
Distance



As we gain experience from the inevitable passing of time, some things seem
to become all the more distant from us. A vivid moment we once thought was
the best of our lives, became a forgotten memory, hidden under the weight of
our age. In these pieces, we explore the meaning of distance - be it our ever-
important measure of length, or our attachment to the lost fragments of our
lives. One thing our pieces have in common would be something I consider of
great importance - hope. We all await a day where that certain part of the
world improves, look forward to humanity's next great achievement, or
imagine a reunion with a part of our past. It is such hope that guides us
through our lives.

In these pieces we have written, we explore our percieved value of distance.
While some wish for a reality where our desires are no longer under the
barriers of distance, others find joy in achievements reached despite such
obstruction. Distance is a challenge faced by most of us, especially so in the
face of a pandemic. To conquer distance is more than a question of strength
and willpower, for distance is a concept of our minds, taking no shape or form.

From our pieces, we have learnt that distance is a complex idea with differing
interpretations varying among people. We hope that they would illustrate and
spread our plane of thought, along with our visions of the distance in our
future, be it immense achievements or acceptance of distance.

"The metre has a beautiful history behind it"
This article brings a literal take on distance, looking on the history of human's
measurements, as well as it's importance and potential.
"You've seen where this ends. Would you believe you're still in control?"
While we desperately fight against the notion of distance between us and our
goals, what would there be without this very distance? 
"It all boils down to a single, terrifying concept: distance."
Never ending distance is believed to be the essence of our universe. As
humanity innovates on conquering this distance, we are left to ponder on what
lies ahead of us in this mystery.
"His friendship was on of the best I ever had."
The larger the distance, the harder the reconnection. As two friends tackle the
challenge of distance, we find that it is far from the reality of our problems.
Distance hides beneath cracks of vulnerability, silently loading stress and
tension onto uncertain relationships.

Foreword



The metre is the official unit for measurement of distance in the International
System of Units. However, have you ever wondered about why this is so, and
before the metre, what other units of measurement were used, and what is the
point of having a standardised unit of measurement like the metre? These are
some questions I had while researching for this project, and these will be
answered in this article.

The very first unit of measurement recorded in human history is the Egyptian
Cubit. It dates back to the third millennium BCE, which spans between the years of
3000 to 2001 BCE, and the hieroglyph for the cubit shows the symbol of a forearm.
However, the cubit was longer than an average forearm, and seemed to have been
instead the length of a forearm plus the width of the palm of the Pharaoh ruling
then. The cubit master was a rod carved from granite, and those that can be found
are between 52.2 to 52.9 cm in length. There were then copies made of wood or
granite for workers, and at every full moon, they had to be brought to the cubit
master and compared, with failure being punishable by death. This form of
measurement allowed for extreme accuracy for the building of structures, and
people recognized the importance of standardised measuring systems.
 

The metre's story
"The metre has a beautiful history behind it"

The metre was defined in 1793 during the Scientific Revolution, with the
study of the measurement and representation of Earth, along with the
desire to replace traditional units, increasing in France. The metre has

actually been updated 5 times since the very first definition, which was
made by the French Academy of Sciences. They defined a metre to be

1/10,000,000 of one half of a meridian, with the measurement being done
by Pierre Méchain and Jean-Baptiste Delambre, who were commissioned to

survey that distance from 1792, and 6 years later, they confirmed the
length of the metre was approximately 0.3% off from the provisional

calculated value. A platinum bar was made as the standard for this
measurement in 1799 . However, it was only officially established as an

international unit of measurement in 1875 at the 1875 metre convention.
 

At the end of the 1800s, interferometry, which is the process of using
interfering waves to extract information, was used on the prototype metre

to get a more precise definition. Albert A. Michelson was able to measure
the prototype metre within one-tenth of a wavelength, and due to this and

other advances, the metre was given a new definition by the General
Conference on Weights and Measures, which was “the length equal to 1 

650 763.73 wavelengths in a vacuum of the radiation corresponding to the
transition between the levels 2p10  and 5d5 of the krypton 86 atom.”

