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No unwanted experience will serve its purpose unless people 
learn lessons from it. 

Floods have taught man that indiscriminate cutting of 
trees is unwise. 
AIDS have taught an adulterer that being unfaithful does 
not pay.
Debts have taught folks that saving is important.
Death has taught humanity to appreciate people.

Curfews have taught AUP students the values of SAO.
CR-cleaning has taught AUP students the importance of 
morning worship attendance.
Failed exams have taught AUP students to study.
Broken relationships have taught AUP students to have a 
reserve.

AUP has taught students that there is a God that can be 
leaned on.

Students are young, but definitely not inexperienced. Each 
has a struggle to tackle everyday. 

For every battle won, is a tear or two. For every war 
triumphed, is a scar.

For another day survived, is an experience that can be 
treasured. 

Thus, weathered. 

---NAHUM
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P
valuable ore won’t be refined
if it’s not with the fiery flames.

brilliance of precious stones won’t spark
without severe polishing.

exotic fragile vases won’t luster
without the painful process of molding.

hideous caterpillar turned to be lovely
mirthful winged-creature

due to metamorphosis…

  ---Lailanie  Fronda

Rhythmic torrent
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A Knight’s Love

Morning comes, another day rises
People say it’s just another good day

But for me, it’s another battle—
A battle without armors

And weapons that can hurt nor kill an enemy
It’s a battle for the heart—

A battle for thy hand… 
And even if the enemies are more powerful than I 

I, as a Knight of love, 
Will prove my love’s worth to you

I am as gallant as my foes combined.
Thus, to prove my love to you is true

I will endure; I will cross any path, any obstacle
Just to be with you, my Queen.

Ode To A Knight

O, my brave Knight of no armor
But the love you so believed in
Need not prove a thing or two

‘Cause the love of thee surpassed
More than any of them combined 

My lips are made only for your tender kiss
My heart beats for no one but thee alone

I choose you among them all
Myself I give entirely to your care

Let no one take me
From your warmth and gentleness

This you must swear in the name of love
Take me and make me your queen

My gallant Knight ‘til the end of time

Finale

Thus, the weakened Knight fought
With all his might for her queen---

He fell with every plummeting blow and stood
Time and again 
Onto his knees

Before his enemies--
But love, hope, and faith kept
His heart warm and fighting…
With his remaining strength

He stood with all the might he could muster—
Must fight for the Queen…must fight for my Queen…

With his last breath valiant breath he uttered.

A Tragic Love Story
by Joanna Marie Cruz
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V

Go placidly amid the Educational Research and 
Statistics subjects and remember what correlation 
there may be in thesis writing.

As far as possible without bias, be on equal terms 
and ethical with your respondents.

Construct your questionnaire objectively and 
clearly, and listen to critiques, even the cynical 
and sarcastic, they too have their input.

Avoid extraneous and intervening variables; they 
are threats to internal validity.

If you compare your problems and null hypothesis 
with others, you may become vain and bitter, 
for always there will be historical, descriptive, 
experimental, comparative, and causal comparative 
researches more or less comprehensive than yours.

Enjoy your review of related literature and re-
lated studies, as well as your instrumentation.

Keep interested in your report however time con-
suming; it is an authentic credential of accomplish-
ment in the critical requirements of academic life.

Exercise randomization in your sampling proce-
dures, for a very large or too small a population 
may result to more probability of errors.

But let these not limit you to what statistical 
measures you may employ; you may find the follow-
ing reliable: factor analysis, ANOVA, chi square, 
correlation-coefficient, Rho, ranking, central ten-
dencies, standard deviation, frequency distribution, 
etc. (You may opt for qualitative research instead).

Be selective yourself.
Especially do not feign computer data analysis, 
neither be ignorant about the computer, or the 
Internet for in the face of all modern technology 
and multi-media advancement they are indispensable 
as electricity.

Take kindly the counsel of the experts and advis-

Desiderata of Thesis Writing
(Parody)

by Elmie Lynn Lagajino

ers, gracefully surrendering the delimitations of 
the amateur.

Nurture strength of documentation to defend 
you from sudden interrogation but do not distress 
your self with statistical treatment many statisti-
cians are ready to help you in your confusion and 
weariness (through SPSS).

Beyond a wholesome research design; be honest 
with yourself.

You are a student of AUP, no less than the points 
in the distribution of a normal curve and the 
scatter plots in a linear regression. You have 
the degrees of freedom to be independent and 
determined.

And whether or not it is significant to you, no 
doubt your proposal has been approved as it should.

Therefore, be serious with your thesis; whatever 
you conceptualize it to be…and whatever your 
labors in data gathering from schools, libraries, 
offices, and the streets in the midpoint of the 
noise and pollution of the city, keep pace with your 
study…

With all its revisions, time constraints, and exorbi-
tant expenditures, it is a Fruitful Work.

(Thank God!) Be grateful.
Strive to be healthy.
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H
Drained!

by Lailanie Fronda

Thousand tears trickled like raging waterfalls—

Let my heartaches overflow,

To wash my blinded eyes with the reality

I used to ignore and let go.

Mad! I’d been too unfocused 

With my FIRST LOVE,

With whom I covenanted— 

The FIRST and LAST in my life.

O Balm of Gilead let Thy healing

And living hand touch my wounded heart,

Forgetful and easy to compromise

Never let Your Holy Spirit depart.

My PRINCE of PEACE

Don’t’ let me deny Thee,

You’re my world 

And more than life to me!

Uplift and strengthen!

Your bounteous grace abound! 

My life I surrender to You

Till I’m homeward bound!

He
by Joyce Emmanuel

He is a man of nowhere

He passes

He lives

He knows things

He conquers

He surrenders

He makes life a living

Out of nowhere

Out of somewhere

He replenishes for more

To vibrant

To gloom

He shoulders the pain

He bears the ache

He continues to bleed

He continues to die

He is more…

He is life.
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I
In My Memory

by Yong Angeles

Seasons bent a world
In my memory.

Staring blankly—steady;

Smoothly moved… 

Noiseless melody
Was constantly playing

In my psyche
That dragged me, hooked

Me on a scene
Of a dazzling life 

That I sought 
To subsist,

And sought 
To survive;

A memory 
Of that burnished day

Of a large limb and chest
That roughly touched

My sole.

A memory 
Of that burnished day—

Adore ingrained;

Akin to the world
Within you.

A memory 
Of dim night
Where whine,

Where whimper 
Was in perfect blend;

Wound and pain
In mixed embrace.

A memory 
Of the times.

Of yore
That bent a world

In my memory

Live
by Marx Lenn Mendoza

A million stars’ sparkle

Hovered over me ‘til morn

Legends came in

Called me to their life

I didn’t have hesitations

But the dirt called dust

Turned into a life form

I lowered my encumbrance…

Beyond the skies I saw

Above and across

Waters deep so blue

Destiny conquered me---

Freed from all hunger

Brought me into this height

I don’t know—

Was it I that soared?

Cling to upset the plans!

Tell me the truth—

 

do you know me?

Tell me the truth—

do you know why

I live?
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Love Song for Nobody 
(Something in You)

by Vielin_60044243

When I look into your eyes

I feel my heart leap through the skies

Each time I hear your voice 

My mind hums sweetly in chorus

Your smile makes me flutter 

Like a sparrow in the sky

But how will I let you understand

The love I feel for you

How will I let you know…
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Wmi vida es una 
mentira 

(My Life’s A Lie)
by Joti Obsequio

cowered in darkness—
messed, wounded, crying alone in a corner

her sobbing echoed in my mind as i approached
her

nearly aware that i was beside her

“what’s wrong?” i murmured in an awkward tone
but she kept on crying…

i gazed at her waiting for a reply
but grit defeated her sobbing

conceived in trepidation a question arose—
who’s this girl?

she seemed to be anguished
full of angst and ache

agony that little by little kills her

my soul throbbed with empathy, but why?
it seemed that i knew this girl well

where have i seen her before?
that gloomy, pale and familiar face

then, as she slowly lifted her head
a ray of light shone upon her 

she flipped her hair gently
and wiped the tears upon her cheek

she stared at me…
i looked straight at her

but to my surprise
i nearly fainted to what i saw

before me is a creature
a creature i knew too well

someone who looks exactly like me
she sad something, something that stunned me…

memento mori!
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QOne Perfect Morning
by The Other Judy Abbott

One perfect morning

As I stared at my window

I saw a girl hidden in the shadows

She was familiar, yet a stranger too.

All alone in the midst of void, I felt pain

Then it began to rain.

One perfect morning

As I stared at my window

I saw her again, more obvious than before

She was someone I knew but I wasn’t sure.

As I viewed her, the pain inside me heightened

The rain continued its orchestra.

One perfect morning

As I stared at my window

I was surprised when I saw her face

She stared back, torn, her eyes pooled in tears—drowning.

Full of unknown sufferings, regrets and untold lies

Rain poured down in icy torrents.

One perfect morning

As I stared at my window

I searched for the girl and thought she was nowhere

But then she appeared—in her hands, a butterfly was trapped.

She gently crushed it between her palms and blood streamed down.

The rain barely whispered.

One perfect morning

As I stared at my window

I saw none, not even a shadow.

Then I remembered, she died—I buried her.

It was the perfect morning…

The rain ceased.

I am now Myself.
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SShadows of Past
by Sigfred

Tears appear gently in the cold weary night,

Feeling lonely while standing 

Before a friend—

Playing soft touching music with an acoustic guitar, 

Whispering the lyrics together with the tone,

Make her more emotional.

She closes her eyes opens her heart and mind,

Tears stream down strappingly and fast

She looks at the dark sky hoping for a shooting star,

To plead, wish, and bid goodbye…

She turns her face towards the sweet-chilling breeze,

Facing the deluge darkness—

Breathes deeply into the shadows of past,

Leave it like a fleck of dust—

then

She tosses her tears against her dream.

“I feel the melody, still capturing my soul, 

Making little glimpse of my treasured thoughts.”
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X

Shunt 
by Jeremiah Digo

Life goes on like a tree planted by the river,

River that gives me joy and refuge,

I never thought that the water that flows through my roots,

Will run dry like a desert of clouds.

Cloudy life flash before my eyes,

But not a drop of rain,

Road of untold agony thrust my head face down to the ground,

Cravings of my blood, shouts in my eyes.

Along the desert, scorching sun seethes my soul,

No water, no food, nor shelter to cope with, 

Only a handful of sand drifts my consciousness,

Sand that covers my body and blown away.

