
 

The Empty Bed 

By Neal Whitman 

  

My parents did not want  

to leave me alone.  

So they left me  

overnight next door with the Emersons. 

Mr. and Mrs. Emerson did not have children. 

Why not? They liked children. 

They liked me. 

Mrs. Emerson told me it was time 

to get into my Jim-Jams.  

I had never heard that word for my PJs  

But right away I knew what she meant. 

Bedtime 

  

She tucked me in  



kissed me on top of my head 

and gently closed the door, but not all the way.  

I looked at the ceiling.  

It looked just like my ceiling. 

I got out of bed -- in my jim-jams 

and went to the window. There  

I could see across the yard my window 

in the dark. An elm tree on their side 

of the yard stood in front of my window. 

I was looking at my window  

through the web of branches.  

  

So, that's what my room looks like from here. 

I sleep in that room. But not tonight  

Tonight that bed is empty. 
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