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There is no specific place that I’d 
like to begin here. All that needs 
to be said seems jumbled. I do 
have the desire that one day I will 
have the ability to write well, how 
I’ve always imagined I could, and 
write the words that authentically 
describe you so that if you ever 
feel any less, you can read the 
truth. Unfortunately, I lack when 
it comes to that department, but 
more so I lack the ability to 
express how I feel under any so 
pressured circumstance. My 
writing might only be mediocre, 
but the greater apology travels 
towards my inability to speak 
hjhhj moved seats and single 

word responses. There is 
no feeling so tragic as 
wishing you had tried 
harder. I was oblivious 
to the lust of future 
comfort which became 
the biggest thief of time. 
I had never come to 
realize that we were so 
limited on that, and so it 
was disregarded. And, 
yes, of course it hurts, 
and it hurts because I 
irrationally thought it 
was going to last forever. 
It’s exciting when you 
find parts of yourself in 

publicly on the subject of seniors 
leaving, and how I feel specifically 
towards that. More recently, it’s 
been that I can't stop thinking of 
how terrified I am of losing you. It 
became real to me. It became the 
absence of you, and Matthew, and 
Katie that led to me believe that the 
silence in that room is no different 
from the silence between us in the 
couple of recent weeks. I’d like if 
you could tell me I'm not as 
forgettable as the silence is making 
me feel, but that is not something 
that I’d choose to force. It seems 
those affectionate head-on-the-
shoulder naps have transitioned to 

someone else. Might I mention that it’s not often enough that someone is 
so accepting of being bothered by pointless 11:30pm texts. What I wish to 
say, is that thank you for letting me sob my feelings of When Harry Met 
Sally to you, and forcing you to listen Christian Rock bands. Oh, the 
immense number of people you’ve saved, sparing them from eating the 
gummies that I refuse to 
take because they don’t 
have a pair. Thank you 
for loving Vonnegut as 
much as he deserves, 
and sharing wonderful 
heart-mending poems 
by E. E. Cummings 
when I’m trying to go to 
sleep on school nights. 
It’s all so frightening, 
because you never think 
the last time is the 
absolute and defined 
last time. You think that 
there will be more, but 
there isn’t. That’s the 
tough part of becoming so fond of someone. We’re very different, you and 
I, but I can’t express my gratitude for the presence of museums when all 
there was were empty halls. Thank you for equally finding joy in Lava, 
and especially the Nutcracker soundtrack. Thank you for supporting my 
ideas that go against administration, and for only slightly being rebellious 
on school regards. It is believed that we travel because distance is a secret 
tonic to receiving freedom that is not so often offered, but when we get 
home, home is still the same. The only difference is that our thoughts 
have been changed, and that changes everything. Within a limited 
amount of days, you had access into the greatest portion of my 
personality. What I refuse to let some see, such as the obnoxious 
laughing-because-her-sock-is-blue doesn’t help anyone, but what that 
was was me offering to you a very raw side of who I am. Whether sleep 
deprived, or comfortable in your presence, I’m glad you did see me under 
those conditions. Never again will such confidence to singing Hawaiian 
Roller Coaster Ride from Lilo and Stitch be evident in your life, and I 
promise you that. I can consider myself a failure because I can’t win a 
staring contest against you. Eyes, after all are the only things that don’t 



age. They’re all that remains the 
same after years of hardships 
that hinders oneself. No amount 
of wrinkles affect their effect, as I 
have always been told. It’s easy to 
say that you’re fine with not 
having someone in your life when 
you’re not seeing them, but the 
challenge is to look at them in the 
eye, then see their smile and hear 
them whistle, and know their 
pure heart, and still be able to 
say, ”this is not what I want 
anymore.” I’m sorry that I throw 
o f f y o u r d a n c i n g b y 
bumping into you with 
equally horribly hilarious 
moves, and that I can’t get 
my feet through chairs so I 
end up making a ton of 
noise, and that we could 
never once win at Cards 
Against Humanity, when 
frankly I hate all board/
card games and never get 
flying sex snakes. Barnes 
and Noble was by far the 
hardest decision to make 
for a meeting place, but I do 
hope you forever enjoy your 
personalized copy of A 
Christmas Carol. You now 
know that I’m also bad at 
facepaint and can’t make 
you into a cat with a heart 
nose or sufficiently apply 
makeup on you, and that we 
both feel very satisfied with 
twisting only one region of 

our hair. I hate that you knew Prince 
Ali (Reprise) better than I did, and 
that you are singularly are an 
eternal source of knowledge because 
I can never be right, and that you get 
cold easily because I can also never 
be content with the temperature of a 
room. Yet, all that also is a partial 
reason of what makes you such an 
individual that one looks forward 
being acquaintances with. We all 
hope to be fortunate enough to 
know someone as influential as you. 
Life isn’t about getting and having, 

"Our own personalized SuperNova 
seems to have suffocated and is 
beginning to diminish, but that is 

understandable. "

about giving and being, and 
that’s all you’ve ever done for 
us, and specifically me. Your 
heart’s too big for your body, 
in all honestly. They say don’t 
look back but it’s sometimes 

important to see how far you’ve 
come. Although you’ve already 
impressed us and have come so far, 
you still have so much potential. It is 
understood that not everyone is 
meant to be in your future, but it is 
also difficult to accept. 

taken more advantage of 
of the opportunity that I 
was blessed with, being 
that you were there for 
me whenever I needed 
you. So far, this week I 
have wr i t ten twelve 
individual letters, but 
none as remorseful, I 
assure you. You are very 
influential to who I am, 
and I only hope that I 
contributed to making 
your year splendid as 
w e l l . I t h a s b e e n a 
pleasure knowing you. ♢

Continued, all I wish to say is that you 
are appreciated, and that you are 
supported by many with what you 
choose to do or where you decide to 

venture to. I couldn’t 
have you leave without 
any idea in how much 
you are loved by all of 
us. At any point in your 
life, I expect that you 
t r e a t y o u r s e l f w i t h 
exceeding pride. Please 
do wonderful things 
with your life, as I am 
sure you will. At this 
point, I ’m sure you 
understand, but you 
have been a wonderful 
portion of my life, and I 
deeply regret  ot having