My life is on thorns of fire,

Wishes and dreams cannot be worn,

Drops of blood swell my body,

Until I whimper my last good bye—

LIFE is in God’s hands.
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T
Sweetened 

Sweet
by Harem

So much in my body wanders 

all around…

Dispossess my hours

Gentle trust enter the reasons behind me—

entertain me completely…

Nothing close

Nothing sudden

Only certain to see

Sadly falls unto you

Wicked!

Enclosed me with hands—

Teach me to live!

The Craven
by Sigfred

Breaking up the passion weakens the senses
Prying in my mind for proving I was wrong

Dying is an option that I’ve made 
My own fate

Yet one question still reigns in me—

Am I always wrong?

Lack of knowledge…

Underfed mind…

Scrawny senses…

Failure to respond—devastated me—dishonesty!
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U
TThe Tongue

by Keilah Bough

The tongue reveals the heart.
The tongue is You.

A living emblem of the soul—
The tongue is You.

The tongue is a concealed gracious weapon.
The tongue is You.

A devouring fire that ravages life—
The tongue is You.

The tongue is a helm that steer your destiny in life.
The tongue is You.

It utters sheer praises to our God—and curses the image of Him.
The tongue is You.
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UUntitled
by Joanna Marie Cruz

I lie still beside the street 

No companion but myself

Lending an ear to my breath

Struggling for words to utter

I close my eyes

But still no difference

Dark as before, dark as ever

Searching for my peers

No one I find

With this pain I anguish

Asking myself, “When will it end?”

I laugh and cry through the years

Until I become numb of everything

Even of my own—

I don’t care

Blackness enfold me, keeping me warm

Giving me my most wanted peace

Alas! I find peace and companionship in darkness—

Goodnight!
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SWhat Took You So 
Long?
by Lailanie Fronda

I’m scared to close my eyes even a blink
Lest the memories of your angelic face

Happy with grace and pensiveness
Would fade…

Won’t dare to cover my ears in slumber
Lest your sweet voice gently flowing 

Like a humming river lilt the meadows
Won’t be heard…

Rainbow-hued dawn finally came 
My gloomy day—

Shadows of the rainy past
That haunted me—illuminated!

Is this LOVE
That turned everything thrilling?

The concealed sensation
That lit the day?

This life’s great miracle
That made two unlike-hearted merge

Though barred by Leviathans
Will triumph over infatuation’s battle!

W



21 HATINIG   WEATHERED    CHAPTER 01

Without A Name, 
Without A life

by The Other Judy Abbott

He is nameless
And he looked at me with his sharp eyes, almost on the verge of tears

It sliced through me but I ignored him
Walking hastily.

He followed with reluctant steps
Leaving behind prints of uncertainty and spoiled nonsense.

We reached the bridge.
He stood there, silent…unmoving.

I stopped.
Stared at him with my cold coals of forced sympathy

“Naïve”, I heard myself breathe.
“It’s a mirror in front of you.”

My eyelids enveloped me in darkness.

I heard a crash against the skull.
He dropped unconscious, blood cracked out in streams.

I stepped back, not wanting to touch,
Not wanting pain, not wanting reality

Hands took him away…

“He was stolen”
She accused me. “I came to claim and never will he return to you.”

Her lips pressed to his.
“I don’t know him”, rained the echoless denial.

He is nameless.

It was too late.

W
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YYes
by Yong Angeles

I saw 

In that idiot box

A predicament!

It was loud 

And gruesome.

The excellent arrogance

Of a statue’s hue

Assured collapsed.

Yes, of principle

And morale;

The splendid tension

Eluded by the Printed Tongue;

Of tittle-tattle, 

Spelled

The supposed

Strong Morality;

And for just a coin

Of twenty searing sheet!

Leaf;

Dispersed of cold burnt,

Passion and sentiment

Of fury and anguish:

Broadcasted the dimness

Of Humane,

Would spur

And urge

The nature of swine inside;

Still, 

I’ll be familiar with the innocent story

Of a covetous claw

That succumbed the essence of existence.

Yes,

I saw it!

I heard it—

In a Box!
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On the average, life’s just a bunch of cabbage
Waiting to be trampled on by mindless ravage
You try to build it, but fiends come in to rip it 
‘Til your lack of self-esteem makes you feel 
like a midget

It’s just discreet situations; let’s look at the 
real side
Tarnished can on a kid’s hand while he’s 
cramped on the street side
His existence had been like a dice
Forced to survive alone since he was five

You pass by him with eyes on high—you seem 
blind?
You’re worse than perverts speaking green 
lines
From green minds…and it’s not just the child
It’s the woman who brought him to existence

Can’t blame her, she didn’t really knew better
Her man left her faster than a twister
After knowing a baby is on the way…
She went waiting everyday

For heaven’s merciful doors
This baby matured into manhood fighting wars
He became fiend, drug dealer, and cop killer 
Looting for want—looting for love.

He didn’t knew any better, 
His mother and father—his molder and 
teacher—they never cared
And the lifestyle of the streets is a fork on 
the road
Death or incarceration… there is no more on 
the code
Casket or the pen…either way it’s a life
Better life for a better lie
When cops can’t understand and cash rule 
the work
Can’t buy justice—so he’s living death just to 
pay dues

And we tell him the key out is proper educa-

tion
But the takes money too—nothing’s for free
And the money he’s looting is money for weed
No friends…all he have is money and brutality

Can’t we see this? Yes, we actually can
But we’re too timid to extend a hand
We who have the means, we know better life
But we only concentrate on our own petty 
strife

So what if you can’t buy load? They can’t even 
buy shelter
Or nice places to rest like yours with feathered 
pillows
You eat three times a day but them? Thrice a 
week
Family you live with…for them are deceased

Or gone or in jail…you and your life
Got a lot especially your loot and your pride
Stop talking to me about how life has been 
unfair to you
People live death in everyday when they’re 
compared to you

Your Life’s Easy
by Chrome
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P
Sa bawat paghampas ng nangangalit,

Rumaragasang mga alon;
Dulot ay pighati, pasakit

Pagtulo ng mga luha,
Tila ulan mula sa matang napiringan.

Alimpuyo ng hangin
Pilit naglalayo...

---Lailanie Fronda

24

Ampiyas ng
Malikhain
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Haggang Sa 
Muli

ni Harris Medrano

Sa muling pagsapit ng gabi..

Mahinahon subalit walang pasintabi

Walang pag-aalinlangan ni pagtanggi

Sa piling ko’y ikaw ang katabi.

Sa muling pagsapit ng ulan…

Kailanma’y hindi nang-iwan

Sa kabila ng kulog at kidlat ay nanahan

Init ang hatid dampi mo sa aking katawan

Sa muling pagbubukang liwayway…

Ikaw pa rin ang kaagapay

Bulong sa tenga ang nagiging gabay

Upang bumangon at harapin ang buhay

Subalit…

Sa bawat pag-inog ng mundo…

Hindi ko ninais ang tulad mo

Itanatakwil kita! Walang pakunswelo

Ayaw kitang ka-puso!

Sa bawat pagsapit ng mga araw…

Nakatutulig na bulong, mala-balaraw!

Halik mo’y siyang pamawi ng sariling uhaw

Paki-usap… hindi ako maligaya, talagang

Sa iyo’y ayaw!

At…

Sa muling paglakad ng mga oras…

Ang tinig mo’y hindi talaga matatas

Lumayo ka na! aking iniaatas

Sa iniimbing galit, ikaw ay inutas

Lintik na dugyot!

Wag kang magkubli sa madidilim na sulok!

Katapat  mo’y mga palad kong pinagdag-op

Patay ka na! hayop na lamok!
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L
Love is…
How stupid to discuss it na naman di ba?
For thousands of years we pipol tried to define 
love…
Pero here me na naman defining it again…

Love is a delectable awkwardness—
Alam mo ba ung mga panahon na may ka shake 
hands yung girl mo na chololo at pinaguusapan 
nila ung kanilang small group bla bla bla… wala 
kang magawa kundi tumingin na lang sa 10 years 
nilang shake hands session.

Love is a delightful sore—
Kapag alam mo na mali talaga sya pero kelangan 
mo talagang ilaglag ang lahat ng iyong pagkalal-
ake at maglakad na nakayukong ulo at may mala-
Leo Echagaray na mukha at sabihing “sorry.” 

Love is the extreme denial of the self—
May babayaran kang 300 pesos na project bukas. 
Wala ka ng pera. Dumating yung girl mo, sinabi 
nya, “B, labas tau bukas, toxic na me d2 sa AUP eh.” 
Sabi mo, “Oooooooba!”—paalam project.

Love is a smiley blade—
Girl mo may kasamang boy—klasmeyt daw nya. Ikaw 
mukhang Boy—sa isang tabi. Sabi ni Heart, “flirting 
na to, men!” Pero sabi ni Brain, “Hindi ah! Ako lang 
ang mahal nun!” dumudugo na ang ilong mo, tol! 
Pero at least you know you can see her precious 
smile—ay boplogs talaga!  

Love is an ethereal Orocan—
Mainit ang ulo nya. Kulay RED MENS ang mukha 
nya. Galing sya ng store, may dalang napkin. Alam 
mong magiging masama ang kalalabasan ng araw 

Love is…
ni Kalbolicious

mo na ito. Alam mong magiging masungit sya sau. 
Pero kelangan mo nang magLEVEL-UP. Plastikan na 
to! Tolness, what’s wrong with ya!

Love is a priceless prick—
“Hmmm…ang cute cute mo talaga parang bear! 
Kurut. Kurut. Kurut. Kurut. Kurut at kurut pa… at 
kurut pa. @#$*! Wag mo nga akong kurutin! Pero u 
know at least she is happy. Martyr-ness to the max!

Love is an enjoyable torture—
Pumasa ka ng 3rd year high school sa Mathematics 
kasi nakiusap si Mommy kay teacher. Dumating girl 
mo sabi, “B, pagawa naman ng assignment ko.” Sabi 
mo, “Ooooooba!” pag tingin mo sa papel—Differen-
tial Calculus—What-d-ness? Matemateks!

Love is a delicately refined exploitation—
“B, palaba naman ng uniform ko, kelangan ko lang 
talaga tomorrow 4 am.”
“B, pa download naman ng research ko sa email ni 
Anna. Tapos pa-edit na din ha. Luv yahh!” Kuha n 
lng kya xa ng ka2long.

In short, love is a slow and painful death!
Whatdaness!… dati love is blind lang.
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NManalig
ni Gene Victor Del Castillo

Kung ikaw ay nalilito

At nawawala sa landas,

‘Wag pabayaang magpatalo

Iyong hirap ay may wakas.

