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For graduates of the past.
For graduates of the present.
For graduates of the future.

Live this day fully—it will never come back again.
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CHAPTER 1

DAY 1

The Trainwrecks

“Welcome on board to Aerolineas Argentinas flight 1332 to
Bariloche.”

The teenagers howled so loudly that the flight attendant had
to pause before finishing the announcement.

“Let’s give a very special welcome to the seniors from the school
Sdenz Pefia de Castelar, who start their graduation trip today!”

Shrieks, screams, and more yelling. It was evident that some
of the passengers that didn’t belong to the Sdenz Pesia group
were thinking about changing their flights so they wouldn’t
become deaf with so much teenage excitement, even if that

meant missing the flight. The flight attendant paused again and
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glanced at the note Romdn had given her when he boarded, she
wanted to make sure she wouldn’t miss a word:

“Let’s give a round of applause to The Trainwrecks. They’ll be
the last ones to leave the club, and they are gonna party every night!”

The final statement made all fifty graduates go wild. They may
have woken up at four in the morning to make it in time to the
airport, but that didn’t mean that they wouldn’t jump in their seats
and act like animals in the beginning of this long-awaited trip.

They counted the days. They drove teachers insane. They made
promises: get so hammered they forgot their names, have sex for
the first time, explore dating someone of the same sex, try a sub-
stance, go skinny dipping in the Nahuel Huapi Lake at three in
the morning, eat thirty-five hot dogs in the afterparty, throw up.
Rinse and repeat.

During the LFD—the party Argentinian teenagers usual-
ly celebrate on eve of their Last First Day of high school—The
Trainwrecks had already gone wild. If they had done that much
damage in only a few hours, what could happen on the eight-day
graduation trip? Many promises were made. Some had no limits.
And the expectations? They were through the roof. So, of course,
the only thing left to do was scream, jump and hug each other.
Their level of excitement could not be contained, not when they
wished to live that moment for so many months.

“How did you do it, man? How did you get the flight attendant
to help you? It was so cool.” Matteo asked his friend, intrigued.

Roman was sitting in the next row and wouldn’t stop checking the
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camera on his phone. He adjusted his hair to make sure he looked as
good as always. Next to him, his girlfriend Francesca held his hand.

“It’s just that I'm a great guy.” Romdn laughed, still a prisoner
of the memories from that night, his smile disappeared. “Octi, do
you remember anything from the LFD? I can’t believe I missed
it like an idiot...”

Several people swallowed hard. The intertwined fingers of
Romén and Francesca got free with a little discomfort. It had been
a night to remember, but also, a night to forget. Octavio watched
through the window how their bags were tossed into the plane.
He was ignoring the group, as always. Bruno, in the middle seat,
tapped Octavio in the shoulder to get a reaction.

“What’s going on, gentleman? I'm witnessing a historical event;
hence I ask for a little bit of respect. Not every day do we get to
see how Fran’s bag gets smashed live”

Francesca jumped from her place and threw herself over Octavio,
Matteo and Bruno to see what was happening to her precious be-
longings. Her outfits for each night out and her make-up were
important, but none of that was a priority in Bariloche. The only
thing that mattered were the liters of Smirnoff vodka that she had
secretly stashed in bottles of sunscreen and lotion.

Alcohol needed to be protected at all costs. That was one of
the main missions of The Trainwrecks and of every graduate that
was planning on drinking until puking, of course.

“Let me see, idiots! Move!” The guys protested, but that didn’t

stop Francesca. “Did they put it in, Octavio?!”
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A general “Oo0000000000h!” erupted in the seats nearby,
followed by:

“They put something else in you!”

“Do you want me to put it in you?”

Renata, seated on the row in front of the male trio, got up and bel-
lowed a war cry. Her best friend, Azul, tried to comfort her by resting
ahand on her shoulder so her outburst would only involve words.

“Why don’t you shut the hell up, stupid virgins? I'm sure you
don’t even know what a clitoris is, you idiots! I wouldn’t be sur-
prised if you didn’t know how to wipe your own asses!”

