Before we bid a Valediction

  
25 is a good year for the girls…(talking about their wedding year). 16 would be a good year for every senior that will harvest down to get what they had planted for 11 years.


When we were only 7 years old, we were so excited to get up off the bed and bathe. We packed up our school stuffs in our most sophisticated little brief case…which in short is what we called bag. Just to go to school! But as we grow into being a deeper, life seeking, more likely to be matured individuals, we are beginning to have a realization that we are doing this fulfillment in order to procure what we’ve always wanted.


 For almost 11 years of our lives, we spent more hours in our high society institution, than we almost spent in our home. We spend more time talking to our friends than we talked to our closed family relatives. 


But this year would be our ultimate. There are only about two months remaining before we all go and find to be shown the meaning of life. Then we can make our own way. We should give thanks.


There will be times when we realized that we wont have to get up early in the morning and rush to get dressed and to get our hairdos fixed the way we wanted them to be shown. But this wont be the end of our lives…we are to start a new page of independence, and a look back for those people who did a great progression for the amelioration of our well being. We will still be in tandem until the day we die…and beyond. Let us start to share our eternity with each other before our last good old day’s end.
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