Kahit maraming problema

Ang palaging dumadaan.

Sariling pagtitiwala

Ay ‘wag sanang mawawalan.

Ituloy ang pagdarasal

At paghingi ng gabay,

Sa Panginoong Maykapal

Buong Puso’y ialay.

Munting Berdeng 
Paruparo

ni Hanna Yvette PeJa

Sa bawat pagmamasid

Nakaw na sulyap sa akin ay hatid

Tila may ibig ipahiwatig

Sa mga mata mo’y mababatid

Tila nabibighani

Mga mata mo’y sa’kin nagawi

Bakit ako ang iyong napili?

Isang hamak na mumunti

Kulay ko’y iyong napansin

Ako’y di karaniwan kung iyong tutuusin

Di ka ba nagtataka sa akin

Sa kaliitang aking angkin?

Sa aking berdeng anyo 

Larawan ng isang nagsusumamo

Ako sana ay iyong dinggin

Sa pagkakabilanggo ako’y iyong palayain

Sana’y maging Malaya

Sa mundong sa aki’y isinadya

Malayang nakalilipad

Saan man ako mapadpad

Sa rehas ng kalungkutan

Ako’y iyong pakawalan

Palayain sa pagkakakulong

Sa isang masamang kahapon
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GPagbuklod ng Pag-asa
ni Criselyn Abris

Buhay ay mahirap sa mundong ibabaw.
Bagay sa’ting mundo panandalian lang

Mga yamang likas, pati kasiyahan
Madaling magbago, madaling palitan.

“Ibigin ang kapwa gaya ng sa akin”
Kautusang dapat nating sundin.

Ang ngiti at sayang walang maliw
Ito’y kamtang lubos—huwag maninimdim.

Kung ang hanap ninyo’y permanenteng bagay
Kasiyahang walang katapusan

Ang lahat ng ito’y iisa ang pinanagmulan—
Tanging Dios lamang.

Mahahalagang utos ng Dios
Ibinigay sa’ting buong-buo

Ibigin S’ya ng ‘ting buong puso
Huwag matatakot at huwag susuko.

Ginagawang may hirap at pagod— 
Sundin walang pagkapuot

Ibigin ang kapwa
Lalo na ang Dios.

Magdasal, tumulong sa kapwa
Pagdating niya’y nalalapit na

Dapat maging handa
Masama’y alisin—gumawa ng tama.
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Songs Ng Buhay Ko
ni M.A.Cosme

How Did You Know na mahal ko siya?

Pwede bang wag mong sabihin sa kanya

Baka kasi magalit siya

Lalo lang akong mawawalan ng pag-asa

Alam ko More Than Words ay di sapat

Para mahalin din niya ako ng tapat

Bakit ba kasi ganito ang buhay

Pag-ibig talagang nakaka-High.

Kahit Sandali, sabi ni Jennylyn Mercado

Gusto ko lang naman kami’y magkasundo

Kaya lang siya’y dedma lang

Pero mahal ko siya, Pakisabi Na Lang

Akala ko’y I Finally Found Someone

Na aking mamahalin at magugustuhan

Haaay…Ang Pag-ibig Kong Ito…

Ako ngayon ay litong-lito

Kahit gawin niya akong Alipin

Ito’y okei lang sa akin

Bastat ako’y kanyang mamahalin

At di lolokohin

Sa Game Of Love ako’y lagin talunan…

Bigo at umuuwing luhaan

Ako ba’y may Foolish Heart para saktan?

O ang magmahal ay kasalanan?

Parang gusto ko nang mahimatay

Dahil wala siya sa aking buhay

Pero Pangako, ito na ang aking One Last Cry

Ako na lamang ay maghihintay

Pero kahit ganito ang nangyari

Buhay ko’y Tuloy Pa Rin

Kahit ako’y Torete sa kanya

Love ko’y talagang Sa Kanya.
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PTransisyon
ni Alvinil Rey

Bagong panahon

Ang kaharap ngayon

Nalilitong diwa,

Iba’t-ibang bersyon.

Gunaw daw ang kasunod.

Delubyo.

Baha.

Pagyanig.

Apoy.

Linlangin ang pangamba,

Basagin ang takot.

Sa pagpasok ng oras

Tayo ay pipiglas.

Mag-aaklas

Para itindig

Ang bagong bukas

Na tayo ang lulutas.

Taglay ang liwanag na

Titingalain ng madla.

Nagmula, nagtapos 

Ang lahat sa tuwa.

Guhit ng palad

Kasunod ay usad.

Muling sasalubong

Sa ngiti ng pag-asa.

Lalampas sa karimlan

Na parang isinilang

Sa ikalawang muli.
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P
through the test of time, rocks, stones, pebbles and shells
turn to be unnumbered sand due to the impetus torrent of cruel 
waves.

pivotal vicissitudes
encapsulated—unfolded.

the virga fade
an aftermath of blizzard.

life’s luminous rainbow wouldn’t appear
if it’s not with the turbulent storm.

---Lailanie  Fronda
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z
He was a man of trade, a 
man of talent and skill. He was 
a farmer, fisherman, carpenter, craftsman, musician, 
and a silent worker whose diligence I could never 
surpass. I sometimes wonder and tell myself, “If only 
he had had the chance to finish a formal educa-
tion, he could have been a genius!” I have seen him 
fix and weave those foxy nets, weave fancy native 
hats, build houses, and make farming tools like the 
plow—with excellence and finesse. As a musician, he 
plays the local guitar or ukulele with dexterity 
and mastery. That is why he became a member of the 
“rondalia” that played music during special gather-
ings and festivities.

Whenever my father was doing his work at our 
house, I was always right beside him. I was his an-
noying kid-apprentice—curious in his work and inter-
rogating whatever he was doing. Nevertheless, the 
master never got tired of the pesky intern making 
mess with his art. Instead, with the patience of a 
monk, he showed me how to do things. He taught 
me how to fix the net with my tender, wondering 
hands. He showed me how to plow the field; how to 
raise and lower the butt of the plow so that the 
proper depth of the soil will be tilled. “Watch where 
the carabao goes!” the captain would yell. “Or else 
you will make a crooked furrow.” Thus, for a mo-
ment I thought I owned my father’s trade; I learned 
his trade, but not as good as he does.

I used to go fishing with him along the seashore. We 
would walk 3-4 kilometers sweltering under the sun; 
but that didn’t bother us, we enjoyed the long walk 
together—father and son. The vast blue sea and 
the almost unending horizon never failed to amaze 
young querying minds. The ocean breeze would waft 
its way through my breathing, relieving my numb 
mortal soul—I felt exhilarated. The rushing pebbles 
dragged by the waves made a choral sound with the 
antiphonies of the mighty walls of water plummeting 
to the shore.
 I would wait at the shoreline to intently witness 
the prowler as he prepared his net and then ap-
proached the waves. He would battle the rage of na-

3 and Free
by Jackson Daguio

ture—waves, coming one after another, would push 
him offshore, as if forbidding him to cast his net. I 
remember seeing him hold his ground patiently till 
the waves calmed down. When the waves ebbed, then 
my father, with grace and impeccable timing, would 
throw in the net. The net would make a hissing 
sound, as if rejoicing for being free, forming a circle 
as it plunged into the waters. Then, as he dragged 
the net slowly offshore I waited expectantly hoping 
to see a lot of catch.

There were also times when I went with him herding 
our cattle and water buffalo. We rode at the back 
of our mighty coach going out and coming home. 
I enjoyed the slow gait and cradle-like motion of 
our loved beast that often times, I would doze off 
and my father with those worn sturdy arms would 
cuddle me—making sure I won’t fall off. Oh! How I 
love those days. I always imagine myself back into 
those arms.

Sometimes, we only appreciate the value of a person 
when they’re already gone. We can only start to 
value them when they are no longer around. And 
sometimes those near us are the ones that are most 
neglected and least appreciated. It’s queer that only 
when their memories start to haunt us that it is the 
only time we realize that they were the most pre-
cious part of our lives. Little words that we fail to 
say; little things that we forgot to do; could have 
brought them joy—lasting even to their last breath, 
I could have not failed. I failed to say “thank you” 
to my father; I failed to say that I love him. I failed 
to appreciate the things he has done.

But now, more than before, I love my father.



35 HATINIG   WEATHERED    CHAPTER 01

That sphere that glows in the 
night sky rises in full gran-
deur and majesty. The shadows that 
darken the land fled to the west while the edge of 
the kamatsili’s shadowy form sparkle as light struck 
its calm leaves, folded and bowed to rest. The land 
glitters with moist. While at a distance, some broken 
line of madre de cacao trees form walls of shadow. 

The sand on the ground absorbs some of the atmo-
sphere’s dampness making its surface a little bit cold. 
The fine sands luster with the moon’s light. The land 
seems like waves of the sea but never recedes to the 
shore. At the middle of it is a mound where we play 
under the moonlight; children, jovial and carefree, 
having the best time of our lives. 

Every full moon we go out to play especially during 
the cold months of December. I was seven years old, 
while my sister Amy was 12. We would rush to finish 
our after-supper household chores, so that we could 
go out and play “patintero” with our friends. Their 
distant rousing we hear; telling us to hurry—the fun 
is starting!

“Hurry up! I can hear them shouting already!” says 
Ate Amy.
“I am. But help me first with these plates; they’re too 
heavy for me” I retorted.

After finishing the chores, we ran as fast as we could 
to catch-up with our friends.

“Nana, we’re going-out to play at the ‘paratong’ with 
our friends!” we told our mother almost in unison as 
we sped out of the house.

On the field is a place—a dune—as large as that of 
a basketball court. Its edges slowly rise from each 
side, giving us a semi-barricade from the cold wind 
and enough to make us feel surrounded with walls. 
Here we gather to play our favorite night game—”pa-
tintero.” This playground is our own world, where we 
make rules and rule with it; where we make boundar-
ies and limits, yet, we are free.

Preparing the playground by making lines upon the 
sand is the prelude for the fun itself. Digging my right 
toe then dragging it to make a long line connecting 
from the other being made is exciting. The tiny grains 
of sand feel warm under the sole of my puny right 

Dances, Dunes, and a Full 
Moon

by Jackson Daguio
foot. This elicits a great sensation which children of 
my age can never explain yet would love to experience 
it again and again. 

The ground is ready, it’s now time to divide the crowd 
into two and decide who will be the “it.” We bicker 
with one another. All wanted to be with the best 
player and the better team. But that is how we group 
ourselves—with petulance. We complain until we all 
find where we want to be.

