Reflections on. . .loneliness Jennifer Loeb

By the time you read this, the Christmas season will be over and a new year will

have begun. But as| write this, Christmas has not yet arrived and | have

something on my mind. My daughter was admitted to the hospital this week,

where she stayed for three days. During that time, my life went “on hold.” Time

sort of stops or slows down when you are in such a situation. Details are quickly

ignored and only the absolute essentials are taken care of. Crisis has away of

doing that to our lives. Very early one morning, | sleepily walked through the

lobby, to find my wake up call at Starbucks. As| passed streams of people

entering the hospital or sitting in the lobby, | thought of al the people whose

livesare also “on hold” right now. People who have aloved onewhoisill or

dying. People who are having tests and awaiting results. People who have had

accidents. People needing healing of some sort. | felt asif | had joined that group of people and a number of us
had congregated at the coffee shop, hoping for amomentary break from it all. Christmas songs were pouring
out of the player piano. As| passed by, | noticed the keys moving, the song playing, and the emptiness of the
piano bench. What a metaphor for loneliness. For those who are grieving. For those who are sick and afraid.
A piano playing by itself at Christmastime. Many people experience these things year round. | try to remember
that God is present with us at al times, through all experiences, and knows how we feel. May God bring us
grace, peace, and healing in the new year.