 



 In 1983, the metre was redefined again. Due to developments in
technology and the invention of lasers, it was possible to measure the
frequency and wavelength of light, and in 1975, the official value for the
speed of light was 299 792 458 metres per second and 1983, the definition
of a metre was updated again as “the path travelled by light in a vacuum in
1/299,792,458 of a second. “

All this leads to the definition of the metre now, which was actually
reworded in 2019 to become “The metre, symbol m, is the SI unit of length.
It is defined by taking the fixed numerical value of the speed of light in a
vacuum c to be 299792458 when expressed in the unit m⋅s−1, where the
second is defined in terms of the caesium frequency ΔνCs.” The metre is
defined in terms of time, and that is because the speed of light is constant
and time can be measured more accurately than length. All these changes
allowed for a lower uncertainty each definition, and the current definition is
about 4 billionths a metre.
The metre has a beautiful history behind it, and there are many more units
of measurement before it, with so many that I cannot cover every single
one of them in a single article. After reading the history behind it, you may
be thinking: Well, what’s even the use of this?

 The answer is that a standardised unit of measurement actually brings many benefits to society,
which is exactly what the metre is. One of the most important uses of a standardised unit for

measurement of distances is consistency. With a standardised unit of measurement, everyone will
know what everyone else is talking about in terms of measurements. For example, when the term “1
metre” is used to describe an object’s length, everyone will know how long that is. This consistency

allows for collaboration for projects requiring measurement as despite being from different areas, all
parties will be working with the same unit of measurement instead of being confused about the

lengths. 
 

An example of the impacts of not having a standardised unit of measurement is the failure of NASA’s
Mars Climate Orbiter, which cost around $125 million, and it was sent on December 11, 1998 to study
Mars. After 10 months of travel, however, it burned and broke into pieces in September 1999, and this
was caused by the software controlling the orbiter’s thrusters as it calculated the force needed to exert

in pounds of force instead of in metric units, and since the engineers assumed the conversion had
been made, the mishap pushed the spacecraft too close to the atmosphere where it broke. Although

the units that caused the problem are not measurements of distance, the impact of not having a
standardised unit can be seen. A standardised unit of measurement is used for building complicated
items that require multiple parties, like houses or laptops, and if there was confusion caused by these

units, the different parts provided may be inconsistent and cause failure in the product.
 

 Next time you use a ruler, think about and appreciate the amount of effort put into making a unit of
measurement, and the benefits it has brought to society, like the places you live in or even the device

you’re using to read this article!



Rays of sunlight bathed me in warmth as I rested myself against the railing of a corridor. I let my eyes relax their
focus in the pale morning view, while my mind drifted hazily. It was a fine place to enjoy the scenery. As I stood
disconnected from the world around me, a crisp and clear voice cut through my thoughts and brought me back to
reality. “Kang You!” the voice called my name. Just before I instinctively spun around to look, the familiarity of the
voice struck me. It had once been one that had brought out joy in me. How had it now caused uncertainty, even
fear? I hesitantly craned my neck to glance at the mysterious character. We locked eyes for a moment, as I started
to recognize this forgotten figment of my past. As my mind was making sense of this strange character, the world
around me started to fade. Bit by bit, I was losing track of objects that had evidently been in my sight, static noise
reassuring me of reality, colours that seemed so much more vibrant just a while ago.

That was the last thing that came to my mind, just before my eyes flung open. I was in a cold sweat, staring into the
pale moonlight, feeling heat radiating from my body despite the cool breeze flowing through my window. The
memory was still etched deep in my mind, forcing its way into my consciousness, emerging as the only thought I
knew. Her name was Celeste. One of those I would have preferred to remember.

On a sparsely moonlit path of grass shone massive stadium lights. An accumulation of voices formed an
impenetrable wall of noise, pumping against my ears with shocking consistency as I shoved my way through. “Hey!
Keep up!” Voices I recognized fought against the waves of unrelenting noise, only to be partially acknowledged by
my mind. Amidst masses of bodies forcing their way past me, I strained my mind in an attempt to recognise a voice,
only to accumulate additional pressure, bursting through my temples.

