A Light

People ask me questions,

But I never know how to answer.

I ask myself all the same questions,

But nothing ever comes to mind.

I don’t know why I feel this way.

I don’t know why I am so confused.

I want to know the obvious,

Or at least know myself.

I hate the way I have to be,

And the way that I react.

I only wish that things could change,

For the better and not the worst.

Why is it so hard for me to see,

See the light at the end of the tunnel.

All I see is darkness,

And the pain is short behind.

Hopefully I’ll shortly be happy,

But that’s hard for me to see.

It’s hard for me to imagine.

Imagine a light at the end of the tunnel.
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