
 

 

My Imaginary Friend 
 
Valery Miler sat down on her bed and threw her backpack on the floor. She fell back on 
the fluffy bedsheets and thought about relaxing after her homework was done. After a 
few minutes she told herself that if she wouldn’t get up and finish her homework her 
parents and teacher would be angry with her, so she got up and opened her backpack.  
 
Valery pulled out a large stack of paper and sat at her desk. She wrote down answers 
for about an hour until she was finally sick of it all. She walked downstairs to eat dinner. 
Her parents were already there. 
 
"Valery, can you set the table?" asked Mrs.Miller.  
 
After setting the table they all sat down. Her parents asked her about her school and 
then continued to talk about their boring grown-up stuff in which they did not feel guilty 
about leaving Valery out of. 
 
After dinner she walked grumpily upstairs. Once she was lying down on her bed again 
she continued her homework. A voice behind her made her jump. 
 
"Who cares about homework, Valery. Just throw it out. You learn everything you need to 
in class." Whispered the voice. 
 
Valery felt like the voice behind her was right, that she didn't need to do her homework. 
She picked up her homework, ripped it, and threw it into her garbage can. She suddenly 
felt very happy, as if she had won the lottery. The door of her bedroom opened.  
 
"Have you almost finished your homework? Your mother wants help with picking a 
plane to take to-" he stopped short when his eyes fell upon the garbage can. 
"Valery! What have you done! Wait here." said her father angrily. 
 
Valery was full of rage. Why had her father gotten angry at her for doing the right thing? 
The voice behind her whispered: 
 
"If you hide in your closet they won't find you and punish you." 
 
Valery immediately ran for the closet and hid herself behind a plastic chest of drawers. 
In a few moments she heard voices coming from the hallway. She heard them open the 
door and her mother groan. 
 
"Valery come out right now." Said Mrs. Miller severely. 
 
When nothing happened she heard the shuffling of feet as they searched the room. The 
closet door opened. She could see her fathers outline through the plastic drawer, and 
so did he.  



 

 

******************** 
After many hours of being lectured and locked up in her room, Valery was not as eager 
as before to do something naughty. Although the voice kept bribing her, she refused. 
One day the voice was quite angry.  
 
"Just go and break the vase! No harm done." Whispered the voice. 
 
"I'm not breaking my moms favourite vase, alright?!" Said Valery.  
 
A whirling sound took over her ears, then a person appeared right before her eyes.  
 
She looked exactly like Valery, although she looked very tired, with dark rings under her 
eyes. She wore a white nightgown and bear feet with a heart shaped birthmark on her 
left foot. She had messy brown hair and, Valery noticed, one piece of her hair was a bit 
darker than the rest. Her evil smile haunted Valery. 
 
"I'm sorry I frightened you. I'm your imaginary friend." 
 
Valery did not feel scared anymore. She felt very happy that she had an imaginary 
friend. 
 
"I'm Valery." Said Valery happily. 
 
"I know. How about you break that vase over there. It's ugly anyway." Said her friend 
 
Valery smiled. She picked up a pillow from her parents bed and threw it at the vase. It 
fell to the floor and shattered into tiny bits. Valery soon heard footsteps coming up the 
stairs. She quickly slid under the bed just as her parents opened the door. Mrs. Miller 
gasped. 
 
"My vase! That vase has been passed down since the first Miller was born!" She cried, 
wiping her eyes with the sleeve of her cardigan. Then she froze. 
 
"Valery Miller, get out from under the bed, NOW!" Yelled Mrs. Miller. 
 
Smiling to herself, she got out from under the bed.  
 
"It was ugly anywa-" she started. 
 
"Go to your room! And don't expect me to bring you any dinner!" Said Mrs. Miller. 
 
"Good Job, I'm very proud of you." Whispered her friend as Valery walked up to her 
room. 

