
































































































































































































































































































When We Fuss and Wrangle

When we fuss and wrangle 
About that which is right, 
We may lose the battle 
Although we win the fight.

You are Uniquely You

Behold, you are uniquely you— 
Someone special, distinct, and new. 
Therefore, your self do not disparage; 
Shine through, and be just what you are.

God made of you one of a kind; 
Aspire, press on, with this in mind. 
Always through life to self be true, 
And thus fulfill God’s will as you.
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Yes, lo, to speak I should, but words won’t come; 
O nobler self, please leave me not, not now; 
Kind sir, my heart…it hurts…it’s still…it’s numb; 
I need to speak, to talk, but know not how. 
At last sleep came to drown my shock and shame 
And with its quietness balm my wounded heart, 
(And hope by end of night my self reclaim); 
But, lo, reprieves a thing that’s very short. 
I found myself awake somewhat rebuilt 
To meet, to face, that which had come to pass; 
And as I went about new strength I felt, 
Assured that things would be aright at last. 
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Youthful Desperation and Resolve 
I’m weak, I’m tired, I’m worn by temptations 
That war against my soul from day to day, 
And with it awful anticipations 
Of what awaits for me the Judgment Day. 
Could I but live the way I wanted to 
With freedom from ensnarement of the flesh 
That traps me in the things the worldlings do 
And hinders serving God with soul afresh. 
O God, forgive and help one such as I, 
One who desires to follow Thee in Truth, 
And render service true: to live, to die. 
O God above, I give to Thee my youth! 
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What Might Have Been

We may let many futile thoughts engulf our 
     minds about the past, 
And as we contemplate and ponder them,  
     we are the more harassed.

We see the things as they are now and  
     wonder how they might have been 
If everything had stayed the same, unchanged,  
     continuing on as then.
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