





I don't have
anyone left
here, either.

I'm a
stranger

in this place
I used to
call "home".




... there'llbe
no one
around
fto listen

anymore.




You always
seem to
know where
| am,

I can

always
feel your
presence.

Itis...
familiar,
somehow.

Does it
make you
uncom-
fortable?




It really
doesn't.

Will you
walk with

me¥9




When we
were kids,

this place
was magical
to us.

The fields
had already
been barren
for decades,

yet this tree
remained,

the grass
always lush
and soft.

The town
looks so
small from
up here.

Only he
and |
existed .

here.




This place
was ours.




morning,
when we
were kids,

we snuck

out of the

house to
come here.




We had
a whole
plan for
Felix's dino
plushie.




We had built
little furniture
for him out
of clay and
building blocks,

and we wanted

to start building
a real house

for us and Dino.




| was

collecting

more rocks

for our little
project,

and | heard
a splashing
sound at some
point but |
didn't think
much of it.

| suddenly
felt like

something
was off.




omething
llwas bei

my very







| couldn't
hear the
sound of

the water
anymore.

Or the
wind or
the birds.

The cars
in the
distance.










