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oh happy happy birthday
today’s your special time
oh happy happy birthday

we wrote you this special rhyme

oh happy happy birthday
 we’re so glad you’re alive
oh happy happy birthday

we’ll see if you survive

hooray!
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Somewhere, stowed in the far recesses of  your mind, are all the 
memories of  your youth. The first day you walked into school, your 
first birthday party, running around at recess and climbing the 
monkey bars, your first crush, memories of  when you used to play 
out in the woods or in that abandoned building down the block. But 
deeper, in the furthest corners of  your mind, are other memories. 
Memories that aren’t so happy. They’re buried deep, but if  you try 
really hard you may just glimpse them. Memories of  other things. 
Things that used to keep you up all night with your blanket over your 
head. Things that used to scritch-scratch at your window and call you 
up from your bed. Things that used to make you cover your face with 
your pillow or yell for your mother or father to come rescue you.

Look hard, you’ll find them.Sa
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Dear Diary,                     
          March 3

Wow! I’ve never had a diary before. This 

is pretty neat! Can I call you Sarah? I’ve 

always wanted a friend named Sarah. 

Let’s see. I should tell you my name, too. 

My name is Jenna, and this is my friend 

Bunny. Today is my birthday! Let me 

tell you about it.

Daddy came home drunk today, so I made 

myself a birthday party. Bunny and I 

ate peanut butter and jelly sandwiches 

in the kitchen. I wore a party hat, but 

Bunny told me he didn’t want to. Then 

we got out the ice cream and made a 

little ice cream cake in a bowl. Bunny 

put a candle in it and we both sang “Hap-

py Birthday”. I think that Bunny sang 

too loud, because Daddy yelled at us to 

Shut Up. I don’t like when he’s drunk. He 

never used to get drunk when Mommy was 

still alive, but when she died, he’s been 

getting drunk a lot. A lot of times I’m 

at home all by myself. Well, except for 

Bunny. He takes care of me. And now I have 

you, Sarah! I’m so happy that you will be 

my friend.

	 Love,
	   Jenna
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Dear Sarah,                   
             March 5

Something really spooky happened last 

night. I was lying in bed with Bunny 

trying to go to sleep. Daddy still hadn’t 

come home yet. Suddenly I heard someone 

calling my name! It wasn’t a very nice 

voice, though. It was all evil and dead. 

It gave me chills just hearing it. I got so 

scared, I hid under the covers and start-

ed yelling at it to go away. It started 

laughing at me. Then it started talk-

ing to me. I heard it say, “I will have 

you, Jenna.” I couldn’t take it anymore. 

I grabbed Bunny and ran out of my room. 

I tried to block my bedroom door with a 

chair but I don’t know if it worked. I 

tried to stay up but I fell asleep on the 

sofa. Daddy didn’t come home all night, 

but at least Bunny protected me. I’m 

scared, Sarah. I don’t think that it was 

just a bad dream. I think that something 

is living in my closet and it doesn’t 

like me at all.
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Dear Sarah,      		                  March 9
Today I made a new friend! I was play-ing outside with Bunny when a girl stopped to talk to me. She was really nice. She said that her name was Jessica and that her family had just moved in to a house down the street. I was so happy! We ran around and played on the swing set behind the school. I’m kinda jealous of her, though. Her mommy and daddy are happy and take good care of her. I wish that my daddy would come home more often and not be drunk all the time. He would know how to take care of that nas-ty monster in my closet. Bunny says that he will protect me, but he’s kinda small to be fighting a monster. Don’t tell him I said that. His feelings might get hurt.

I’m too scared to sleep in my room tonight, because of the monster, so I’m going to get my blanket and sleep on the sofa. Daddy won’t care. I don’t even think that he’s coming home tonight. I’m so glad that I can tell you this, Sarah. You are my best friend.
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Dear Sarah,  		              March 11

I hate my life! I hate it hate it hate 

it! I’m hiding out here under the slide 

at the playground so that Daddy and the 

Monster won’t find me. It’s raining and 

I’m cold and I’m hungry and I’m scared, 

but I’m more scared to go home. They’re 

at home. If I go home, they’ll get me.

Daddy came home last night with a 

woman. They were both drunk. He was 

real mad to see me in the living room. 

He started yelling about how I always 

got in the way and how all he wanted 

was just to get laid (whatever that 

means) and he couldn’t now, because I 

was in there. He started yelling and 

screaming and throwing things and I got 

scared, so I ran into my room and slammed 

the door. Then I remembered that Bunny 

was still in the living room. So I de-

cided to sneak out really quiet, so that 

Daddy wouldn’t see me and be angry. 

So I tiptoed out of my room and crawled 

along the floor towards Bunny. Then I 

saw Daddy and the woman on the sofa. It 

was pretty yucky. They didn’t have 

any clothes on and they were touching 

each other and stuff. Yuck! Then Daddy 

saw me. He was really really mad. He 

slapped me across the face and yelled at 
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me for being out of my room. Bunny tried to stop him, but that only made him mad-der. He picked me and Bunny up and threw us into my bedroom. Then he locked me in.

I started crying. Bunny told me that it would be okay, but he got all torn up by Daddy and his insides were coming out. That only made me cry more. Then I heard a noise behind me. When I saw it, I started screaming. A monster was breaking my dollhouse into lots of lit-tle pieces! It looked at me and smiled. Then it started throwing my dolls at me. It ripped the legs off the mommy doll. Then it said, “I got your mommy, Jenna. I got your daddy. Now I’ll get you.” It picked up the rest of the dollhouse and dragged it into the closet. It said, “I will have you, Jenna.” Then it shut the closet door.

I was so scared that I started crying. I was crying even more when I realized that I had had an accident. Big girls don’t have accidents! I grabbed my blan-ket and Bunny and I climbed out the window. And that’s why I’m here now, under the slide. I want my Mommy, Sar-ah! She could fix this. I know she could! Mommy wouldn’t lock me in my bedroom. 
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