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This house feels awful empty;


But it should: I’m living here all by myself.


And sometimes I get lonely.


My consolation is, “At least I have my health.”


	It’s not that much, but I’m alright.


	But then, when I’m in bed at night,


My arms feel awful empty,


And I wonder, “Will it always be this way?”


I hug my pillow to me,


Wishing somebody would take these fears away:


	A calming voice, a gentle hand.


	And I know, Lord, You understand.





I’m looking for my missing rib.


		Without her I feel incomplete inside.


		I know she’s out there somewhere,


		The woman who I’ve looked for far and wide.


			I’m holding You to Your promise:


			“It’s not good that man should be alone.”


			She’s flesh of my flesh, bone of my bone.








I’m tired of feeling lonely.


I’m tired of watching love slip by like sand.


I know I have to trust You,


But it’s hard sometimes to leave this in Your hand


‘Cause I don’t want to be alone.


I want a love to call my own.





I’m looking for my missing rib.


		Without her I feel incomplete inside.


		I know she’s out there somewhere,


		The woman who I’ve looked for far and wide.


I’m holding You to Your promise:


			“It’s not good that man should be alone.”


			She’s flesh of my flesh, bone of my bone.
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