling the difference
between an opportunity and a temptation. Like if I'm
working on one project when the chance to move on to
another one comes up; is the new thing a temptation to
keep me from finishing project one, or is this the sign to
abandon a futile project and move ahead into a new
venue?

Beats me how to tell the difference.

You pays your money and you makes your choice—
and live with the consequences.

What brought up this train of thought?

At the moment I'm facing a long-term temptation. I'm
torn between trusting the Lord to provide, or taking
matters into my own hands. Or is taking matters into my
own hands an expression of trust in God and an exercise
in common sense?



This dwells on my mind gnawing at me this morning.
Bummer.

| do not know how it will turn out.

Maybe I'll triumph over this particular temptation.

| can do all things through Christ Who strengthens me
—for at least 12 minutes.

Monday, March 30, 2009
Good Dogs—Small, Medium & Large

As Ginny and | worked in our garden this weekend, a
flock of russet-capped sparrows swarmed around our
birdfeeder. At one point Ginny counted 19 of the flighty
creatures. We were happy to see the migration.

But today, I'm writing about dogs, not birds.

Back on March 18", | explained about posting photos
of dogs on this site. Not everyone who buys my books has
a blog or website of their own and they get a kick out of
seeing their pets displayed on the internet, hence on my
site.

That’s what’s going on.

For instance, here is a photo of JaNene’s tiny dog,
Keila:




Alert little thing isn’t it?

JaNene owns copies of
several of my books including
her purchase last week of
Heroes All, my history of
firefighting in Jacksonville.

JaNene says she is the
Number One Fan of my
books.

Here is a photo of
JaNene’s daughter Nita
holding Keila:

(A

Thinking about good dogs reminds me of the first dog
Ginny and | ever owned. Walking though a New Mexico
desert 40 years ago, back when we drove an 18-wheel,
tractor-trailer truck over the road, we spotted this odd
lump near a lonely highway. On investigation, we
discovered a puppy that someone had coated with tar and
thrown out to die in the wilderness.

Even the puppy’s legs were stuck together with tar so
it could not walk. And frostbite had taken off one of the

puppy’s ears.

We gathered it up and took it to a truck stop garage
where the mechanics let us bathe the puppy in solvent.
We had to cut a lot of fur off before ending up with a
presentable looking border collie. One of the mechanics
nicknamed the dog Engine, but because we’'d found it
near a pueblo ruin, everybody around the truck stop
started saying Injune.

Here is a 1971 photo of the noble, grown-up Injune in
his Dog of Destiny pose on a rock outcrop in Texas. This
medium-sized dog was one of those dogs who “smile”
showing all his teeth when wanted to play. Injune lived



with us for many years and traveled in the truck with us
all over the country:

Later, we acquired Sheba,. a mostly Black Lab, who
lived with us for 17 years. Here is a photo of her, oddly
enough, it’'s the only photo of her that we have:



Although a huge dog which intimidated visitors on
first sight, Sheba never met a stranger. She loved
everybody. In fact, in all the years she lived with us, | only
heard her growl once—that was when Ginny and | were
horse-playing in the kitchen and Ginny squeaked as |
dropped an icecube down the neck of her blouse; Sheba
charged into the kitchen with bared teeth and growled at
me as she protected her beloved Ginny.

Many, many years later, killing Sheba was the third
hardest thing I've ever done in my life.

| mentioned it in a biographical speech | was once
asked to give at a church.

If you like, you can read my talk—the title is Guts,
Feathers and All—at
http://www.cowart.info/Gutsspeech/GutsFeathers.htm

Tuesday, March 31, 2009
Meager Hope In Bad Times

Ginny came through safe, but Monday she found
herself in a potentially explosive situation.



Her boss assigned her to a team interviewing
applicants for 75 job openings. Over 300 people showed
up wanting those jobs.

Extra security officers were on duty but nevertheless
things got loud for a while as frustrated, fearful people
vied for a job.

Now the job openings pay just above the minimum
wage.

They are temporary jobs
They are only part-time.

The major requirement is that the workers be able to
read, write and count.

Yet, some people Ginny interviewed hold masters
degrees. Some of these desperate unemployed people
drove down 50 miles from Georgia to apply.

An economic crisis grips our nation as millions of
people have lost jobs, and one of every six homes are in
foreclosure. The Jacksonville Sheriff's Office says crime is
on the rise in all areas of the city and that domestic
violence calls have increased 40% in March as tensions
and frustrations build.

And there is no peace.

Ginny and | understand the frustration level of these
poor jobseekers. Back in 1977 | worked for the county
mosquito control board. | grew mosquitoes for test
purposes, a job | intended to stay in till | retired. A budget
cut forced 18 of us to be laid off.

Now, a man who knows how to grow mosquitoes can
find a new job anywhere—right?

Not necessarily.

After searching high and low for work, in frustration |
wrote a magazine article about coping with
unemployment. It sold. But not for much. So | wrote about
coping with poverty.

That launched me in my career as a free-lance writer
—the next rung on the ladder of unemployment. But I've
kept it up ever since.

We endured horrible times of poverty and deprivation
praying for daily bread daily. Knowing every certified



letter was a final notice. Living without lights or water in
the house. Living in HUD housing on food stamps. Fearing
every phone ring was another bill collector...

Then the kids would bounce home from school
proudly bearing class photos to be purchased at an
astronomical price—and I'd see their faces when we told
them we could only buy the tiny wallet sized photos
instead of the big ones.

But we survived.
Battered, bruised, but we survived.

Back to back, shoulder to shoulder, Ginny and | fought
the world like bears in a trap just to keep our threatened
family together.

Many times | lost hope, | lost faith, | lost charity—but
the Lord brought us through (In His own sweet time!) I felt
useless, lazy, cast-aside, worthless.

And, believe me, when you get in that state, those
feelings stick with you even when you survive. You know
intellectually that the Lord knows His own and is a very
present help in time of trouble, but that’s a hard thing to
keep believing when you're desperate and no end is in
sight.

As my friend Wes says, “Sometimes when tribulation
comes, all you can do is stand there and tribulate”.

Yes we survived, but even today | feel shell-shocked,
a disaster survivor stumbling amid the ruins wondering
what happened to my life. Yes, | trust in God and praise
His name, but those feelings do linger

So, | felt terrible when Ginny told me about those
frantic job seekers yesterday. | understand why they
might be dangerous. And | have nothing to really offer the
poor bastards.

Yet, | remember one verse of Scripture that | clung to
myself during our own times of tribulation:

“l know the plans | have for you, saith the Lord. They
are plans for good and not for evil, to give you a future
and a hope”.



Wednesday, April 01, 2009
Lunch With The King

For Sunday’s lunch at the Country Kitchen restaurant,
Ginny ordered ham, sweet potato, okra & tomatoes, and
black-eyed peas.

| ordered a turkey club sandwich.

My sandwich consisted of three slices of toast layered
with turkey, bacon, lettuce, and thick circles of tomato all
nestled in a mound of french fries. To hold the thick
quarters of my sandwich together, the cook inserted long
toothpicks, the kind with decorative green plastic frizzy on
one end.

Ginny and | talked about some problems at her office
—34 contracts called for a cash advance of 1/12™ the
total; then, after that was already paid, the board of
directors amended the amount of advance to 1/4™ the
overall total; so Ginny has to go back and re-issue those
34 checks for ¥ minus the 1/12% already paid.

Ginny views this as simple math! -- She would.

| told her to drive her boss nuts by asking how much
each check should be for.

Here’'s a 2006 photo of Ginny, the happy accountant,
balancing our own checkbook, figuring our income tax, or
something in her home office:
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Sunday, we also talked about faith.

As | mulled over my sense of failure, frustration, and
feelings of uselessness, | asked her why she always
seems so content, confident, satisfied, and serene.

She said, “I have faith in God. | know He will work
things out right. Honey, you need to believe your own
writings more”.

I'd finished all but one triangle of my club sandwich by
then.

| called the attention of the fair maiden to the triangle
remaining on my plate.

| grasped the green frizzy end of the toothpick and
slowly tugged it out of the bread triangle. | branished it in
the air and proclaimed, “I am the true and rightful king of
England”!

Ginny laughed, saying, “That’s supposed to be a
sword from a stone”.

| told her, “That’s in Europe. This is the Americanized
version”.

She laughed harder.!

People at other tables stared.

She laughed harder and harder!

| love to talk with her.

| love to listen to her.

| love to hear her laugh.

| love to see her happy.

| love her.

And the woman is crazy about me.

I'd like to think that she married me for my legendary
(and mostly imaginary) sexual prowess; but it turns out
that she’s kept me around all these 40 years for comic
relief.



