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LONELINESS

Nobody notices her walk down the street.

Her sopping hair hiding her frozen face.

She pays no heed to the falling raindrops.

It seems to rain wherever she goes.

Nobody notices her long blue dress,

Trailing in the dreary grey puddles.

Nobody sees her shiver and clutch her pale, bare arms,

She tries to find someone to comfort her heart.

But nobody see her,

Nobody cares.

They are all bright and cheerful,

They do not notice her wander away from their midst.

They didn’t know she was even there.

She hides her emotions inside her weeping soul.

She gazes mournfully at joyful children.

Waiting with a small flare of hope,

To be asked to join the game.

But they play on,

She is invisible.

She stands alone as rain drips off her finders,

And runs through her hair,

Tears fall down her white cheeks,

Her blue eyes silently brim over and spill down her face,

Cold, Wet and Weeping,

But no one even turns their head.
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