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“Colors, like features, follow the 
changes of the emotion.” 

-Pablo Picasso 



 

 



 

 

As the school continues to grow and adapt 

to a changing world after its Golden Jubilee, 

we must not overlook and underwrite the 

students' collective efforts that built a pas-

sion-based institution for writing. Because of 

the triumphs, failures, star-crossed drama 

and experiences every Aquinian has had in 

more than five decades, this simple offer 

validates that the ‘gold’ has been polished 

and its community has been molded. 
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A strong feeling of displeasure. 

Aquinians, being men of truth 

and justice, have a way of ex-

pressing these feeling through 

sharp ways, but their actions, in 

the end, favor that of peace and 

goodwill, an anger that shows 

concern and desire for righteous-

ness. 



 

 

ANGER & despair 



 

 

The 7 Artefacts 

Seven mysterious artefacts have suddenly appeared all over the world and 

no one has any idea why or where they came from. This might be a hint as 

to whether a highly intelligent civilization exists somewhere in the universe. 

The lab has been working hard, trying to decode each and every artefact, 

day in and day out. We might be at an age where the impossible might 

just be within our reach. 

Your name is Malley Mannard, a researcher and cryptographer at Metol 

Labs, a scientific organization concentrated on archaeology, decryption, 

and the search for long-forgotten treasures.  

Story & Art by Stephen Lin 

Artefact CF-001, “Chaos Fragments” 

Day 1 
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ANGER 

& 

DESPAIR 

Your job is to find out what secrets every 

artefact hides and to decode the cryptic 

language that riddle even the best  in the 

field. 

“Hey Mal, a new artefact just came in. Can 

you go check it out? Sigh. What a bad 

day for new artefacts.” Barry orders. 

“I-I’m on it.” You reply. 

You took the keys for L93 from the lobby 

and walked straight into the room. 

Waiting there was an object wrapped in 

dull yellow cloth and kept tight by a thin 

brown string. You untied the string and 

carefully opened the package, making 

sure nothing falls off. 

It’s time to get to work. You grabbed a 

notebook and a pencil, ready to decode 

the unknown language. 

After hours of work you finally were able 

to translate every single word on the arti-

fact.  

“Number, triangles, artefact.” it read. 

The number of triangles on this artefact? 

How many triangles can you see in the 
artefact? Write your answer on the red 
space provided in your polychrome map. 



 

 

Home 

By Jerome B. Javier 

 

They say home is where the heart is, 

But I thought it was a crisis 

Because most of us think about it wrongly 

That sometimes we just don’t belong 

 

The thought of it has been realized 

Since the thoughts did not even die 

The reality of saying 

“Home, sometimes is a matter of lying” 

 

But now, the words have been changing 

The time for me has gotten me thinking 

Of and about the memories I have had, 

With all the friends, for I am glad 

 

I truly wish that I were at home 

If only I still have the time... 

Because I do not want to be alone 

In this world where broken hearts are prone 
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Hopeless Attachment 

By Kevin Ian Noel L. Cruz 

 

I, am enslaved, imprisoned by whom I not name 

Unable to escape from her, I am to blame. 

I, am, only able to dream, to imagine. 

 

Without you in my life, I’m suppressed by famine. 

Famine in which hunger to see you everyday, 

Your attractiveness, brilliance; I’d die to see, any day. 

Alas, I’m bound by these chains and disallowed, 

To be free, free with you without interference, 

But before I depart, my endearment for you 

Can be matched by no individual. 

 

Because you became the desires of my heart, and my soul. 
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I hate this. I hate you. 

By Lian Robles 

 

You aren’t the prettiest in class, 

Or the smartest. 

I take one look at you, 

There’s Pain in my chest. 

I hate it. 

 

You can’t sing. 

You can’t even dance. 

But I’ll watch anyway, 

As if in a trance. 

I hate you. 

 

Crept in my mind, 

Gotten under my skin.  

