
 

 

Remember, remember… 

My day couldn’t get any better. Last week I had received an A on my art exam which I 

stayed up all night studying for, and I didn’t miss the school bus as I always do! Today, 

however, just didn’t feel normal. I wasn’t sure why. I was strolling happily down the 

street, where I used to live, before I started college, it brought back old memories; of me 

and my dad playing football.  My friend Lucy and I would play superheroes and she 

would always say ’’Look Matt, I’m flying!” She would jump into the air and collapse to the 

ground. I remember going to faraway places in our magical cardboard box. I had lived 

here since I was 5. I’m 23 now and have just graduated from college. 

I stopped in front of Lucy’s old house. She’d moved to Glasgow when we were 15, and 

the last time I saw her was when she visited 4 years ago. Her house was old, with pink 

paint flaking off the walls, the windows shattered. The once white painted door was 

destroyed by the brutal winds we always had;  yet the one thing that remained the same 

was the old wooden rocking chair on the front porch ,and the tree in her back garden 

with our initials carved around a heart from when we were dating. I can still remember 

the way she would smile at me when I would fall, and then help me up and gently brush 

away any grass that lay on my back. The way I would be a scary monster, chasing her 

until she fell to the ground laughing. 

I was home again, I missed that house and all the memories it held within it. I heard the 

sound of the front door as I turned the key. The door had been broken since I was 7, and 

ever since then it’s made a clunking sound as its opened... I have had the same key 

since I was 12, (when I was old enough to go out with my friends).I also had the same 

key chain my sister gave me before she went to college. It was a fake gold key chain 

with the word Florida and palm trees carved into it. It was my favourite key chain and 

always will be. 

As I walked in I saw my mom standing there, a tear rolling down her cheek. I asked what 

was wrong, and all she could say was “I’m so sorry ’’ while handing me a letter that was 

apparently from Lucy’s parents. As I read it, I stood silent … devastated by what was 

before me. I stood motionless. I couldn’t believe it. My tears hitting the paper - the ink 

smudged. I dropped the paper and ran for air. There I stood as a scream escaped. My 

mom came out and, as always, told me everything was going to be alright. But I knew a 

plaster couldn’t fix this wound.          
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