We would play till the line that bounds us becomes 
like a ditch. The fine grains of sand leveled by the 
cautious wind turned into a battleground as if a bat-
tle of mighty fleet of fierce footed soldiers fought 
and fled there.

We dodged, we slid, we dove, and we rolled upon the 
sand—we were crazy. We shouted with joy and some-
times we yelled at each other for claims of his, or her, 
or my rights for a play or an unfair play.
“You cheated!”
“No, I did not!”
“Yes, you did!”
“I did not!” are some repeated complains and yells.
While “Home!”
“Safe!”
“One zero!” are some victory cries that you would 
hear echoing upon the slumber of the night—but the 
land seemed to be deaf at that moment; simply enjoy-
ing the sounds of stampede made by children.

We play ‘till we are exhausted or until someone or 
somebody’s mother comes calling for her sons or 
daughters to come home for the night is already 
late.
Only then will we be satisfied and head home…

I prefer walking home on my bare feet with my slippers 
on each hand. I love to feel the damp sod under my 
soles after those long exhilarating hours of play; it 
somehow relieves my tired nerves. While gazing upon 
the full moon, I somehow fancy that it is smiling, 
happy to see little children like us having the freedom 
to have fun under its light—having the time, free from 
fear and threat to dance and be merry even for a 
night. 

I look forward to another full moon where we come 
together and dance once more. I never felt freedom 
like that before…
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D
Autumn leaves were gen-
tly falling as I sat on the 
swing that ordinary Friday 
afternoon. My faithful companion, my lav-
ender-covered notebook was with me; the one I always 
carry wherever I go. It is where I write my sentiments 
and my hypothetical ideas as a writer—my confidant. 
I write to challenge myself in expressing what I feel. 
And at that moment, as I opened the page where I left 
off, an old picture fell. Resting on the grass beside my 
right foot, I picked it up.

Suddenly, I was looking at a familiar face of a girl. 
She wore a dazzling expression and eyes that almost 
pierced through my very soul. Beside her was some-
one who looked like me, or most probably, it was me. 
The picture was taken when we were seniors in high 
school.  We were in uniforms. Those old worn-out 
uniforms…

I found myself reminiscing memories. It was funny. 
Those times when we were together never fails to 
bring me smile. 

Way back in third year, I never really liked her. My 
blood always fumed whenever I saw her in her punk-
skateboarder-looks. I hated everything about her 
with no real reason. I was her Osama Bin Laden. But 
fate has a funny way of turning things around.

Profoundly, my perception about her changed. She 
wasn’t really stubborn, narrow minded or a great 
jerk!  She just wanted to be heard and understood. 
She’s a good listener and an open-minded person. She 
wasn’t really snobbish. She’s a great person, that once 
you get to know her, you’ll really like her to the 
bones!—a real sweet person.

There were times when I felt miserable, she’ll ap-
pear out of nowhere and would cheer me up. We did 
things together; we ate together, cried together, and 
laughed together with our triumphs and mistakes. I 
confided my problems with her and she was always 
there ready to listen no matter what. In the process, 
we learned from each other.

But as we know it, life is not all smiles and laughter. 
Sometimes, we can only distinguish fantasy from real-
ity the moment pain comes knocking in and enters into 
our world. 

Our closeness developed a certain feeling, an unwant-
ed affection that later shattered the fairy-tale story 

Dasa Rei
by The Other Judy Abbott

of a friendship delicately woven. We made a promise 
and broke it. I was never the same again. I was dev-
astated.

I remember the essay entitled “Sonia” by Francisco B. 
Icasiano. It moved me to a point of realization on 
how to cope with pain. He said, “Pain, I have realized 
is beautiful only when one can rise from its depressing 
power.” 

It meant a lot to me especially after the sad experi-
ence I had gone through. It was an emotional torture 
that tormented me and made me a pulp of hopelessness 
and misery. At first it was really hard to accept the 
truth and to move on. And to start again was to 
me, an impossible option—to be whole again is a big 
question to ponder upon. But the soul can only recog-
nize the beauty of pain if we, in ourselves will become 
strong after it had touched us.

As I look back at that page of my life, I had made a 
different perspective about the things around me. God 
sometimes allows us to experience pain to learn from 
our mistakes. The hardest part for me was to let go 
and accept the truth. But gradually, it made me a bet-
ter not a bitter person. As Mr. Victor Parachin wrote, 
“Challenges and problems should make us better not 
bitter people.” The pains we have encountered must 
motivate us to make our life a bit more meaningful 
and to use our pains to bless others by bringing them 
inspiration and hope.

If we are inflicted with pain, it doesn’t mean that 
our life will be miserable and hopeless forever. Hope 
only vanishes when we stop believing that it exists. 
Life has its own surprises and uncertainties. But these 
shouldn’t discourage us. 

Suddenly, a drop of liquid splattered my face on the 
picture. I thought it was me crying. But then, more 
droplets came pouring down. It was raining. I hid 
the picture under one of the pages of my notebook. 
I wasn’t afraid of the threatening clouds. I wasn’t 
afraid of the cold wind; nor the sharp raindrops that 
pierced my skin. They too shall end. They will eventu-
ally end.  The rain is not forever.

Wherever she is right now, I hope she’s doing fine. 
I will never forget the ups and the downs that we 
faced together. All the pain, the sorrow and the 
tears proved that we are really humans living in a 
real world. 

I think no one can blame us for that. We are all en-
titled to it.
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Dear Donor Family,
How can we adequately say thank you for a new life? 
Forgive us for taking so long to write, but the task has 
been emotional and intimidating. Many nights we have 
prayed for you, for God’s presence to comfort you and 
to fill the emptiness that must be overwhelming at the 
loss of your child. How we long for you to know the 
difference that you’ve made through your giving and 
unselfish spirit, in the time of your greatest pain and 
tragedy, has made in our life. We would like to tell you 
about our son, Nathan, and the road we have traveled. 
God, who works in ways far beyond our understanding, 
has allowed our lives to intersect in this way, and we 
pray that you might share some of our joy in this gift 
you have allowed.

We learned about Nathan’s heart condition, hypo-
plastic left heart syndrome (missing the main pumping 
chamber of the heart), when Kate was 20 weeks preg-
nant. We had an ultrasound just to peek and see if the 
baby would be a boy or a girl. I imagine that our shock 
about finding out that he had a potentially fatal heart 
defect was somehow similar to you finding out that 
your child had cancer. Luckily, we had time to adjust 
and prepare. We had two options—a heart transplant 
soon after birth (if a heart became available) or a series 
of 3 reconstructive surgeries to reconfigure the blood 
vessels to make use of his right ventricle to pump blood 
to his body.

Nathan was born on May 14, 2001, and had his first 
open heart surgery when he was five days old. It was 
hard to see him there, so small; with so may IV’s and 
tubes. Thankfully, after three weeks we were able to 
bring him home (on oxygen and monitors). Two months 
later, we made an emergency trip back for the second 
surgery after Nate got sicker just from the stress of 
the first set of baby shots. He made it through and was 
home after another 2 weeks, although now trailing IV 
antibiotics for 3 more weeks due to a wound infection. 
He had 2 more open heart surgeries before his first 
birthday, for a narrowing of hi aorta, and then for a 
pacemaker due to complications from the third surgery. 
But through it all, Nathan proved to be strong and 
happy, and well loved.

An unexpected turn in our journey started in Novem-
ber of last year, when Nathan was 18 months old. He 
caught a cold and got much fussier than usual. We 
were surprised to find his oxygen level dangerously low 
and put him back on oxygen; within a few days, he was 
back in the hospital. Although we first thought the 
virus had attacked his heart and made it weak, it be-
came apparent after a few weeks that his heart was just 
wearing out and starting to fail. The right ventricle 
had been designed to pump blood under low pressure to 
the lungs; the surgeries had hooked it up to pump under 
high pressure to the body—usually this works out, but 
in Nate’s case his cold just made it apparent that his 
heart was slowly failing. He would no longer be able to 
have the final reconstructive surgery; without a new 
heart, we knew he would not live long.

After a second hospital stay in February, Nathan was 
put on the transplant list. The prospect was scary 
enough, but now there was more bad news—due to his 
past surgeries and transfusions, he had a high level 
of antibodies against foreign tissues and would reject 
90% of hearts, even if the blood type was right. He was 
given strong immune suppressing drugs, but they did not 
seem to change the test results. It looked like the wait 

A New Heartfelt Thanks!
by Rick

would be very long, and we had no way of knowing how 
long Nate’s heart would hold out. He was on oxygen 
again and an IV with medicine to make his heart beat 
harder.

During this time, we held onto some verses from the 
Bible: “I will give you a new heart and put a new spirit 
in you; I will remove from you your heart of stone and 
give you a heart of flesh” (Ezekiel 36:26); and “I am still 
confident of this: I will see the goodness of the Lord 
in the land of the living. Wait for the Lord; be strong 
and take heart and wait for the Lord.” (Psalm 27:13-14). 
Multitudes of people were praying for Nate and for us 
and for you. We knew that the only way that Nathan 
would get new heart would be if another child died. 
Our hope would be tied to your pain and tragedy. We 
prayed that somehow, some of the sting of your pre-
cious child’s death would be lessened, knowing that 
another child would now have a chance to live.

We got the call on august 18th at 9:15 p.m. that there 
could be a match for Nate, but the first blood test 
showed some incompatibility. We rushed to hospital to 
give another blood sample and then back home for a 
restless night. Thankfully, another round of immune 
suppressing medicine just a week before had eliminated 
the interaction—your child’s heart would be a perfect 
match. After a long day of waiting for surgeons to 
prepare Nathan, and to bring your child’s heart, Nate 
made it through the surgery after 8 hours. We prayed 
for your family as we sat in the waiting room, and tried 
to imagine what it must have been like for you. They did 
tell us that there was a brain tumor, so we know you 
must have spent a ton of time at the hospital, fighting 
for your child’s life, like we have. To everyone’s amaze-
ment, Nahan was off the breathing machine within 12 
hours, and came home after 8 days. The first month 
had us in and out of the hospital with a few compli-
cations, but it was amazing the difference that your 
child’s strong heart made in Nathan.