Thursday, April 02, 2009
A Book About The Book

| have not seen it myself. When he treated me to
breakfast last week, my friend Wes, a master printer, told
me about a blood-stained Bible he himself once handled.

It was a printed English Bible from the 1500s, a time
when owning a Bible could result in persecution. Wes said
the owner of this Bible had held it to his chest when a
persecutor slashed him with a sword. The Bible reader’s
blood soaked the pages, gluing some together.

Such was the price some paid to make God’s Word
available to us today.

The thing that sparked this conversation between Wes
and me was my current reading of Donald L. Blake’s new
book, A Visual History Of The English Bible (Baker Books,
Grand Rapids, Michigan. C. 2008). Dr. Blake is a founder
of Multnomah Biblical Seminary in Portland, Oregon, and a
past-president of Jerusalem University College in Israel.
He owns an extensive collection of rare and ancient Bibles
used to beautifully illustrate the text of his book.

| only own a meager shelf of modern-speech
translations, hardly anything unusual except a two-
volume, autographed Stringfellow New Testament—that
obscure translation contains a single verse rendering
sometimes cited by folks discussing the Trinity. My Bibles
are just second-hand, not rare.

However, I'm proud of the fact that back in the late
1950s or early 1960s, | actually handled two of the rarest
Bibles in the world.

Back then | worked as a peasant at the Library of
Congress (along with 3,000 other government employees
—see my March 8" posting, “Under The Fig Leaf”).

Anyhow, one day at the Library | noticed bugs in the
two display cases containing a Gutenberg Bible and the
Giant Bible of Mainz. | called this to the attention of library
authorities and when they removed these precious
documents to fumigate the display cases, they let me lift
the Bibles and place them on a book cart.

So | got to actually touch the most valuable book in
the world, the three-volume Guttenberg Bible, and the



two-volume illuminated manuscript of the Giant Bible of
Mainz.

Here’s a photo of the Gutenberg | touched:

LAty

The Gutenberg Bible was the first book ever to be
printed on a press with movable type. It is printed on
sheets of velum, and is considered to be the most
valuable book in the world.

Here is a photo of the Giant Bible of Mainz:

This illuminated manuscript was hand-copied on
velum by a scribe who recorded his progress by writing
the specific date when he began and finished each



particular section of the Bible. He began work on April 4,
1452, and finished on July 9, 1453.

Capital letters embellishing section headings are often
gilded with gold leaf. The Library’s web site says that
borders on many pages “are adorned with a branch, vine,
and floral pattern that acts as a framework supporting
artistic renderings of rabbits, hunters, stags, princesses,
bears, and the like, all exquisitely designed and painted in
bright primary colors”.

| once wrote a brief religious humor article for a
newspaper about Bible transmission; if you're interested
it's on-line here—at http://www.cowart.info/Rabid
%20Fun%20columns/Bible
%?20transmission/05transmiss.htm

The main thing | remember about the Library of
Congress’s exquisite Bibles is that each volume must
weight more than a sack of cement!

Really heavy!

But memory of my brief touch with such historic
Bibles whetted my interest, so | read Dr. Brake’'s Visual
History with enthusiasm.

He traces the transmission of God’s revelation to us
from the original autographs in Hebrew or koine Greek
through scroll and codex to illuminated manuscripts to
the printed books we enjoy today.

Throughout his narrative Brake intersperses textboxes
filled with information drawn from his own collection.

For instance, he pictures a copy of a Bible produced
during the Civil War in Augusta, Georgia, by the
Confederate States Bible Society; they printed this edition
because yankees blockaded Southern ports cutting off our
supply of Bibles.

Brake also pictures a Bible confiscated from the
Confederate blockade-runner Minna, and resold for profit
by the yankees.

And Brake shows how during the Revolutionary War,
American minutemen once used pages of a Sauer Bible as
gun wads to pack their muskets in order to fire at the
British...



But, I'm getting off track—that’s all recent stuff—the
heart of Brake’s book lies in his information about how the
Bible came down to us from ancient times through the
blood of martyrs—more valuable than the price of a
Gutenberg.

“What Bible readers want today is a translation of
God’s Word that is faithfully accurate to the original
languages, artistically beautiful, genuinely dignified,
easily readable, and crystal clear,” Brake said.

Another valuable feature of the book is that Dr. Brake
provides several charts of variant readings—You’ve surely
heard that because the Bible was copied by hand for so
many years, then copyists’ mistakes must have crept into
the text? Well, Dr. Brake details some of these variant
readings in charts...

For instance:

Text 1611 Version
1762 Version

Matt. 16:18...... “Thou art Christ”............ "Thou art the
Christ”

Luke 19:9......... "the son of Abraham”....... "a son of
Abraham”

John 15:20........ "than the Lord”............... "than his Lord”

Sort of shakes your faith in the reliability of Scripture,
doesn’t it?

Dr. Brake supplies dozens of such comparisons
between Bible versions in both English and Greek.

Most of these variant readings are just as startling as
the ones in my excerpt, although Dr. Brake discusses
more serious ones such as the Johann Comma in 1% John
5:7. Dr. Brake would say | oversimplify such textual
matters, but | imagine that he’d agree that we can be
confident that the Bible on your hotel nightstand reveals
God and guides men aright.

| found the biggest drawback to this book to be the
very thing that makes it strong—Dr. Brake’s expertise.

For instance, in places he assumes his readers’
familiarity with the multitude of abbreviations used to
designate modern translations—KJV,ASV, RSV, NASB,



RNEB, KJ21, ESV, HCSB—I have no idea what most of
those cryptic initials stand for. | can never keep them
straight.

Dr. Brake assumes more knowledge on the part of his
readers than | have.

| have only lifted a Gutenberg Bible— I'm not able to
read the thing.

The writing’s all squiggly.

Friday, April 03, 2009
Once In My Life

I’'m ashamed to say | only did this once.
| felt too afraid to do it again.
I'm sorry.

One time, years ago, | went to a notorious biker bar
after midnight and presented a message about Jesus
Christ to a rough gang of people in the parking lot.

This gang attracted my attention because one night
the week before I'd been working in the area for the
mosquito control board and a bunch of them threw beer
bottles at me. This outraged me and | thought,
“Somebody ought to tell these hooligans about Jesus”.

In my experience, anytime | think “Somebody ought
to...” that means the Holy Spirit is saying, “John Cowart,
you ought to...”

Whoa!
That can’t be right—Can it?

You'd have to be crazy to go into a bunch of beer
swizzling, knife fighting, chain swinging, bottle throwing,
bike riding, leather wearing toughs and try to present the
Gospel...

| consulted some other zealous, witnessing Christians
recruiting them to go with me. They agreed to meet me at
a nearby restaurant at midnight and we’d all go over the
biker bar together.

Ha.



Come midnight, not a single Christian witness showed
up at the restaurant.

| waited and waited.

Obviously, the Lord would not want me to venture out
there by myself.

In the recesses of my mind, the Spirit said, “Who will
go for Me”?

Doesn’t the Spirit ever notice that being a Christian
might get you killed?

Now back in those days, | engaged in an unusual
hobby. | worked most nights but on my days off, I'd go out
in city parks with an easel and poster paints. I'd paint
little stick-figure drawings which told Bible stories. I'd
never say a word till some passersby would gather and
someone would ask me | was doing. That gave me the
opening to tell the Bible story and offer folks a chance to
think about Jesus.

From about 1974, here’s a photo of me (notice the
long proud red beard of my youth) one day when | was
telling For Mature Adults, the story of David and
Bathsheba (see her in the bathtub?), to a group of
passersby in a St. Augustine park :



Well, the night I'm talking about | carried my easel to
the biker bar parking lot, set up under a streetlamp in a
far corner, and began to paint.

A skimpily-clad young lady strolled over and asked,
“What the hell are you doing”?

“Painting a picture to tell a Bible story,” | replied.

The bar was closing and a bunch of guys and gals
congregated at the entrance; the girl who'd asked me
about the painting yelled, “Hey! Something’s going on.
Come take a look at this”!

| cringed.

These bar people had thrown bottles at me the week
before.

About 20 people gathered to watch and listen. One
biker complained there was not enough light to see the
painting, so three of them wheeled their motorcycles over
and shown their headlights on my easel. | told the parable



about the Lost Treasure, David & Bathsheba, the Frog
Prince fairytale, and some other stuff.

One guy said, “You know, my grandmother used to
talk like that”.

Another said he'd heard such stories before.
Another said he was into Zen.

