
 

 

 

Somewhere, Someone 
 

  The birch stands a lonely vigil 
  Near the shore of my quieting bay 
  The cry of the loon sounds a sudden  
  And lonely farewell to the day 
 
  Somewhere someone is happy 
  Filled with the laughter of life 
  Somewhere someone is crying 
  With pain like the edge of a knife 
 
  Somewhere someone is praying 
  Some private life-holding prayer 
  Somewhere someone is saying 
  “Does God, or anyone, care?” 
 
  Somewhere someone is smiling 
  A smile of contentment and peace 
  Somewhere someone is dying 
  With no one to give the heart ease 
 
  This day has been good in some quarters 
  In others not nearly so 
  But it’s done, with its good and its evil 
  It’s gone with the sunset below 
 
  So I sit ‘neath my birch and I wonder 
  On the quandaries of my time and age 
  Has it ever been any different 
  And I know it has not, so I rage 
  That this life gives to some kindly 
  While others must suffer, then seethe 
  At the unknown fate we face blindly 
  On tomorrow’s wind that we’ll breathe   



 

 

 


