                                         Only The Lonely

          The last several months I have been thinking a lot about loneliness.  I think for most wives we go through different times of loneliness. When Paul leaves for Spring Training and the boys and I stay home I experience it. I guess as my friend Patti says,

“It’s the whole thing. It’s starting and I know for 8 months I won’t see him much.” Other times it comes when the guys head out for a “west coast” road trip. The intense loneliness that it’s all up to me and what will go wrong when he leaves. But then there is a deep loneliness that comes to me as well. It is a sense that I am alone. That no one really loves and knows me. I can feel like something is not quite right with me.

         I was reading two really good articles last night on the difference between loneliness and solitude. What I came to understand is that they are both the same in that they deal with “aloneness.” However, how we view our aloneness is the important issue. Loneliness is when we are alone and the core belief I have is that no one really cares what happens to me. No one really loves me. I am alone. This belief causes me to do thing I really don’t want to do. We can feel depressed and worthless. Solitude is more of the joy I can experience by being alone. It’s when I realize I have deep value and love and I choose to fast from people or busyness to pursue quiet. I view it as my friend Jill calls it and “invitation” to know ourselves and God deeper. 

      I don’t say this lightly though. Many, many things jump out before me offering to comfort my loneliness. Sometimes it is that quick trip to Target because I need something. Other times it is the tv, internet combo. I can drown out the quiet. Forget about the nagging in my heart. What God has so recently exposed for me is an unhealthy friendship. We were both Christians and talked about God and life. Innocent enough. Except she was the quick fix for my loneliness. A phone call here a phone call there. A quick question. A dilemna to solve. All adding up to numerous phone calls a week.  None of these things with any real sin like qualities. But God revealed to me it was my way of avoiding the solitude. The quiet was lonely and uncomfortably painful. So He asked me to fast from it. It was SOOOO hard. It would be quiet and my hand would reach for the cell phone. I’d start dialing and put it down. My prayer was “Jesus, enter my pain.”  I would focus my attention on the truth that I wasn’t alone. That the heart pain was an invitation to be mindful of Him. I have so not arrived. It’s a difficult choice at times. But it’s neat because the quiet isn’t so scary. And occasionally, God will send me a phone call from a friend to encourage me. Even better than that is I get to meet the lover of my soul. God, who is in the business of healing the brokenhearted and making them whole wants to meet with me and tell me how much He cares for me!!! Compare that with a tank top from Target or a Lifetime Original Movie! 

   Where are you avoiding solitude? Where are you so focused on your hubby being gone that you miss divine invitations? What are you doing to numb out the pain? Would you be willing to ask God to show you what to do about it?

