
 

My Last Day at College 
Life is a beautiful journey that takes us through different stages, and every stage leaves behind 

unforgettable memories. Among these, student life is regarded as the golden period of one’s 

life. The last day at college marks the end of this golden period and the beginning of a new 

chapter. It is always an emotional and memorable day, full of tears, joy, gratitude, and hope. My 

own last day at college was one of the most touching experiences of my life, and it will always 

remain fresh in my memory. 

The day began with unusual feelings. As I wore my college uniform for the last time, a flood of 

memories rushed to my mind. I recalled the day when I had entered the college for the first 

time. I was nervous but excited. Over the years, the college became my second home. Its 

classrooms, library, canteen, playground, and even the corridors had become a part of my daily 

life. That morning, everything appeared more meaningful, as if every wall and corner were 

reminding me that I was about to say goodbye. Truly, memory is the treasury and guardian of all 

things. 

When I reached the college, I noticed a strange silence. My friends were trying to smile, but 

their eyes betrayed their sadness. Juniors looked at us with admiration, respect, and a sense of 

loss. Teachers were also emotional. Though they tried to hide their feelings, it was clear that 

they were proud of us but equally sad to part with us. Their love, kindness, and cooperation had 

shaped us into what we were. They had treated us like their children, corrected our mistakes, 

encouraged us, and inspired us with their knowledge. 

The farewell ceremony was arranged in the main auditorium of the college. The hall was 

beautifully decorated with flowers and banners. Everyone was seated in an orderly manner. Our 

juniors welcomed us warmly. They delivered touching speeches in which they praised our 

guidance, achievements, and discipline. Their words brought tears to our eyes. They also sang 

farewell songs and reminded us of the bond of love and cooperation we had shared with them. 

Then came the turn of the teachers. One after another, they expressed their love and 

appreciation for us. They recalled our performances in academics, sports, and cultural activities. 

They gave us valuable advice for the practical life ahead. After this, the most awaited moment 

arrived: our headmaster was invited to deliver his farewell speech. He was a great scholar and a 

respectable personality. His words were a mixture of wisdom and emotion. He advised us to 

work hard, to discover our strengths, to remain courageous in difficulties, and to maintain good 

manners in every stage of life. His words were like guiding stars. 

He said, “Go out as torch-bearers of light and knowledge. Go out to serve your country. Nobody 

gets to live life backward. Look ahead—that is where your future lies. Do not forget your 



 

prayers, respect your elders, and love your youngsters.” These words deeply touched our 

hearts. They filled us with hope, determination, and courage for the challenges of the future. 

His voice still echoes in my memory whenever I think about that day. 

After the speeches, a grand feast was served. Teachers and students enjoyed the food together. 

Laughter and joy filled the hall for some time. We tried to hide our sorrow behind smiles, but 

everyone knew that this happiness was temporary. After the meal, we captured the 

unforgettable moments by taking photographs with our teachers and friends. We also wrote 

autographs on one another’s shirts, which became symbols of love and remembrance. Those 

signatures were not just ink on cloth; they were tokens of friendship and affection that would 

stay with us forever. 

After the formal program ended, we came out of the auditorium and gathered in the college 

garden. The atmosphere became heavy again. I stood silently, looking around at the building, 

classrooms, library, playground, and trees. Each corner of the college seemed to whisper, “You 

will miss us.” Memories of my stay rushed through my mind—attending lectures, participating 

in debates, playing on the ground, enjoying tea in the canteen, preparing for exams, and 

celebrating functions. All these moments flashed before my eyes like a film. My throat was 

choked with emotion, and tears rolled down my cheeks. It is rightly said: “Heavy hearts, like 

heavy clouds in the sky, are best relieved by the letting of water.” 

Finally, the time came when we had to leave. Our teachers lined up, and we bowed before them 

with respect. They placed their hands on our heads, gave us blessings, and prayed for our 

success. We hugged our friends tightly and promised to remain in touch. Words failed us, and 

silence spoke louder than speech. The atmosphere was filled with love, respect, and sadness. 

At last, I stepped out of the college gate. My feet faltered as if they were unwilling to move 

forward. I turned back for a final look. The college building stood with dignity, as if it were 

calling me back. I realized that I was leaving behind a world of love, care, and memories. Yet I 

also understood that life is about moving forward. We cannot live life backward; we must step 

ahead with courage, carrying our experiences as guiding lights. 

My last day at college was not merely a farewell; it was a life lesson. It taught me the value of 

respect, friendship, and gratitude. It made me realize how precious student life is and how 

important it is to use the knowledge and values we gain. That day, I learned that goodbyes are 

never easy, but they are also not the end. Memories live on forever, and relationships continue 

to inspire us even when we are apart. 

In conclusion, my last day at college was a day of mixed feelings—tears and smiles, sorrow and 

joy, past memories and future hopes. It marked the end of my student life but also the 

beginning of practical life. The blessings of my teachers, the affection of my friends, and the 



 

golden memories of college will always remain with me. Truly, I feel lucky to have something so 

precious that makes saying goodbye so difficult. 

 


