Singleness

By

Betty Hares

Singleness

Is the liberty

To be me,

To do what I like

When I like,

To travel

Unencumbered

The highways 

Of the world

Singleness

Is the discipline

Of freedom,

The privilege

Of having more time

For others,

More responsibility

To give myself,

More space

To share.


Singleness 

Is the pain

Of children

Never born,

Of being outside

On the outside

Of the family,

Mysteriously virgin,

Threatening to others.

Singleness 

Is aloneness

In my one-person family,

The open door

And table,

The discovery

That I am loved,

Valued and of value.

Singleness

Is the ache

Of rejection,

Bereavement,

Desertion,

Of having

No living body

To throw my arms around

And love me

For myself alone.




Singleness

Is the ability

To close my front door

On the world,

To enjoy my solitude,

Listen to music,

Paint,

Be at peace.

Singleness is my beginning

And my end,

My laughter

And my tears,

Myself and God,

Complete,

Loved and loving,

At home and free,

Celebrate with me!

NB in its original form this poem is laid out with the stanzas equally spaced in a single column.

From Mary O’Brien and Clare Christie eds. Single Women: Affirming our Spiritual Journeys Westport, Connecticut, Bergin and Garvey, 1993

Roget’s Entry Under Married

By

Veronica Zundel

Partnered, paired, 

mated, matched,

wived, husbanded

and handfast, hitched 

in double harness

a union, an alliance, a bond, a tie

a door shut with a click

wedlock.

leaving such as poor me

(A frayed rope end unspliced)

outside.

unwooed, unasked, 

unmated, unwed.

defined by negatives

half of what never was whole.

Original source and layout unknown.  Quoted in Steve Chilcraft, Sheena Gillies and Rory Keegan  Single Issues CPAS 1997, page 14

To Love – the Prayer of an Adolescent

By

Michel Quoist

I want to love, Lord,

I need to love.

All my being is desire;

My heart,

My body,

Yearn in the night towards an unknown one to love.

My arms thrash about and I can seize on no object for my love.

I am alone and want to be two.

I speak, and there is no one to listen.

I live, and no one is there to share my life.

Why be so rich and have no one to enrich?

Where does this love come from?

Where is it going?

I want to love, Lord,

I need to love.

Here, this evening, Lord, is all my loved, unused.

Listen son,

Stop,

And silently make a long pilgrimage to the bottom of your heart.

Walk by the side of your love so new, as one follows a brook to find its very source,

And at the very end, deep within you, in the infinite mystery of your troubled soul, it is I you will meet,

For I call myself Love, son,

And from the beginning I have been nothing but love,

And love is in you.

It is I who made you to love,

To love eternally;

And your love will pass through another self of yours,

It is she that you must seek;

Set your mind at rest, she is on your way,

On the way since the beginning

The way of my love.

You must wait for her coming,

She is approaching,

You will recognise each other,

For I’ve made her body for you, I’ve made yours for her.

I’ve made your heart for her, I’ve made hers for you,

And you seek each other, in the night,

In “my night,” which will become Light, if you trust me.

Keep yourself for her, son,

As she is keeping herself for you.

I shall keep you for one another.

And, since you hunger for love, I’ve put on your way all your brothers to love.

Believe me, it’s a long apprenticeship, learning to love

And there are several kinds of love:

Loving is not always leaving oneself to go towards others…

Lord, help me to forget myself for others, my brothers,

That in giving myself I may teach myself to love.

From Quoist, M., Prayers of Life , Dublin, Gill and MacMillan,  1963

The Priest: A prayer on Sunday Night

By

Michel Quoist

Tonight, Lord, I am alone.

Little by little the sounds died away in the church,

The people went away,

And I came home,

Alone.

I passed people who were returning form a walk.

L went by the cinema that was disgorging its crowd.

I skirted the café terraces where tired strollers were trying to prolong the pleasure of a Sunday holiday.

I bumped into youngsters playing football on the footpath,

Youngsters, Lord,

Other people’s youngsters who will never be my own.

Here I am, Lord,

Alone,

The silence troubles me,

The solitude oppresses me.