It is a good heart. We are amazed every time we see it 
on the echocardiogram—all 4 chambers with all the 
valves flapping away—something we didn’t see before. 
After 6 months of being unable to gain weight despite a 
voracious appetite, he has gained 4 pounds and 2 inches. 
He has started to walk (at the age of 2 ½ years) and is 
more talkative and energetic (and able to defend him-
self against the loving help of his older sisters, ages 6 
and 8). And best of all for mom and dad, now he loves 
to cuddle (before the transplant, he didn’t like to lie 
on his chest or be cuddled—we didn’t know you needed 
a left ventricle for that). Be assured that something 
big lies ahead for this kid—he acts as though the whole 
world loves him, and he loves everyone—he constantly 
says “hi” to perfect strangers and is able to get them 
to say “hi” back. Remember this, someday if you ever 
hear that the President had a heart transplant when 
he was two!

This Thanksgiving, our blessings overflow. As we cel-
ebrate Nathan’s new chance of life, we want you to 
know that we ache for your loss. What you did was a 
courageous, selfless act of love. We pray for strength 
for you for those days when you feel like you just can’t 
go on. May God bless you and your family with His 
peace, comfort, and healing.
With thanks beyond what words can hold,
Rick, Kate, Elissa, Kristen and Nathan

Editor’s Note: This is a letter written by a father whose son, a heart transplant recipient, lived. This “thank                  	
	  you letter” was written to the family of the donor, a boy who died of sickness at the age of nine.                  	
	  we decided to keep it unedited to keep the authenticity of the letter.
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Educate me!
by bearcharmz

AUP’s system of education is actively involved in the 
restoration of the lost image of our Maker on its 
students. Why? Because immorality, crime, death, and violence pervades the land—the works 
of evil when sin entered into our world; and perfection, the essence of our Maker, has been obliterated 
because of the disobedience of our first parents. 

We were created perfect and holy. But obviously that state of being perfect was lost and now needs 
restored. This is one reason why AUP has a vegetarian cafeteria, because AUP believes that if the stu-
dents are served with fruits and vegetables, nuts and grains, they will be ten times wiser like Daniel 
and his friends. At least even if our physical body is not perfect, we maintain its optimum health by 
having a balance and healthy diet. Yes, it is important to be physically healthy because our body is the 
temple of the Holy Spirit.

We were created to be a moral being. This separated us from the created animals. But our moral, 
mental, and social aspects have become degraded through the passing of time. Students nowadays are 
getting nowhere when it comes to distinguishing what is morally right and what is morally wrong—the 
ability to think critically and morally is lost from the youth of today. Students are bent to dishonesty, 
disrespect for their parents and even with their teachers their sensibilities pervade. The spirit of being 
human is almost lost.

We were created as social beings. Socialization gives us the opportunity to know and enjoy fellowship 
with our fellowmen. AUP also provides social events. Students can enjoy sunrise, and sundown worship 
of any religious small group. Departments of different courses also sponsor social nights of gathering 
for better relationships; thus, promoting the students social aspect.

Early in our Christian lives we were taught to revere God and everything referring to Him is holy. 
Church service is Holy. Attending it makes us holy. Sad to say, that few students today are going to 
church sincerely and very rarely that you can see them bringing the Holy Bible. But thank God, AUP 
is finding ways and means to counteract the dilemma.

Seeing these problems, AUP implemented programs that support the vision of the school of becoming a 
world class center of Christian excellence like having an outreach program. This is to enhance the 
ability of every student to serve his fellow men. Small groups, in-reach, mid-week, community service, 
and chapel periods are some of the programs which a student can choose to join and attend. The Voice 
of Youth and Week of Prayer are activities that students can also participate in especially in motivat-
ing themselves on how to deepen relationship with God.

All of these are very important programs to help in the restoration of every student through holistic 
education. 

In its goal to attain academic excellence, the administration is ardent to meet their objective that 
covers the four aspects of man—the physical, mental, social, and spiritual. 

The students are trained to serve and serve to train. I pray that our students will be aware and pre-
pared for the Second Coming of Jesus.
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GGod’s Blessing That 
Made Me Stronger

by Joanna Marie N. Cruz

“If it can’t kill you, it’ll make you stronger.”

How well do you know yourself? It’s a common question, but not an easy one. Some people may 

say “Yes, I know myself!” and still, they don’t know what they truly want in life. It seems simple 

but not quite.

I’m not that old. I’m just turning 20 years old this month. But instead of being a senior in 

college, I’m still a sophomore. I have already taken two courses previously. First, I took up com-

merce, major in Accountancy, at UST; and second, I shifted to Nursing at Our Lady of Fatima 

University (OLFU). 

All was going well… all was happening as I expected them to; but not until I got attracted to 

the flame. I fell in love at a young age and was so weak to resist temptation. My weakness bore 

me a baby boy. Now, he’s five months old.

At first I felt so downcast. Everything happened so fast. I was a teenager enjoying life as it 

was; but then, all of a sudden I got caught in a web so hard to untangle. I almost lost hope if 

it weren’t not for my baby. But I realized that my baby has nobody but me. In him my hope was 

redeemed.

You may ask if I felt ashamed of him. Of course not! I don’t look at him like a curse; a curse 

that would haunt me for the rest of my life. No. I see him as a blessing from God. 

When I was still pregnant with him, I remember losing my will to study. I decided to stay at 

home and be a full time mom. But when I held him in my arms for the very first time, my heart 

was stirred and my harsh decisions vanished. I cannot let my son suffer for my mistakes. 

My son became my reason and my inspiration to finish my studies. 

Of course, there are regrets. But in life, there’s no room for permanent regrets. We should 

learn from our mistakes then let go; because challenges will always come our way. They are 

inevitable, inescapable. What we should do is accept these challenges and win over them. We 

should use them as stepping stones in reaching for our dreams. And we should never forget to 

ask God for guidance for God is love and with Him, everything is possible.
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Growing-up the Barriotic Way
by Keilah Bough

15 years of my life was spent in a barriotic environ-
ment. A place where the people rise early morning to race the scorching sun; where fishermen get up 
from their sleepy beds before the clock strikes three in the morning to prepare their pump boats and fishing 
nets lined up and dried under the wakeful eyes of the night; and where farmers wake up later around five 
a.m. with their loads of farming tools and necessities to carry with them going to their designated toil. 

Greenery abounds. Fruit trees like mangoes, caimitoes, and guavas provide me with never ending fun climbing 
them for its fruits while playing. I simply loved to hang-out under the shades of old mighty acacia trees 
while trying to hunt for gagamba under its leaves. Life was simple; my pleasures ingenuous. But what capti-
vated me most are the people that I grew-up with in our purok.

My purok catered to different types of personalities. There was the rare honest-to-goodness family man. 
There were the old and odd drunkards who oftentimes looked like zombies fresh from their catacombs 
ready to devour and suck blood from living men. These were the men and women whose morning glory is to 
have their early doze of gin-tonic for a Listerine. Middle-aged gambling lord wannabes were also present. 
They often met in secret places—either under the bamboo shades or in some abandoned houses for fear of 
the local authorities. And from the pseudo to the not-so-religious family who went to church only when 
thunder and lightning hit them hard that they get jolted from their salumpuwets; and everyone in-between; 
all in my beloved purok. They all displayed their innuendoes in different ways. 

One father I know, a sabongero, gambled the whole day—in expense of his family—with his wife and children 
famished. His vice took him to uncharted extremes that only an insane father would dare do. He’d rather 
buy his fighting cock’s pellets (foods) than buy a kilo of rice and a bottle of milk for his baby. One day, out 
of severe hunger, her daughter went to the dearly loved pet and ate the pellets being fed to the cock. The 
father, knowing by heart how expensive those pellets were, shifted to berserk mode and whipped his fragile 
daughter; all because the poor starving child ate the valued bird’s staple. Whew…whatta’ father?

Yes, my small community is one of a kind—a gambler’s den. It was like having a little taste of a Casino Fili-
pino of our own—without the glitz and glamour, of course. From the mother with her little child cuddled 
while gazing on every card, hypnotized by the black and red decks, knew how to shuffle cards and put a 
piso for a bet. I wouldn’t wonder if one of these days I’ll see those children fervently keeping our purok’s 
tradition—sitting before a square table with four white monobloc chairs and four compatriots pensively 
and thoughtfully, with all their perverted logical reasoning can muster, contemplating for their next 
card to drop. 

Personally, I never really liked it. I thought that it was such a waste of time. Spending the whole day be-
witched by the thought that you will win. I was bewildered. They were a bunch of hard working men. Will-
ing to be burned and tanned under the sun. Sweltering with sweat to earn 120 pesos—just enough for a day 
to get by—and just waste it for a capricious vice? I was puzzled. Ah! I was too busy dreaming of becoming an 
Aeronautical Technician. It was a very high and noble childhood dream of mine. But poverty shackled me.

One thing is common in our community though. Almost all of the people there know how to work their 
fingers to the bone. They know the value of hard labor; you can easily notice the dignity of a noble farmer 
in them. Because most of the people never had the chance of going to college, most of them were either 
high school or elementary drop-outs, there was no other choice but to put their hands to the common 
trade—farming. College education is an elusive dream.

It’s funny how a tiny community impresses. I am an imprint of its existence. What it wrought in me took a 
lot of pain to instill in my puny mind the values that I have. I was elegantly influenced by the community 
that served as the mold.
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OHi Lord!
by Deomie Lynn Rivamonte

777 Somewhere Up There
Above The Trees And All The Skies
Beyond The Stars I See, 
Heaven City.

Hi Lord!

How are you? I don’t know how busy you are right now. Pastors say you are wearing a robe and something; 
hearing peoples from all places, coming up with their needs. I guess you must be stressed or something. But I do 
think you have time to read my letter for you, wouldn’t you? (I think that’s the part I know, hehehe). 

Actually, I’ve been wondering so many times how you looked like. It gives me a sort of mystery to imagine you. 
Do you have a mustache or something? I mean, great leaders, I noticed they have such. Or, are you guwapo? 
Well, I guess you’re more than guwapo because you’re perfect. Hey, that’s not trying to make “pasipsip” to you, 
ei? Honestly, I feel so light when we talk. As if I were on a whole day retreat with a childhood friend. But, I 
liked the idea that you were superbly kind and gentle that even the most horrible Psycho would change with 
just a whisper of your love. I feel guilty, actually. Many times I’ve always taken you for granted. I am really 
demanding, and I must be reminded of it. I ask too many things and often times just simply to please myself. 
That’s rude. But you never gave up on me. Even if I were stubborn, even to the point that it irritates others, 
you still took time to mould me. 

