Jerome A. Kaplowitz

2104 Allenby Road

Germantown, TN 38139

(901) 759-3069 (home)

(901) 413-8949 (cell)

jakaplowitz@gmail.com
BOOK PROPOSAL

“Jesus Made Me Kosher”

By Jerome A. Kaplowitz

A. Theme – Self-Help:
     “Jesus Made Me Kosher” is an encouraging and thought-provoking manuscript containing memoirs of exciting true-life events, embellished Biblical stories and seasoned with famous relevant quotes outlining the incredible characteristics of God.  Narratives include the author’s amazing seven-year journey from a religious Jewish upbringing to the discovery of the true messiah, Jesus/Y’shua.  Along the way, he encounters confrontive parents, a concentration camp survivor, treats a sailor with an appendicitis aboard a U.S. nuclear submarine off the coast of Russia and faces death while scuba diving near the Pacific island of Guam.  In addition, the provocative prose is highlighted by his ongoing relationship with a Gentile woman who steals his heart and causes him to confront conflicting emotions.

B.  Audience:  The readers for “Jesus Made Me Kosher” are people seeking vivid examples of God’s reality, both past and present, and how to derive encouragement for their spiritual lives.

C. Manuscript Word Count:  Approximately 15,000 words in 11 chapters.

D. Table of Contents:

Chapter One:  A Love That Demands Sacrifice – Beginning my search for spiritual meaning; encounters with the Cantor (Jewish music minister), a concentration camp survivor, and my family.

Chapter Two:  The Most Jewish Thing I Could Ever Do – The culmination of my spiritual journey; focus on significant concepts in the Old Testament.
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Chapter Three:  Believing the Dream Maker – Meeting my soul mate and future wife, a Gentile girl; David and Goliath.

Chapter Four:  Karen Christian and Jerry Jew – The continuing story of the unlikely romance between a Jewish man and a Gentile woman; the love story of Ruth and Boaz.

Chapter Five:  Humbled By The Stars – Treating an appendicitis on a nuclear submarine off the coast of Russia; reflections on my father; lessons in pride.

Chapter Six:  He’s Got Your World In His Hands – Scuba diving and facing death in the “Blue Hole”; Joshua and Jericho; God’s protection.

Chapter Seven:  The Always Vigilant Watchman – A young boy escapes tragedy; three God-followers; the Lord’s sovereignty in hard times.

Chapter Eight:  Trusting In Chariots – Adventures in the Philippines; Elijah, Ahab and Jezebel.

Chapter Nine:  Pursuing The Elusive Goal – Seduction; Joseph and Potipher’s wife; resisting temptation.

Chapter Ten:  It’s All How You Look At It – Experience on a TV game show; the stoning of Stephen; worldly riches.

Chapter Eleven:  Goodbye Sweet Princess – The death of my mother; Jesus’ crucifixion.

Chapter 2

The Most Jewish Thing

I Could Ever Do

“The Lord is near to all who call on Him, to all who call on him in truth.”

Psalm 145:18

“The issue is in God’s hands.”

Pindar

“It’s news I’m most proud to proclaim, this extraordinary message of God’s powerful plan to rescue everyone who trusts Him, starting with Jews...”

Romans 1:16 (The Message)

     His hair was fiery red and his beard equally as bright.  Against his fair skin, the growth 

above and below his ever-present smile made LT (jg) John Nellis unlike anyone I had 

ever met.  Was he for real, I thought?  Nothing seemed to get that guy down.  I asked 

around the crew of the Denebola.  He had his skeptics and supporters, but there was no 

doubt, his perpetually positive disposition was unwavering.  He was the real deal.  

Therefore, I concluded, Mr. Nellis was either devoid of introspection or possessed a 

profound wisdom that transcended his circumstances.  Just when I was searching for an 

opportunity to begin a conversation, he appeared at the entrance to Sick Bay.

     “I’m Lieutenant John Nellis,” he interjected, thrusting an outstretched hand in my 

direction.  “I saw you were new onboard.  Kaplowitz is a Jewish name, isn’t it?”

     I should have been offended by his bluntness.  I was not.

     “Um, why yes,” I said, unsure of his intentions for the question.

     “It must be wonderful being a descendant of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob,” enthused the 
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Lieutenant.  “Being Jewish is very special to God.”

     His comment caught me off guard, but why would I be defensive?  I did feel special.  

In fact, he was the first Gentile who seemed to appreciate my heritage.

     “Do you know about the Hebrew patriarchs?” I asked.

     The officer’s response was quick.  “Certainly,” he stated.  “I know all about them from 

reading my Bible, which is the same as yours.”

     Now I had my doubts.  There was no way his scripture was the same as mine.  His was 

the Gentile Bible, mine was the Jewish Bible.  The names were similar, but the two texts 

were the antithesis of each other.  The theological gulf between the two books was 

immense.  History, culture and the rabbis told me so.  Still, I was intrigued.  There was 

something different about Mr. Nellis and I wanted to know what accounted for his 

uniqueness.