From within the flashes of the world moving around me, something escalated my heartbeat, craning my head up in
response. I had heard my voice, exactly as I had remembered it, exactly as I would imagine it. As I stumbled closer,
subconsciously shoving the indifferent bodies around me, conversations took form, piercing deeper into my ears.

My eyes fell on Celeste. “You’ve seen where this ends,” I heard. “Would you believe that you’re in control?” Despite
her rather still tone, with her eyes focused elsewhere, I felt the words fly straight into my heart, setting into motion
a chain of thoughts I would not free myself of. 

I would have preferred to believe otherwise, but nothing else in the past had connected so strongly to my decision. I
had proceeded to challenge the whole concept of distance, running through a mysterious road I would never
understand. The reward was not part of my considerations, without knowing to this day what I could have possibly
gained.

“You know where I am.” Words dangled loosely like threads in my mind, coercing me forward in my journey.
Carefully positioning one foot in front of the other, I advanced into a bus, turning my gaze from the desolate waiting
stand to the enticing velvet seats neatly arranged before me. I have been here. This was exactly where I wanted to
be.

Lush greenery rushed by, forcing my eyes to shift their focus as soon as I attempted to make sense of the trees
around me. Mildly cool air flowed from above, in a feeble attempt to cool off the heat built up at the back of my
neck. I imagined the surroundings gradually shifting, hypnotically swirling, manipulating me into accepting fate.
What was the cost I was so desperately paying, merely to meet a figment of my past? I would know, I whispered to
myself. Closure was more than enough.

Once again, I allowed my mind to roam free. Reality distorted around me, while my grip of consciousness slipped. I
was put into an increasingly relaxed state, losing sight of the world around me. I registered flashes of a pale blue,
emitted gently from a flickering light. Walls aligned with my line of sight, tanned with a tinge of yellow through its
perceivably long age, with miniature chipping so small and frequent it could have been a work of art. I slowly put
together my surroundings, constructing scenes as detailed as I could imagine. Ironically, as I built upon
imaginations of a winding track, it seemed increasingly distant from me, falling further out of my reach.

Two worlds apart
"You've seen where this
ends. Would you believe

you're in control?"



The sense of a smooth deceleration hit me like a truck. I snapped to my feet, catching sight of a towering
monument, not out of shock or excitement, but out of the sheer conflict in my mind. A neat warehouse, with even
grey concrete and a flat lawn of gravel. Its emptiness contrasted its outstanding maintenance, with nothing but the
large open door in sight. This was the source of the voice in my imaginations. It had a distinct beckoning, willing me
to enter, to find the truth.

If it was fear or uncertainty that had discouraged me from such risk, I would not have been surprised. A self-
defensive instinct was at times what I called it. It does always beg the question, how far away one is from certain
success, only to give up at the most crucial moment. While logic would dictate that my whole journey was of no
purpose, part of me desperately held on to belief of something beyond my sight, hiding in cracks of darkness.

As the low hiss of temptation grew increasingly stronger, I held on to my seat with an unnaturally strong grip,
picturing myself stepping forward, a rush of adrenaline coming from my increasing proximity to the warehouse.
The lurch of the bus threw me out of my trance, and I immediately opened my mouth to call out, to the unknown of
the warehouse and the part of me too hesitant to make a move. Instead, all I felt was an emptiness in my vocal
cords, forcing me to slowly and hesitantly shut off my connection to such mystery.

“Can’t decide?” A voice I comically compared to the choppiness of engine oil drawled. I spun around, not having
registered the existence of any other human. Between my frantic heartbeats I scanned my memory for such a
distinguishable face, to no avail. As my eyes traced his face, brushing past his features, I was met with cold
constricted pupils. “Do I know you?” I found my courage to speak.

“I thought you might,” he leaned in. It disturbed me how a smooth casual voice came from a rather hostile
expression. “We all forget things, Kang You. Perhaps some are better left as they are.”

