
 
 
 
She promised to write while I was away. She said 
I was her best friend. We even exchanged lockets.  
I wear hers every day. I worry she has fallen ill.  
Her Mother never liked me. Maybe she won’t let  
Julia write to me. Worst of all, I fear she found 
a new best friend. I finally had to ask her why so silent? 
 
Nancy Cherico 