Lord, I am 35 years old,

A body made like others,

Ready for work,

A heart meant for love,

But I’ve given you all.

It’s true, of course, that you needed it.

I’ve given you all, but it’s hard, Lord.

It’s heard to give one’s body; it would like to give itself to others.

It’s hard to love everyone and claim no one.

It’s hard to shake a hand and not want to retain it.

It’s hard to inspire affection, to give it to you.

It’s hard to be nothing to oneself in order to be everything to others.

It’s hard to be like others, among others, and to be of them.

It’s hard always to give without trying to receive.

It’s hard to seek out others and to be unsought oneself.

It’s hard to suffer from the sins of others, and yet be obliged to hear and bear them.

It’s hard to hold secrets, and to be unable to share them.

It’s hard to carry others and never, even for a moment, be carried.

It’s hard to sustain the feeble and never be able to lean on one who is strong.

It’s hard to be alone.

Alone before everyone.

Alone before the world.

Alone before suffering

Death,

Sin.

Son, you are not alone,

I am with you,

I am you.

For I needed another human vehicle to continue my Incarnation 

and my Redemption.

Out of all eternity, I chose you,

I need you.

I need your hands to continue to bless,

I need your lips to continue to speak,

I need your body to continue to suffer,

I need your heart to continue to love,

I need you to continue to save,

Stay with me, son.

Here I am, Lord;

Here is my body,

Here is my heart,

Here is my soul.

Grant that I may be big enough to reach the world,

Strong enough to carry it,

Pure enough to embrace it without wanting to keep it.

Grant that I may be a meeting place, but a temporary one,

A road that does not end in itself, because to be gathered there, everything human, leads toward you.

Lord, tonight, while all is still and I feel sharply the sting of solitude,

While men devour my soul and I feel incapable of satisfying their hunger,

While the whole world presses on my shoulders with its weight of misery and sin,

I repeat to you my ‘yes’ – not in a burst of laughter, but slowly, clearly, humbly,

Alone, Lord, before you,

In the peace of the evening.

From Quoist, M., Prayers of Life , Dublin, Gill and MacMillan,  1963

Poem by Bridgette Taylor

By

Kathy Keay

Table set for one

One napkin

One knife

One fork

One spoon

One hot plate

Food bubbling

Two chairs

One occupied

One figure

Seated over

An exceptionally large table

One crystal glass

Filled with wine

Tears are transparent as wine.

From Kathy Keay Letters of a Solo Survivor, London, Hodder and Stoughton, 1991

As far as I can ascertain, Bridgette Taylor is a fictional character in the book.

Fellowship of Strangers

Anon – Single Woman’s Lament

My poverty

Is the permanent lack

Of anyone permanent

In my life

Whom I can love and touch and rest in.

Dressed in fine clothes,

No one sees

The desert of my heart

And the agony of hungers permanently unfilled.

And after all those years

Of singing outdated

Fond, familiar hymns

I still sit solo

Aware of the spaces

in the pew

As in in this Fellowship of Strangers

My heart once more

Reaches out to You.

From Kathy Keay, ed. Laughter, Silence and Shouting: An Anthology of Women’s Prayers, Harper Collins1994 page 55

God of the Single Parent

By

Kathy Keay

Blessed is she who belongs nowhere

Because she is with child

But without husband

For You will be her Life Partner.

Blessed is she who only has one pair of hands

To do six tasks at the same time,

Urgently.

You will send her unexpected help.

Blessed is she who must provide for all

The needs of her children

And for her own.

You will surely defend her cause.

Blessed is she when the children are in bed

And in the silence of the evening

She craves for adult company.

You will fill her home with your Presence.

Blessed is she when others speak falsely against her

And when she is required to listen to all manner

Of dreadful afflictions

Which will come upon her children

Because they are the products of a single-parent household.

You will delight in proving them all wrong

Because she puts her trust in You.

For You are the God of the Single Parent

Who knew what it was like

To live against the expectations of society

And said

The Kingdom of Heaven belongs to 

Such as these

From Kathy Keay, ed. Laughter, Silence and Shouting: An Anthology of Women’s Prayers, Harper Collins1994 page 82

A SINGLE WOMAN’S MANIFESTO
I want to be single

and not considered sexless,

frigid from the neck downwards,

lacking in passion and sensuality.  


