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Maybe I’ll love for the first time in my lifeAnd once for the rest of my breath becauseHow could I forgetAll your sweet songs and innocent beautyLike dandelions dancing from the wind’s kisses
 Knowing instinctively no feeling could ever satisfy myselfOther than the sight of her shining next to the sunAn epitome of love at first sight, perhaps?
 Never in my life have I seen anyone like youGodsent and glittering gold, blue, red, and whiteBearing an unyielding smile through years of hidden painAnd uncontrollable loss which always seemed to preventYour arms from extending themselves and blowing a kiss
 Although do not worry, my love, because I am returning homeNot once will my fingers leave your eyes to cry alone—I love you
 For Lian P. isiPby Crescia Lactao (10-1) & Tami Mendez (10-2)
 He holds his head the way he holds my heart, High above the clouds and way beyond the heavensThe strut of his walk,The broadness of his shoulders,Qualities of a god
 The music of his laugh Tunes my soul and drums a rhythm on my heart,Making it beat faster, stronger, and louder Till I feel nothing but the clenching of my chestAnd my ears only choose to listen to his
 Tranceby Gari Custodio (IV-3) & Sophia Imperial (IV-4)
 happinessPearls are nothing in comparison to his ivory smileNo sun can compete with its brightness
 I’ve won the lottery with himHe fills my days with endless adventureI still can’t believe how lucky I amHis smile can brighten up any day,He always knows just what to say
 The familiar ring of the bellPulls me out of my trance I can’t help but watch as he stands Without giving me the slightest glance
 Art by Jess Alba (IV-3)
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I want to love youlike how the shore loves the waves.because no matter how many timesthe waves will kiss her cheeks,he will pull backand leave. Only to come againand the shore welcomes her lover every timeand waits for the waters to leave again.
 I want to love you. like how the sun never stops giving meaning to the moon.Even if he won’t always radiate the light given to him she never stopseven if there has never been a time where they have met.
 I want to love you. in ways. you won’t ever forget. Waysthat will keep you up at night. Waysthat will remind youthat youare loved.
 But because I said I want to,doesn’t mean I will.
 I didlove you like the shore to the wave,the sun to the moon,but youdid not.
 Not to me at least.Not constantly enough anyway.Oncein a dream,
 maybe you did love mein ways I couldn’t comprehend.
 But now? Not anymore.
 because now, I want to hurt you. In ways that won’t let you ever forget you fell in love with me, only to stand back up again so soon.
 I will let out the wordsyou place in my heartand throw them back to your face. So that one daythe next person you try to tell these words. Will know. You’ve used them before. Judging by the dents and cracks on them.
 No matter how much you try to deny it.I will mark tears on my arms
 with you in my head as I do,and show youthat you were the reason whyTears I could’ve prevented happened.
 Art by Sari Bernardo (IV-3)
 TargeT HiTby Via Apostol (8-1) & Noelle Paterno (9-2)
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I remember the balcony we stood on, when the sun was just about to melt into the horizonand the wind was unusually strong for May weather
 I wanted you to notice all the times I looked at you a little longer every time we
 parted ways
 We both knew it was the perfect moment. After the texts you’d send me every morning,
 The enthusiasm in my good morning greetings, the longing in my goodnight
 messages
 After the days you’d sneak to my house and we’d talk for hours in the park,After the times you’d take me out to my favorite restaurant and buy me my favorite dish,
 How my eyes lit up every time I saw you eating your favorite meal
 After our eyes always locked when our friends teased us together,
 My lips starting to hurt after all the times you made me smile
 After the sun seemed to shine a little brighter during the summer when I was with you,
 How I thought storms were much more
 beautiful with you
 There couldn’t have been a more perfect moment
 Was this all just one-sided?
 I remember the couch we sat on when your arm was wrapped gently around my shoulder
 I didn’t want the sun to set, I didn’t want the day to end
 I knew it was coming, my heart started beating a little faster
 I wished that it was always like this, just us two
 It was weird because I was always used to this kind of thing, but with you, it was different
 As the moonlight shined on your face, I was thinking of all the right things to say
 My mind looked back, memories filled with only you
 Your striking eyes placed on your perfectly structured face, looked right at me and said,
 The only thing that came out of my lips, was something just to hide what I
 repressed
 “We’re friends…right?”
 one-sidedby Mica Magsanoc (11-H1) & Maxine San Diego (11-H2)
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Ang kanyang mata ay mga bituin,Ang kanyang ngiti ay tila araw.Sa kanya lamang ang aking tingin,Aking giliw, ikaw.
