I Remember

I remember the box I used to live in,

Where my owner dropped me off,

I remember the cars that flew by, 
When I was trying to sleep.

I remember the long walk,

When I was finally old enough to leave my box,

I remember all the houses I passed,

That didn’t want a stray puppy.

I remember the bruises and bumps, 

From when my new owner was mad,

I remember how starving I was,

While the humans stuffed their faces.

Not much has changed now,

Everything’s the same,

Every bump, bruise, or scratch,

Leave a memory of all the pain.

I still live in my box,

This time in an alley.

While human-like machines walk by,

None of my kind are left.
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