
 

 

 

The Lonely 
 
Sits in the corner, no one calls 
Walks alone in the halls 
Friend or foe no one cares 
No frown, no smile, not even a stare 
People, People who are they 
Some of them just wasting their life away 
Walking through life without uttering a word 
Some would think is quite absurd 
A select few live like this 
In a world opposite of bliss 
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