The Lonely Stranger
I saw such sadness

 in her eyes

and I couldn't help

 but wonder why.

My inner spirit felt turmoil was

 brewing, way deep inside of her.

I could see it in her eyes, fighting the 

tears, it was more than I could bear.

So I just ignored it, minding my own 

business is what I thought I should do.

She tried to hide behind a smile that

 was difficult for her to hold on to. 

I didn't want to make her feel worst

 by asking, more than she already did.

But the feeling was so intense, a 

feeling I couldn't dismiss or get rid.

In my helplessness, I gave her a book

 of poetry I was reading, handed it to her.

I said, “Here, God wants to give you this

 gift, because He loves you and He care”.

Her day wasn't going well, I

 listened attentively, I didn't mind.

She looked at me and said, “I had been

 praying for a sign, you are very kind”.

Although my book is

 gone, I have no regrets. 

Because I felt the Lord's presence,

 in the lonely stranger I met.
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