     We mutually pursued a friendship over the next months.  I soon learned he was not 

only knowledgeable in the writings of scripture, but knew all the people and stories I had 

learned as a boy.  However, there was a difference.  His awareness of facts went beyond 

intellectual wisdom.  My shipmate’s perception of God seemed to give him a sense of 

serenity that confounded me, but piqued my curiosity.  It was a feeling I knew I didn’t 

share, but wanted and had been searching for.

     This inner contentment, this personal relationship with the Creator, was experienced 

by Moses, David, and many others I read about in my past.  I knew John’s type of 

human-to-Divine communion was possible.  I saw it chronicled again and again in the 

Holy Scriptures.  Nonetheless, I could not think of a single person, specifically, a Jewish 

person, who had ever evidenced that type of relationship with their God in my lifetime.  

Even the rabbis.  Sure, they knew historical details, figures and the language of the 

JESUS MADE ME KOSHER                                                                                             PAGE 3

ancients, but the Lord seemed to demand more from a relationship with His people.  My 

new friend seemed to have that rich connection.  Yet, there was a problem, he was a 

Gentile and I was not.

     I began to compare John’s Bible to mine.  His was called the Old Testament, while 

mine was called the Holy Scriptures.  I was still arrogantly doubtful.  In the beginning of 

my investigation, I wrote the rabbi at my home synagogue and asked for an English 

translation from the Hebrew manuscript, not explaining my reason for the request.  When 

comparing the two texts, I was amazed to find the words were virtually identical!  I had 

always been told there were no similarities, that their Bible was a compilation of selected 

words from ours.  I strongly perceived God was revealing His truth to me through His 

written word.  These were not the comments or interpretations of man, but supposedly, 

the words of God Himself.  As I read deeper, I discovered some amazing facts.

Mysteries of the Universe Unfolded

     I was taught as a child and grew up with the firm fact that all mankind is basically 

good.  However, I knew you didn’t have to teach a kid to be selfish.  It was in the nature 

of every child to want and want more.  King Solomon was on the mark when he wrote,

“There is not a righteous man on earth who does what is right and never sins” 

(Ecclesiastes 7:20).

     Because of that inborn flaw in our character, God refused to have anything to do with 

us, which made complete sense.  As the Hebrew prophet Isaiah later appropriately 

concluded, “But your iniquities have separated you from your God; your sins have hidden 

His face from you, so that He will not hear” (Isaiah 59:2).
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     If the God I wanted to believe in was completely holy, he would not tolerate impurity 

in His presence.  That is why He established the practice of blood sacrifice, to provide 

forgiveness for the sins of His people.  The Creator set consequences.  He demanded we 

give up something of value.  When Moses received the law from God, he was also given 

a guide for the Jewish people to practice their faith.  The manual was the Biblical book of 

Leviticus, which means “relating to the Levites” in Greek (the first translation of the 

Hebrew scriptures was into Greek).  The Levites were the group of priests among the 

twelve tribes of Israel.  Moses wrote, ”For the life of a creature is in the blood, and I have 

given it to you to make atonement for yourselves on the altar; it is the blood that makes 

atonement for one’s life” (Leviticus 17:11).

     In 70 A.D., rampaging Roman soldiers destroyed the temple in Jerusalem and with it, 

the place where the priests conducted sacrifices for the transgressions of the Jewish 

people.  I faced a dilemma.  I could not recall one incident when my people killed an 

animal or shed blood for thoughts, behavior, or acts against their Heavenly Father.  But 

God never rescinded this requirement.  The answer was simple and stark.  The conclusion 

was obvious and enlightening.  No sacrifice.  No spilling of blood.  My people were 

doing nothing to address the sin problem.  Therefore, the void between God and man was 

insurmountable and spiritually deadly.

The Messiah Has Already Come

     After several intense months of searching and study, my sensitive officer friend shared 

with me the ultimate solution to bridge the Divine abyss.  The true Messiah, my Messiah, 

was the God-Man, Jesus.  It was He who was sent by the Creator to intercede for me and 

the Hebrew people.  However, that “Gentile thing” continued as an obstacle to belief.  I 
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could not hurdle that cultural wall.  What sounded so easy was again, too difficult.

     Several years passed.  Frustrated, my spiritual search reached a dead-end.  I became 

bitter.  My enlistment in the Navy ended, I was now living in San Diego, California and 

college increased the demands on my time.  I purposely neglected God, relegating Him to 

the dark alleys of my life.  Until the day my roommate invited a friend going through a 

divorce to spend a few days at our apartment.  His friend was one of those pushy 

Christians who tried to convert everyone he met.  “We’ll get along just fine,” I instructed 

the intruder, “as long as you don’t force your beliefs on me.”

     The next day, I was the first home from class.  I noticed a business card on the coffee 

table.  The name on the card pierced my soul like a shock of electricity.  It read, “Irv 

Rifkin, American Board of Missions To The Jews.”

