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I met a man the other day and part of him was dead. 

“Life is good, It’s all OK”, at least that’s what he said.

It seems not so very long ago, his wife, she past away.

Now he moves throughout his life existing day to day.

He doesn’t bitch; he won’t complain he doesn’t even cry.

You really cannot tell he’s dead till you look him in the eye.

What motivates a man live when everything is lost?
What is his drive to carry on no matter what the cost?

Is he hopping that, someday, a new love will be found?

Or does he know he’ll see her once again, when they put him in the ground?

We live our life to share with others 

That’s what we are here for.

It’s not to work, create cities, explore or go to war. 

Without someone to share our time we might curl up and die.

Or walk around in our own existence tryin’ not to cry.

� EMBED Word.Picture.8  ���








[image: image2.wmf] 

_1233255288.doc



