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THE ANATOMY OF PLATONIC BONDS
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latonic friendships are the quiet architecture of our emotional lives, yet we rarely afford them the rigorous examination or the sacred reverence they deserve. Every day of my life, I find myself returning to this realization, unpacking the weight of what it means to choose a community, to sustain it, and occasionally, to let it go. I understand why this topic is very important because, unlike familial ties which are bound by blood, or romantic entanglements which are anchored by societal contracts, friendship exists purely on the currency of mutual choice. The idea of navigating a lifetime choice for yourself is quite the art, a delicate, lifelong masterpiece that requires us to be both the artist and the raw material, molding our expectations while learning how to hold space for others.

I have people who stayed when I believe I did not show up for them as much as I wanted, people whose grace became a mirror for my own shortcomings during seasons when my capacity was drained by the demands of life. It is an uncomfortable truth to sit with, the knowledge that you have been the flawed friend, the distant text, the unanswered call and yet, those individuals chose to remain anchored in my life, teaching me that intimacy is not a scorecard of perfect attendance but a reservoir of enduring understanding.

Conversely, I have those relationships whereby I believe the friendship just ended and we never got closure, dissolving into an ambiguous silence that leaves behind more questions than answers. There was no explosive argument, no betrayal of epic proportions, no definitive line crossed; there was simply a gradual, agonizing deceleration of effort until the momentum died completely. But somehow we still see snippets of our lives on social media, existing as passive spectators to the milestones of people who used to know the deepest cartography of our souls. We double-tap on promotions, scroll past engagements, and view digital fragments of existence, trapped in a modern purgatory where we are too familiar to be strangers but too estranged to be friends.

I do believe I have those that I love dearly but most times I feel it’s one sided based on the visible metrics of investment and reciprocity. It is a heavy, isolating sensation to realize you are the primary custodian of a bond, the one consistently reaching across the void, initiating the plans, and pulling the weight of the conversation. Looking at how the journey has been, I get to appreciate the sheer complexity of human connection, arriving at the profound realization that love without matching alignment is simply an exercise in emotional exhaustion.

And I think one of the things that building is, is building together and being able to grow simultaneously without outgrowing the foundation that brought you together in the first place. For example, when you see any opportunity, share it with your friend immediately, because the collective journey is infinitely more rewarding than the solitary ascent. The truth is, the top is happier when every single person is winning, and there is no greater validation of a bond than watching the people you love step into their own light, knowing you cheered them on from the shadows.

And, I saw a quote that said why is it that plans fail when we tell people, a sentiment that echoes through the superstitious corridors of our minds, making us guard our dreams like fragile secrets. Why is it that we feel this instinctual urge to hide our blueprints? But sometimes I feel that it always depends on who we tell, because the wrong ears will wither a seed before it has the chance to break through the soil. Energy never lies, pulsing beneath the surface of polite words and performative enthusiasm, revealing the unspoken envy or the genuine warmth of the listener. And someone who supports you is someone who is supposed to be consistent, an unwavering presence whose encouragement does not fluctuate based on their own security or the weather of their mood.

I do believe friendships are supposed to handle seasons, stretching and bending to accommodate the natural expansions and contractions of our individual lives. Be there for them in the dark times, when the color has drained from their world and they have nothing to offer but their grief, because anyone can celebrate with you when the sun is shining. And yes, I remember having a conversation saying like bathing and taking care of yourself, friendships require effort, a daily commitment to emotional hygiene that cannot be neglected without breeding decay. We do not expect our bodies to stay clean without washing, nor our minds to stay sharp without discipline, yet we foolishly assume our closest connections will remain pristine without intentional maintenance.

I remember saying that why would you treat me badly and where does the justification come from when you turn around and treat others well? It is a sharp, distinct pain to witness a friend offer their patience, their kindness, and their premium energy to a room full of acquaintances while leaving you with the scraps of their irritability and neglect. And why is it that it’s easy to move on for some, as if the shared history was nothing more than a temporary lodging, a transient stop on their way to somewhere better? I believe with friendships comes loyalty, an unwritten code of honor that should safeguard our secrets and protect our dignity even when the proximity of our daily lives begins to shift.

But sometimes as we change and navigate the labyrinth of our twenties and thirties, we might realize these are really not the people we want to spend our times with anymore. The values that aligned us at sixteen are not the values that sustain us at thirty, and the painful process of maturity often requires us to audit our circles with a cold, necessary clarity. And when we meet people who give us an experience better than the best friends we have named for years, it shatters the illusion that time is the sole validator of depth. It teaches us that some people can decode your silence in three months better than those who have stood beside you for three decades.

And I think that’s where it comes that for anyone to remain, we must give them value, an exchange of emotional, intellectual, or spiritual currency that keeps the bond alive and vital. And I must be of value on why which can be difficult, because the line between being valuable and being transactional is incredibly thin and easily blurred. But I remember a friend of mine retaining me because she could get contacts of people that she needed, reducing my presence to an organic Rolodex, an access point for her own social and professional mobility. So, if I was no longer serving that purpose, I was no longer going to be a part of her life, a realization that stung with the cold precision of a corporate layoff.

And here are people who make it their life mission to make you feel seen, individuals who walk into your mess and do not ask you to clean it up before they sit down beside you. I think it should be more about who shows up, tracking the footprints of those who physically and emotionally cross the threshold into your crisis, rather than listening to the poetic promises of those who stay at a distance. But it starts with how you show up for yourself, because you cannot demand a high-caliber loyalty from an external source when your internal relationship with your own boundaries is broken.

I remember a friend of mine going through a crisis, a deep, turbulent storm that threatened to submerge her completely, but she only let me know after going through it entirely. And as I sat down and realized that wow, she did not tell me because she thought that she would be a burden, a wave of profound sorrow washed over me. How do we handle these feelings of inadequacy as friends, and how do we be good friends to those who are good friends to us, creating an environment so safe that vulnerability is never misconstrued as an imposition?

I believe noticing patterns is our greatest defense against the slow erosion of our circles, paying attention to the subtle shifts in tone, the text messages that shrink into one-word answers, and the invitations that dry up. And even when you are mourning a friendship, be open to the idea that that loss is not going to be your permanent reality and your defining narrative forever. Be happy and be open, allowing your heart to remain soft enough to receive the new connections waiting just beyond the horizon of your current grief. It’s never about the length of time, but it’s about how the person showed up even when they have never had the energy to do so for anyone else.

When I
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