I don’t know why 

Why I let you bare in. 

I don’t want this. 

 

When I’m with you 

I get lost, I drown 

In your smile 

In your frown 

 

 

 

 

 

I still don’t want this 

 

You’re in my mind 

In my heart 

You’re killing me 

You’re tearing me apart. 

 

I hate this.  

I hate you 

But I hate myself more 

Because I can’t tell you 
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My Beautiful  Mistake 

By Christopher F. Wong  

 

Walking up to a door I noticed 

myself surrounded in silence, 

eyes of judgment looking directly  

at me, but as I wandered the room,  

I gazed upon her eyes that was  

Brighter than star light and her smile that took my breath away 

 

My world stopped for a moment, 

But before I realized I was sitting  

Next to her inside an arcade 

Curious on what was on her mind, 

As I held the microphone to utter 

Nothing but melody I looked at her 

Flawless beauty, wandering what could 

Attract such an angel 

 

As my mind cleared, I noticed  

My tear runs down my cheek 

And my heart broken to pieces  

That I can never put it back together, I  

Wanted to escape but by  

Then she became my most beautiful 

Mistake. 



 

 

INNOCENCE?! 

By Kevin Cruz 

 

 Michael Jackson once stated that, “In their innocence, very 

young children know themselves to be light and love. If we allow 

them, they can teach us to see ourselves the same way.” Have you ev-

er looked in a mirror and asked yourself: “When was the last time I 

became a child? The light and the hope? When was time I became 

pure? Was my innocence taken earlier than it should be?” Today, this 

world you are claiming to be a home will no longer be a home be-

cause of the darkness in each of our hearts; the vengeance we carry 

upon, the greed and the ephemeral and transient goodness that we 

do upon our siblings. The spiritual world of our realm has became a 

treacherous disaster because of the people who corrupt and afflict the 

minds of those who hold the goodness and greatness in our hearts. 

When are we going to be pure and selfless? Inside ourselves lies 

something that is bad and good. You yourself as a part of this realm 

shall unlock the goodness in your heart. 

 The people back in the ‘70’s thought complexities and wisdom 

shall change the world. Well they are correct, their wisdom and com-

plexities made them turn back and made them battle with themselves 

and only care about power, religion, and the government. All of this 

for me was a stupid idea! Harmony, peace, and cooperation today on-

ly exists in fictions and remained extinct in our society. Innocence may 

be a broad subject but you mortal, you feeble mortal cannot deny the 

fact that somehow the world is dying. We lack innocence!  

 

 

We were thrived to the limit of our minds that we forgot to love one 

another! Today’s internet has described ‘90’s children to be fun, ‘50’s-

‘80’s to be nice and good, but the new century’s children to be tech-

nologically dependent. Also, the internet has contributed to the num-

ber of children who lost their innocence in bad humors and internet 

created personalities which seemed to grow wiser, and proportionally 
polychrome 



 

 

become less innocent. Wisdom can be good but somehow in our 

world, it has not been a great help! 

 What I mean is that, there is not more innocence that can be 

found. The society has condemned the innocent and has been forced 

to face the truth of reality which is disappointing and full of lies: I my-

self would not exclude myself in the disappointing society because I, 

too, was opened to the dreadful reality. 

 You, even if you are a high one, low one or just right, will sure-

ly understand what I am saying. If you want to change something for 

the better, start now and use your wisdom and complexities for the 

transformation of the world. Will you become the good-hearted? Or 

the one who’ll wait for nothing? 
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No I.D., No Entry 

By Jason A. Sigales 

 

 Welcome to the world, a school of everyday learning and the 

development and application of skills. But, wait, where is your I.D.?  

 Our country has lost its I.D. containing some of its most valua-

ble information—its early literature. There are many evidences that 

can prove that our country has lost its identity and the first being that 

the Philippine youth doesn’t appreciate fully and use our language 

correctly. 

