WRITER’S ANGST

is this my only friend,

paper and a pen

is this all who listens,

   all who dares

   to really care

is this what it comes down to,

people only care about themselves

is this my end,

   with a friend

   who can’t even talk with me?

is this my sole comfort,

in Loneliness’ cold house,

words on a page

can NO ONE spare a moment?

is this all that i have?

myself?

a pen?

what a lonely end.