Given that opening, | asked if we could go around the
circle and each person tell about his or her own spiritual
experience.

And they did!
We talked till dawn.

And they asked me to come back again the next
Saturday night.

But | didn't.
| felt too afraid.

Oh | kept practicing my hobby—but in safe places:
among tourists on the Riverwalk, to kids in the park, to
bikini girls on the beach, to drunks at the mission—but |
never went back to that biker bar.

I remembered this incident while | worked in my
garden yesterday because, as | raked, | was thinking
about a mean-looking, tattooed biker I'd seen in a BBQ
restaurant last week and | thought about spiritual hunger
among such people.

King Solomon said that God has made everything
beautiful in its time and He hath place a strong desire for
Eternity in the hearts of men. Every person—biker and
beauty queen, accountant and astronaut, executive and
plumber—Every person feels a longing for Eternity, for
something, for Someone beyond ourselves.

We can not feed on this land’s bread.
We know something’s missing.
We yearn for Home.

In our wildest—or most subtle—rebellion against God,
we yet feel drawn.

Longing possesses our heart.



Desire for God.
Nothing less satisfies us.
Every one of us.

The person | think will not be interested. The person |
fear. The sophisticate. The professor. The degenerate. The
banker. The biker. The apathetic. The indifferent...

On some level, they await our witness.

Jesus said, “Come unto me, all ye who labor and are
heavy laden, and | will give you rest”.

Heavy laden with anxiety, laden with problems, laden
with guilt, laden with ambition, laden with temptations,
laden with worries, with troubles, with whatever.

Only He gives rest.. Only He gives peace. Only He
offers salvation to the undeserving.

And Jesus also said, “And I, if | be lifted up from the
earth, will draw all men unto me”.

This he said, signifying what death he should die, but
in another sense, lifting up Christ is one main job of a
Christian.

| sometimes wish I'd gone back to that bar again.
But, | was afraid.

Saturday, April 04, 2009
The Persistence Of Memory

Shaving yesterday afternoon triggered a memory.

Yes, | wait till just before Ginny gets home from work
in the afternoon to shave. who else do | want to look
presentable for?

Anyhow,
shaving
triggered a
memory.

As |
approach 70,
more and more
things  evoke
memories of




times past because | do so little memorable in the here
and now. Real time events, working in our garden,
transcribing handwritten texts, grocery shopping, reading
—those things don’t call for entries in my diary, but any
one of them may remind me of things past.

Trouble is, memories melt and blend and consolidate,
as illustrated in Salvador Dali's famous painting
Persistence of Memory:

Memories turn to mush.

For instance, the other day when | wrote about
handling a Guttenberg Bible, | could not recall whether it
was in two volumes or three. And did | move the Giant
Bible of Mainz the same day? And in my post “Under the
Fig Leaf” on March 8™, | not sure how many people
watched me splash in the fountain.

Then, of course, there was that embarrassing incident
with the chicken-headed pot holders on March 1. (see
blog archives). A lot of people said that was hilarious.

Memory sucks!
Especially as we age.
Here’s a funny Bible verse—Joshua 13:1

Now Joshua was old and stricken in years. And the Lord said
unto him, “Thou art old and stricken in years...”

Yes, sometimes God states the obvious.

He knows that our memories tend to melt, meld,
elaborate, turn events into anecdotes, embellish, and
outright lie.

That’s one reason, the Lord transmitted His word in
writing. “And Joshua wrote these words in the book of the
law of God...”

Yes, while God did want His people to memorize
certain things, from the very start, He placed a great
emphasis on writing things down:

“This is the book of the generations of Adam. In the day that
God created man, in the likeness of God made he him”....

“And the LORD said unto Moses, Write this for a memorial in
a book’,...



“And it came to pass, when Moses had made an end of
writing the words of this law in a book, until they were finished”,

One of the reasons | started my own diary about 30
years ago, was so | would not have to rely solely on
memory. You see, | have a tendency to recall bad things
and to forget good things. Relying on memory alone I'd
think God has abandoned me again and again, but
reading over my old journals | see that | am a victim of
mercy.

But, be that as it may, any little thing can trigger a
memory—even a simple thing like shaving.

When my two older sons, Fred and John, were little, |
took them camping for a week in the mountains of
western Maryland.

Out in the woods roughing it like that | did not shave
that whole week.

Final night in camp, | decided to teach the boys how
to roast marshmallows.

| straightened out a couple of wire coat hangers, built
a roaring fire, skewered several marshmallows on the
long, flexible hangers, and gave them to the boys to
roast.

Freddy’s marshmallows toasted, crusted over, melted
inside—and caught fire.

“What do | do, Dad? What do | do?”
“I'll blow it out for you,” | said.

| took the wire out of his hand and lifted the flaming
marshmallow to blow it out.

The hot tip of the wire snagged on a flaming log.
SPRONG!

Flaming melted marshmallow slapped into my week-
old stubble of a beard.

It stuck.

Kept on burning.

Singed my hair.

Burned off my eyebrows.



Scared my nose, cheeks, and chin.

| remember that when | returned to work at the
Library of Congress that next week, people kept asking
me, “What in the world happened to you”?

| remember my reply—*“Took the family out camping
in the woods last week, and | was attacked by a wild
marshmallow”.

Tuesday, April 07, 2009
Old Favorites

Bears hibernate in Winter; | choose to hibernate for a
week or two now in the Springtime.

Yes, | plan to step away from making blog postings for
a while.

| feel depleted and need to refresh my soul.

"This hibernation thing just may be
the ticket for me. Mind if | join you?"

It occurs to me that readers might want to be aware
of a few of my favorite postings from the past. So |
browsed through my Dirty Old Man Goes Bad series of
books and picked out some of my favorites. You can find
them in my blog archives on the sidebar; just click on the
month and year and scroll down to the right date and
title.

Here are a few links to entries that | particularly like:
2005—A Dirty Old Man Goes Bad—2005



All I Know About Prayer, | Learned From My Dog—June
2, 2005

Up The Creek Without A String Trimmer—july 9, 2005
Tits, Tobacco: An Odd Occurrence—Jjuly 30, 2005

Is There Intelligent Life At The Smithsonian?—August
20. 2005

Chugging Along With Joy—November 21, 2005

2006—A Dirty Old Man Gets Worse—2006
I've Been Thinking About Scruffy--January 13, 2006
A Living Saint---January 25, 2006

The Lord God Almighty and His Duck Matilda—May 31,
2006

Medical Ping Pong—June 9, 2006

America’s Two Greatest Writers—June 30, 2006

Thinking Inside The Fox-- August 10, 2006

Brains In A Blender—August 30, 2006

Lost Treasure—September 6, 2006

The Funniest Blog | Ever Wrote—September 23, 2006
2007—A Dirty Old Man Stumbles On—2007

Does God Like Me Better Than He Likes You?—April
21, 2007

The Bible Drove My Computer Crazy—May 30, 2007
Double Trouble With Samuel Ward—July 27, 2007

John Cowart, King Of The Geriatric Geeks—August 12,
2007

Why Am | Troubled?—September 20, 2007
2008—A Dirty Old Man Sinks Lower—2008

The Nails Were Too Short—April 2, 2008

Lord Of The Normal—April 28, 2008

I’'m Up And...--June 24, 2008

Thoughts On Lost Files—June 26, 2008

Where The Worm Never Dies—july 16, 2008



Sex Photo—july 31, 2008

Buffalo Bill In Jacksonville—August 30, 2008
Disaster Psychology—September 10, 2008
Hit—October 1, 2008

Well, I've had fun looking over my sordid past; I'd
forgotten that | wrote some of this stuff. It's not terrible.

Anyhow, now |
intend to take a
week or two off
from writing
postings. | intend to
sit under my
awning by the fig
tree, watch the
birds feed, listen to
the fountain, look
over work that
needs doing, think,
pray, and recharge
my batteries.

| want to step away for a bit.

While | step away for a while, try browsing in my
archives on the sidebar—or better yet, check out my
online book catalog at www.bluefishbooks.info and think
about buying one of my books. I'd like that.

Wednesday, April 29, 2009
Almost Back From Sickation &
A historical note on plague for the Kid In
The Attic

I'm almost, not quite, back to my regular schedule of
working.

For weeks Ginny and | planned to take time off to set
our house in order, rearrange furniture, work in the
garden, and do things around the house.

We planned not to go off anywhere, a vacation, but to
stay home and relax, what they now call a staycation.

Alas, that was not to be.



Turns out that Ginny got sick (not flu) the day before
her time off work was to start and she’s been practically
bedridden until yesterday when she was able to stay up
for half the day.

