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Dear Class of 2020, 

I am so proud of us. The world has thrown at us what it thought we could not handle– but we 

have prevailed. Together we have faced tremendous change, disillusionment, and destruction, and have 

come out as resilient, courageous, and powerful leaders. Each and every one of us a part of momentous 

history. 

We were born during 9/11. Some of us wailed in our diapers as our parents made frantic phone 

calls, watching as news stations on TV displayed billowing smoke leaving the lungs of the towering 

buildings. Others of us listened to the broadcasts quietly, in the safety of our mothers’ wombs. Together, 

our families share the fear of bringing new life, us, into the world during a time of such terror. But still, 

we came. 

We grew up together, and we really grew up together, before tablets and smartphones could bring 

anybody apart. Instead of being glued to cell phone screens, we traded Hot Wheels and braided Barbie’s 

hair. We learned how to scrape our knees on the sidewalk and climb the tallest trees before we learned 

what the phrase “social media” meant. We had raw, gritty childhoods. Some of the last of its kind.  

We played hopscotch and double-dutch at school while our parents  were at home, feeling the hit 

of the 2008 recession. We watched, oblivious, as our parents lost money, jobs, houses. We saw the 

paperwork, the “For Sale” signs, and heard the distressed phone calls. We shared the feelings of our 

parents, debilitated. We offered all the help our little second, then third grade hands could. 

We held each other's hands at school when Sandy Hook, then Parkland shook us. We had the 

same nightmares. We pulled down blinds, locked doors, and hid beneath wood and metal in the dark. We 

were silent together. We shared a fear of hearing gunshots during 10 AM Algebra. We listened to the 

horror stories of other students whose nightmares turned into reality. We held on to each other. 

We wiped each other’s tears when we lost some of our own to death, and then to suicide. We 

cried, we prayed, we raged together. We mourned. We hugged each other tighter than ever before. 
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We stayed up countless hours through the night, cramming for exams. We studied, and studied 

again, and then studied some more. We pushed ourselves past points we didn’t know we could even 

reach. Our lives were flooded with standardized tests, daily exams, and essay drafts. Academic pressure 

became our closest enemy. But we pushed on, in hopes of being “enough” for the most strenuous, 

demanding college standards in history. 

We shared face masks when wildfire air filled the hallways and lunch spaces. We stood together, 

pointing up at the red sun, hiding behind thick grey, orange dust. We cried out at our television screens as 

images of melting ice, forests aflame, and dying animals flashed before us. We held in our hearts the ache 

of the planet, the damage that past generations left for us.  

And just as we thought we would finally get to celebrate and enjoy our final days together, we 

face a global pandemic. We sit in bed, forcefully separated from each other, watching the sun move up 

and down the sky.  

But I am not afraid, Class of 2020, because we held on then, and we will hold on now. We will 

not give up our fight. Have faith that after the storm, the sun will come out, and our flowers will bloom. 

We will have our time to shine. We just have to hold on to each other, this one last time.  

With love, 

*Me, Class of 2020 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Julia 

Julia 

Julia 
*Name changed to abide by contest rules


