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A LIFT FOR OUR LONELINESS

Some of you who are middle aged may remember with me a once
popular song which began with the words, "Have you ever been lonely,
have you ever been blue?" There was another of about the same vintage
which described the forsaken lover who was "All alone by the telephone."
Loneliness is a favorite subject for romantic ballads and no doubt you
can think of many more songs which discuss the subject in one form or
another. I am not sure whether modern love songs discuss it or not
because I can seldom understand the words!

I suppose one reason it is a favorite subject is that it is a
universal experience. One can write or talk about loneliness and be
assured that all who read or listen will at one time or another have
shared the experience and therefore be sympathetic to the message.

Young people feel a kind of loneliness when theyjare disappointed
in love. When the one on whom we doted no longer dotes on us our
world falls apart and we feel desperately lonely and afflicted.

I have likewise known elderly people confined pretty much to
their quarters, their families grown and far away, with not much to
look forward to, who felt terribly alone and neglected. One woman in
a hospital clasped my hand not long ago, asked me to remain longer
at her bedside and pleaded, "I am so lonely!"

But loneliness is not confined to the young and to the old.
Even those caught up in the activity and excitement of the middle years
often have cause to pause in their busyness and when they do, discover
that they too are lonely. It is not the loneliness of being alone, but
the loneliness of feeling no one understands or appreciates them, the
loneliness of feeling that life is not very much worthwhile and that
they will never really get anywhere or do anything that is significant.
It is a kind of vague uneasiness, a spiritual emptiness, which in
effect says, "I want to be understood and appreciated", and it can be
one of the worst kinds of loneliness.

"There is a mystery in human hearts,
And though we be encircled by a host
Of those who love us well and are beloved,
To everyone of us from time to time9
There comes a sense of utter loneliness. ::

(Anon.)

I dare say that there are a number of people in this congregation
this morning who are experiencing some kind of desperate loneliness
and are looking for something that will heal their wounded spirits.
I dare say also that some of those people will go away unsatisfied this
morning because others did not know of their need nor seek to minister
to it. Have you ever had the experience I once had when someone I knew








