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It is common for young children to create imaginary friends, especially during the early developmental years. Psychologically, this phenomenon often emerges as a natural response to social or emotional needs. When a child lacks regular interaction with siblings or peers—whether due to being an only child, limited social opportunities, or spending significant time alone—they may compensate for this absence by inventing a companion of their own.

This imaginary friend serves several functions: it provides a sense of companionship, encourages creative expression, and allows the child to explore emotions or scenarios in a safe and controlled way. Rather than being a sign of dysfunction, the presence of an imaginary friend is typically considered a healthy and adaptive coping strategy that reflects the child’s growing imagination and need for social connection.

*  *  *
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I was one of those children born into silence—not the kind that falls gently with snow, but the silence of solitude. There were few children around me, none close in age, and the postwar world was too busy rebuilding itself to notice the quiet longings of a small boy. My parents worked tirelessly in the rubble and hope of recovery, and so it was my grandmothers—soft-handed, silver-haired sentinels of the past—who tended to my days.

But loneliness has a strange way of weaving magic into the minds of the young. And so, before memory wore clear lines into my life, I found her—or perhaps, she found me.

Her name was Sibylle. Princess Sibylle Neville of Arundel Castle, though I wouldn’t know the fullness of her title for many years. To me, she was simply Sibylle, my companion of golden laughter and shadowed halls. I believe I first saw her when I was no more than two or three—small enough to still believe that wishes were wings, and that castles might wait just beyond the folds of a curtain.

Whenever my heart ached for company, I would think of her—not in words, but in yearning—and she would appear. A breath in the stillness, a shimmer in the air, and then her hand would find mine. With that touch, the world would dissolve around us, and I would be led—quietly, tenderly—into her chamber high in the towers of Arundel.

At first, her voice was strange to me, lilting and filled with forgotten shapes of English long faded from the streets outside. But the language of childhood is patient. Over time, as I grew and came to understand that Sibylle did not live in the now but in a time woven with tapestries, candlelight, and whispered secrets, her words became as natural to me as breath. I learned the music of her century. And in doing so, I came to understand that I had not imagined her—not truly. For what imagination can create a soul with such sadness in her eyes, or laughter that echoes like bells over a distant moor?

My name is Richard. And when I was a child, my best friend lived in the fifteenth century.

*  *  *
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Sibylle and I called on each other whenever the world felt heavy with silence or the heart ached for company. No matter the hour, no matter the weather—one thought, one breath, and we would find each other once more.

As we grew older, our games shifted from skipping through meadows and chasing shadows in stone corridors, to longer talks by the castle hearth or in the golden fields of my imagination. I would speak of my world—of trams and radio music, of chocolate wrapped in foil and men who walked on the moon. She would listen with wide eyes and a soft, secret smile.

In return, Sibylle would tell me tales of her own world: of learning to ride a great grey mare named Bramble, of tapestries woven in the solar, of her father riding off to the Holy Land under a crimson banner.
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