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                                                                    The Hole
I am in a hole 
It is large in size and with a wide I can’t even decide
That I couldn’t even imagine its’ size
I questioned this large hole that I am in

I look for an type of a ceiling that I could break into 
Maybe if it is wood or glass, I could break through it 
But it seems that even if there was a roof, it is nowhere within my range
I start to become scared of this large and deep hole

I try to hear for anything, a type of melody or beat
Anything that can remind me of a familiar scene 
A sound of a memory that can begin me back 
Something that can wake me up and make me believe this is a dream


I begin to look for anything that could help me get out of the hole
But it can’t really see anything
I can’t feel anything  
I become scared of this large, deep, and pitch-dark hole

Light, any type of light will do 
Something that can remind me of home and put my mind at ease 
I search for days on days and yet 
Not even a shed of light enters this hole

I frantically look for others 
My mother, sister, or brothers
Someone that can bring me a memory that is a light of joy and happiness
Something to fill in this extreme darkness
But again, I am reminded that this is a dark hole
There is only me in this hole

I called out for any type of name 
A name of a student, a teacher, for someone I saw on TV
I would call to every name under the sun
However, the only voice that I would ever hear is my voice, echoing through the hole
I am truly alone in this hole

Then I start to think the same thought on my mind for days
“Does anyone want me to get out of the hole?”
“Does anyone know of this hole or of me?”
Thoughts on abandonment and loneliness combined with a force that got me even farther into the hole
I stop keeping track of how long I have been in this hole
It has already taken so much from my soul
I stop yelling for others to help me 
I don’t think there is anyone that I would want to see
I stop caring that there is no light 
I don’t want to ever see anything in my sight

However, I am reminded that there are different colors than this dark
That if I look deep and deep into this hole
I would see a color that I never seen before
That if I try to listen deep and deep into the hole 
I would heard tunes and rhythms that make up a whole different melody
I would make a whole new score

I realize that if there is nothing in this hole 
I should fill it with things that make it not a hole
But a place that is fun to look at 
With great music to listen to 
With people who you can talk to
That would be my hole