******************** 



 

 

For the next 2 years Valery was recking havoc in her house, her school, and 
everywhere she could plan a prank or break something special. Once she was expelled 
her parents homeschool her, which was quite difficult if you ask me.  
 
"Valery, I heard your parents talking downstairs. Don't you think it's rude for them not to 
invite you?" Asked her friend one day. 
 
Valery bubbled with fury. It was definitely not fair that she didn't get to join the 
conversation. So she tiptoed downstairs until she could clearly hear what her parents 
were saying. 
 
"I really think we should send her to boarding school. We won't have to take care of 
her." Said Mrs.Miller. 
 
"But what happens if they reject her?" Asked Mr. Miller. 
 
"Then we find one of those boarding schools where they send you on shopping errands 
if you don't behave. It might make her stop being so naughty." Said Mrs. Miller. 
 
"I think you might be right." Said Mr. Miller. 
 
"Well then I'll find the address of that exact school and send Valery there as soon as I 
can." Said Mrs. Miller. 
 
Mrs. Miller started crying. 
 
"I know Diana wouldn't have done any of that i-if she w-was..." 
 
Mrs. Miller stopped short. Mr. Miller looked a bit scared as he looked at his wife.  
 
"Anyway I think it's time to go to bed." Said Mr. Miller, trying to change the subject. 
 
Valery was angry at her parents for wanting to send her to  boarding school when she 
was perfectly fine here. But who was Diana? Why was her mother crying? All the anger 
suddenly drained away. She tiptoed back to her room and caught sight of Diana sitting 
on her bed. 
 
"What were they talking about?" Asked her friend 
 
"They were talking about sending me to a boarding school and a girl called Diana." Said 
Valery. 
 
 
"Oh, all right." Said her friend sadly. 
 



 

 

Now Valery didn't feel rebellious, but normal. She remembered all the times she did 
those bad things. Why had she done them? She suddenly felt very sad. Why had she 
done all of those terrible things? No she didn't do anything, she reassured herself, her 
friend did. 

******************** 
The next morning, right when she woke up, Valery ran to her parents bedroom. 
 
"Mom, dad! I need to tell you something!" Said Valery. 
 
"We have something to tell you as well. Let's go downstairs, there's plenty of time 
before your school starts." Said Mrs. Miller. 
 
Valery and her parents walked downstairs, Valery looking like she desperately needed 
the bathroom. She really wanted to tell her parents about her friend, but she wanted her 
mom in a good mood or she might not believe her. Once they had sat down in the living 
room Mr. Miller started talking. 
 
"Valery, we have something important we need to tell you. Please don't share this with 
your friends." He said sternly 
 
"I promise I wont tell my friends." Said Valery. 
 
"Alright, then. You had a twin sister." Said Mr. Miller 
 
Valery gaped at her father. 
 
"But I would have remembered her." Said Valery. 
 
"Your twin sister, Diana, died when she was a few months old. You wouldn't have 
remembered her. Anyway, me and your mother were devastated." Said Mr. Miller. 
 
"So we really, really wished we could have her back. We got a bit carried away. We 
found a spirit person and asked him to bring Diana back to life. We payed him some 
money and a lock of your hair. But it didn't work. " 
 
Valery suddenly remembered her imaginary friend. Could her friend possibly be the twin 
sister her father was talking about? 
 
"Dad, did my twin sister have a heart shaped birthmark on her left foot?" Asked Valery. 
 
"B-but, Valery, how did you know that? We never took any pictures of her so..." 
stuttered her father. 
 
Valery started explained to her parents about her imaginary friend and how her 
imaginary friend made her do all the bad things she did. 
 



 

 

"Valery, your 'imaginary friend' must be Diana. D-Dave, it worked." Said Mrs. Miller, 
Turing to Mr. Miller. 
 
"We have to get rid of her, she's too dangerous to be left alone." Said Mr. Miller. 
 
"Oh, no no no, are you in your right mind? Diana is gone and we can live quite happily 
without her."  
 
