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That Upcoming Day

When Jesus returns

What will his parents name Him?

Will they get His name right

Yes, of course, who could blame them?

Will He be male or female,

Or black, white, or brown?

Will He wear jeans and T-shirt,

Or just sandals and gown?

Will He celebrate Easter

Rosh Hashanah and Christmas?

Will He high-five us greetings,

Or be real cool and fist us?

Will He throw out the first pitch

At Wrigley Field Park?

Do cameo appearances

With Iron Man’s Tony Stark?

Will he be Pope or President,

Union leader or Prof?

Can you see the head hunters

Making plans to pull off?

“That Millennial Merger:

Why, this Christ is our Boy;

G.I. Joe for His pocket,

He’s our Heavenly toy.”

Would He make some endorsements

For cars, or spaghetti?

Would He ride in parades

Blessings all, through confetti?

Would He get some tattoos

With some outrageous piercings?

Or just keep his hair short

But have cross-dangling earrings?

Would He change bottled water

To Miller’s or Bud
Would he pose for G.Q.

Like a bachelor stud?

Would He do stand up comedy

For Oprah or Ellen?

Would He do “Price Is Right”

To endorse what they’re sellin’?

Well, of course, He’d speak English,

There is no doubt about it,

Be American, too,

There’s some scriptures that tout it.

Would He visit the hospitals, 

War zones, and jails,

Helping all with some insight

For Earthly travails?

Would He carve up the turkey

On some Thanksgiving platters

And teach about love

And all Heavenly matters?

Would He wander alone

Through the world in disguises,

So few would encumber

He Whom Satan despises?

Would He tell us our futures

And laugh at our jokes?

Would he ride on a Harley,

Use His sleeve for His smokes?

Would He write books for children,

Paint landscapes of Heaven?

Would He teach us why God’s 

Favorite number is seven?

Would He play the piano,

Or organ or flute?

Would He wear Goodwill hand-me-downs

Or a Brook’s Brother’s suit?

Would He worship all women

As Divine Mother Creatures,

Explaining rare glimpses:

Their sublime cosmic features?

Would He watch T.V. soaps

To see who’d split with whom;

Who was cheating, or lying, 

Or been dumped by what groom?

Would He sing at the Opry,

With folks playing in Nashville,

And proclaim that He’s “Country,”

While not stopping to crash ‘til

The dawn brings the sun up,

For Gravy and Biscuits:

Hot breakfast of eggs, sausage,

Bacon for misfits:

Like Brad Paisley, and Dolly,

Shania, and Blake,

Where the music is real

And their words: no mistake.

Would He wander museums

To see where we’ve been?

The triumphs, the glories,

The horrors, the sin?

Would He have time for movies,

For popcorn and soda?

What agenda would fit

With His work in this coda?

What expectancies fit

With this servant of man,

This servant of God,

Who does all that He can?

Why would he not sample

What life’s all about,

Share our secrets and pains

And our joys we shout out?

It’s just simple deduction:

We all pray as we wait,

The arrival of Jesus

Whom we know won’t be late.  