I want to be single 

and not treated as dysfunctional,

pitied as unlovable, unchoosable, unhaveable.

I want to be single

and not rendered invisible,

ignored in restaurants, 

passed over in advertisements,

relegated to the small print by travel agents. 

I want to be single 

and not regarded as infantile, incomplete or lacking in humanity,

‘still searching’ for the perfect partner,

‘still waiting’ for life to begin. 

I want to be single 

and not assumed instantly available,

able to drop whatever I’m doing 

to respond to others’ more pressing and immediate needs.  

I want to be single 

and not presumed timid, unadventurous or innocent,

having my hunger for life and for fullness diminished 

by society’s narrowness.  

I want to be single 

and not have my needs considered insignificant,

assumed that I will be content with 

hand-me-downs, second-hand bargains 

and someone else’s cast-offs.   

I want to be single 

and not have my friendships belittled,

considered less important than partnerships

or less committed than romantic relationships. 

I want to be single 

and have my capacity for parenthood recognised,

my need for nurturing and cherishing others validated,

my skills in caring and growing lives celebrated.  

I want to be single 

and not denied ritual, story and liturgy

to celebrate my choices and my struggles,

the milestones and the markers of my life’s journey.

I want to be single 

in a church and a culture 

which celebrates diversity and distinctiveness,

solidarity in difference,

friendship across otherness.

I want to be single.     

16/17.ii.98

( Nicola Slee 

Quoted with permission

A COVENANT COMMITMENT TO THE SINGLE LIFE 
Single Person’s Commitment 
Today, in the presence of God 

and all those gathered here,

I, N, make my solemn commitment 

to the single life to which I am called,

in which I have proved and tested my calling,

and which I joyfully and freely embrace. 

I commit myself 

to sharing generously with others the spaciousness in my life

and to guarding and cherishing the solitude which is its core. 

I commit myself 

to serious work, undertaken wholeheartedly, with singleness of purpose

and to the making of merriment, joy and celebration.   

I commit myself 

to a freedom of heart which is open to the stranger, the little ones, the outsider,

and to a steadfastness of heart which keeps faithfulness with my chosen friends.

I commit myself 

to the joy and labour of prayer and contemplation

and to the drudgery and delight of housework and menial tasks.   

I commit myself 

to a freedom of spirit which is ready to explore, travel and journey wherever the Spirit is leading

and to a stability of life which knows itself deeply rooted and centred in God. 

I commit myself 

to living singly

    and seriously 

    and passionately 

    and simply 

    and wholeheartedly

    and freely

    and generously 

    and faithfully 

    and joyfully

within the limits and the loveliness

of this single state I have chosen.

I call on all here present 

to witness and affirm this calling,

to honour its capacity for human becoming and divine glory,

to hold me in my commitment to it

and to help me realise its gift and potential. 

I make this commitment 

this Nth day of the Nth month 

in the presence of those I have gathered as friends, companions and supporters,

and in the presence of God my Companion, my Guide and my Goal

whose strength I call upon,

whose grace I plead

and whose faithfulness I trust 

this day and forever.    

Amen. 

Congregational Commitment 
We witness and we celebrate your commitment.

We affirm your chosen calling

and we believe in its beauty, its holiness and its dignity.

We will stand by you in your singleness.

We will offer our friendship, our love and our solidarity.

We will seek to be faithful in supporting you

and to be sensitive in caring for you.   

We will pray for you, work with you and learn from you.

We will give to you and receive from you. 

We will respect the way that you have chosen,

and we will delight in the fullness of life into which we all have been invited,

single and partnered,

childless and child-bearing,

living alone or living with others,

knowing ourselves all to be God’s children and God’s chosen.    

N, this day we make our pledge to you,

and we call on the grace and goodness of God 

to sustain us in our promise.  

Amen.   

Blessing

May the God of all life and all love,

who delights in the variety of our patterns of living and loving, 

sustain and support us each in our common and distinctive callings.

Amen.   

17.ii.98

( Nicola Slee

Quoted with permission