She returned to work this morning.
So our time off turned out to be a sickacation.

My own plans for our time together got canceled and
I've mostly played caregiver.

I’'m a loving husband but I'm sick of her being sick.
This is not what | signed up for.

That “in sickness and in health” vow | though was just
a pretty poetic phrase you say at a wedding before you
can get on with the real business of marriage—which as
all guys know is SEX!

Shows what | know about life.

Anyhow, remember back on April 7" when |
anticipated my plans for this time off work?

| said, “l intend to sit under my awning by the fig tree,
watch the birds feed, listen to the fountain, look over work
that needs doing, think, pray, and recharge my batteries”.

Ha!
Shows what | know.

Well, | did a little of praying and meditating; and |
discovered a valuable spiritual lesson.

While dabbling alone in my garden | can pray and
meditate and worship and praise and be a godly man—
but the second | resume contact with other people, all
that goes out the window and it's back to Grouchville for
me.

Solitary religion, I can handle; testing it by adding
someone else to the mix, | blow it.

Shame there isn't anyplace in the Bible
recommending a religion of one.

A HISTORICAL NOTE ON PLAGUE FOR THE KID IN
THE ATTIC:

Last Friday for the first time | heard the news mention
an outbreak of flue in Mexico.



The World Health Organization monitored it as a
danger of becoming a pandemic.

In a week’s time the disease has spread geometrically
with the number of cases and deaths increasing daily. It
moved from Mexico to Texas, California and New York. It
jumped to New Zealand, Scotland, and Germany.

This morning the first death in the United States was
confirmed by the Centers For Disease Control. More
deaths are expected.

A CDC spokesman said he'd never seen this strain of
flu virus before; it combines elements of swine, avian and
human influenza viruses. (Makes me wonder if it's not
manufactured as a weapon of biological warfare???)

Anyhow, the United States is preparing for mass
casualties.

This phenomena interests me on several levels:

For one thing, I've written
about epidemic disease here in
Jacksonville.

In 1888, Yellow Jack decimated
this city. Here's a contemporary ..
newspaper editorial cartoon of the = ¥,
Yellow Jack plague hovering over
Jacksonville:

Also, I've been researching
materials to someday write a book
about the 1666 London Black
Death plague. Just recently workers in a city church yard
uncovered a mass burial plague pit:
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So many people died so fast that they could not be
buried individually but their bodies were quickly thrown
into such pits every night.

Looks uncomfortable.
But of course, these people will not stay dead.
Remember Easter?

Jesus is declared to be the Son of God by His
resurrection from the grave.

And He said, “Verily, verily, | say unto you, He that heareth
my word, and believeth on Him that sent me, hath everlasting life,
and shall not come into condemnation; but is passed from death
unto life.

“Verily, verily, | say unto you, The hour is coming, and now is,
when the dead shall hear the voice of the Son of God: and they
that hear shall live.

“For as the Father hath life in himself; so hath he given to the
Son to have life in himself; And hath given him authority to
execute judgment also, because He is the Son of man.

“Marvel not at this: for the hour is coming, in the which all that
are in the graves shall hear His voice, And shall come forth—they
that have done good, unto the resurrection of life; and they that
have done evil, unto the resurrection of damnation”.

Won't it be a hoot when all those people in the plague
pit rise laughing and stretching and slapping each other



on the back, dancing around, and catching up on the
news?

Talk about a plague party!
Bet you’ve never seen such a happy crowd.
And it will happen all over.

Here in Jacksonville, such a mass burial plague pit
from the Yellow Jack epidemic lies under the pavement
beneath a Northside shopping center parking lot. No one
knows for sure how many people ended up buried at that
site.

When | worked at Evergreen Cemetery | noticed one
section where headstones all bore the same family
names. On closer observation, | saw that dozens of family
members all died within a few days of each other during
the 1918 Spanish Lady epidemic.

As | recall, the first plagues mentioned in the Bible,
were the plagues brought on Egypt by Pharaoh not
obeying God.

But Exodus also mentions plagues suffered by God’s
people when they disobeyed.

Oddly enough, once when King David sinned, God
gave him a choice between three punishments: famine,
enemy invasion, or plague.

David could not make a choice; he said, “l am in a
great strait: let me fall now into the hand of the LORD; for
very great are his mercies”.

As the most merciful judgment and punishment under
the circumstances, God sent a plague.

“And David lifted up his eyes, and saw the angel of
the Lord stand between the earth and the heaven, having
a drawn sword in his hand stretched out over Jerusalem.

“Then David and the elders of Israel, who were
clothed in sackcloth, fell upon their faces”.

A terrible, terrible thing!

Eventually “The Lord commanded the angel; and he
put up his sword again into the sheath thereof”.



The punishment was over but things were never again
the same:

“David could not go before the altar to inquire of God:
for he was afraid because of the sword of the angel of the
Lord”.

A strange, pathetic, situation.

But, | wonder, if plague can be seen as a punishment
of God, then why don’t just wicked people die, why do
babies, children, good people die as well as the folks who
prepare for epidemic by holding an orgy like a hurricane
party? Remember Boccaccio’s Decameron?

It's the nature of disaster to sweep away the good,
the bad, the beautiful, and the ugly. Fires burn bars and
churches, floods flood hospitals and brothels.
Earthquakes, tornadoes, eruptions, drunk drivers, plagues
—none discriminate among victims.

Does that mean all hope is gone? That God hates our
guts. That there is no mercy?

Certainly not.

When King David pondered the repercussions of the
rape of his daughter, and one son’s murder by another of
his sons, a wise woman comforted him saying:

“For we must all needs die, and we are as water spilt
on the ground, which cannot be gathered up again.
Neither doth God respect any person—yet He doth devise
means, that His banished be not expelled from Him".



Yes, it all comes down to this—He doth devise means
that we, His banished, are never expelled from Him no
matter what—come hell or high water

So take prudent steps. Wash your hands. Buy
groceries. Avoid crowds. Gas the car.

Do the same things you do to get ready for hurricane
season every year.

Plagues come and go, waters rise and fall, winds rage
and cease, the wicked flourish and are no more to be
found—Dbut the love of God endures no mater what.

Nothing has changed.

Live each day as though you will live for ever and as
though You will die tonight. That’s what we should have
been doing all along.

Now that Ginny is over her bout with illness (not flu)
we are all set to live or die, to live on to retirement, or to
meet our earthly end in a mass burial plague pit.

Of course | have my preferences.

| hope to finish another book beforehand, and there’s
some more work to be done in the garden, but I'm happy
whatever.

CARICATURA RU




Sunday, May 03, 2009
Cleaning Pipes

| spent the first day of May in the most pleasant way
imaginable—cleaning pipes.

| do not collect pipes; but | have a lot of them.

But I’'m afraid | neglect their care. When I've smoked
one till it clogs up with all the gunk cigarette smokers
inhale, | just switch to a different pipe. Eventually after a
few months | run out of smooth-drawing pipes and stage a
massive pipe cleaning day.

And Friday proved perfect for that project.

| gathered materials—pipes, pipe cleaners, rags,
dental probes, lengths of wire, an oyster knife, and a fifth
of Jack Daniels whiskey—and spread all this paraphernalia
over several lawn chairs and tables outside.

As | worked in the shade of an awning, birds feasted
at the feeders, lizards scrambled over the sundial,
squirrels scampered in the bushes while a neighborhood
cat slinked at the gate hoping to catch an unwary bird or
squirrel.

Easy-listening played on the radio as | sipped ice tea
and reamed out the pipe bowls with the oyster knife (the
blade is shaped perfectly to reach the bottom of the
bowl). Oh, by the way, | do not drink the whiskey, don’t
have a taste for it, but about 15 years ago somebody
gave me this fifth of Jack Daniels and I've used dots of it
as a pipe cleaning solvent ever since.

The mindless task of cleaning pipes, listening to
music, watching the birds, praying now and then, thinking
little but keeping my hands busy---Well it was a time of
peace and relaxation.

While the outside world did its thing, | did mine.

The first two confirmed cases of Swine Flu have
shown up in Florida and the governor has declared a state
of public health emergency.

One of the thousands of students at the university in
Gainesville shows signs of flu but since this is graduation
weekend with hundreds of thousands of parents,
students, alumnae, and visitors in town, university



officials decided to go ahead with activities in spite of flu
dangers.

Meanwhile, the tv news keeps saying--stay calm—be
concerned—nothing to be alarmed about—you’re all going
to die—and they cite the millions of people who died in
the 1918 epidemic as a comparison.

They project 50,000,000 people to die in this
epidemic.

They forget that the death rate is the same as it's
always been—one per person.