I remember one time, Lord, that wasn’t too long ago. I prayed for chocolates. I thought it was sweet to taste. 
You gave me, but I wasn’t satisfied. I asked for more, and found an access to the big box of it. It was pleasing 
really; I liked every single piece of it. I finished the whole box. And though I knew it’d cause me tonsillitis, I 
thought, “It’s nice, why wait to finish it slowly?” But soon I felt there was a thickening muscle in my throat 
and it was hard to swallow. I tried to ease the pain, but the more I tried, the more awful it felt. I called on 
you. I thought you’re going to scold me, like the rest of the old men do. “Why did you do it?” They say; but I 
never heard that from you. Instead you took me and said, “Hey! Why don’t we take a walk?” I was a bit scared 
at the start, I thought you were going to push me with words on your letter but, amazingly, you never did 
mention a single word that pertains to it. 
The more I read your letter, the better I’ve felt. It was amazing actually. I noticed that, I no longer felt bad 
in the throat. I no longer felt signs of the tonsillitis I had. There was something in your words that made me 
feel better, and made me try to avoid things that would harm me. 

Even if I haven’t seen you until now, I feel that you really understand me. You know how vulnerable I am to 
things that look pretty and tempting. You know very well how weak I am. Instead of pushing me away because 
I seldom listen, you gave me a chance. With the words in your letter and for the compassion I feel from you, 
I feel healed. I know in mind and heart that you are there for me. You are going to do everything to make me 
feel safe and warm.
	
All I want to say is, thank you! The way you’ve proven to me that if I only respond to your letter, read and 
obey them, I’d be ok. That felt good. Now I really feel good. No longer do I feel awkward. I know that with 
you, I’m all safe and sound. Thank you, Lord. That really feels good. Really! I hope I could see you one day. 
And when I do, I would like to give you the biggest bear hug I could! Saying “Thank you, Lord, I couldn’t have 
asked for more.”

From, the childish grown up who loves you a lot,

Len
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P
 Sa abot kamay na mga pangarap;
Tila parusang walang hanggan

Dala’y agam-agam, pagkalito at kabiguan.

Madalas iniiwasan, ngunit hindi matatakasan,
Mga pagsubok, tila dagok;

Ngunit taglay ang pananagumpay,
Pagbabagong nahihimlay

 Sa banayad na laot ng karagatan ng buhay.

---Lailanie Fronda

42

Pagtining ng  
Panahon
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AAng Pag-ibig
ni Gene Victor Del Castillo

Lahat ng iyong mababasa dito ay nakabatay sa aking 
pagkaintindi at pagkaunawa sa mga ideya na aking 
nabasa at mga natamo sa aking mga karanasan sa 
buhay.
Ang pag-aninaw sa pag-ibig ay sumasaklaw sa maraming bahagi ng buhay. Kahit na pangkatawan o likha 
ng damdamin na katutubong kaugalian man, kayang masupil ng pag-ibig ang anumang hangganan at 
maaring iparamdam sa iyo ang iba’t-ibang uri ng bagay na hindi mo akalaing kaya mong maramdaman. 
Ngunit bumalik muna tayo sa pinagbabatayan, ano ba talaga ang pag-ibig? Sa madaling salita, ang 
pag-ibig ay may maraming kahulugan. Payagan mo akong bumanggit ng kaunting paglalarawan upang 
mapalawak ang iyong isipan. 

Ang pag-ibig ay isang damdaming sinisiyasat sa Filosopiya, Relihiyon, at Literatura, malimit bilang 
romantikong pag-ibig, pangkapatid na pag-ibig sa iba, o pag-ibig sa Dios. Isa pang pahiwatig ng pag-ibig 
ay makaramdam ng magiliw na pagsinta para sa isang tao, tulad ng isang kalapit na kamag-anak o 
kaibigan, o katulad ng isang lugar, isang huwaran, o hayop. Ito ay isang pagdarama ng romantiko 
at/o sekswal na pagnanasa at pananabik sa isang tao. Ito rin ay pagpapakita ng kabaitan at kawang-
gawa sa kanino man. Gaya ng aking nasabi, ang pag-ibig ay mayroong malaking impluwensya sa asal 
ng isang tao.

Sapagkat ako rin ay umibig at umiibig, maaari kong sabihin na kaya nitong maging daan sa mga pag-
pasya, mga opinyon, mga lugar, at kaisipan na di kakila-kilala. Maaring mapupuspos sa mga posibilidad 
na hindi inaasahang mangyari sa isang kalagayang kagaya nito. Maasahan mong mayroong iba pang 
mga damdamin na sasali kapag ikaw ay umiibig, katulad ng pagkalito at galit. Maraming dahilan ang 
binibigyang pansin kapag ika’y nagmamahal, katulad ng mga pangunahing kaalaman tungkol sa pinag-
uusapan, mga imfluwensya, mga maliwanag na pagkaunawa, at personal na pagkakagusto.

Ang pag-iisip ng isang taong umiibig ay pangkaraniwan. Kahit na ikaw ay nakadarama ng palagiang 
pakiramdam ng kaligayahan at tuwa sa iyong puso, mayroon ding posibilidad na maging ignorante ka 
sa iba pang mga bahagi ng iyong buhay. Kagaya ng sinasabi ng nakakarami, “Ang pag-ibig ay bulag.” Ang 
isang tao ay di kayang makakita lampas sa mga pagpili na kanyang nagagawa. Maraming nagsasabi na 
kapag ikaw ay umiibig, ikaw ay nagiging tanga at walang-ingat; na ang iyong mga pagpili ng ginagawa 
ay pabigla-bigla at hindi pinag-iisipan. Kahit na ito man ay di naaangkop sa lahat, karamihan ay ganito 
rin ang kinalalabasan.

Ang pag-ibig ay isang pinagmumulan ng inspirasyon. Tinutulungan ka nitong magsumikap para sa isang 
tao o bagay. Inilalabas nito ang pinakamahusay na pagkatao sa iyong sarili. Ito man ay mahirap pan-
gasiwaan sa mga oras-oras ngunit kung ikaw ay maingat, maunawain, matiisin, at marunong makinig, 
ang pag-ibig ay maaring maging pinakamasayang pakiramdam na iyong mararanasan.



45 HATINIG   WEATHERED    CHAPTER 01

Ang Pananampalatya
ni Alvinil Rey

Maraming tao ngayon sa ating kapanahunan na nagha-
hangad ng kaligtasan. Kaligtasan sa fisikal, emosyonal, mental, sosyal, at lalung-
lalo na sa espirituwal. Kaya nga may iba’t-ibang turo o aral din ang lumalabas hinggil sa kaligtasan. 
Ngunit ang malaking katanungan ay papaano nga ba ang isang tao ay maliligtas? Posible bang ang isang 
kriminal o makasalanan ay makatanggap nito? Ano ang hakbang na kanyang gagawin?

Sa pamamagitan ng pananampalataya. Ang pananampalataya ay pakikipagrelasyon ng tao sa Dios. Ito ay 
siyang kapanatagan sa mga bagay na hinihintay. Ang katunayan sa bagay na di nakikita.

Mayroong nagtanong sa akin. “Nakita mo na ba ang Dios? Kung tunay ngang mayroong Dios, nasaan 
siya?” Ako’y napatitig sa kanyang mga mata, at nagtanong rin sa kanya. 
“Mayroon ka bang isip o utak?” 
Ang tugon naman niya ay “Oo!” 
At tinanong ko uli siya, “Nakita mo na ba ang iyong utak?” 
“Hindi pa,” sagot niya. 
At dali-dali kong sinabi, “Bakit naniniwala ka na may utak ka samantalang di mo pa ito nakikita?” 
At ang lalaking ito ay tumalikod at umalis sa aking harapan.

Ang pananampalataya ay katunayan sa bagay na di nakikita. Gaya ng hangin, bagamat hindi ito nakikita, 
ito naman ay ating nararamdaman. Bagamat Sya ay hindi natin nakikita, nararamdaman natin na 
gumagawa Sya sa ating mga buhay.

Sa pamamagitan ng pananampalataya ay makakatamo tayo ng kaligtasan—kay Jesus na ating Tagapaglig-
tas, na umibig at nagligtas sa atin. Pinili Nya na magkatawang tao upang abutin ang lahat ng makasa-
lan hanggang sa pagsasakrifisyo ng Kanyang buhay sa krus. Ginawa Nya ang sakrifisyong ito upang ang 
bawat isa ay di mapahamak at magkaroon ng buhay na walang hanggan.

Ngunit ang pananampalataya na ating pinanghahawakan ay dapat ding makita sa ating buhay. Ang 
pananampalatayang walang gawa ay patay. Matapos tayong iligtas ni Jesus sa ating mga kasalanan at 
pagkalooban ng buhay na walang hanggan ay dapat suklian natin ito ng pag-ibig sa Kanya. Sa pamamagi-
tan ng pagsunod ay naipapahayag natin ang ating pag-ibig sa Kanya. Ngunit ang pagsunod sa kautusan 
ay hindi daan sa kaligtasan o ang paggawa ng mamabuting bagay.

Malinaw ang sinabi ng ating Panginoong Jesus na “Kung Ako’y inyong iniibig, ay susundin ninyo ang 
Aking mga utos.”

Ang susi para masunod natin ang kautusan ng Dios ay pag-ibig. Kung wala tayong pag-ibig sa Dios ay 
masasabi nating mahirap sundin ang kanyang mga kautusan. Ngunit, kung mayroon tayong pag-ibig kay 
Jesus ay posible na masunod natin ito. Bagamat ito ay mahirap, ito ay magagawa natin sapagkat ang 
pag-ibig ang kaganapan ng kautusan.

Kaya nga ang paniniwala, pagtitiwala, pag-sunod, pag-ibig, kapayapaan, kapahingahan, at paglilingkod 
sa ating Panginoon ay sangkap ng ating pananampalataya sa Dios. At ang bunga ng pananampalataya 
ay kaligtasan.
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F

Ang kapalaluan ay isang 
tugong pag-uugali na na-
mumuo at nagpapatibay sa 
isipan na may layuning mai-
taas ang sarili nang higit 
sa tunay na kalagayan nito 
kaysa nararapat. Ang kapalaluan ay 
gaya ng isang salbabidang nakalutang. Ang dahilan ng 
paglutang nito ay sapagkat mayroong hanging pumu-
puno rito. 

Ang kasaganaan sa isang banda ay tumutukoy di la-
mang sa materyal na pag-aari. Saklaw rin nito ang posi-
syon sa lipunan, ang taglay na kapangyarihan at yaong 
naisakatuparang mga pangarap.

Karaniwan, ang katuwiran at pananaw ng isang tao’y 
may kasimplihan, di arogante, mapagpakumbaba, bu-
kas sa mga suhestyon, may paggalang sa pananaw at 
katuwiran ng iba, maunawain at bukas ang kalooban 
sa paglago. Subali’t ang isang tao na lango sa diwa ng 
kapalaluan ay karaniwan nang nagpapamalas ng mga 
katangiang taliwas sa mga nabanggit. 