 Second, most of us Filipinos only value the modern style of 

literature – like live rap, freestyle, and flip top. Third, we have forgot-

ten some of the most valuable works of our Filipino ancestors. If you 

have asked the entire country, “What is the title of our national an-

them?” some would say “Bayang Magiliw” when it is actually “Lupang 

Hinirang.” 

 What has happened to our identity? Have we forgotten our-

selves? Or have we been so tolerant to let other cultures attract our 

attention? 

 If we want to be and to remain as Filipinos, we should try to 

appreciate and value more the beauty of early Philippine literature 

and promote it. But how do we promote it? Simple, by passing it on to 

our children, by making reference to it and popularizing it on social 

media websites, or by rewriting it as a book, or by studying and teach-

ing it carefully and accurately.   
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The Heroes in Rusted Armor  

By Unknown 

 

 If you look at the world right now, you can say that it revolves 

around you. But then, the world is composed of numerous things that 

come from other people. Have you ever thought of the others around 

you? What happens to them and what is their story? 

 Since the day we were born we have been fighting for our sur-

vival. Everyday is a struggle and only some succeed. Have you ever 

thought as to what happened to them? To be honest, I’m sure that 

most of you don’t know that, and don’t care. But that’s the root of the 

problem: You simply don’t care. 

 Why, all of us need to focus on ourselves, you say I; for some 

reason, like someone who says that statement to the Greek heroes in 

the pantheon of Greece. Those who sacrificed much of their good 

men in their travels, yet they did not (Most of the time) become mind-

ful of those people, the result? The hero just moves on with his guest. 

 An army wins wars. They need unity in order to survive for 

them to care for each individual as much as himself. Why can’t people 

think of others instead of themselves? If we care boundaries that limit 

humans would rumble, as though the rust on heroes armor would 

whisk away.  
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The Love I’ll Never Have 

By An Aquinian Teacher 

 

 Ladies and Gentlemen: Good Afternoon. Try to look at the sky; 

do you think it’s going rain? It’s so amazing to feel the rain, the water 

that flows to you is unstoppable, sometimes raging so fast or maybe 

gently pouring down. Rain is like love. What is love? Love is a very 

powerful word. It is an unstoppable emotion that is supposed to be 

felt by every one of us. When someone is in love, actions are set to do 

in order to show the love and to bind it into a relationship. See what 

love can do, but does the same thing happen to all of us? The answer 

is no, there are some love which are not bound to happy ending. Sad 

but that’s the fact that becomes a part of the Earth’s rotation. 

 How can you tell someone that you’re in love with him/ her? 

It’s too difficult, isn’t it? It takes a lot of courage but sometimes the 

bravery that you have will actually turn into misery-a thing that can 

ruin you or mold you to be a better person. Is it fair? I think it is be-

cause having the courage to love you bring about the courage to suf-

fer as well, and love without pain is impossible. 

 Love can be magical, but as we all know magic can sometimes 

be an illusion. Why can’t it be real? There are certain reasons why we 

can’t have the love that we are aiming for. Listen to the following por-

tents. First, let me ask you, “Who are your celebrity crushes?” have you 

ever thought that a famous celebrity has a feeling for you? Well if you 

answered a big yes then you might be experiencing erotomania, a 

phenomenon in which you think a celebrity is falling in love with you 

and you think that that person is your soul mate. Sounds impossible, 

isn’t it? But it is happening most especially to the teenagers. Next, 

who is your best friend? Who are your friends? I can tell you who you 

are by knowing them but I can’t tell if you’ll be falling in love with 

each other. Respect is what attaches two persons in a friendship. How 

about this, is there anyone on your same sex that stimulate your inter-

est or maybe a member of your family that you would want to build in 

with? It’s more complicated because the people regard a huge aspect 

of what others think over them. It seems like you care a lot about what 
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the society has to say. When we fall in love, it’s the soul that is cap-

tures, and to fight for it will not be easy. Those alibis are good excuses 

why you can’t acquire the love, but what if there’s nothing really 

wrong? What if the plainly stands that you are not liked? That’s the 

hardest reason possible I think. 