A kinder person would have aided my consideration of the situation, weighing my options and reassuring me of my
choices. Deducing the impact of his words, the man leant back in his seat, his facial muscles contracting to
neutralise the frown he naturally wore.

His choice of words stunned me more than him knowing my name. Could one tell my state of mind that easily? The
contemplation of his words stole my thoughts. Was I messing with memories, stirring up reluctant pieces of my
mind? I tried to relax, slowing my breathing to a whisper, accepting the idea of letting go. As I gave up control of my
body, the scene hit me, colliding my brain against my skull, collapsing my perceived reality.

A vague ringing encapsulated me, barely faltering against the violent shaking of my head. In my flustered panic I
caught glimpses of sallow walls, weakly glowing lights – “No. No.” I denied the formation of my environment.
Nevertheless, between the cracks of my eyelids I watched bits of colours taking form, materialising objects from
nothing but a random mess.

As the noise of a million colours inside my head died down, my ears settled on the pleasantly faint flow of the wind
carrying a slight scent of mint. I hesitated. Where could this wind be coming from? Raising my head, I was met with
a light-yellow dress, its hem fluttering in the wind. Celeste. My eyes widened in disbelief, while my mind froze in
shock.

“So, you’re here. This is what you wanted?” her voice was now nothing more than a shallow breath, akin to the wind,
yet within it I caught a trace of my memory of her. It struck my heartstrings, as the days of recent came rushing
through my mind, mixing in my feelings. Celeste approached me, focusing her eyes beyond me. I slowly rotated my
body to see a large flight of stairs, leading down into gradual darkness. I glanced out of the corner of my eye, seeing
a solemn expression on her face. I started to walk, matching her pace, pressuring myself for something to say.

I counted my steps down the stairs. She didn't follow. Where was I going? Was this the end? The light that had
illuminated the pale pathway was on its last straw. Flickering, fading. She was getting further now. I raised my hand,
opened my mouth to try and call out. Yet only silent breath emerged, its mist ever so slowly dissipating into the
atmosphere. I willed myself to run, to jump, to shout, but all my body could do was to watch. With a tinge of loss
rising in my chest, the lights shut. I was falling, but I couldn't have been. There was nothing below me. Nothing
above me.



Humans have evolved to take over earth. But as an expanding species, we need more space. Ever since the 1969
moon landings, we dream of stellar voyages, new eras of discovery, our progress from a tiny planetary race to the

masters of our galaxy. However, the confines of reality exist, and it all boils down to a single, terrifying concept:
distance. 

Existence stretches far beyond earth; every star shines its own billion-year tale, with trillions more too faint to be
seen. In between them lie gigantic expanses of space, so distant that light itself is unable to conquer them. Trillions
of miles of pure nothingness, darkness, nature in its raw form. Distance is an explorer’s greatest fear, a simple but

terrifying reality to accept, for we are too insignificant compared to the vast universe. Until now. 
Below are the true stories of humanity’s 3 most ambitious attempts to conquer distance and achieve stellar