Mula sa simpleng pagkakilala, habang inaabot ang mga 
pangarap sa buhay, ang posisyon sa sosyodad at ang 
kapangyarihang inaasahan, hanggang sa katuparan ng 
mga hangaring yaon, lakip nito’y ang unti-unting pag-
babago ng kaisipan at ang paggamit nito. Ang prosesong 
ito’y dahan-dahan at halos di napapansin ngunit tiyak.

Sa ganitong sitwasyon, ang gawi ng pamumuhay ay 
nagbabago rin. Bago ang tagumpay at kasaganaan, 
ang simple at payapang buhay ay ayos na. Walang pag-
mamalaki at mayaman sa simpatya ng sosyodad—higit 
sa lahat, kontento sa buhay. Datapuwa’t sa panahong 
nasa kasaganaan, ay mas nagiging mahirap ang pasanin 
sa buhay at mas mahirap lumingon sa pinagmulan. Ang 
pang-unawa’t pagkilala sa mga taong nasa dating kala-
gayan ay kumikitid. 

Ang wika ni E.G. White, “Sa kalagitnaan ng kasaga-
naan ay may nakaambang panganib at sa kasaysayan ng 
panahon, ang kayamanan at kaluwalhatian ay laging 
may kalakip na peligro sa kapakumbabaan at espiritu-
walidad. Di ang tasang walang laman ang mahirap na 
dalhin, kundi yaong puno hanggang labi ang nangan-
gailangan ng maingat na pagbalanse.”

Ano nga ba ang kaugnayan ng kapalaluan sa kasaga-
naan? Bakit nga ba ito naging panganib? Ano ba ang 
implikasyon nito sa sarili? 

Sa unang yugto ng paghahari ni Haring Solomon ay 
kinikilala niya nang higit sa lahat ang kanyang kala-
gayan bilang bagong hari. Sa kanyang panalangin ay 
sinaysay niya sa Dios ang kanyang kalagayan, “Siya’y 

kapalaluan; 
kaakibat na panganib 

ng kasaganaan
ni Rodel Ocampo

munting bata at walang karunungan.” At ang kasaga-
naan ng biyaya ng Dios, yaman at katanyagan ay idinag-
dag sa kaniya. Datapuwa’t sa kalagitnaan ng kanyang 
paghahari’y nakita nya ang kanyang karunungan at 
ang kapangyarihan ng kanyang impluwensya na anupa’t 
inisip nyang gawin ang gawain ng Panginoon sa kanyang 
sariling kaparaanan. Ang kanyang hakbanging ito’y hu-
mantong sa pagkapansin nya sa kung anong asset may-
roon sya at kung paano nya mahihigitan ang ibang mga 
kaharian sa kalwalhatian. 

Ang sama-samang karanasang ito’y naghatid sa pag-
kalula nya sa kataasan ng kanyang posisyon at kalw-
alhatian.

Unang naaafektuhan nito’y ang relasyon na syang sen-
tro ng sosyal na bahagi ng buhay. Ang pakikipagkapwa 
ay napapasapanganib dahil posibleng magkaroon ng 
maraming kaaway dahil sa maraming pagtatakwil at 
pagpula sa karapatan ng iba. Ikalawa’y ang efekto sa 
moralidad, ang pagkilala at paggalang sa iba’y binabale-
wala at lakip nito, ang dignidad ay nawawala rin.

Bagaman ang kasaganaan ay may kaakibat na panganib, 
mayron namang depensang pwedeng gamitin upang ito’y 
maiwasan. 

Una sa lahat ay ang pagtanaw ng utang na loob. Wika 
nga ng isang salawikain, “And hindi lumingon sa pinang-
galingan ay di makakarating sa paroroonan.” Ito’y nag-
babadya ng kahalagahan ng pagbabalik-tanaw o pagpan-
sin sa pinagmulan upang walang puwang para madama 
ang kapalaluan. 

Ikalawa, ang fokus ng isipan ay napakahalaga sapagkat 
dito nakasalalay ang bawat aksyon at pagtanaw sa 
kung ano ang makabubuti sa kapwa sa gayo’y maiwasan 
ang pagfokus sa sarili, na siyang ugat ng kapalaluan. 
Sa halip, ang maging fokus natin ay si Cristo na siyang 
halimbawa nang tunay na kapakumbabaan. Sa Biblia ay 
sinabi na bagaman si Jesus ay nasa anyong Dios “Bagkus 
hinubad Niya ito at nag-anyong alipin.” Ito ang tunay 
na kapakumbabaan. 

Ang panghuli ay ang maging reyalistik. Ang paglalagak 
ng isip sa reyalidad na ang buhay ng tao’y may hang-
ganan. Siya’y alabok lamang at higit sa lahat, gaya ng 
sinabi ni Job, “Hubad akong lumabas sa sinapupunan ng 
aking ina, hubad akong babalik.” Ito’y nagtuturo na sa 
lupang ito’y walang ipagmamapuri ang tao sa kanyang 
sarili.

Sa pag-iisip nagmula ang kapalaluan, dito rin magmumu-
la upang manauli ang kapakumbabaan. At sa pamamagi-
tan ng walang-ampat na pagtitig kay Cristo, ang tao’y 
nababago, ayon sa Kanyang wangis—mapagpakumbaba.
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Kung di lamang mahirap 
ang aming buhay, sana’y 
nakatapos din ako ng pag-
aaral. Kung mayroon lamang akong pagkakat-
aon na makasumpong ng trabaho, sana’y maayos ang 
aming pamumuhay, kaya lang walang magtiwala sa ’kin. 
Kung di lamang niya ginawa ang mga bagay na ‘yon 
sana’y kami pa rin, at kapwa kami masaya, matagumpay 
at may kumpletong buhay. Ang mga katagang ito’y tu-
lad lamang ng napakaraming sisi at paninisi ng tao na 
kung kanya lamang lubos na sisiyasatin ay masusum-
pungan nyang ang kanyang mga kamay ay nagagapos 
ng mapaniil na tanikala ng mga nakapangingilabot na 
karanasan.

Sa isang banda’y naturuan tayo, at sa ‘ting  pagkatuto 
ay walang sakit tayong na naramdaman, at pagkatapos 
nito’y naniwala tayo, at sa paniniwala nati’y napapan-
sin nating nasasaktan tayo. Oo, iniisip nating tayo’y 
ganito ngayon dahil sa mga panlabas na sanhi; sosyo-
dad, magulang, relihiyon, mga guro, mga karanasan 
ng pagtatagumpay at kabiguan, fisikal na kaanyuan 
at marami pang iba. Maraming nawawalan ng kontrol 
sa kanilang buhay, at sa kanilang sarili dahil sa pa-
niniwalang ang nangyayari sa kasalukuyan ay bunga 
ng kanilang kahapon. Mayroong ilang pangyayari na 
ang pisikal na kaanyuan ay naging buntunan ng sisi 
kung bakit sila’y may mababang kumpiyansa sa sarili, 
na dahilan ng pagkadama nila ng inferyoridad. Ating 
makikita na malimit nilang maging kasabihang, “Kung 
ako lamang ay nagkaroon ng magandang kaanyuan, 
disin sana’y kasiya-siya ang buhay.” Subalit sa pagpili 
nila ng ganoong isipan ay inilulubog nila ang takbo 
ng kanilang buhay—na minsan lamang nilang ipamumu-
hay—sa direksyon ng kasalatan at kabiguan na walang 
kakayanang bumangon.

Ang tawag sa mga taong may ganitong beheyvyor ay 
“Blame Receivers.”  Mayroong apat na uri ang blame 
receivers: Una ay silang nagpapaliwanag ng kanilang 
damdamin, isipan, at aksyon sa pamamagitan ng pag-
papatungkol ng sisi sa isang kalipunan, na kung saan 
di nila maihiwalay ang kanilang sarili (Group Blame). 
Ito, kadalasan ay makikita at maririnig sa maraming 
Pilipinong sumisisi sa gobyerno sa magulong lipunang 
dahilan ng kanilang kahirapan. Ang ikalawa ay ang 
uri ng mga taong humahanap ng dahilan ng kanilang 
nadarama, naiisip, ikinikilos at ipinag-uugali sa pama-
magitan ng pagpapatungkol ng sisi sa ibang tao (Other-
person Blame). Ang ikatlo naman ay ‘yong mga taong 
ang sinisisi ay and kondisyon ng lugar, panahon, mga 
alituntunin, at mga bagay na walang buhay, bilang re-
sponsable sa kanilang kasalukuyang kondisyon (Thing 
Blame). Halimbawa nito ay ang pagkabugnot na anila’y 
dahil sa mabagal na usad ng trapiko. Ang ikaapat na 

May Kontrol ng Buhay Ko; Sino nga ba?
ni Rodel Ocampo

uri ay ang mga taong umaako at pumapasan ng lahat 
na responsibilidad at pagsisi (Self-blame)—ito ‘yong 
kadalasan ay nagbubunga ng “Self-pity” o pagkaawa 
sa sarili.

Ang sisi o ang pagpapatungkol nito ay isang moral na 
paghatol na humahantong sa negatibong pag-eevalw-
eyt ng sarili, na kasabay nito’y ang di pagkilos, o ang 
kawalan ng panimulang hakbang tungo sa pagbabago. 
Kay daming tao ang nag-aakalang sila ang may kon-
trol ng kanilang buhay, iniisip nilang sila ang masu-
sunod sa bawat naisin nila. Marami ang nagsasabing 
sila ang “boss” ng kanilang sarili sapagka’t hawak nila 
ang timon ng kanilang buhay at walang ibang pwedeng 
makabawi sa kanila ng kontrol. Subalit sa pangungusap 
na nabanggit ay kalahating bahagi lamang ang totoo. 
Sapagka’t maliban na kung kilala niya at nagiging rey-
alistik siya sa tunay niyang kalagayan, ay di niya maku-
kuha ang kontrol sa sarili.