 The era of your broken heart is the time when you're saying 

that you're an idiot to have fallen in love with the wrong person. There 

are times that you're all alone, sleeping and waiting to be woken up 

by him/ her but unfortunately, no face appeared as you open your 

eyes the next morning. We usually do certain things in order to erase 

that person in your mind. One would probably say that finding anoth-

er love is the best thing others may do for moving on with their life, 

and doing a lot of things and making themselves busy is also a great 

move. But is forgetting someone the same as disremembering the 

scar and the pain? No, some would probably be stuck in that moment, 

be a hostage of the love and be trapped there, believing, being faith-

ful, and learning to love without anything in return. Unrequited. 

 What’s the best option among the list that I have given a while 

ago? Actually it depends on the person; whatever the choice is, it de-

serves to be respected. I think loving someone without expecting any-

thing in return is a big blessing for it is true love, I believe, the love 

that everybody wants but unfortunately ignores when it has come to 

show up. It is somewhat like a glass that fell on your feet and the 

blood is already dripping but that person just looks at you, still uncon-

scious, looking but never knew that you did that to get the attention. 

You'll be doing that until the time makes you realize that you have 

become addicted. He/She is like a leech that sucks blood from you 

and you can't breathe and you can't see the world without him/her, 

that person has taken over you and you realized that you need to be 

fixed. 

 On the time that you come to ingrain the fact of losing and 

damaging yourself, that's the time wherein all you think is how to 

fight the feeling- how to kill it for it is the hardest stage of love. The 

conspired feelings chain you but you can’t emancipate from the 

shackles of corrupted love. Why are you afraid of losing that person 

when you know that he/she is not aware that you exist? Letting go is 
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not to forget, not to think nor to ignore. It doesn't have any feelings 

of sadness, emptiness, hatred, anger, jealousy or regret. It’s not about 

pride nor the dwelling on the past or blocking memories. Among 

these, it’s not about giving up and entitling yourself a ‘loser’. To let go 

is to cherish the memories, to be thankful to the memories that made 

you laugh, cry and grow. It is learning, experiencing and growing 

molded together flavored with confidence. Letting go is having the 

courage to accept change and accept there are things that cannot be, 

and the strength to keep moving. It’s to open the door and to clear 

the path so that you can release freely. 

 You realized that the time of departure is already there and as 

we travel, we carry something with us. Everybody would probably 

agree that it’s nice to take adventures with someone who can lighten 

up our load, but usually, it’s easier to just drop what we've been carry-

ing so we can get to our destination sooner even though there's still 

no certain place to go. Where will we go? Why do we clutch at that 

baggage even when we’re desperate to move?  

 Ladies and gentlemen, a while ago I said that in order to feel 

love we must all be ready to suffer. Suffering is the niece of relation-

ship. I'm not the same person I was two days ago since that day I was 

hurt. Something is different and I can't figure it out and I know I can’t 

never be that me again. I call your name over and over, like a refrain. I 

became your hostage; you ate me and left me like the last piece of 

cookie in the jar, all alone and broken. I’ve been licking my wounds 

but the venom sips deeper and I’m about to break, that’s why I need 

to walk away from you. I know I can pass the bridge without looking 

back at your side, without regretting that I passed it. The time that I 

can be on the other side of the bridge, smiling and facing the lovely 

day that I've should felt before when I was with you. I know that day 

will come, very soon, not too soon. 

 With that ladies and gentlemen, that’s the love that I’ll never 

have. 
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As part of the theological virtues, 

Aquinians express hope in a way 

that mirrors that of the saints' to-

wards a better future under the 

guidance of God. 



