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I am lonely when life exists but I am not living it


or, I have experienced joy, but


there is no one to give it to.

I am lonely when the summer sun turns south,


the cooler days of autumn come, and


the glory of the trees explodes.

I am lonely when all is quiet on a Sunday afternoon,


my books no longer hold my mind, and


I search for a shared intimacy.

I am lonely when the harvest comes


and the bounty remains unharvested on the vine,


the fruit falls from the trees and hope is not consummated.

I am lonely when I dream and I have no way to chase it


or, I share myself with those close to me and


they don't comprehend how much of me I've given.

I am lonely when I choose to chase a dream, by myself


and my destiny is bright, but


the light reveals that I am alone.

I am lonely when I share my life and no one listens


or I see another, shivering in this 


discontented winter of life.

I am lonely when I succeed at my dream,


the winter wanes, spring emerges,


and I hope for another who's not there.