It is appointed unto man once to die and after that the
judgment.

So, in this time of medical crisis, we need the mercy
of God just as much we do during normal times...

Er, come to think of it, these are normal times.

Well, it is now that my pipes are all clean and all |
have to do is fill my tobacco pouch and smoke them.

Monday, May 04, 2009
Fire History, Visit with Barbara White,
& A Letter To The Kid In The Attic On Flu
Epidemic

Sunday, May 3™, marked the anniversary of the city of
Jacksonville’s burning down in 1901. In connection with
commemorating the Great Fire Of Jacksonville, the
Jacksonville Fire Museum revamped its website at
http://www.jacksonvillefiremuseum.com/index.html

For sections of the new site, they used portions of my
book Heroes All: A History Of Firefighting In Jacksonville
available at www.bluefishbooks.info .

That’s nice.

Unfortunately, when crediting my book as a source,
they did not provide a link enabling people to consider
buying a copy.

After all my years of work on that book, | find that
disheartening.

Oh well, God knows.



Monday my friend Barbara White, author of the Along
The Way series of books, treated me to breakfast at
Dave’s Diner and she related a recent dream:

Barbara, who is around 80 and walks with an
aluminum walker, dreamed she was in a house where a
murderer tried to break in and kill her. She locked the
screen door. But he said ,”That’s no barrier” and cut the
screen to unlock the door.

She slammed the wooden front door. But the killer
said, “That’s no barrier either” and cut his way through.

She ran out the back door through the streets of her
childhood hometown. Racing to escape the murderer.

She saw a man on an odd bicycle with a boat on a
little trailer—but the bicycle was pushing the boat instead
of pulling it. Two other people on regular bicycles followed
him. She ran to them seeking help.

The man on the bicycle smiled, took out his cell phone
and called the murderer to tell him where she was!

The other two cyclists looked on with approval.

Barbara woke in a panic, heart aflutter. She
remembered the tension between her and her grown son.
She began to recite the 23™ Psalm, “The Lord is my
Shepherd...”

She realized her own frailty and vulnerability in
danger, yet she realized that she is still alive in the midst
of whatever dangers.

Besides that disturbing dream, Barbara and | talked
about God’s act of creation; Barbara told me about St.
Augustine’s idea that just as God made oak tree seeds
and sunflower seeds to grow and mature and flourish and
die in different given time frames, so also He ordered
animals, men and worlds to grow, mature, flourish and die
in specific different given time frames.

I'd never thought of things that way before.
Here’s a letter to the Kid In The Attic:
Hi Kid,

You are my ideal reader.

You are the person | write for.



| picture you in my mind’s eye when | enter things in
my diary. In my imagination, some day 50 or a hundred
years from now, long after I'm dead and gone, you will be
prowling around in the attic on a rainy afternoon, and
you’ll stumble across a dusty old box containing my diary.
You'll beat off the dust and roach crumbs and read to see
what life was like in the old days (that’'s my today).

| wish you joy, Kid In The Attic.

Mostly | write so you will see how being a Christian
works for one lone individual—me. By tracing my daily
entries, you may get an idea of Christian reality in the life
of one guy—me. You’'ll see the ups, downs, sins and
warts, the discouragements and elations, the problems |
solved and the ones that beat me.

So, mainly this is a spiritual map of one isolated soul...

But to give you historical perspective, | think it
important to mention world events now and them so you
can see the context in which | lived.

Now, I'm certainly no Samuel Pepys nor John Evelyn,
who both chronicled the 1666 Great Plague of London.

Nor am | a Daniel Defoe, the novelist who wrote his
fictional Journal Of The Plague Year in 1722 (that's the
same year he wrote Moll Flanders) but you probably know
him best for Robinson Crusoe.

However, Swine flu is much in the news now and it
behooves me to mention it now and then.

So, here goes.

Today, one Jacksonville school quarantined a coach
and two students in a hotel, even though none of the
three showed any sign of infection, because they'd
recently been to a swim meet in Mexico .

Today also, the school board of an adjacent county
closed down one school because one student may
possibly have swine flu. The student is being tested and
the results are not back yet. But they still shut down the
whole school for at least two days and disinfected the bus
that student rode on.

What's odd about this is that in the entire United
States only one person has died of this disease so far.



Isn’t that incredible?
Here’s something odder:

“Across the country, more than 14,000 persons with
AIDS died in 2006... These AIDS cases and deaths should
not be happening in this country at this rate”.

That's a quote from Dr. Julie L. Gerberding, Director,
Centers for Disease Control and Prevention U.S.
Department of Health and Human Services. She made this
statement in a report to Congress last September. Her full
speech is at the CDC website:
http://www.cdc.gov/washington/testimony/2008/t2008091
6.htm .

Now, Kid, | hope in your generation, AIDS is a cured
disease of the distant past. But it is real and deadly in my
generation. | do not know of a single person who ever
caught it who did not eventually die of it (unless they got
hit by a bus or something first). But as far as | know from
having read in the past issues of the CDC Weekly
Mortality and Morbidity Report, anyone who gets it, will
die of it. The CDC issues regular reports about pediatric
AIDS.

Yet, no schools close.
No swim teams quarantined.
No school buses disinfected.

I'd like to think that the difference in responding to
one disease with one death and responding to another
virus with 14,000 dying is a difference in timing. After all,
a virulent flue virus (remember Spanish Lady?) can kill in
a matter of days, that generates a sense of urgency; on
the other hand the AIDS virus may take years to kill.

I'd like to think that's the difference, but | imagine
that true difference is a matter of political lobbying and
public relations tactics which downplay AIDS.

Of course that virus spreads through sex or blood
contact.

Maybe it's just that school kids today don’t get cuts
and scrapes and bloody noses in fights or don’t take off
the band aid to show off sores.

Get real.



Dr. Gerberding projected 56,300 new HIV infections to
occur each year, “Worse than previously estimated,” she
said.

She said it is a shame “For young Americans to grow
up without the knowledge, skills, confidence and
motivation necessary to protect themselves against HIV
for their entire lifetimes. CDC is steadfast in its
commitment to ending the epidemic; however, to achieve
this goal, the HIV/AIDS epidemic in our own backyards
must be met with an even greater sense of commitment,
purpose, and urgency by affected individuals,
communities, and by the nation as a whole”.

Well, Kid In The Attic, that's what’s going on in my
world today.

| hope your generation has more common sense than
mine.

Good luck.
John Cowart

Thursday, May 07, 2009
My Virusesissues

Say what you will about Pontius Pilate, but he never
caught the flu virus.

He washed his hands.
Never mind.

The Centers For Disease Control has changed its
mind.

What they are now calling—not taco flu, nor swine flu,
nor HIN1—but Novel Influenza, they say this new flu is
not as dangerous as previously thought.

In a May 5™ directive entitled Update on School (K -
12) and Childcare Facilities: Interim CDC Guidance in
Response to Human Infections with the Novel Influenza A
(HIN1) Virus at
http://www.cdc.gov/h1nlflu/K12_dismissal.htm , the CDC
says:

School closure is not advised for a suspected or
confirmed case of novel influenza A (H1IN1) and, in
general, is not advised unless there is a magnitude



of faculty or student absenteeism that interferes
with the school’s ability to function.

Schools that were closed based on previous
interim CDC guidance related to this outbreak may
reopen.

That’s good.

I'm glad our health department proved so vigilant in
protecting us from this potential threat. Good job, guys.

Be that as it may, | have picked up a virus anyhow.
At least my computer did.

My firewall tells me my computer is under attack from
a Deep Throat Trojan Horse virus which is trying to take
over my system.

How could I get this virus?
| wash my hands.

When my virus software alerted me to the attack, |
shut down the system and called my son Donald, a
computer network manager, for help. Yesterday, he, my
friend Wes, and | enjoyed breakfast at Dave’s Diner, then
they came to my house for conversation and computer
repair.

It occurs to me that my computer could catch a virus
in one of three ways:

Maybe it came into my machine through the remote
server?

But Donald assures me that the firewall would have
blocked it.

Maybe | caught it when browsing the internet looking
for photos of naked ladies?

That can’t be, because Wes recently caught the same
virus and | assure you that Wes is not the kind of Christian
who would ever browse for photos of naked ladies on the
internet.

Maybe | caught the virus from a plishing site. (is that
the right word?) | mean a website set up to look like it's
from one source but is really something else malicious.

| think that may be the case because last week while
looking for CDC information about swine flu, one link I



opened generated a pop-up box warning that it was not a
real CDC site but a plishing trap.

