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“The Wilderness”

o § want to bear VY Cross.
What a Jim'r'nlj'_'un!' ardeal!

There are no :-'J_n-fﬁ: o5 H:n:r{;;f: miy frands,
Mo bones that J"r:Fr open my hack?
The only whip that I feel,
= -iJrT"Jr?.il'-t'.'L-'!rHE. & the sense nf'hz'w'ﬂg alone. ..
I have not had the privilege,

To walk the life of another man;
.f}'p.“' v::fn“-:' ;1 fu;lii' iy h‘h"' 'l'l-'f-f:..l"t =TI, . .
The state cast lots for my Ert'fmzj;;.fn_f.-r'
For I stood Lﬂn’i"r‘ v of crimes. ..

MNow I bear Iy Cross of shame!

~fames Collins



Can I Stand Up?

My America,
I once felt Her love!
Her hands were tender. ..
I drew her blood with crime;
But the only thing that was robbed-
Was my soulf
Now [ sit in this cell,
Pondering what it is to be American?
The simplistic life...
One where no one has to fear;
A life where everyone pitches in...
Where faces are not recognized by color?

When I can stand up,
And say to myself, I belong to Her!

~James Collins
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gust For Toda '_i»:}

Just for today
I will be less jri’r{j.rnit‘ﬂrﬂf
Just for today
I'll steal a moment of God's time
Just for today
I'll be less irritating to strangers
Just for today
Il feed the hung-r}r
Juse for .r'f.bda}-'
I'll pray for my enemies
Just for today
I'fl rise above oy rf:rpri?m:iﬂn
Juse for today

Il love all; Just because I can

~fames Collins, alias I



