
Prompt: ‘We make a living by what we get, we make a life by what we give.’ 

 

Once there was a boy, given nothing in life but a heart. A heart that could not stop giving. 

Born onto the cold concrete floor of a long-forgotten building, with mould creeping up the walls like 

shadows, he gave his lone possession to the first being he saw with a heart like his. She fumbled with 

his heart, the thick red blood oozing down her wrists, dilated pupils, a yearning for something in her 

eyes. That something, was not the heart he so readily gave up. Instead, she left him in a windowless 

room, with nothing but fractured memories.  

And a heart. 

A heart that could not stop giving.  

In a dingy room with twelve single beds lined up in neat rows, a boy sat by a rain-streaked window 

and fervently surveyed the room, before turning towards a creature peering up at him with large 

green eyes. It blinked slowly, and the boy decided to give his heart to the one being with a heart like 

his, that had yet to leave his body mottled with bruises. The next day, while walking to the obligatory 

Sunday mass, he saw a lump of fur on the road. As he grew closer, he felt his heart grow heavier and 

heavier, until he could no longer move. There he stood, the sun shining and the birds chirping, 

staring into a pair of large green eyes – eyes that no longer possessed the ability to blink slowly. 

Instead, they left him on a quiet road, with nothing but an ache in his chest.  

And a heart. 

A heart that could not stop giving.  

In an empty classroom with books and coats strewn haphazardly across the desks and chairs, a boy 

craned his neck as a being with a heart like his ran his long fingers down his cheek. He whispered 

about how very oh so special the boy was, how good and quiet he was. With tears and snot 

streaming down his face the boy held his heart up to the man, because that was what he was meant 

to do, and the man smiled at him and maybe it was worth it in the end. Because the boy couldn’t 

remember the last time someone had touched his so tenderly.  Soon, the soft touches turned to 

bruising grips and the man’s gentle smiles turned to maniacal grins until one day the man’s touches 

stopped altogether. His once-focused gaze, drifted across the room and the boy was no longer told 

to wait after class. Instead, he was left in an empty classroom, alone, with nothing but a feeling of 

uncleanliness. 

And a heart. 

A heart that could not stop giving.  

In a car park with pink skies and fluffy clouds floating above, a series of pained grunts and gasps 

escaped the mouth of a boy. Curled on the ground with cracked ribs, bruises curling around his 

broken body and cuts littering his face, the boy reached inside and pulled forth his heart with 

trembling fingers. The teens who caused the boy such pain, all with hearts like his, stared in 

confusion as they were granted forgiveness, though they never asked.  The merciless beating 

continued, and as the boy slowly lost consciousness, with splatters of his own blood surrounding him 

he was left with nothing but an all-consuming fear that stayed with him the rest of his life.  

And a heart  



A heart that could not stop giving.  

As the years went by, and the boy became a man, he never could figure out how to stop giving his 

heart away, to people who did not deserve it. It turned out, people with a heart like his were few 

and far between. Loving became synonymous with pain, as his heart tried to mend itself faster than 

it was breaking. A game of catch up that he could never win.  

He gave, 

And he gave, 

And he gave. 

And was given nothing in return. So maybe a life is not dictated by what we give. Because if we 

receive nothing in return, we have nothing.  

 

Except, 

A heart. That never learns how to stop giving.  

 

 

 

 

 