Wes said that he’d encountered that same thing.
While googling swine flu, he also encountered a plishing
site claiming to be a CDC page, and he has since found a
virus in his computer.

Anyhow, Donald fixed stuff by going to that black and
white screen in the bios that Donald says | am never,
never, never ever, never to touch.

Donald fixed it and I'm back on line now.

In spite of the Taco Flu virus scare and the Deep
Throat Trojan Horse computer virus scare, we three guys
had a great time smoking pipes and discussing the whole
state of Christ’s church and the world.

Donald is praying about perhaps going to seminary
and becoming a minister in his church.

I mentioned my own belief that “Where two or three
are gathered in My name, there am | in the midst of
them” and | said, We, the three of us sitting here, we are
the church”.

Wes said, “We're not a church—we’re a bull session”.

Donald said, “O Phooey. And here | was just about to
take up a collection”.

He thinks like a preacher already.
| wash my hands of the matter.

Friday, May 08, 2009
Surprised and Honored

Ever hear of Cherokee Heights?

| live in this obscure backwater neighborhood of
Jacksonville, Florida, cutoff from the rest of the city by an
expressway on one side and CSX railroad tracks on the
other.

Our neighborhood, Cherokee Heights, was not named
after the mighty Indian tribe—not named directly after
them, that is.

No, long ago there was a steamboat company plying
paddlewheelers along the St. Johns River; the company
christened their steamboats with Indian names.



Then later, streets and neighborhoods throughout
Jacksonville were named after those long ago riverboats.

Thus, | live in a tiny backwater neighborhood of an
almost unknown city in the most southern of the United
States.

Our cul-de-sac street ends in a circle where lost
people can turn around.

Few strangers wander into the area.
This is No-where-ville.

I'd think that my little bit of work done in this obscure
corner of the earth would have no effect anywhere else. |
feel that most of my work disappears without leaving a

ripple.
But, sometimes, | get surprised.

Yesterday as | worked cataloguing a section of my
Florida History book collection for a sale, | received a
snail-mail letter from InterVarsity Press.

Back in 1990 IVP published a little paperback | wrote
called People Whose Faith Got Them Into Trouble. Hardly
any copies sold and the book soon went out of print, so
rights reverted to me. My writing did not leave a ripple.

| didn’t give up.
| felt it was a good book.
Still think that.

TRA So, in 2005, | revised

S NGERS and expanded that text
ON and published it at

THE EARTH www.bluefishbooks.info

under the new title—
Strangers On The Earth
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Well, the IVP letter
yesterday carries a
request from a church in
Singapore to wuse my
" book as a script in a radio
People Whese Foith Got Them Into Trouble broadcast which could be
heard throughout the
great Far East.

John W, Cowart



That tickles me.
I'm honored.

Yes, the Gethsemane Bible Presbyterian Church of
Singapore asked permission to read my book over the air
in their  24/7 internet radio broadcasts at
http://www.biblewitness.com/webradio/index.htm .

| feel honored that folks in that far country feel my
work is suitable to be broadcast to their wide-spread
listening audience.

| echo the prayer from their information page, “We
pray that the Gospel of Christ will be declared throughout
the world, to all nations, even unto the uttermost parts of
the earth”.

Of course when | tried to tune in and listen to one of
their broadcasts myself, | could not figure out how to turn
it on!

Next time | see my son Donald, I'll ask him how to
work a computer radio thingy...

Or, maybe I'll just keep cataloguing books in silence
here in my obscure backwater and let the rest of the
world listen... A prophet is not without honor, except...

Saturday, May 09, 2009
Family Matters

A few minutes ago my brother called to tell me his first wife
has died after a lengthy illness.

They have been divorced for years and he has since re-
married; nevertheless, the news upset him when Pam, one of his
two daughters, e-mailed him about her mother’s death.

Coming right before Mother’s Day, their mother’s passing
must be especially hard on the girls. And news of Charlotte’s death
gave rise to mixed feelings in my brother.

Damn.

Sometimes 1 think there’s no good way to handle life
situations.



My brother also informed me about the possibility of a family
reunion in a couple of weeks. My heart dropped. I really don’t
know how to handle that.

St. Paul said that so much as in you is to live at peace with all
men.

To me, that means stay the hell away from them. But I doubt if
that’s what Paul had in mind.

On one level, I want to be a loving man.
I really do.

But I find that contact with our huge extended family dredges
up bitterness in my own heart because of long past, and probably
thoughtless, cruelties and anguish these people put me through
around the time of my own mother’s death.

During Mama’s final days, Ginny, our children, and I faced
eviction because our landlord had sold the apartment building we
lived in. We had to locate and move to a new house the day after
her funeral or we would face living in our car.

I spoke with each person in the extended family about help
finding a job or renting one of the houses some of them owned.
Without exception they turned me down.

At the same time I learned that some creep in that family had
raped one of my daughters months previously and Ginny and I
knew nothing about it till just before Mama’s funeral.

What a can of worms.

In all this, I felt as though those people had left us for dead
beside the road.

The afternoon of Mama's funeral while the others were at the
reception, through the intervention of my friend Congressman
Charles Bennett, I found a house for us to move to the following
day. And I did pay for Mama's funeral expenses myself without
anything being contributed by other family members.

Tough times.



Yet, I tried to maintain a loving Christian spirit through it all.
Not very successful at it I’'m afraid.

I could not feel loving. But to avoid feeling resentful, the only
way I felt I could cope was to withdraw into myself.

I still feel that way.

Those people cut us off, and as far as I’'m concerned, Ginny
and the kids are my family.

The other relatives, I regard as just people, the same as I
regard the folks in line at the grocery store. I mean them no ill, I'd
help one when asked, I treat them with courtesy, but there’s no
need to associate with them on any other level.

Oddly enough over the years some have asked me to help ‘em
move, start cars, etc. and I’ve always done that but [ maintain my
internal distance. In fact, Ginny helped one get her kids into a
camp once; but we see no need to initiate voluntarily contact.

Hey, I know, that’s not Christian love, but it’s the best I can
manage.

So when David mentioned a family reunion, my blood froze.
My chest tightened. My stomach churned.

I cringed as though threatened with a beating.
I don’t want to get hurt anymore.

I hope their party turns out well, that the day is sunny, that
they feast and dance and laugh and remember good times.

But leave me out of it.

I just can’t cope.

I’m enjoying my life and I hope they enjoy theirs.
I wish them well.

I also wish I’d never answered the phone.

I’m not going back over this to edit. I don’t have the heart.



Monday, May 11, 2009
Upstairs, Downstairs

Ginny and | spent much of Mother’s Day talking about
parenting, buying chairs, and searching for a missing
goldfish..

Parenting: We did something right but we don’t
know what it was.

Our grown children fill us with pride, but we take little
credit for the way they turned out. Each is a unique
person with blessings, talents and quirks.

Fred, my eldest is steady, steadfast, brilliant, troubled
and a gourmet chef.

Johnny is mature, spiritual, practical, and a ballroom
dancer.

Jennifer, our butterfly, remains convinced that as a
baby princess, Gypsies stole her from the palace and
dumped her with this odd poor family to raise till she can
assume her rightful place.

Donald grew up to become the most thoroughly
Christian man | have ever met.

Eve, nicknamed Smiley in school, became a level-
headed businesswoman who sets realistic goals and
achieves them.

Patricia, a woman of mystery and deep dreams,
follows her own star towards brightness.

Ginny and | agree that God knew ahead of time that
we lacked the talents and temperament to be good
parents, so He gave us such fine and easy material to
work with.

Our children bless us.

Buying Chairs: The twin recliner loveseat in our tv
room sprang a spring, One side would not open; the other
would not close. The thing warped our backs.

To get the huge thing out of the room, | had to saw it
into four pieces (we’'d removed a window to get it inside
years ago and | did now want to go through that again).

For a time, we brought in lawn chairs to sit on while
watching watch tv.

Not a good solution.



But we could not afford new furniture. So we
managed.

Yesterday we saw an estate sale advertised. The
building, three stories and a basement, was a single-
family home but in 1898 was divided into 28 tiny
apartments and used as an old folks home. New owners
closed the facility and were selling off all the furniture at
bargain prices (easy chairs, two for $25).

We prowled the maze seeking the kind of replacement
chairs we wanted.

| spotted one.

Up on the third floor, | looked out a side window. From
that high vantage point | could see over the hedge into
the back yard of the house next door.

“| see the chair I'm interested in,” | told Ginny.
“Where”.
“Out the window here”.

She joined me looking outside. On the other side of
the hedge a young woman in her bikini vigorously
polished a white aluminum lawn chair.

