Once upon a time, a 21-year-old guy called Jack was in the attic filing through some junk in the twenty cardboard boxes when something caught his eye. It was a book of all the people that came before him and his parents but as he flipped one of the pages, a picture was revealed. The photograph fell from the old book, revealing a face he hadn’t seen in years and memories he thought he had forgotten. As the memories came flooding back to him, the nostalgia was overwhelming.

He once had a wonderful friend called Jill whom he had completely forgotten and they grew up together. As time flew by, they became teenagers and attended the same high school and Jack felt something more than friendship between him and Jill, he felt love. But then one day, a horrible incident occurred and Jill went into a coma and was moved to a different school, closer to her home and they never met since.

All these happy but sad memories left Jack in a frenzied thought. “What if I try to find Jill?” he thought, “I still have a chance to see her again. I just hope she remembers me.”. Jack tried everything he could, He called her, looked for her, and asked strangers if they knew her but no one had an answer. Alas, one day, Jack met a dead end. When he asked the police about her they researched some of the government’s files and found Jill. Sadly, it was found that Jill didn’t wake up from her coma and died only a few weeks after the accident.

After all of this, Jack decided that he didn’t want the thing that happened between him and Jill to ever happen again so he made a WhatsApp channel dedicated to keeping in touch with friends that included every single friend Jack had ever made (Excluding the dead ones) And just to keep in touch, everyone would send at least one message every week to tell the others how life was going.






In the dim light of the attic, Michael opened the old, dusty book. Its leather cover was cracked and worn, the pages yellowed with age. As he turned a page, a photograph slipped out, fluttering to the wooden floor. Bending down, he picked it up, feeling an odd sense of nostalgia.

Staring back at him from the photograph was a face he hadn’t seen in years—his childhood friend, Clara. They were inseparable once, their laughter echoing through the summer air, their adventures carving out a realm of endless possibilities. But as time passed, life’s currents had pulled them apart.

Memories he thought he had forgotten began to flood back. Their secret treehouse in the woods, the pact they made to always be there for each other, and the day she left for another city, promising to stay in touch. A promise that slowly faded as they grew older.

Michael sat down, the photograph held gently in his trembling hand. He remembered the day they buried a time capsule under the old oak tree, each placing a cherished item inside with hopes and dreams for the future. Clara had put a small silver locket, saying it held her happiest memories. Michael, with a young boy's bravado, had placed his favorite toy car, declaring it a symbol of their friendship speeding through life.

He smiled, a bittersweet feeling washing over him. The photograph had managed to stir a part of his heart that had lain dormant for so long. Maybe, just maybe, it wasn’t too late to reconnect with Clara, to unearth those buried dreams and promises.

As the evening sun cast long shadows through the attic window, Michael made a silent vow. He would find Clara and remind her of the bond they once shared. For in the forgotten corners of their past, there was a treasure worth rediscovering.

