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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.

“Many knights went hence,” she once said with a sigh, watching the dusk fall over her castle’s gardens. “And fewer came again. 'Tis a hollow sound, the silence of those not return’d.”

The castle, she said, was filled mostly with women now—ladies, widows, and maids, all waiting in a world of stone and memory.

One afternoon, I sat cross-legged in my room, murmuring softly in the old tongue. My mother passed the door and paused.

“Richard?” she asked, tilting her head. “Who on earth are you talking to? And what language was that?”

I blinked. “It’s Sibylle, Mama. She speaks differently. From... long ago.”

My mother frowned, half amused, half concerned, and walked on without pressing further.

Later, in Sibylle’s chamber lit by the amber glow of candlelight, I told her about it. She laughed—a bell-like sound echoing against ancient stone—and took my hand.

“Thy mother didst hear us?”

“She did. She asked me who I was talking to and what strange language it was.”

Sibylle grinned, then rolled her eyes in mock exasperation.

“Would that I could make her see! Yet methinks thy lady mother would scarce believe a word. As Master Edwin saith, ‘Wit oft faileth where faith is wantin’.’”

“Master Edwin? Your tutor?”

At once her smile faded into a delicate grimace.

“Aye, that dry-boned scholar! He doth smell of dust and ink, and beateth his rod upon the table if I do yawn.”

I laughed. “What did he teach you today?”

“Latin verbs,” she groaned, slipping into a mimicking tone. “‘Amō, amās, amat...’ and on it goeth, like a prayer with neither end nor mercy. And when I misspoke—merely once!—he cried, ‘God’s bones, child, dost thou seek to shame thy house with such muddlement?’”

“God’s bones?” I chuckled. “He actually said that?”

She leaned closer, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “Verily, and I told him if God’s bones were so fragile, he should leave them in peace!”

We both broke into laughter, hers ringing and ancient, mine breathless and giddy.

In those moments, time folded like linen in a chest, soft and scented with memory. Sibylle was not a dream. She was as real to me as the breath in my lungs, the warmth of candlelight, the pull of something I could not yet name.

And the castle, her world—it was becoming home.

*  *  *
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The years passed, as they always do, like leaves drifting quietly downstream. For most children, imaginary companions vanish with the coming of school, of reason, of the slow fading of wonder. But I never let go of Sibylle. I only learned to close my door more carefully, to hide the glow in my eyes when she called me back into her world.

What began in childhood as innocent play had, with the soft, mysterious shift of time, become something else. Something deeper. Since the first stirrings of youth, since the unspoken awakening of hearts not yet ready to speak, Sibylle and I had grown into something more than companions of dream and memory.

By the time we reached our late teens—hers shadowed by candlelight and mine lit by the hum of electric days—our glances lingered. Our laughter softened into silences. And then, one twilight moment, beneath the ivy-wrapped archway of her castle garden, it happened.

Our hands found each other, trembling with years of held breath. Her lips, warm and yearning, met mine. And in that single kiss, time seemed to shudder—like the air before a storm, charged and sacred.

We held
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