If the kids ever put me in an old folks home, | want a
room with a view like that.

Ginny prodded me into other apartments where we
chose a wall-hugger recliner and a swivel-rocker, and an
end table—All out of third-floor apartments.

| stumbled downstairs to pay. Merely managing all
those stairs aggravated my arthritis into flaring pain and
left me quivering.

Obviously, with my cane and age (70) | could not
carry these heavy chairs down by myself. The estate sale
lady felt so concerned for me that she forced me to sit in
the lobby till | stopped shaking. It's been years since |
climbed more than six or eight stairs and here I'd been
going back and forth between the third floor and the
basement. The lady recruited two helpers to bring our
purchases downstairs for us.

Back 40 years ago, Ginny and | drove a tractor-trailer
moving furniture all over the country. We know how to do
it. So it pained me greatly to see these two helpers who



obviously had never handled furniture before, cart the
chairs down those steep stairs.

Suggestions surged into my mind. But | kept my
mouth shut.

The Scripture came to me, “Judge not that ye be not
judged”.

Since I'm too weak and shaky and can not carry these
chairs down from the third floor my self—then | have no
right to supervise those young and strong enough to do
the job. They will learn their trade; | should stick to doing
things | can do and let others do things their way.

Maybe the bikini girl needs help with her aluminum
lawn chair.

That one looked light enough for me to lift.

By the way, Ginny and | snaked our new/used chairs
into the back room by ourselves with no trouble at all. We
may not have the youth and strength but we still have the
knack.

Missing Goldfish: Back home, we discovered that
one of our gold fish has gone AWOL.

We searched and search for it. We have no idea
where it is. We removed everything out of the ten-gallon
aquarium to see if the fish were hiding under some
decoration.

It’s not.
We checked inside the filter--No missing fish there.

The aquarium cover would prevent any fish from
jumping out. The two remaining fish swim contently (Do
goldfish eat other goldfish?)

Unable to find our missing fish, we speculated:

aun

“l know what happened to it,” | said. “"Jesus took it.
He had 2,500 unexpected guests to feed so He only took
one fish.”

(You know about the feeding of the 5,000, but do you
know what He would do if He had to feed ten thousand
people? He simply double the receipt).

Ginny said my idea is nonsense. She said our one
goldfish was a Christian goldfish and that it had been
raptured and the other goldfish left behind.



We talk about theology a lot when there’s nothing
good on tv.

Wednesday, May 13, 2009
In The News

It pays to read your local newspaper.

You may see your own name. That's what happened
to me yesterday.

No, I did not get arrested or anything like that.

And | missed reading last Sunday’s Times-Union, so |
don’t have a clipping. But there was an article mentioning
me and a history piece | wrote a couple of years ago
about cars; actually the piece comes from a section of my
book on Jacksonville history, Crackers & Carpetbaggers at
www.bluefishbooks.info .

| was really surprised to run across my own name in
the paper. | knew nothing about it beforehand and just
saw this article days later. Here’s the article:

The Motown of the South

John W. Cowart has compiled an excellent history of the
automobile in Jacksonville on his Web page, www.cowart.info.
Among his findings:

- The first motorcar in Florida was a Locomobile, owned by
Jacksonville undertaker Charles A Clark. By the end of 1903,
there were 40 cars in the city.

- There were nine auto accidents in the city in 1906. Three of
those involved collisions with horses.

- The first car dealer in the city opened in 1903.

- The Southern Automobile Manufacturing Co. opened a plant on
Bay Street in 1906, making cars that sold for $400 each.

- The city's first traffic jam was in 1910, when 50 cars lined up to
board the ferry across the St. Johns River. The old Acosta was the
first highway bridge over the river, opening in 1921.

- Jacksonville was home to a Ford plant, near the western edge of
the Mathews Bridge. The plant, which opened in 1925, churned
out 45,00 Model Ts a year from '25-'28 before switching to the
Model A.

Vote for your favorite classic American auto in our Coolest
American Car contest on Jacksonville.com.



That's it.
That’s my name in last Sunday’s newspaper.

Oddly enough, although | often write about my walk
with Christ—that sounds too grandiose—Let’s just call it
my stumble with Christ—although | write about matters of
faith in my own life, yet most often strangers e-mail me
guestions about local history rather than about faith.

For instance, recently a reader asked me for
information about an 1830s Indian attack near
Jacksonville.

During the Seminole Wars there were many such
attacks. Here is an engraving of Florida Indian attacks
from an 1836 newspaper in the Library of Congress:

Massacre of the YWhites by the Indians and Blacks in Florida.
% T ] . _ g '__;': .'-:-' / '-;' g T :'ﬂ

The reader who e-mailed me had little information; |
had less.

But we batted five or six e-mails back and forth
developing leads until | tracked down an old newspaper
reprint of an 1836 letter telling what had happened:

"It is again my painful duty to inform you of a
most shocking Indian massacre - | mean the
murder of Mr. John Tippins and family.

“Mr. Tippins was bringing his wife and children
out of Florida to see her parents, and when within a
few miles of her father's house, was fallen in with
about seven Indians, between 10 o'clock, A.M. and
12 o'clock

“Mr. Tippens was shot from his horse, the
Indians then made an easy capture of his helpless
family and vented their savage spleen by beating
them on the heads with their tomahawks.



“Mrs. Tippins lived (senseless) about forty
hours, but did not speak; her skull was smashed in
many places by the tomahawk. She died in the
arms of her father, Mr. David Mizell.

“Her children are not yet dead, although the
skull of each is fractured in many places by the
tomahawks.

“This melancholy occasion took place in this
county last Monday not far from Ocean Pond”.

A nearby resident, Mrs. Elisha Green, discovered the
bloody scene. She left an eyewitness account saying that
Mr. Tippens “died on the spot where he fell, shot from his
horse”.

His full name was John Joshua Underwood Tippens.

His wife, Nancy Tippens, was scalped, and left to
bleed to death.

Their three children were “chopped in their heads with
tomahawks and slung to the ground”.

The next morning, Mrs. Green found Nancy. Tippens
and a three year old girl, Cornelia, still clinging to life.

Nancy Tippens died soon after she was discovered.
But the three-year-old Cornelia survived; she lived till
1926 dieing at the age of 88.

Not having a coffin, Mrs. Green buried the dead man,
his wife and the other two children in the body of their
wagon.

The place where they are buried is now called South
Prong Cemetery; it was the Green family burial ground.

Legend has it that a standing wagon wheel marked
the grave.

That wagon wheel has long since disappeared.

So there you have it. That is the latest news from last
Sunday’s newspaper—and from 173 years ago

But my Good News, my most important news, is that
Jesus loves us, and died for our sin, and He rose again
from the dead.

No better news than that.



Saturday, May 16, 2009
A Good Day

Good, peaceful days prove more difficult for me to
write about than bad days. The absence of conflict and
aggravation does not generate dramatic prose.

Friday started with a visit to Dr. Downey. A nurse
injured the radial nerve in his right hand; it's numb and
bothers him. And he told Ginny and me about his medical
trip to Africa where each year he volunteers help in an
orphanage.

I’'m ok for the shape I'm in.

The doctor froze a few cancers on my arms and gave
me some grease to rub on my hip for the always-with-me
pain. If that stuff does not help, the next step is an MRI.

Afterwards Ginny and | carried library books up to
Dave’s Diner where we munched fries and read our
murder mysteries as we sat at a window booth watching
light rain fall.

Back home, we continued to read in our backyard
never speaking except to point out a flock of purple finch
or some other bird at the big feeder.

True love enables you to sit in silence, reading, doing
your own thing, making no demands, asking nothing—just
being together.

Sometimes that state carries over into my devotions.
When I'm just with the Lord, aware of His presence but
not exactly praying nor worshiping nor singing nor even
thinking much about it. Just relaxing together.

Good, the best, is not always dramatic.

Monday, May 18, 2009
Bee Rescue

Over the weekend | rescued a bee—sort of.

Our above ground swimming pool measures 18 feet
across and four feet deep.

This honey bee struggled in the water far from the
edge. Since bees stand scarcely ¥ inch tall, he was in far
above his head. And since water clung to his body, he
weighted too much to fly to safety.



Being a compassionate man, | moved to rescue the
drowning insect. | cupped my hands under the water to
scoop him out.

Dumb bug must have thought | was a bee-eating fish
rising beneath him because he flailed away from my
hands.

Do | look like a trout?

Again and again | scooped. Again and again, he
evaded.

| felt tempted to let the bug drown.
The pool filter would get his body later.
But | preserved.

Finally, in a handful of water, | lifted the bee out of the
depths and tossed him over the side to dry out and fly
away.

