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 Once again, I sat next to the window in my room. Up on my bed, I 
looked out the large window next to me, with the long, dark purple drapes that 

ered where you used to accompany me.  This is the only spot which has never 

ticed it was raining again. I took a deep breath and allowed my imagination to 
wander. Through my window, I could see lightning light up the dark grey sky 

again until you returned. The pretending seems to have helped with such dark 
days since then.



you will return. I know mother worries about me. I try to reassure her that I’m 

to move on – assured me that there will be others. “Others,”
you could ever be replaced. I don’t care what mother says. I know it’s only a 

deep down inside, that you love me. And I know, that you know, that I love 
you too.  Every time I was with you I could see it in your big, dark brown 

could always say more to me with your eyes than you ever could speaking. 

much I miss never having to say anything when I was cold. You always knew 

again. I remember how you never cared how close you got to me when I was 

to give me a kiss. So many nights I have cried on your shoulder, and you 

come back. Honestly, I don’t think you ever meant to leave. You couldn’t have 

here. 

out how to get up. But once he did, he nearly knocked me completely over. 



window, once more. This time, I called Buddy up with me. Buddy curled up 

missed you too, Buddy,” I say, then give him a kiss on the head. 




