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It was raining cats and dogs outside and there was only Cassy
and Mathew in the house. Their mothers had gone out for groceries
and it had suddenly started to rain right after. They were perhaps
waiting for the rain to subside, taking shelter somewhere in the
meantime. It was not a typical Seattle day, and the usual drizzle
had turned into a torrent for no apparent reason.

 

So, Cassy and Mathew were alone in the house. What do kids
typically do at an age of 6 and 9? They play. And these two kids
were very fond of each other. Cassy being the younger one, threw
tantrums all the time, and she got her way too, thanks to Mathew’s
over elderly demeanor.  

 

Cassy had a set of kitchenware she recently got for her Barbie
dolls collection. She had laid it all on the floor and was proudly
showing it to Mathew.  Mathew looked at it quietly, an amused
smile stuck on his face.

 

“What?” Cassy asked noticing finally.

 

“Nothing, why?” He replied, in his usual assured manner.

 

“What’s funny? Why are you laughing?”

 

“I’m not laughing? Who says I’m laughing?” Mathew replied, his
smile creasing further in his cheeks.

 

“I say so! Tell me why are you laughing?” Cassy was
insistent.

 

“But I’m not laughing!” Mathew replied and burst into an
uncontrolled laughter. Gaining control again, he pressed his
cheeks with both his hands and spoke again.

“Look, I’m not laughing.”

 

Cassy kept staring at him, her eyes filled with anger.

 

“What?” He finally replied, still smiling.

 

“Tell me” she said, tilting her head slightly to look at him
with eyes slanting to look at him.

 

“Oh it’s nothing. Your dolls and their cooking things… cute.
That’s it” Mathew replied and got up from the floor to avoid
further discussion.

 

“You always do that!” Cassy shot back, driven by anger. “I hate
it when you make fun of me! And you always make fun of me! Why do
you even come to my house? Go away! I don’t want to see you
again!”

 

Mathew turned back, his boyish smile still on his face.

 

“You want me to go? But it’s raining right now. I will go once
the rain stops” he replied, treating Cassy like a stubborn child
that she was.

 

“No, go away. Go away now!” Cassy had closed her eyes and was
shouting.

 

Few minutes passed till her shouts numbed the whole house. She
opened her eyes to an empty hall.

 

Mathew was gone. She searched other rooms, but no sign of him.
She looked outside the window; it was still raining heavily,
perhaps heavier than before.

 

She ran to the main door, and saw that it was open.

 

Did Mathew really leave in this rain? What will she tell her
mother when she’s back? It is raining so heavily? Where could
Mathew go? His house was so far away! So many thoughts stormed
through her mind, welling her eyes into tears of trepidation.

 

How could he go just like that? It must have really hurt
him. I shouldn’t have asked him to go away like that.

 

She kept staring outside the main door for some time and then
ran outside shouting his name. She ran first to the left till the
end of the road, then ran back and to the right till the end of
that side. But Mathew was nowhere to be seen.

 

She came back drenched and sobbing. She had lost her dear friend
forever. Scared as she was on what she was going to tell her
mother, and his mother, she was wondering where he could have gone.
And what if he forgot the way back? Was he even coming back?

 

She closed the door behind her and sat on the floor crying.

“Cassy?” a familiar voice called out. She looked up to find a
perfectly dry and smiling Mathew standing nearby, looking at her.
“Where had you gone?”  he asked, trying to contain his
laughter.

 

“Mathew! You were inside? I hate you! Why do you even come to my
house…?” Cassy stopped at that sentence.

 

And they both started laughing uncontrollably.

 

“Where were you hiding, I looked all around!”

 

“That’s my secret place, I am not telling you”

 

“Tell me! Tell me! Tell me!” Cassy was shouting again, eyes shut
tightly…
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