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"I never thought I'd see this again." I waved away the dust puffing from the 
cardboard box as I picked up a plastic yellow robot. The colors weren't as bright 
as they used to be but at least all its pieces were intact. I still remembered how 
to change him into a small sports car. "I thought mum sold all of you. Are any of 
your buddies here too?" I politely inquired to him, looking into the box without 
any luck of finding the rest of the transformer ensemble. 
 

Setting aside the little robot, the box contained many fragments of my 
childhood, all of which brought back very faded memories from the back of my 
mind. Most of it was old videogames, a bunch of toy trains, a scratched up 
Nintendo DS with a Pikachu print, some very amateurish drawings, and a curious 
little blue book, with angels printed on the corners. I don't recall any memories 
of this book, and there were no clues found in it either. It was completely blank. 
 

I did find one picture, however. It was a Christmas photo from what could be 
fifteen years ago. My father never looked younger, and my mother was 
pregnant with my youngest brother. My older brother hadn't lost weight just 
yet. And in the middle I was, standing with jolly Santa Claus, with the biggest 
smile I've seen on myself. I don't think I could smile like that anymore. Upon 
closer inspection, there in my small hands was the blue book.  
 

Noticing the book didn't really trigger any memories in my head, but I looked 
back in the box and picked up each item. These pieces of me are where it all 
started but 
I've seemed to have left it all behind. I don't draw nearly as much as I want to, 
and I'm simply too old for these toys. With school to focus on, I don't have time 
for videogames. 

But seeing little me smile so wide in this photo makes me wish there was a way I 
could. It feels like yesterday when I was on this handheld console playing a 
Pokemon game with my brothers. All the stupid stories about these toys that I 



spun for hours on end, every drawing that had passion put into it despite its 
lack of skill, each of these is part of my past that I can't seem to get back.  

I packed up the box and pushed it back in the corner of the attic, holding onto 
the yellow robot. 


