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I'’LL ALWAYS KNOW WHERE YOU ARE
By Mariah Olson

SYNOPSIS: This solo piece follows a young woman who, devastated in her
childhood by being abandoned by her mother and losing her father to cancer,
finds herself in an abusive relationship. This powerful monologug,explores
family relationships and how they are passed on to the next ra
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the 2013 speech season as a Creative Expression piece. The piece advanced

to state in Minnesota. \
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supportive in everything I do.



BY MARIAH OLSON

| could hear footsteps coming towards the door. | pretended to be
asleep, a trick that | had learned long ago. You see, if | pretended
to be asleep, he'd leave me alone. | heard the door slowly open,
and then quickly slam shut. He must have heard me move
because the door quickly swung back open again. He had a
baseball bat in his hand. He swung towards me. At first, he missed
me, but then he had me in the corner. There was no escaping this.
Not this time.

Note: The following is an optional introduction. It ma
beginning or after the first paragraph of the monolag

Sadly, the abuse rate of people by their pa, @ dramatically
getting higher and higher. In the stor, 3 ow Where

You Are by Mariah Olson, a youn ed by her partner,
Zach. One day, she finally escapeSithe horrar of abuse.

Sometimes, when | was littl father and | would play hide and
seek. I'd hide in the closet e%He’d act like he couldn't find
me. | could always hear himg and forth in front of the

@ e he didn’t already know where
oftenér from the freshly-washed winter
act surprised when he opened the
me crouched on the floor, covered with the
myself.

closet door, calling out m
| was. The smell of i
jackets filled the closet.
closet door and
winter jackets, giggli

“There you 'd say with that big old jolly grin on his face.

“He back with an even bigger grin across my face.
an you always find me?”

“l alway ow where you are.” Then, he’'d reach out his rough,
but kind hand, and pull me out from my hiding spot.
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| started dating Zach when | was seventeen. You know how they
always say that there’s someone out there for everyone? Well,
Zach was my someone. From his bright blue eyes to his
intoxicating charm, he was everything that a girl could ever ask for.
Not to mention, he was our high school football team’s star
guarterback. Nothing could beat the feeling of wearing his jersey
to the football games every Friday night. Saturdays, we would go
to whatever party was happening that weekend. He wastthat guy
who was the life of the party. We’'d walk in together,

around me, both smiling. | couldn’t imagine bein e’s but his.
He took me on countless dates to all of thesep t | never
would’'ve gone if it wasn’t for him. One time ipped

hours trying to win this stupid gamg’just so ke could get me that
stead of winning, he
finally paid off the carnie so that | ¢ around holding this
prize that he had gotten, justfor me. Gosh, | was so proud.
Though carrying that oversi%kraround the fair was
incredible, | felt so lucky beegamse w how great he was even
W Zach was the best from listening
to me complain abo otheigirls at school to helping me cram
for that test | should hav n studying for all week. Most of all,
he was the only ere for me when my father died. | started to

distance myself from friends and loved ones, afraid that they'd
just disappear like my father did. Zach was honestly the only thing

when everybody wasn’t

here my love story turns around.




BY MARIAH OLSON

He always told me how his father wasn’'t good to his mother, and
that his mother deserved better. He'd tell me stories about how he
would come home to his drunken father with his hands around his
mother’s neck and he’d have to pry him off of her. He often had
bruises and cuts, but always said how it was worth it. He told me
all these stories and every time, they would always end the same
way with the “I’'m never going to turn into my father” speech. The
next thing you knew, he was turning into exactly the ma
want to be.

the next morning he would feel ter
He’d apologize and apologize, an im many more times
than | should have. My dad always at | deserved better
than Zach. Being the father only daughter, | always thought
he was being overprotective%at he was bad news, just
like my dad had said, but it seemeddike the good times made up

for the bad times. | could @ ow all of our past away. |
couldn’t act like he hadnr't madegne the happiest girl in the world.

e always did.
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