
While You Were Away 

 

While you were away, my mind began to heal a little more each day. Soon, I was forgetting who 

you were, and what you have done to me. That was until I got a phone call from you. Out of the 

blue. What you wanted, what was spoken was as if you came from a far away and distant land.  

No. I did not answer the phone. I took the coward's way out and sent you a text instead. What I 

got in return was again, a surprise. Not sure what to do. I'm confused and wish you would simply 

go away.  

What I did, was absolutely no comparison to what you did. But, this is not a competition and the 

past should stay buried in the past. I know we cannot change what has happened, but we can look 

ahead to the future.  

You invited us to your house. This terrifies me. I'm not sure what I'd say to you. Not sure if this 

was empty and open-ended. A hand out? I have no clue. I'm even more confused than ever 

before.  

It's been almost six years since we have spoken. Are we ready for this step? Should we just talk 

more about this? I don't really know what to think. There are many issues inside of my head. My 

thoughts are simply jumbled and wish I knew what I should do.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Monster  
Looking at me, you’d never know. 

All the pain and suffering I have endured. 

Hiding my bruises with long sleeves. 

Behind a plastic smile, I hid. 

Everyone knew. 

Yet did nothing. 

It’s only just a phase, people would say. 

It will eventually stop one day. 

As time went on, my monster grew bigger. 

The hits. 

The slaps. 

The punches too. 

Always careful to avoid my face. 

You were supposed to protect me. 

I was supposed to look up to you. 

Every word that was spoken was mean and degrading. 

Soon, I believed I deserved what I was getting. 

What was worse is when we were alone. 

Where ever I hid. 

My monster found me. 

I screamed. 

No one heard. 

You were supposed to protect me. 

You were supposed to be my friend. 

But you just wanted me dead. 

We no longer speak, it’s been three years. 

No longer am I terrified of every shadow. 

No longer am I afraid. 

You are no longer my brother. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 



Bliss 

Here I stand, naked in front of you. 

The bruises shine beautifully in the light. 

Your eyes question. 

I shrug and try to get your attention. 

You wrap your arms around me. 

No explanation needed, for you know. 

My sobs shake us. 

I am letting you know my secrets. 

What are worse are the bruises inside my head. 

My self-esteem is non-existent. 

I feel like I am nothing. 

For too long I believed every word. 

That was mean, degrading and cruel. 

You acted quickly, without a trace of regret. 

You picked me up and tried to heal. 

Not just the bruises but my mind as well. 

Here we are five years later. 

My mind may still be damaged. 

But the physical bruises are forever gone. 

Now I am no longer afraid of what can be done. 

Thanks to you, I am finally healing 

 



The House was never a Home 

 

Where were you when I needed you? 

The letter that I wrote was true. 

Hungry for love I never felt. 

I’ve been broken, I’ve been blue. 

The response that I received did not come from you. 

Nothing is as it seems. 

A happy girl, the whole world knew. 

But an evil entity resided there too. 

In a house, that was never a home. 

A violent wind and storm always seemed to brew. 

I always hoped someone would take me away from the pain and sorrow. 

But how could they? 

Nobody knew. 

School was my only outlet. 

The animals were my only true friends. 

Oh how I wish I was dead. 

Pushed aside on the back burner to rot, only wanted a way out. 

A knight in shining armor is what I want. 

I wished on every star. 

Until I found the one, I’ve been dreaming about for so long. 

He whisked me away, 

We learned to dance. 

I am as happy as a girl can be. 

No more tears. 

No more sorrows. 

I cannot wait to begin tomorrow! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A New Life  

We all come from different backgrounds. Some of us become 

pampered, some of us are forced to prance up and down, some of 

us, are neglected to the point where we can hardly breathe, let alone 

move. No. Not all of us have it easy.  

I have been in this same cage for my whole life. I am not allowed to 

play. I am not authorized to do anything at all. I am to stay in this 

cage while others mock me. They get to play. Boston, he likes to 

make fun of me and ask me how my life is going. I know that he is not 

having the best life either. Fleas have taken over his body. He 

scratches constantly. I just hope they do not find me! 

Boston also gets to eat, on rare occasions. I do not know why he 

makes fun of me. Neither one of us is living a life of luxury here. Well, 

to be fair, our human takes care of fifty other dogs and twenty cats. It 

is a miracle any of us get fed. I can hardly breathe. I am incredibly 

thirsty. My mouth is dry all of the time. I do not know when my last 

meal was. I live a life of misery.  

Life has been like this for a long time for me, ever since I was a 

puppy. I was brought to live with Lucy, and ever since then, this cage 

is all I have known. Boston keeps telling me about this thing called 

grass, I do not know what it is, but it sure sounds delightful. Maybe 

one day I will be able to see grass.  

I am not sure when it happened, but some humans came to see Lucy. 

I could hear them talking. The humans said that she had too many 

animals and not enough space for them, so she needs to get rid of 

us. I am a little happy. Boston, as well as some of the others, are 

looking worse and worse. I know that I can hardly stand up, and 

Boston has discovered new insects on his fur, he calls them, “ticks.” 

I am scared. What will happen? Boston keeps telling me not to worry. 

And under no circumstances should I bite anyone. Why would I bite 

anyone? I just want to know what it is liked to be loved and cared for 

and treated. 

The day has finally come. Lucy has not gotten rid of any of us. 

Humans come into the house and start taking us out, one by one. The 



cats do not enjoy the people at all. Some of them keep scratching 

and biting at the humans. I wish that they would stop, I want to get 

out of this cage!  

Finally, the humans get to me. I am so stiff, covered in sores and 

feces, that it is painful. I want to lash out and bite them, but I keep in 

mind what Boston told me. Where is he? I cannot walk. My legs keep 

giving out on me. Someone pats my head, and tells me I am a “good 

boy.” I try to wag my tail, but my tail hurts me. I close my eyes, and 

try to will the pain away.  

The next thing that I know, I wake up. I hear others around me. I 

immediately look for Boston. I do not see him. Will I ever see my 

friend again? Others around me keep asking my name. I do not say 

anything. I am still so weak and tired. I curl up in a corner and sleep 

once more.  

Time passes again, and this time a human with a kind voice hands me 

some food and water. I try to eat it, but my mouth is so sore all I want 

to do is sleep. The human leaves the food and water with me. It 

smells delicious. I eat a little, drink, and curl up in my corner and fall 

asleep once more.  

I think it has been a few months now. All of my wounds are gone, and 

I am no longer wincing in pain! I can walk, and I no longer sleep all 

the time. I have even made a new friend, Adder! She does not stay 

long though because she gets “adopted” by a great family. I am 

alone once more.  

The day after Adder gets adopted, a family comes in to see me. I wag 

my tail and look sweet and innocent. These were tricks that Adder 

taught me. I walk up to the family and lick someone’s hand. Next, 

they take me out of the cage, and I know that my new life will be a 

happy one.  

Life with my new humans is excellent. I love grass! I get taken 

everywhere with them. I am finally living a life of luxury. My bed is 

soft, warm, plenty food and water, and I could not be happier. Life is 

good.   