 

 

Hope 



 

 

While having a nap in in containment room L93 after the exhausting work 

you did on the chaos fragments, a coworker places another package on 

top of the desk beside the first artefact. He leaves a note afterwards and 

nonchalantly leaves the room. 

An hour later you wake up to find out that more work had piled up for 

you. You read the note beside the package: 

Artefact OCB-002, “Orange Circuitboard” 

Already had the lab boys plug this thing into one of our computers, 

it seems that each “station” does something different. Check this 

out: 

Blue: adds a number 

Red: subtracts a number 

Orange: err, an equal sign 

Just decode these symbols and we’ll get back to you. 

Day 1 
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Hope 

Seems simple enough. You sharpened 

your pencil and got back to doing what 

you did best, decrypting. 

It was a pretty easy decode, so you were 

able to get there in only about half an 

hour. 

“Four, Three, Seven, and an Unknown 

Symbol.” 

Might have to do more work to get what 

the Unknown Symbol is. 

“Perhaps we need to use the operations!” 

You thought to yourself. 

If the blue “station” operates on a num-

ber by adding it to another number and 

the red “station” subtracts, then we might 

be able to get this thing done hopefully, 

in a few seconds! 

Four...plus three? 

It appears that we must follow the red 

line. 

What is the Unknown Symbol? Find out 

what it is by performing the operations in 

the correct order. 

Write your answer in the orange space 

provided in your polychrome map. 



 

 

Drawing Fantasy 

By Dan Mari Villanueva 

 

I keep encumbering myself 

In the darkness within me 

Hiding such expressions 

That I keep on holding back 

 

In a corner I place myself 

Crumbling down on my knees 

Weeping out my heart 

From all the pain that I’ve held 

 

Left alone in the darkness 

That I’ve placed within me 

Hidden with a smile 

Hiding my fragile self 

 

Comfort did I look for, no, 

Even just a smile 

But who’d want to enter darkness 

Just to save someone like me 

 

 

 

 

Yet still I held on hope 

That someone would enter 

Bring hope and happiness 

Out of the darkness I’ve been 
hiding 
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Sa Magmamahal Sa Akin 

By Ms. Carmina V. Manapat 

 

Minsan na akong nangarap 

Na maglakad at sa altar ay humarap 

Dikit ng puso’t mga mata’y kumikislap 

Kahit batid ang malayong sakit at sarap 

 

Dumaan na rin naman ang pag-ibig 

Ngunit mag-isang nagsalin ng tubig 

Iba’t-ibang nimpa, araw-araw nang-uusig 

Siya nga ba sa aki’y tunay na umibig? 

 

Pighati at pagdurusa ang aking naranasan 

Para akong pinaso sa mainit na kalan 

O Diyos, aking hiling buhay ay sarapan 

Wika Niya’y, “Hindi hinahanap ang pag-ibig, kaya ka nahihirapan” 

 

Noon din bumaling sa iba ang pansin 

Akademikong layunin ang dapat sisirin 

Muling nahanap ang kumpiyansang nasa akin 

Muling nangarap maabot ang mga bituin 

 

Sa ‘di inaasahang panahon 

Ako’y nakarinig ng posibleng tugon 

Sa dati’y iniiwasang sitwasyon 

Ika’y nakita, pareho pa ng bokasyon 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bagong simoy ng hangin aking nalanghap 

Habang mga mata mo’y 

minamasdang kumurap 

Ikaw na nga ba ang papawi 
polychrome 
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sa aking hirap? 

Ikaw na nga ba ang matagal nang pinapangarap? 