Valery heard a whispering in her ears. 
 
"Gone, please, I'd rather be called a careless, cheating troll than be called gone." Said 
Diana. 
 
"Mom, please, we have to go after her. She's still in this house and probably right here 
in this room!" Said Valery. 
 
"All right, but how do we get rid of her?" Asked Mrs. Miller.  
 
"Go to the spirit shop, of course!" Said Mr. Miller. 

********************* 
They, Valery and her parents, were driving along to the spirit shop. Mr. Miller had kept 
the spirit persons address ever since he went there.  
 
"Alright, lets check the list again." Said Mrs. Miller. 
 
"No, please not again!" Said Valery. 
 
"Well that's to bad, and stop complaining." Said Mrs. Miller. 
 
Valery grumbled as she pulled out the backpack where they had packed 'essentials'. 
 
"All right, do we have the pillow case?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"The tissue box?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"The scissors." 
 
"Yes." 
 
"The empty notebook." 
 
"No." 



 

 

 
"The- WHAT? Why didn't you bring the notebook, are you really that lazy?! You were 
probably just saying 'yes' without looking inside the bag! And only now are you sensible 
enough to look through the bag-" 
 
"Mom, calm down, we brought it. I was just joking."  
 
"Well joking around is not very nice!" Snapped Mrs. Miller. 
 
Mrs. Miller said no more as they continued to drive on. After about 20 minutes they had 
arrived at their destination. Valery pulled the backpack out of the car and followed her 
parents up a street. 
 
"It should be just around this corner over here." Said Mr. Miller. 
   
Once they had turned the corner there was not a shop or stand in the lot, it was empty. 
All there was on the lot was some rotting wood planks. Mr. Miller frowned. 
 
"But the shop was here, I promise!" He said. 
 
They stared at the empty lot for quite a few minutes. Then Valery heard the whispering 
again. 
 
"Well, now that there's no way to get rid of me, what can you do?" Said Diana gleefully. 
 
Valery turned around to see Diana standing on the other side of the road. She started 
walking forwards.  
 
"Mom, dad, Diana's here!" Cried Valery to her parents. 
 
Her parents looked all around themselves with no sign of interest. 
 
"Honey, I think you're seeing things." Said Mr. Miller. 
 
They continued staring at her. Meanwhile Diana picked up the pace.  
 
"Please, maybe I am seeing things, but it'd make me fell a lot better if we just ran to the 
car and drove back home because there's nothing here anyway." Said Valery. 
 
Her parents looked concerned. Diana had already crossed the street and was right in 
front of them. 
 
"You should be very great full that your still alive, Valery." Said Diana, "It makes me fell 
jealous."  
 
Stop, she thought, get rid of her... 



 

 

 
"That's why I deserve to be you. And that's why I'm taking over." Said Diana. 
 
Suddenly Valery remembered her parents talking. 'We payed him some money and a 
lock of your hair' they had said. And she remembered the lock of hair on Diana that was 
darker than the rest. Then it all came to her, she knew how to get rid of Diana. She 
grabbed the backpack out of her worried mothers hands and dug inside of it. Her 
parents were saying things that she could not hear. She fumbled with a pair of scissors 
and hid them in her jeans pocket. Diana was clearly happy. It was getting harder and 
harder to see. She walked towards Diana and, in a swift movement, took the scissors 
out of her pocket and cut the darker piece of Diana's hair off. Everything went back to 
normal. She could see her parents were farther away and were staring at something on 
the ground. 
 
"Why did... did you... cut nothing?" Asked Mr. Miller.  
 
Valery smiled. She looked down at what her parents were staring at. She could see a 
burnt hole were Diana had stood. 
 
"Don't worry, Diana's gone." Said Valery. 
 
Her parents looked half frightened and half relieved. 
 
"I'll explain on the way home." Said Valery. 
 
They walked back to their car and drove back home, and Diana was never seen again. 