Slight problem.

After a bit | peeked over the edge of the pool to see
how my bee was drying out. He wasn't.

A large spider stretched a web between the metal
pool wall and a plant stalk; when | dropped the bee over
the edge of the pool, I'd dropped him right into the spider
web.

Mr. Spider, with due thankfulness I'm sure, was busy
wrapping my bee up in a bundle for a feast.

And the last state of the bee was worse than the first.
I'm not much of a savior.

The situation reminded me of that Scripture which
says that because of His resurrection, Jesus, “is able also
to save them to the uttermost that come unto God by
Him”.

Although we attempt to struggle away and evade His
cupped, nail-scared hands, He persists in offering us
salvation.

Yes, salvation is scary.

Yes, it is a fearful thing to fall into the hands of the
living God.

He’'s big.



But Jesus is not a trout.
And He never drops us into some evil web.

Saturday, May 23, 2009
Creeping Out Of Forced Seclusion

Last Monday our telephones and internet access went
out.

That's why | haven’t posted in a week.

Also, continuous rains are falling on Jacksonville.
Anywhere from nine to 20 inches of rain has fallen in the
area since last Sunday.

With outside communication cut off and with rain
keeping me inside, all I've been able to do is work. And
I’'ve accomplished a bundle during this enforced seclusion;
I'm cataloging my entire collection of Florida history
books, artifacts, coffee mugs, tee shirts and ephemera—
getting it all ready to sell.

I’'ve collected Florida history materials for 35 years so
a lot of this stuff has accumulated.

While | worked on local history things, I've also been
reading the historical books of the Bible, the portion of
Scripture | enjoy most. Yes, the names are hard to keep
straight but the events resonate within my own life.

For instance, I've noticed one recurring phrase that
gives me pause. “They feared the Lord, and served their
own gods....These nations feared the Lord, and served
their graven images”.

What a sorry state.
For a nation—or a man.
To fear the Lord, but to serve my own.

Such double commitment makes a man unstable in all
his ways. | see this in myself and | see it all around me.
Too wishy-washy to rebel outright shaking our fist in the
face of God in utter defiance, we pay Him vague lip-
service but serve our own gods.

Anyhow, this section of Scripture causes me to
examine my own life more carefully.

So, other than being double-minded and cataloguing
history books, what have | been doing?



I'm being very Christian in writing that; | did not use
any adjective at all.

If you have ever had dealings with the phone
company, you can supply your own.

After spending 45 minutes on a borrowed cell phone
just getting through their mechanical customer
discouragement process before talking to a human being,
| waited five days without service.

But | spare you my tale of frustration.

If you've ever dealt with the phone company, you
could tell your own.

The repairman showed up yesterday and fixed some
of our phone lines. Ginny and | decided we can live
without the other line instead of going through their
customer service process again. Motto: WE PUT THE CUSS
IN CUSTOMER.

Once the Bell South Phone company, a forerunner of
AT&T, threatened to remove all phone service from the
city of Jacksonville.

Years ago, | wrote a history piece about Jacksonville’s
Great Telephone War at http://www.cowart.info/Florida
%20History/Great%20Telephone%20War/Telephone
%20war.htm

In 1885, the phone company increased their initial
charges by 900 per cent; when residents objected, the
company began removing all phones and wires from the
City.

My, how customer service has improved.

But, after all this week without phone or internet, and
the interminable wait for a guy who did not show up when
promised, I'm sick about thinking about the phone
company.

| won't write about the phone company any more.
In other news, there are also pirates in Somalia.



Monday, May 25, 2009
Vacation Weekend Happenings

Ginny and | spend much of our Memorial Day vacation
planning for another vacation—Next Fall we celebrate our
41 Anniversary, so we planned for a trip, renting a cabin
far out in the woods alone.

We had such fun anticipating as we discussed this site
and that before choosing one and making our advanced
reservations.

We did part of our planning over lunch at Georgies Il
BBQ where a young waitress joined us by telling about a
trip she and her husband just returned from. They’'ve
been married seven years and have two children. We Old-
Timers had fun giving her advice and she had fun telling
us about available cabins in the state park where they
went.

Different subject:

Friday when my internet came back up, | checked my
e-mail and found one from that radio station in China
(broadcasts at
http://www.biblewitness.com/webradio/index.htm ).

Through a complicated process, they got four of my
friend Barbara White’s Along The Way books; their e-mail
tells me they plan to choose selections from her books to
read over the air in their Women’'s Segment to be
broadcast all over the Far East.

I'm delighted.

| think Barbara’s writings enter the realm of spiritual
classics.

Remember when Barbara brought me that flowered
shopping bag full of hundreds of newspaper clippings?
(See photos in my entry for August 20", 2007, in blog
archives).

At the time, | considered all that just rote donkey
work. Turns out that the labor involved is worth it because
now her message is reaching the far ends of the earth.

Which brings me to another topic:

When Ginny and | returned from breakfast yesterday,
a message on our answering machine tells us that
Barbara was admitted to the hospital Sunday morning



We called and find that her cancer has returned and
she also has congestive heart failure.

Visitors from her church inundated her room at the
moment.

Ginny and | plan to visit later.

Tuesday, May 26, 2009
Many Tee Shirts

Yesterday afternoon Ginny and | visited our friend
Barbara White in the hospital; she does not appear to be
doing well. Her doctors have scheduled more tests.

All morning long Ginny and | worked on tee shirts.

Over the past three decades Jacksonville artists often
expressed their talent for design by creating tee shirts
featuring various aspects of the city’s culture.

As part of my mania for collecting Jacksonville
historical materials | have amassed dozens of such tee
shirts.

They feature varied themes from boats at the Florida
Yacht Club to the mighty air craft carriers Saratoga and
Kennedy—200,000 Tons Of Diplomacy. Sports team shirts



range from the long-defunct Jacksonville Bulls (football) to
the Jacksonville Lizard Kings (hockey).

Organizations as diverse as Habijax, building homes
and the Cummer Museum Of Fine Art, business as diverse
as Dave’s Dinner and LifeFlight Helicopter Rescue, events
as diverse as scout hikes and Jacksonville Jazz Festivals—
all in all, for over 30 years I've collected over 50 tee shirts
representing the city in its varied aspects.

In preparing my whole collection of books, notes,
clippings and historical artifacts for sale, yesterday we
unpacked these tee shirts from their plastic containers,
photographed them for the sale catalogue, fresh
laundered them, ironed, refolded, and packed them away
again—a massive amount of work.

These odd bits of ephemera depict my hometown as a
city mighty as an army with banners...

Well, if not an army with banners, at least as a city
where residents sport a bunch of colorful tee shirts.

Thursday, May 28, 2009
A Day Of Visitation

Support your local attorneys ;
Send your kid to medical school.

Know the difference between a doctor and
God?
God does not think He's a doctor.

Those are two of the jokes that rattled around our
friend Barbara’s hospital room when my friend Wes and |
visited her yesterday.

Yes, spreading light and joy, we visited the afflicted
lady. She’'d expected to be told the results of the cancer
tests and we wanted to be with her for support when she
heard the news. Unfortunately, the results were not in
yet. So we sat around sharing jokes and talking about
divine healing and Christian dieing.

From preliminary information, it looks iffy that
Barbara will ever make it out of the hospital and she’s
perfectly happy with that prospect and looks forward to
seeing the Lord Christ face to face. She is not inclined to
seek aggressive, and possibly debilitating, treatment.



Now Wes, Barbara and | -all of us believe in God’s
ability to heal.

We also believe He is not obligated to do so.

Like in marriage, the relationship of the Christian to
the Lord is in sickness and in health—neither one breaks
that relationship.

Of course, we all prefer the in-health part. That's
natural. But no one stays on this earth forever and
sometimes illness is one of the cards we’re dealt.

Besides, Jesus never cured anyone of old age.

In the midst of Barbara’s present bout with cancer,
her biggest concern is that the only food she’s been able
to eat for the past 14 days is Jello and broth. She says
she’s more sick of Jello than she is of cancer.

Wes told about how the Lord healed his daughter,
Sandy, as a dying infant, but let her die of cancer when
she was 17 years old. His faith uplifted him in both
situations.

| have no experience in divine healing, but | told about
how Barbara and | became friends about 25 years ago—I
wrote about this on October 23, 2007, “Two Rain Storms”
in my former (2007) journal. What’'s odd about that is that
our friendship began 25 years ago in this same hospital.

While Barbara, Wes and | talked, a pastor from
Barbara’s church came in to visit also. When | told him, he
was surprised to learn about so