Lonely

I feel so lonely.  As if I screamed right now the whole world would keep on walking by, without even a glance backward.  The only place I feel heard is here, on this paper, like a little Jeanie is sitting inside the computer, absorbing my feelings through the paper, listening to me, understanding me, hearing my cries for someone to acknowledge that I am even alive.  Loneliness so complete that I cannot go on.  I have nothing here that I have the energy to move forward for, no goals.  No thing here interests me enough to get out of bed, cleaning my house is the only thing I find comfort in.  I don’t go out, I just clean and wait for someone to come in, to fill the empty place in my heart, and in my mind.  I have no real friends that I can talk with, talk to, listen to, as if the only thing I connect with anymore is nothing.  I’m tired.  I’m not tired, I’m just lost.  I feel like I’ve been displaced in a world that is not my own, where no one speaks my language, where I somehow blend in unnoticed although I am an alien from another world who should surely cause some commotion, some problem.  Being invisible was always my greatest fear as a child, it is what all my relationships have been and why they have ended, and here I am, invisible to the world, and even to myself.  I can’t think of anything that makes me real here.  I don’t know what reality is anymore.  I don’t know anything, I don’t know what reality is, I just feel like I’m in a boring dream that I want to wake up from because it’s a really boring/bad movie, even worse than a nightmare.  At least in a nightmare you have a purpose, to live, to get a way from the monster, to wake up.  But I’m not sure waking up would help me, because I’m not even sure I’m asleep, just lonely.  I once heard our greatest need is to be seen.  For me right now it is true, and a need that goes unmet.  No man looks twice, no woman is my friend, no child, not even my own, seem remotely interested in getting my attention.  My parents and family have always been absent, unless I call them.  I have never felt this alone before in my whole life.  Almost 34 years and now, after a life of supposedly building friends and relationships I know nothing, I have no real relationships that sustain me, even my relationship with god seems illusionary at best.  I hope to feel united, to heal, to have that one thing, that feeling of connectedness that would lift me out of here, and it never comes.  I feel like Phil in Groundhog Day when he tries to kill himself over and over again.  I don’t know what makes me happy; I don’t know how to pursue anything because nothing interests me, except dancing.  I feel like screaming, but will only hurt my throat and no one will come running, I’ll just be left whimpering with a headache and a soar throat feeling worse than I did before.  Satan, I called on you, hoping that your presence would be something worthy of fighting, of overcoming, and you too have abandoned me.  God, Satan, friends, family, all have left me, everything except the air that keeps me breathing, that damned air.  A life alone is a life wasted??  A wasted life is one alone.  Waste, life, I wish I had something inside me to say.  I don’t’.  I have only ……………………………..  A scary place, when you know nothing, you have no dreams, you don’t want to die, but you can’t go on like this anymore.  No God to save you, no devil to run from, just the sad lonely place that you occupy, without laughter, without hope, without remorse, at peace and in hell at the same time.  I wish to find myself soon, my real self.  That is my only hope, my only thought now, my only means of salvation, to have myself come into this place that some strange thing has been occupying, in some strange land.  I long for the Christ self to awaken, for it is all that will satisfy me now.  I die, the self I have known, I refuse to take another breath of this lonely, wretched air.  I seek myself more than I seek to breath, and until I come, the self I’ve known shall wither.  I will not pretend anymore, I will not clean, and be all that I have been.  I stand in defiance of what was, and what I have been and built and exchange it all for what is to come.  There must be something better.

Poor poor invisible me

No one can touch

No one can see

The yearning and aching and wanting to be 

Seen

And heard

And held so dear

Poor poor lonely me

No one to talk to

No one to see

No one to laugh with or play with me

I wish I had a friend

A lover too

To help me feel not so alone in this place

A place not my home

But a place just the same

That is not very bearable 

Without someone to play

The game

Poor poor silent me

If I fell in the forest would anyone hear

My screaming and ranting, my sadness, my fear

Of living a lifetime alone

No movies, or hobbies or playthings or people

No lover, or friend or children or covers

No job, no fame, no thing from the outside coming in

Can make this loneliness seem bearable

God has left me, Satan too

All people and photographs capture me not

For I am quite not here

I have gone far far away

To the place everyone is afraid of

But I come here

For all things outside do nothing for me

And I have nowhere else to go

But within

To myself

To that place of holiness

For there is no other place in heaven or hell or in all the universe

That I want to go

There is no other place that I want to be

There is no other person that I’d rather be with

There is no thing that can stop me now

There is no thing standing in my way

No desire, no dream, no rotting decay

I rush forward to meet me

To hold me

To behold me

In warm embrace, that I, what lives inside, will be full, and united and not lonely anymore

I hold the door wide open
Please come soon

For I do not like to cry

But that’s all that’s left inside me

Wetness

Tears

40 days, and 40 nights worth

Until we meet again

My friend

My lover

My child

My god

My devil

Me 

Lonely