 Siya ang diyosa ng aking mundo,Siya’s aking sinasambaBawat buwan, araw at segundo,Sa kanyang piling ako ay masaya.
 Sa kanya ang aking buhay, pagibig at oras,Siya ang aking sinta, gilaw at iral.Tila diyamante, ginto at perlas,Pilipinas kong mahal.
 sinTaby Pia Cruz (8-2) & Sam Maceda (8-4)
 Art by Jess Alba (IV-3)
 WHaT iFby Jessica Tambunting (11-H3) & Michelle Viegan (11-H3)
 Art by Sari Bernardo (IV-3)
 “I have a date this Saturday,” I told my aunt while we watched the morning news.
 She looked shocked, but she composed herself to form a smile. “That’s great, Drew! Finally.”
 “Yeah,” I said.
 That’s a lie; I don’t really have a date on Saturday, I said that to make her happyand stop forcing me to go out with Carly, her co-worker’s daughter.
 I never really liked going on dates. My aunt keeps setting me up, but I keep telling her that I am capable of finding my own date if I want to. Ever since my parents died three years ago, I’ve lived with my aunt.
 That was also about the last time I had a girlfriend.
 I am a twenty-four-year-old man, currently
 living alone, but my aunt visits every week to check-up on me. She insists that if she does not come at least once a week, I would waste my life away with work and a lack of a social life.
 All of a sudden, my aunt gasped. I looked up from my cellphone to see what she was looking at.
 A girl’s face was plastered in the news. It
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said that she died in a car accident. But what caught my attention was that it was near my office. I just realized that I was running late already to work. I told my aunt I had to leave; she reminded me to be careful and that she’ll lock up when she leaves.After my stressful and tiring day at work, I decided to eat in my favorite restaurant near my office before I headed home. I just finished my meal then I called for the waiter.
 Then I noticed a girl entering the restaurant and ordering a drink at the mini bar. Even when my bill came, I stayed and contemplated whether I should approach the girl or leave. There was something about her that I couldn’t explain.
 Relenting, I approached her and said, “Hi, I know this is out of the blue, but may I sit with you?”
 I cursed myself silently. I can’t believe I said that. She looked at me then returned to drinking, like she didn’t hear me at all.
 I tried again, this time differently. “Is it ok if I accompany you? You’re alone, and I figured maybe you wanted someone to be with.”
 She looked at me again, furrowed her brows, and faced her drink again like I’m nothing. I was going to speak again when she said, “Fine, but try to do anything fun-ny, and I swear I’ll scream.”
 I smiled and slid beside her.
 I found out that her name is Amelia. She was beautiful and had a charming personality. Her long black wavy hair, fair skin, and hazel eyes twinkle when she smiles. She is a pre-school teacher, and the reason why she was drinking was because she found out her parents filed for a divorce. She also had no one to run to because she and her best friend had a falling out, and her sister is in another
 country.
 To comfort her, I told her stories about my family. Every time she laughed, it felt like an accomplishment.
 For three days, we met up at the same time and place. We got to know each other more and because of the stories she told, I realized that I missed a lot in my life. I realized life was something more than just work; there was so much it could offer. Amelia made me see that. She taught me that you have to take whatever life offers you while you still have the chance.
 On the third day, I finally had the guts to ask her out on a proper date on Saturday – turns out what I told my aunt wasn’t a lie after all.
 Saturday came, and I couldn’t be happier than ever. I went to the address she gave me and knocked on her door. When no one answered, I knocked again.
 After a few minutes, a guy next door went out. “Are you looking for the tenant in that apartment?”
 I nodded. “Do you know where she is?”
 His expression turned sympathetic. “Haven’t you heard? She died five days ago, it was all over the news.”
 It hit me then. I remembered the news my aunt saw—the girl who died near my office. It was her. I couldn’t believe it. The girl I loved wasn’t real. She was a ghost.
 I rushed to the small restaurant that we always met up in and saw her in her usu-al place. I ran towards her, but before I could reach for her, she turned around and smiled weakly, a tear slipping down her cheek.