capability
 

1. VOYAGER 1977

Before being surpassed by Pathfinder on July 30, 2048, Voyager 1 was the furthest artificial object in space.
Launched in 1977 to explore the distant gas giants and potentially meet alien life, it travelled 22.5 billion miles
- the equivalent of 2.8 million earths- to reach the outside of the solar system before its overtaking. 
Voyager is a primitive spacecraft. It has an antenna for radio waves, several instruments, a golden record
carrying humanity’s basic information, running on a radioisotope thermal coupling fuel system. However, its
capability extended well beyond the knowledge of that time and remains to this day as one of humanity’s
greatest milestones in space exploration, in conquering distance. To the average human, sending a spacecraft
to the outer planets seems easy enough-just launch it in the direction of the planet and you will be there in no
time. Or so they think.
Nothing is faster than light. Unobstructed, it travels at 300,000 km/s, warping around the earth 7 times per
second. However, even interplanetary distances are so vast that light takes a few hours to reach the outer
planets. Voyager took years. In a time where the processing power of the best supercomputers was a billionth
of an average smartphone’s, the path that Voyager took through the solar system was an elaborate decades-
long journey shaped by thousands of calculations involving planet trajectory, gravity and speed; space
exploration demands a precision of millimetres.
As a result, voyager 1 and its counterparts voyager 2, pioneer 10 and pioneer 11 were able to reach the outer
planets. The images they took revealed stunning, surreal detail; the multicoloured rings of Saturn, the angry
red eye of Jupiter, the cold blue bands of Neptune and the icy scarred landscape of Jupiter's moon. Now, after
decades of use, voyager’s fuel is almost gone. Before its camera shutdown, it captured earth from the edge of
our solar system; all of our lives, existence and knowledge contained in a single blue pixel surrounded by a
vast black ocean of nothingness. Then its eyes were shut for the last time.
When its last transmission reached earth, voyager had covered an astonishing 17 billion miles or 1.3 light days.
Now, powerless and having entered interstellar space, Voyager 1 and its counterparts are destined to fade out
into the dark of space, wandering the stars for eternity. A huge step in conquering distance, but we were still
too far.

2. SPACEX 2022

“What’s this, young boy?” the newspaper officer asked of the unassuming 12-year-old that stood before him
with a floppy disk in his hand
“It’s Blastar, a whole new space adventure game. I’m a self-taught programmer, and this is my creation” the
boy replied with brimming enthusiasm. The game was quickly sold to the newspaper for 500 dollars, and the
boy’s name? Elon Musk. 
Over the years, he would rise to become one of the richest and most powerful men, growing his net worth to
over 200 billion dollars with several well-known giant companies: PayPal, Tesla, Neuralink and SpaceX. A man
of power and brilliancy, Musk thought years ahead of time, pioneering revolutionary technologies like
hyperloop, artificial intelligence, electric self-driving cars and reusable rockets that outperformed NASA. In the
late 2010s, he set his sights on mars, planning to land humans on the red planet and establish a colony. Mars
had already been well-explored by a long line of planetary rovers; a manned mission was the next step. By
2020, planning was well underway.

DISTANCE



It was sort of embarrassing that after more than 50 years since we landed a man on the moon, no man has
been further than that. That big step to mars was finally completed on October 17, 2026 as SpaceX Starship’s
crew blasted into space. For the next 6 months, Starship's crew spent their lives in total isolation, living in a
metal tube that was travelling through a seemingly endless cosmic void. Eventually, 6 members detached
from Starship and entered the atmosphere of mars, landing on the soft soil of the red planet and making
history.
April 5, 2027. The first man on mars. The minute news of the successful landing reached earth (4 minutes after
the actual landing due to the distance between the planets being so big), a rapturous cheer simultaneously
erupted worldwide; from the thousands of bystanders in times square to the African community gathered
around their only television, from the employees of SpaceX and NASA to the lone astronomy enthusiast, a
shared moment of humanity. The day we conquered the distance between earth and mars. 
For the astronauts now roaming the Martian surface, the triumph was short-lived. As the other two crew
members turned around and left for earth, reality began to set in. They were alone, hundreds of millions of
miles away from home, on an unfamiliar, alien planet; the cheers and love of others back on earth too distant
to be heard or felt, and now the immense task of survival and spending 2 years cut off like this fell to the 6
crew members. The crew training and conditioning program took as long as the physical part itself, because
the greatest challenge would be the immense psychological toll their minds would face. There was no time for
quitting, no turning back. This was for all mankind. Over time, a colony soon began to take shape on mars. But
trouble was brewing back on earth.

