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We threw a party at a neighborhood park the day before graduation. Around midnight, before 

the less intrepid souls began leaving, we sprawled onto the adjacent tennis courts. We could barely see 

each other in the faded glow of distant streetlights, but that served our purpose well. 

We sat in a circle, paying no heed to the solid white lines that divided the tennis court. People 

spoke, one by one. A few expressed regrets over not spending more time with the rest of us. Others 

gave terse monologues on resisting temptation when we went to college. But as the night wore on, 

people opened up, talking about the meaning our friendships had given them during moments of 

hardship. 

Eventually my turn came around. I hesitated. 

I was no good at public speaking. I didn't like being vulnerable. Being vulnerable meant giving 

people an opportunity to plumb the depths of my soul, to learn my greatest weaknesses and hurt me in 

the most painful ways. I'd seen the way my father shattered after his divorce. I'd seen Pranavi's hate-

filled words bring him to tears. How could I ever entrust that kind of power to anyone? I'd never see 

these people again. Surely some of them felt the same way. 

And yet, they opened up. They talked about their hardships, their insecurities, and their fear of 

the unknown. They expressed hope and optimism for the future. 

Maybe if I had been willing to talk instead of bottling things up, I wouldn't have felt so alone. 

Maybe creating new memories, as ephemeral as they were, was still worth something. Maybe my 

anxiety about the future was robbing me of the present. 

I cleared my throat and began speaking as the others remained in seated silence. “I always 

viewed friendships as temporary. It seemed like we were merely friends out of convenience, people 

who by fate were resigned to live in proximity of each other. I assumed geography was the only thing 

that bound us together, and once that was no longer true—once we all went to college—the bond would

fade and dissipate over time. I wondered if there was any point in a friendship that wouldn't endure.

“But I've come to realize that all friendships aren't like that. The temporary, replaceable 

friendships are the ones where each person alleviates the boredom of the other, where you always have 

to 'do' something because the other person's company just isn't enough. The true, lasting friends are the 

ones you can stay up until sunrise talking to or comfortably sit in silence with. Now I know the 

friendships that mean the most to me are the ones that won't go away.

“Graduation represented everything superficial about high school: the resumé building, the 



insincere volunteer hours, the implication that your self-worth is defined by the number of cords around

your neck or the colleges you got into. I decided not to go because I thought I'd be standing in front of 

people who would soon forget me, earning praise for accomplishments symbolizing everything I hated 

about the system. But when I think about the last four years, I realize they weren't really about any of 

those things. They were about the memories we made together. I want to make another memory with 

you all, while I still can. I'll see you at graduation tomorrow.”

I sat down amid a few cheers and a cacophony of finger snaps. I nodded as a friend pat me on 

the back, unsure whether he could see my face in the dark. 

After a few weeks of planning, we convened at the end of summer to complete the time capsule.

Thirty of us filled it with photos, letters, mementos—tokens of our lives together. This was the last time

we would be together before leaving for college, so we planned a late afternoon picnic in a local park 

before sealing the capsule.

 We spent the waning hours of sunlight digging a hole to bury the capsule, where it would 

remain undisturbed for twenty years. The air was pregnant with the sounds of shovels jamming into 

dirt, interrupted by the occasional snap of a smartphone camera. I made a quick note of the GPS 

coordinates, and we walked toward our cars in the fading light, young and alive with the world ahead 

of us. 