 She vanished. My heart broke.
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When I’m AlIveby Sam Javier (7-3) & Kira Velasco (7-3)
 trained on him. Henry closes his eyes, thinking for a bit, before blowing out all of the candles. Nelle whoops, clapping loudly.
 Henry smiles at her antics, mind still replaying his wish.
 I wish you knew how I felt.
 December 25, 2012 [13 years old]
 “Merry Christmas, best friend!” Henry shouts, running around Nelle. Although already a teen, he never stopped being childish. Henry threw snowballs at Nelle, laughing whenever one hit her square on the face.
 “Oh, you’re so on,” Nelle gathers a big snowball, and chucks it at Henry’s laughing face, effectively making him stop his guffawing. He smirks at her, then starts running towards her, making Nelle squeal and run away.
 They chase each other for a bit, only stopping when Henry calls for a time out, collapsing on the snow. Nelle drops beside him, breathing deeply. Henry sat up, brushing off the snow and bits of dirt on his hat and jacket. He glances beside him, noting that Nelle was shivering badly.
 “Are you okay?” he asks, eyebrows furrowing.
 Nelle shakes her head, “I’m freezing.”
 Henry quickly brings her in his arms, trying to conjure up some body warmth.
 “Thanks,” she says, looking away from him.
 February 16 2014 [15 years old] “Henry––Henry, wait up!” Nelle yells, jogging after him. He stops for a moment,
 April 7, 2005 [6 years old]
 Henry wanders around the hidden part of the park, a garden no one knew about. He spots a girl sitting on a bench, playing by herself. He has never seen her before, not even in school.
 “Who are you?” Henry bluntly asks, walking up her. She had straight brown hair and bangs, face and pudgy cheeks. A soft smile was on her face.
 “I’m Nelle Abbott. You?”
 “Henry Kim.”
 June 3, 2007 [8 years old]
 “Nelle! Where are you?” Henry yells, run-ning to their spot; a small, secluded part of the garden.
 “Over here!” she yells. He follows the sound of her voice, finding her on her back on the grass, eyes closed.
 “I have the food,” Henry says, dumping out the things from the basket. Various food items stumbled out onto the grass in front of them.
 Nelle’s eyes lit up, smile wide, “Thanks Henry!” She throws herself on her best friend.
 Henry flushes, hugging back, “You’re welcome.”
 September 13, 2010 [11 years old]
 “Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you,” Nelle sings, squished beside Henry. It was his 11th birthday, his 5th one after meeting Nelle. She had snuch in a birthday cake, candles and all.
 “Make your wish,” she says, her eyes
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calls out her name, reaching out to her.
 “Where are you going?” he asks, and Nelle stops.
 “You’re alive now,” she says, before disappearing.
 April 7, 2020 [21 years old]
 “Yes Richard, Charlie and I are coming to your apartment later. I’ll come over as soon as I’m done with this, alright?” Henry ends the call before walking away.
 He doesn’t know why his friends bothered to ask him where he was; he was almost always at one place. The garden where he met Nelle, his best friend, the only person he could vent too. He sighs, looking around the deserted place. There was no point in coming back, but he did anyway.
 He walks in the direction of the bench, but abruptly stops. There, sitting on it like she did so many years before, was Nelle.
 “Hi Henry,” she says.
 waiting for her. They walk silently before Nelle pauses.
 “Alright, what’s wrong?” she asks, her voice laced with concern.
 “I don’t know, I just feel bad.” Henry says softly.
 “And what do you want to feel?” Nelle questions. “I want to feel alive when I’m breathing,” he spoke quietly.
 Nelle stays quiet, “Henry, do you need to talk to me about something?” She asks. He proceeded to rant about problems in life: someone from school he had a tiny crush on, school work, and the pressure he felt. Nelle was nice, and listened to him; evenoffering some advice.
 November 2 2016 [17 years old]
 Nelle refuses to talk to him, gaining his attention and concern.
 “What’s wrong?” he asks, a gentle and comforting smile on his face, “You know you can trust me with anything.”
 “I’m not who you think I am,” she replies, pausing for a moment.
 Henry’s smile wavers, “What do you mean?”
 “I’m a ghost.” Nelle admits, looking away from him, “I’m not real.”
 “That’s a lie. You’re real, you’re here beside me right now.”