3. PATHFINDER 2045
 
Way back in 2024, as the pandemic faded away, scientists realized that we were doomed on earth. Our actions
of recklessly burning the planet’s natural resources to satiate our greed of energy had finally caught up to us.
Climate change is now irreversible, permanent, and within 8 decades earth will turn into an uninhabitable
desert.
Society’s decline, already set in the late 2010s, escalated. Violence and chaos would ensue worldwide.
Thousands died in riots. Suicide rates skyrocketed and the remaining wildlife was ruthlessly hunted down. The
sane people were those involved in astronomy and space exploration. while everyone else was panicking, they
began to plan a new mission called pathfinder, saving humanity from extinction.
It spawned out of an ominous warning by Stephen Hawking that if we did not move, we would die. It was kept
well hidden in the files of NASA, ready for execution. But to ensure the mission’s success, the team would have
to innovate and bring science fiction to reality. Mars was not a viable option as it was uninhabitable and life
there was unsustainable, so we looked to the stars.
Pathfinder was a system of 40 separate but close modules, resulting in much greater mobility and flexibility as
well as reduced vulnerability and cost. Powered by highly energetic thorium fuel with the new technology of
acquiring cosmic ray energy to boost its speed, it could reach 3,000 km/s in interstellar space, or 1% the speed
of light. The planned system was to traverse vast cosmic distances as it hopped between potentially habitable
planets over 2,000,000 years, covering 5,000 in total. It had 4,000 frozen embryos to be revived to start a new
civilisation on the first habitable planet found. They were accompanied by nurturing facilities, VR stations, a
crypt containing our past wisdom and oxygen-producing plants, which were powered down and required
minimum energy. Each spaceship would be encapsulated in TDU armour which could block radiation with
laser systems to repel hostile bodies and correct trajectory. The whole thing was controlled by a low-energy AI
which would activate if it came under threat or when it reached a destination.
Scientists worldwide built the $300 billion project over 15 years. The 40 modules were launched and
configured separately from 22 November 2044 to 3 October 2045. By 10 October, the whole system was
ready. It was marked with a final speech by mission coordinator Jasmine Clark:
“October 10, 2045. Today, Pathfinder will launch from orbit, carrying with it the last remnants of us and leaving
earth behind. Today we will abandon all our selfishness and make peace with death. Today we will carry the
next generation to the next habitable planet for society’s revival. They will venture into the cosmic dark,
traverse vast amounts of space and time, and when they finally reach the habitable planet, they will carry our
hopes, dreams and wisdom, and mark humanity’s final triumph against our greatest fear- distance.”



 I first met him in kindergarten. He was extremely similar to me back then, and not just in personality
and likes. We even looked the same, had the same squeaky voice, had the same spectacle frame, and
even had the same toys. Since we looked so similar, we decided to wear the same clothes and
accessories when we went out. Seeing the confusion on other people’s faces always made us laugh.
You would have thought such close friends would never be separated from each other, right? Well, I
wish that that was true. It started going downhill from here. 
 Well, we both got into the same primary school, which was great. However, we were sorted into
different classes. We now had other friends who we talked to, and met each other less often. But I still
interacted with him during recess and after school (we were neighbours), so we were still quite close.
As we progressed through the years, we made more friends, and talked to each other less often.
Hopefully, our friendship would not become more distant. 
 Turns out, I could not have been more wrong. 
 In primary 3, his family ran into some financial problems because of the 2008-2009 financial
recession, so they decided to downgrade their house. They bought a 3-room flat instead of a 5-room
one. Thankfully, his computer was not confiscated and sold to support the family (at least, not yet) so
we were able to video call each other every day. Without fail, we would turn on our videos at 3pm
sharp. We would do homework first. I was weaker in languages and social studies, and he was weaker
in mathematics and sciences. Then, we would play some games together, be it computer games or
cards that we would play with each other – even virtually. And I still went to his house twice every
weekend. Our relationship was just as good, if not better, than it ever was before. All these activities
made our bond stronger. 
 His family, although I was not aware of it at that time, was drowning in debt even before his 11th
birthday. He abruptly stopped video calling me one day. When I confronted him the next day during
school, he explained to me that his parents had unexpectedly sold his computer away. 
 “But your parents said that they wouldn’t sell this away! They said that they wouldn’t stop you from
interacting with me!” 
 “They told me that the situation was getting worse, and they desperately needed money. I can
understand it, so I don’t see why you can’t.” He looked angry when he said that, and his reply sounded
more like a retort. Did he think that I was insulting his parents? Did he think I did not know what
troubles he was going through right now? I was just wondering why his parents broke the promise that
they had made to him. And me. The more I thought, the angrier I got. Eventually, I calmed down, but I
still couldn’t get my mind off what had just happened. Did I know then that these financial difficulties
would soon be a major contributing factor in the death of our friendship? Probably not, but I still had
squirms in my stomach. 
 When I visited their house the next day, I was shocked when I saw the amount of empty space in their
home. They barely had any furniture; there were only three mattresses, one tiny table with three
stools and a wardrobe that stored not only their clothes, but also cobwebs. In fact, the unused rooms
had so much dust that anyone who stepped inside them must be consumed by it. At that point, I
realised how severe this situation was. I offered to give them some of my monthly pocket money. After
all, he was my friend. Of course, he and his parents all rejected the offer, saying that it was ok and
many other reassurances that I could not remember anymore. I left his house that day, feeling
concerned instead of my usual excitement. 

