
MY VERY OWN PLACE 

By David Pigue, inspired by and written in the 

perspective of Sharon Pigue. 

 

As I sit here in the IRC, I keep thinking about where my dream house 

would be. 

It would be in a nice neighborhood not too far from town, 

Moreover, I would have friends coming to visit me from miles around. 

The house would be white with a Chevy Traverse in the carport on the 

side 

In addition, the yard would be moderate sized and narrow not wide. 

The house on the inside would be beige and tan 

It would be to me the best house in the land. 

My parents’ furniture would be oak and light brown 

No other furniture like that in any other town. 

My mom’s coffee table sits in the middle of the living room between an 

HDTV, and me 

Can you picture my living room and what a sight that would be? 

The house itself would be comfortable and cool, 

This is my son’s dream that my house would have a pool. 



My bedroom would be spacious and have nice furniture against the 

wall, 

And the bathroom would have enough room to move around in instead 

of it being too cramped and too small. 

The kitchen would be roomy and have lots of counter space, 

Oh, how I would give anything to own and have my own place. 

I would cook my own food, watch TV till late, 

Sure would beat sitting at a park to wait on someone who is always late. 

One day for sure, I will have my dream place, 

Have friends to come visit and check out my new space. 

I know I will have it just you wait and see, 

No one will stop me not even my ex family. 

I will have money in the bank and pay my own way 

But it won’t even matter as long as I will have a place to stay. 

 

But until then I will dream at the IRC,  

And wait til the day my dream house and money will come to me. 

My house and I will meet someday again, 

Not sure quite where and I do not know just when. 

However, when it does come, please don’t you cry, 



But when that time comes, I’m saying so long and goodbye. 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

 

 

 