The adults in charge of The Trainwrecks, Lore and Edu, par-
ents of other students, were ready to smooth the scene with some
calming words, but it wasn’t necessary. The boys, who up until
that moment thought themselves so great, lowered their heads
and fell silent after being completely humiliated. In a way, their
masculine image was threatened by their virginity, and Renata
knew it. She knew how to hit where it hurt the most.

“That wasn’t necessary, Reni, but thanks anyway.” Francesca
added and returned to her seat, disappointed she couldn’t catch
sight of her bag.

“I'm so done with them. Aren’t you tired?”

Francesca shrugged.

“They can say whatever they want. Luckily, my boy is very well
educated, and he is the only one that matters.” She kissed Romén
on the cheek, which gave the boy the opportunity to hold her by

the neck and fully made out with her in front of everyone without
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any warning. To eyes of The Trainwrecks, they were the perfect
couple. “See? A lovely puppy.”

“Careful, puppies get excited real quick,” added Matteo. The
boys laughed, but Renata, Azul and Francesa rolled their eyes in
protest.

“Men... Always thinking with their pants,” Renata declared.

That comment captured Octavios attention, who had missed the
make out session between Francesca and Romén. He couldn’t care
less about the saliva exchange. On the contrary, he found it unpleas-
ant. He was more interested in observing the colors of the sky and
the models of different airplanes. Anything but some filthy kissing.

“Renata, please, I ask you not to generalize our gender. Jam a
very coherent thinking man, am I clear? I think so much that...”

“... You got hit by a car on the LFD, genius,” added Azul, who
had been quiet since they boarded the plane but was not going
to let Renata fight any battle alone.

Azul’s intervention, of course, made everyone laugh again.
The happiness they felt was so extreme they had a tough time
breathing because of all the laughing.

“It’s not my fault that those colorful flares diminished the
driver’s visibility. I trusted the quality of the product, and it did
not disappoint. Honestly, the street was covered in green—~

“How many times do we have to tell you we didn’t give you
a smoke bomb that day?! You could barely walk,” interrupted
Francesca. She was done with Octavio’s delusions and hated that

he talked like a 102-year-old man. “You saw green because you
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were high. We had the smoke bombs, and we were one block
away from you.”

“Well, almost everyone...”

The eyes of the group landed in Bruno.

“What?” He looked at them one by one nervously while he
remembered the LFD. He didn’t like to revisit that night. He hated
thinking about what he had done.

“What’s your excuse, Brunete? Because, from what I heard,
you weren’t that wasted that night, unlike others...” Roman
asked, injecting a twinge of resentment on his last words.

Bruno adjusted his glasses uncomfortably and replied:

“I... Well, T had a lot to drink... And then..”

“He tried to rescue Octavio from the street, but he missed the
car and got hit too,” Francesca concluded, sensing that Bruno’s
nerves were not helping.

A brief silence took over the seven high school friends. It was
meditative and tense. Side eyes. Hidden desires. Hidden fears.
However, there was no place to explore those feelings further.
The collective voice of the class surprised them with their usual
cheer while the plane’s engines roared to take off. A cheer spread
through the seats and reminded them that, despite all memo-
ries—good or bad—they were flying to Bariloche on the trip that
would change everything and that they would remember for the
rest of their lives.

The voices of their classmates roared louder than the plane

engines. They were trying to drown out the flight’s attendant
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announcement requesting everyone to fasten their seatbelts. The
plane left the ground, but the kids didn’t calm down. Octavio
observed the clouds out of his window with nostalgia and a bit
of anxiety while the others sang. How could they calm down?

The good stuff was about to begin.

We are The Trainwrecks, can’t you tell?

Everyone else can go to hell!

Bariloche’s gonna explode,

World Cup champs, we run the show!

Drinkin’, shoutin’, havin’ fun,

Not gonna stop till the doctor comes!

They didn’t know it yet, but the class chant was right on.

Everything would explode, just not the way they expected.
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