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Kimberly 

The crowd seemed to part for Kimberly as she flowed through the hallways at 

school, head held high, soft, brown hair spilling about her shoulders, and she smiled at 

me. When we talked I felt joyful and alive. She lived alone with her dad in a fancy, gray 

stone house in the country. He was a famous surgeon and I never knew what happened to 

her mother. I rode my bike by Kimberly’s house often but didn’t stop.  

In November, I didn’t see her any more at her locker. I asked my mother about 

Kimberly and she said, “She’s very sick.” That night I asked God to help her get well. I 

was twelve and didn’t know a person could be happy on the outside and sick inside at the 

same time. 

I rode my bike to Kimberly’s after school and stopped at the end of the driveway. 

Sometimes her Dad’s car was there and sometimes it wasn’t, but I never saw anyone 

around. One day I got my courage and walked up to her house. All the curtains were 

closed. I put my ear on the windowpane and heard — tick tock, tick tock, tick tock — but 

nothing else. I stepped away from the house, and the leaves in the yard swirled around 

me. Something told me Kimberly was sleeping.  

I was worried about her and Mom suggested I call, but no one answered. There 

was no answer the next day either, so I asked Mom. “Will she ever get well?” 

Mom looked at me and said, “She has cancer.” Her face told me even more. I 

thought cancer was something that only old people got, and I tried to pray but it was too 

hard. I cried alone in my bed that night and my tears burned.  

 
I rode through the woods to Kimberly’s the next day and noticed that the curtains 

were open, so I parked my bike and walked over. I cupped my hands on the side of my 

face and looked through the window. I saw Kimberly sleeping flat on her back with her 

head out from under the covers, so I didn’t tap on the window or call out. The cool air 

brushed me from behind. Then she opened her eyes. Her face was thin; the liveliness of 

her eyes had dulled. I raised my hand and waved. She smiled and then closed her eyes. 

She was still beautiful to me.  
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I walked my bike home through the woods and the leaves crunched noisily under 

the tires and my tennis shoes. At the big bend in the creek, I kicked over all the crawfish 

mounds and threw sticks in the water. I screamed as loud as I could till my throat hurt. 

When I couldn’t yell any more, I kicked dry leaves in the creek and sat in the dirt and 

watched as the muddy water, covered with loose sticks and brown and yellow leaves, 

made its way downstream toward Bingham’s Pond. The birds and squirrels were silent 

and still. I closed my eyes, buried my face in my hands, and listened to the gurgling 

creek.  

 
When I close my eyes, I still see Kimberly’s smile.  

 

 