A tale of  two friends
" his friendship was one of the best that I ever had"



 Over the course of the next year, we had more arguments. Besides all of the fiasco with his parents,
we had many other things that we argued about. We were about to take our PSLE exams this year.
Due to him not having a proper study environment, he was unable to concentrate while
studying/doing homework at home. As a result, his grades were deteriorating at an alarming rate. I
even heard that his parents asked him to study even less so that he could earn money to support his
family. I was seeing red when I knew about this but decided not to press the subject in fear of him
getting angry at me for not agreeing with his parents again. He was also unable to train for soccer
although he was in the school team. He was on the verge of being kicked out because of his
worsening performance. As a result, I stopped interacting with him as I feared it would make stuff
worse, although I really wanted to. 
 Unfortunately, our friendship did end. But it was not either of our fault. It was our parents. 
 You see, the shocking news came in just after our end-of-year examinations. His parents had been
arrested. It turns out that the situation was getting so bad that they were extremely desperate. So,
they decided to rob the minimart near our houses. It was extremely hurried and unplanned and
therefore they were arrested quickly. He already explained to me that he tried to persuade them to
not do it. There were several times where he had overheard them. He only recounted these events
to me after the robbery as he was scared of getting reprimanded. He did not attempt to stop them
for similar reasons. 
 The First Conversation 
 “We haven’t paid our rent in three months! If we don’t do so soon, we’ll be kicked out by our
landlord!” 
 “But I still haven’t found a job that actually pays a stable income yet! I keep getting rejected for no
reason! These 600 dollars a month isn’t enough to support all of us! What am I supposed to do? I
can’t even provide for my son!” 
 “I guess it’s time to take desperate measures.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“You know...” 
I think you can see where this is going. He did, too. But he could not do anything. 
The Second Conversation 
“We only have six days until our next payment. We don’t have much time.” 
 “I know that, but we’re still so unprepared! We don’t have any tools for this.” 
“We just need a knife to threaten them, a bag to store the money and a cloth to hide our faces.” 
“In that case, we should start planning on how we’re supposed to pull of this.” 
“I still don’t see why we can’t just rob the small minimart near our apartment. It would be much easier
to pull off.” 
“I thought it was?” 
“Wait what?” 
Evidently, they were still extremely unprepared for this. But they were in a rush. 
The Third (And Final) Conversation 
“Let’s go over the plan again.” 
“There’s no need! We’re already very familiar with this.” 
“Are you sure? We haven’t talked about it for the past week.” 
“I’m sure it’s fine. Let’s just get on with it.” 
“Ok.” 
 That was our last conversation. My parents banned me from talking to or even meeting him after the
incident. They thought that he had been influenced by them. I tried to convince them that he still had
a good heart and was not a criminal like them. However, they just became angrier and grounded me.  
 I would say that this friendship was one of the best that I ever had. Alas, it came to such an abrupt
end. Up to this day, I still keep the toys that we played with as children. 


