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e/n17/mode/2up

Are You Anti-Semitic? Are You Anti-American?
The Controversial Ford Book

Poetry of Sorts ~

It is interesting reading my heritage and understanding 
myself as a “nativist” who now stands firmly against  
forced immigration. I have sincere concern for the 

safety of Americans.

A Reflection on America’s Henry Ford:

I realize the hat provides cover, and a suit looks good in  
court, but what is a big, roaring lion chest without a  

heart?

Is he a trafficker? Is he a peddler profiting off American 
good-willed donations? Is he an enemy of the American 

people?

It’s not a question, but small acts that lead to facts — 
we are at war with those on our soil, not because we 
wanted war or asked for it, but because there was an 

agenda against us.

An agenda we were naive to.



Our empathy and compassion clouded our scrutiny.

• The abuse was too tormenting.

• The betrayal too horrifying.

• The effect too widespread.

Americans have been targeted over and over again by 
the evil campaigns of our domestic enemies.

No, not every person within a place is an enemy, but it  
sure feels like, in certain places, it is difficult to come by  

a friend.

It wasn’t so much the women, but they tacked their war  
sails our way too.

But those to whom we gave our hearts the most — their  
boys,

who just seemed to take it too far.

Some even punished their own mothers. Are we 
surprised? We must have been in their way.

“Easy, easy — put down the knife.”

• We look on in horror.

• A war, a holocaust. It’s not World War II.

• An infiltration, an unmet need, a border lost, a  
boundary crossed.



No means to an end — forever an enemy, just a native  
without enough outward scrutiny.

They wanted us to be humble so they could be on top.

• Bow down more. I know you’re gentle, but are you 
gentle enough?

With our rights and speech suppressed, are we able to  
be free on the matter of those who are attacking me?

I wink to my readers — no, not all things are 
experienced in secrecy.

Have you met Cowdrey?

There is a Ford in me — my roots, my family tree.

Do I agree?

We ask why our people are targeted in closeted ways,  
while odd, shadow entities laugh along life’s path at our  

suffering.

They even sing to us otherworldly dark melodies:

“I laugh while you cry.”

Was I, a native, a “joke”? Why do you laugh so much at  
my American suffering?

Have you gotten away with a “murderous filigree”?

The mob in you, the American in me.



And yet my tongue was tied — until we stopped and 
said:

They have antisemitism;
we sure do have anti-native Americanism.

A shiny toy — you can have yours, I can have mine. We 
do not even have to share.

Sharing, though — what a thought.

While some roar with good heart in support of our  
country, there seems to be a lurking shadow people  
whose life-poetry is only in support of themselves.

Go ahead, it’s yours. Take it — take the spotlight.

And this is what separates the heart of a friend from 
that of an enemy.

A giving, humble, and kind nature makes a friend.

Not thievery, of course. Thievery does not make us 
friends.

We still have our friends.

But now we have our wits too.

Still, I am American. I am a native American.

And through my experienced betrayals,

I sure do not like gentle treason.



~ Hungry for love ~ should never turn into devouring 
another person.

The bite into the lamb was too deep.

They look to us now for approval,

but were already sacrificed.

Americans are here for our friends, not our enemies.

~A Poem About Anti-Americanism ~

I do have friends who are immigrants — foreign — who 
may be Russian or Jewish, and I have genetic ties to  

these places.

To those who truly were there, I want to express that  
nothing has changed. I am truly humbled and grateful.




