This Lonesome Man
(by Paul 26/09/2010)

He sits in his room imprisoned by walls,
Unsure of himself and no friends at all,
With low self esteem abandoned forlorn,
Devoid of life’s skills he is evermore torn.

How could this happen he asks himself,
To be where I am left alone on the shelf,
Just what did I do to deserve of this fate,
I’m the lonesome man how long is the wait.

He can’t recall if it was always this way,
Or did he awake to a nightmare one day,
Perhaps he’s to blame for courting this place,
The cold grip of fear keeps him out of the race.

Are we without fault and so entirely clear,
For the way in which he finds himself there,
Blessed in the belief how perfect we are,
Or did we this time just push him too far.
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