     There’s no way I’m going to touch that card or call that phone number, I told myself.  I 

wasn’t stupid, I knew what “Missions to the Jews” meant.  That man was part of an 

organization that converted Jews and changed them into Gentiles.  The card sat on the 

end of the table for weeks.  Each time I walked past, it dared me to look again and call

the number imprinted on its surface.  I finally did.

“Don’t try to hold God’s hand; let Him hold yours.  Let Him do the holding, and you the trusting.”

-Hammer William Webb-Peploe

“To hear truth and not accept it does not nullify truth.”

-Brotherhood Journal

     “Hi, Irv Rifkin.  Can I help you?” asked the friendly voice on the other end of the line.

     How about lifting me from my spiritual quagmire, I thought.  Of course, now wasn’t 

the time to empty my philosophical baggage to a complete stranger.  “My name’s Jerry 

Kaplowitz,” I answered casually, “I’d like to meet and talk about some things on my 
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     “Great,” Irv said.  “Let’s have a cup of coffee and I’ll be glad to answer any of your 

questions.”  We set a time and a place.  I hung up.  Had I really taken this drastic step?  

Had I done the right thing?  Would I just be another notch in Rifkin’s belt?

     The evening of the appointment arrived.  I hadn’t been this scared since my sub’s 

unscheduled depth-charge drill off the coast of Russia.  If anything, at least I would have 

some of my questions answered.  No harm done.  I would stay a few moments and escape 

unharmed.

     Irv turned out to be no threat.  He was not menacing or uncomfortably persuasive.  A 

slightly-built man with large black glasses in his upper 30’s, he was originally from 

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania and raised as a conservative Jew like myself.  He even went

to Hebrew school as a boy and was Bar Mitzvahed at thirteen.  However, he was unlike

any Jewish guy I ever met.  Irv professed to believe in Y’shua, Jesus, as the promised 

Messiah.  He was a completed, or Messianic Jew.  At the end of a fascinating hour, he 

invited me to a Bible study at his house the next week.  He assured me that everyone in 

attendance would be Jewish, so I willingly accepted the offer.

     Just as my new friend promised, each of the approximately dozen people present at the 

meeting were Jews.  They were young and old and claimed towns from across the nation 

as their homes, and most had accepted Y’shua.  My visits to the study became regular.  I 

soaked up scriptural truth as my thirsty soul became satiated by the invigorating water of 

God’s word.  Irv could tell I was growing closer to the One who loved me.  Then Carl 

started coming to the Wednesday night meetings and my friend became concerned. 

     Carl was a rotund, middle-aged man who fit the stereotype of the Jewish executive; 

too loud, too intrusive and consumed with worshipping the dollar sign.  However, the 
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effect of the boorish businessman was the opposite of detouring my spiritual quest.  As I 

grew closer to my Creator, the actions of the selfish man magnified the selfless qualities 

infused into the follower of the Redeemer.

     At about that time, I spoke to a young Jewish woman who believed in Y’shua.  

“Yielding to Jesus is like coming upon a pool of cool water on a hot day, but noticing the 

pool is surrounded by a large, wire fence,” she related.  “You can imagine how wonderful 

it would be to jump into that water and experience relief, but you must have the key to 

open the door to enter the pool.”  She concluded, “Y’shua is the key that opens the door 

to soul-refreshment.”

     The clouds of doubt began to dissipate.  I did not have to abandon my heritage or 

jettison my culture to accept Y’shua, Jesus, as the true Messiah.  The facts were clear and 

the prophecies fulfilled.  

     It was late in the evening on Friday, the thirteenth day of  July 1979.  I was alone in 

my apartment, my roommate was visiting his parents for the weekend.  I felt compelled to 

read my Bible and a book on a Jewish man’s journey to faith that I had scanned countless 

times.  However this time, the words of the Holy Scripture became vibrant and resonated 

through time as never before.  The intentions of the Promised One touched not only my 

mind, but my heart.  Moses, King Solomon, David and Isaiah reached across the ages to 

form a completed tapestry of redemption that had, until now, only been pieces of a 

confusing puzzle.  Through a long line of Hebrew wise men and prophets, the Creator of 

the Universe revealed His promise for His people.  He revealed His promise for me.  

Finally and with authority, my Heavenly Father confirmed the fact He had sacrificed His 

only Son to restore a relationship with me.  As the clock struck midnight, I knew my 

spiritual search had ended.  Leaden scales were gently removed from my unseeing eyes.
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I asked Y’shua to enter my heart.

     It was the most Jewish thing I could ever do.

“We all like sheep, have gone astray, each of us has turned to his own way; and the Lord has laid on Him the iniquity of us all.  Therefore I will give Him a portion among the great, and He will divide the spoils with the strong, because He poured out His life unto death, and was numbered with the transgressors, for He bore the sin of many, and made intercession for the transgressors.”

-Isaiah 53:6, 12

