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Monday February 18th: Poetry Session

Lonely

She sits impatiently
Hoping the next name called will be hers
She stares at the dog-eared magazines, years out of date, yellow pages and 
Real life stories about death that she really doesn’t want to think about.

She taps out Morse code with her fingers
Stares at the plants with the browning leaves and broken necks 
Due to lack of sunlight and cool water
And at the chairs, once shiny and new, now worn down
Foam spilling out of one of the corners like an old teddy bear.

She listens to the crying children
The shrill ring of the telephone
The low buzz of chatter from worn out mothers
The loud voice of the elderly man as he argues with the receptionist.

She closes her eyes
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