 Nelle gets up, beginning to fade. Henry
 Art by Sari Bernardo (IV-3)
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progressing at a rate of about five meters per minute, his fingers tap ceaselessly against the car door interior. However, his approaching tardiness isn’t what’s keeping him uneasy. His eyebrows fur-row in fear at the thought of his father who was clueless about what his son is up to.
 His father would kill him if he knew that he was seeing her.
 7:15 PM
 She checks the in-flight tracking moni-tor and sees that the plane is only less than an hour from landing. She is excited yet worried. The man meeting her at the airport is, after all, very special.
 It had been almost half a decade since she saw him. They were childhood best friends, always together through thick and thin. They attended the same school all throughout their youth and were almost practically inseparable. Seeing him again after all that had happened, after all the controversy, scared her. What if he wasn’t even looking forward to seeing her? What if he didn’t love her anymore?
 7:32 PM
 The anticipation has his mind whirring. What if things can’t be fixed after all? A grand reunion can’t simply be the cure-all; after all, communicating over email is way different from seeing her in person.
 The driver takes a turn jumping onto the service road and the boy continues to wonder if this is all a mistake.
 6:28 PM
 “Malayo pa po ba?” the boy asks his UBER driver in messy but careful Tagalog. From the backseat window of the Vios, the boy can squint and see the yolk yellow sun setting into the horizon outlined by the C-6 highway.
 “Medyo,” replies the driver, “Anong oras ba yung arrival ng susunduin mo?”
 “Mga eight o’clock po ata.” This was what the email instructed.
 “Baka malabo, sabi ng Waze may dadaanan tayong traffic sa may Makati, eh…,” the driver says with an apologetic smile, glancing now and again at the boy from his rearview mirror, “…pero baka naman mali lang siya.”
 6:40 PM
 “Ma’am, please fasten your seatbelt,” the Filipino-looking flight attendant tells the girl sitting in the front aisle.
 As she fastens her seatbelt, she checks her watch for the time. Just a few more hours and I get to see him again, she thinks to herself.
 After the longest time, she would final-ly be in her home country. She would see him again. She would finally be able to apologize for all that happened.
 7:01 PM
 As traffic along C.P. Garcia trods on slowly,
 reuniTedby Macy Lee (10-4) & Jo Comuyog (IV-4)
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7:49 PM
 She hears and feels the wheels screech as the plane lands. Immigration and customs breeze by in a blur but her heart still feels like it’s up her throat.
 As she exits, her eyes roam the sea of people hugging and smiling as they and their loved ones finally reunite. It is a sweet sight to see but her mind immediately goes back to a scenario in which a happy reunion may not be that evening’s fate. She looks further beyond the crowd trying to decipher a fair, young face she can recognize but he isn’t anywhere to be found. What if he didn’t come?
 7:52 PM
 The car pulls over at the arrivals area with enough time to spare. But the boy doesn’t get out of the car, not right away.
 He takes a breath and looks out the car window. He can vaguely see her in the distance, wearing an overcoat and all, still fresh from abroad. He says to himself, it’s time to be brave, and opens the car door.
 7:56 PM
 And she sees him, clad in a bright blue cap branded with his university, a muted
 red polo shirt, and white pants. His body is much buffer now but his blushing face is still recognizable.
 “Kuya, ikaw na ba ‘iyan?”
 7:57 PM
 He tried to sneak up on her but she saw him first. And, with her eyes on him, he feels like a little kid again and speeds up to a run going towards her.
 “Ma!”
 7:58 PM
 “Kuya, ang taas mo na! At parang nag-gygym ka ha.”
 “Ganun talaga ang sikat, eh,” Her broth-er laughs but cannot keep his eyes of his half-sister who grew into maturity after leaving him to pursue her education in London. His bitterness aside, she is still her one and only sister and finally seeing her again makes their entire history of feuding meaningless.
 7:59 PM
 “Anak ko! Miss na miss kita, hijo,” the woman says, teary-eyed but gleaming, “Anak, I’m sorry talaga na kinailangan kong iwan kayong mag-ama para magtrabaho sa Dubai…” his mother begins but he quickly stops her.
 “I understand na, Ma, kung bakit mo kail-angan yun gawin,” the boy says.
 8:00 PM
 After all this time, being together was all that mattered.
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