Sa tunay na konsepto ng buhay ay nalalaman natin 
na ang pagkilala at pagtanggap sa responsibilidad ay 
siyang mas produktibong hakbang kaysa paninisi sa 
kapwa, sa sitwasyon, bagay, at kapwa tao. Kapag ang 
isang tao ay responsable, siya ay gumagawang may 
tapang at pag-asa, na hindi natitigilan sa pananakot 
ng mga pangyayari. Sa kabilang ibayo naman, silang 
ang buhay ay puno ng paninisi at pag-ako sa mga sisi 
ay nakadarama ng pagiging may-sala, pag-aalala, pag-
kahiya, at pag-aalinlangan. Sa ganitong kalagayan ay 
ginagamit nila ang kanilang buong lakas at enerhiya 
sa pagtutuon lamang ng sisi sa kanilang sarili at sa iba 
sa halip na gamitin ito sa paglaya nila mula sa bitag 
ng walang kwentang paninisi. Ating una nang nabang-
git na ang pagtutuon ng sisi sa sarili ay nagreresulta 
sa self-piti, ang pagkilala naman sa responsibilidad ay 
nagreresulta sa pag-gawa at pagbabago.

Panghuli, isang bagay lamang ang dapat tandaan, ang 
pagpapahintulot sa mga karanasan na pumigil sa atin 
upang kilalanin ang responsibilidad at tunguhin ang 
paglago sa pamamagitan ng pagkaabala sa paninisi—sa 
sarili man o hindi—ay malinaw na palatandaan ng pag-
suko ng kontrol sa sarili. Datapuwa’t may dalawang 
direksyon tayong mapagpipilian, ito’y ang maging pro-
daktiv o ang maging intak! Ito’y sapagka’t sinuman, 
at anuman ang pinatu-tungkulan natin ng sisi ay ‘yon 
ang binibigyan natin ng kapangyarihang mag-kontrol 
sa buhay natin.

Ikaw, sino ang may kontrol ng buhay mo?
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Minsan, Isang Hapon
ni RJA

Klase ko sa Human behavior,
gustong-gusto ko! 
Gustong-gusto kong makinig sa teacher ko kasi interesante at ang galing niyang mag-explain. Kaya lang, it’s 
human nature I guess, na habang nakikinig, mayroong mga bagay-bagay na naglalayo sa aking attention. 

Sa discussion ni Ma’am, talagang nakatutok ang mga mata at tainga ko sa kanya. Bakit hindi? Eh, bukod sa 
maganda ang body niya, Englisera pa ang “lola”! Ang taray noh? English siya ng English doon sa harapan. 
Kahit sobrang init ng panahon—summer class kasi—bira pa rin ng bira! Hindi man lang iniinda ‘yong nama-
masa-masa niyang face dahil sa pawis. 

Nakikinig ako noon nang biglang dumampi ang malanding simoy ng hangin sa kaluluwa kong mapusok. Galing 
sa labas, mula sa mga puno ng akasya, papasok sa bintanang nasa tapat ko—sa paborito kong pwesto, ako ay 
kinatagpo—at tila bumubulong sa ’kin ng awitin…lullaby. 

Naramdaman ko na naman ang lagi kong nararamdaman. Wala akong nagawa. Kung pwede lang sumigaw sa 
gitna ng klase para mawala ito, gagawin ko. I hate this feeling! Nakipaglaban siya sa akin. At dahil tao lang 
ako at di ko na makayanan, sino ba ako para hindi sumuko. 

Bumigat ang mga talukap ng aking mga mata, parang pagod na pagod ako at na-hypnotize sa nangyari. Hindi 
ko na naiintindihan ang mga sinasabi ni Ma’am. Pahina na nang pahina ang boses niya. Nagfe-fade-out parang 
outro sa isang melodramang kanta. Palabo nang palabo ang tingin ko sa kanya. Para na akong nakatinigin 
sa aquarium na may tubig na di napalitan sa loob ng isang taon. Parang nawawala na ako sa sarili ko, hindi 
ko na makontrol. 

Para labanan ang nararamdaman, kumuha ako sa bag ko ng papel at ballpen at sinubukan kong kontrolin 
ang utak ko at kamay. Di ko akalain na ito’y magiging isang malaking pagkakamali. Tumitig ako sa papel nang 
biglang tuluyang nagdilim ang paningin ko.

Naririnig ko pa rin ang boses ni Ma’am pero hindi ko na talaga maintindihan. Kung anu-ano na ‘yong nakikita 
ko, halu-halo, para akong nanonood ng TV na palipat-lipat ang channel. Matagal na ganon ang pangyayari. 
Hanggang sa bumigay din si Inday…Nabitiwan ko ang ballpen na aking hawak. Ang pagbagsak nito’y tila 
ugong ng isang Atomic Bomb sa Hiroshima sa aking pandinig. Nayanig ang aking mga synapses.  At dahil don, 
bumalik ako sa aking kamalayan. 

Naiintindihan ko na ulit si Ma’am. Para akong may bagong buhay at bagong pagkaunawa sa mga bagay-bagay 
sa aking kapaligiran. Tumingin ako sa papel na dapat sana’y susulatan ko. Aking napansin na parang may mga 
tagaktak ng likido sa mukha ng aking malinis na puting papel. Inisip ko kung saan nanggaling ang basa roon. 
Dahil ba sa pawis? Mainit sa room, baka ako’y pinawisan at tumulo… O baka, may umihi na butiking itim sa 
kisame at napag-tripang itapat sa papel ko ang kanyang likidong basura. Akin kasing nalaman, ayon sa aking 
pananaliksik sa bawat classroom na aking napasukan, na ang mga black na butiki ay may kakayanang umihi sa 
tapat ng mga estudyanteng natutulog sa loob ng kanilang klase. Either ways, hindi ko na pinag-abalahang 
alamin ang dahilan. Dahil sa kakaisip ko, biglang nagring ang bell. Time’s up na pala. Na dismiss ang aming 
klase at dali-dali akong tumakbo palabas papunta sa sunod kong klase. Malayu-layo kasi ang lalakarin—from 
COB-18 to Educ-1 with my favorite teacher Atty. San Joaquin.

Nasa labas na ako ng klase nang mayroong grupo ng mga babae na nagkukuwentuhan habang naglalakad. 
Nasa likod nila ako at dinig na dinig ko ang hagalpak ng tawanan nila dahil daw sa isang kaklase nilang 
nakatulog sa loob ng klase. At habang natutulog, ay tumutulo ang laway at nagising lang dahil nagulat sa 
pagkabagsak ng ballpen na hawak nito. Ang tawanan nila’y lagpas ng corridors ng building. Nabigla ako sa 
aking mga narinig kaya wala akong nagawa kundi mapatigil at mapaisip…$%@&e! basa ang labi ko…
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FSori, Napadaan Lang!
ni The Other Judy Abbott

Kanina, umiyak ako. 
Hindi ko talaga napigilan. Mahirap kasi. Masakit sa lalamunan at masikip sa puso. Parang bom-
bang sasabog na hindi. Minsan, iniisip ko, sadya bang may mga taong kahit walang balat sa puwet 

ay binabatbat ng kamalasan? 

Preliminary examinations. Grabe. First class ko, 7:30. Nagising ako, 15 minutes before 8:00 am. 
Sa sobrang pagkataranta ko, nakalimutan ko nga palang nasa itaas yung bed ko at eksaktong 
pagbaba ko, maling paa pa yung naitapak ko. Aruy!!! Pero, hindi ako na-discourage. Naisip ko, pag-
subok lang yun. Dapat mag-isip ng positive. Pagpasok ko sa comfort room, anak ng Nutri Bun! And 
gripo’y nanunuyo na sa katigangan ng mabiyayang lamig ng tubig. At hindi pa yun ang matindi. 
Kahit ang timba, ni isang patak, ipinagkait pa sa malangis kong mukha na naghihintay sa hilamos. 

No choice ‘tol. Paano na ito? 

Sinuyod ng aking minumutang mga mata ang paligid. Natanaw ng kaliwa kong mata ang isang 
kumikinang na sagot sa aking kunsumisyon—isang bote ng AUP Silver Spring Mineral Water! 
Hinati ko ang laman ng bote sa tatlo: panghilamos ng mukha, pangmumog at pangbasa ng buhok. 

Presto! Ready for school na ako!

Himala nga eh. Pagdating ko sa Sci-Annex, Rm 203, wala akong nakita ni isang buhay na nilalang. 
Pero, pagkatapos ng mga ilang minutong paghihintay ng mga susunod na kaganapan, may sumitsit 
sa aking bandang likuran. Unti-unti kong binaling ang aking paningin sa pinanggalingan ng sut-
sot. Sa likuran ko’y nakatayo ang isang nilalang. Bakas sa kanyang pagmumuka ang kabalisaan 
at ang looks ng isang tutang naliligaw. Si Boy Sutsot, isa sa mga klasmeyts kong professional 
latecomer din, tulad ko. He told me na maaga raw kaming na-dismiss. But I doubt. Siguro, hindi 
rin niya naabutan yung klase namin. He! He! He! Pinuna pa ako ng mokong. Aniya, “Kaw kasi, 
tatlong oras ka yata maligo kaya lagi kang late.” Naisip ko na lang, “Kung alam lang ng boplogs 
na ‘to na props lang yung nasa buhok ko; one-third ng tubig mula sa bote ng AUP Silver Spring 
Mineral Water.” Iba na talaga kapag natural ang kagandahan, napagkakamalang naligo kahit 

hindi. Ewww! 

The day moved on na parang as usual. Pumasok ako sa sunod na klase upang matulog for about 
30 minutes at gumising nang malapit nang mag-bell at dali-daling pinunasan ang nalawayang desk. 
Pagkatapos, lunch; pumunta muli sa cafeteria upang makipag-meet sa mga very friendly workers 
and students dun. But before you can see them face-to-face, binuno ko muna ang halos walang 
patid na pila for 30 minutes. Matapos makapamili ng makakain, sunod na binigyan ng pansin ang 
walang kamatayang tokwa, gluten at vegemeat. Lumabas ako ng cafeteria na nangangalay ang 
panga sa kangunguya ng tsinelas at goma; at huwag kalilimutan ang libreng perfume, “eu de 
cafamoy hubahihi.” Dahil sa medyo nakakahilong amoy sa caf, umuwi ako sa dorm at natulog 
pero ginising lang ng konsensya para pumasok kahit late….so goes the happy cycle of my student 

life…

Linya ng estudyanteng tulad ko: “Buhay pa rin”. Ito ang kwento ng mga biktima ng coincidence 
at ng destiny (Aba, makata). Ito ang dinokumentong kasaysayan ng mga estudyanteng tinaguri-

ang…AUPians. 

Kanina, umiyak ako. Hindi ko talaga napigilan. Mahirap kasi. Masakit sa lalamunan at masikip 
sa puso. Bakit nga ba ako umiyak? Hmmm…nakalimutan ko na. Sa susunod na lang kapag naalala 

ko. Napadaan lang kasi ako.
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