 

Kung ako man ay iyong mamahalin 

Ito’y pakinggan mo’t bibigyang diin 

Sa mga magulang ako’y iyong lakarin 

Magandang buhay sa anak, kanilang hangarin 

 

Parati mo sana akong suyuin 

Kahit na ang puso’y minsa’y matampuhin 

Kayabanga’y lubusang lunukin 

Upang maiwasan ang alat ng asin 

 

Mahalin mo ako dahil sa ako ay ako 

Pagkababae ko’y bigyan mo ng respeto 

Maging tapat ka at sabihin ang totoo 

Sambitin mo laging, “Ika’y iniibig ko” 

 

Kung pagbigyan ang aking bawat hiling 

Siguradong ulo’y ‘di na iiling 

Sasamahan kung saan gustong makarating 

Yayakap sa iyo’t habambuhay kapiling 
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Nothing but Everything 

By Joshua Franz C. Ferrer 

 

 You are small. You are a dust in this universe. You are the lit-

tlest insect in the soil; you are a screw in a high-rise building. But you 

matter. 

 Looking how vast, wide, and big the world we live in today, 

you might feel as if you are nothing. You may seem invisible or you 

may seem useless. Life wouldn’t even bother if you’d exist or not. 

There are more than seven billion people that breathe with you. So 

what makes you different? What makes you special? What makes you 

stand out?  

 Nothing. 

 Truly you are just one of the many; you are just another heart-

beat. But a small, as little as you think you are right now, you are not. 

 You are valuable and important, not to the world, but to peo-

ple that you complete. The life you have, the heart and soul that lives 

within you is treasure for someone, as awful lot of someone. You are 

the dust that makes the universe what it is now; the insect that gives 

color in this soil; the screw within the buildings that hold it together. 

Everyone needs their dust, insect and screw in their life and that is 

you! 
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Better 

By Nathan Agustin 

 

 You never know the true value of an object until you have lost 

it.  

 Have you ever lost something you held on dearly? Have you 

ever made a wrong decision that everything you started and worked 

hard for suddenly fell apart? How did you feel? Did you feel bad, re-

gretful, sad, worried, or ruined? Did you realize that your decision has 

changed your life? You keep saying “I should have done it this way” or 

“that way”, but the question is why didn’t you do it? All of our deci-

sions lead to many things depending on how you play it. 

 You want to know why you find it hard to get through? It’s be-

cause you make the wrong decisions. You think too much. Your mind 

has the capacity to work, but you clog this with unnecessary thoughts. 

If you keep doing this, you can never see something to what it really 

is. You are afraid because you think that others will hold you back, and 

you know what’s worse? You let them hold you back. Your insecurity 

had you looking at yourself to who you are now, and not to who you 

can be later. You always think that there are other people who are 

better than you, and you depend on them to do the work you could 

have done. You are small. You are weak. 

 We all live for our beliefs. We all believe that we can be this 

guy one day, or that guy someday, but what are you doing now? You 

don’t stand for what you believe in. You dream too big, but do so 

small. All mind but no heart, confidence low. Why is that? Are you 

afraid of what others would say? Are you unprepared? Or maybe you 

are just sitting there, waiting for a miracle to happen. 

 And here I am, trying to tell you this: it’s not about who you 

are, but about what you do. You are built to pioneer your future, not 

to dwell on your misfortune. You might be small, tall, weak, strong, or 

even discriminated or bullied. Well, so what? What really matters in 

the end is how you do things. Be confident. Don’t be afraid to stare 

your problems at the face. Work hard so you can be more than who 



 

 

polychrome 

you are. Be better than yourself. In the end, all our actions will come 

back to us, so make things count. 

 Our decisions define who we are today. Don’t make wrong de-

cisions, stand up for what is right. Stand up for your beliefs, break lim-

its and be brave. If you want to be like someone someday, quit it. Be-

come better than yourself and tell others that you have gone so far by 

doing your best in everything you do. 
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Come Too Far to Stop Now 

By Jein Lee 

 

 Hello reader! Before you go on and read this article, I want you 

to think about how old you are. Now think about it; you have lived 

that much already, huh? Giving up now would mean a waste of all 

those efforts, isn’t it? Time goes flashing by now that you have real-

ized this, but don’t ponder too long. Next thing you know, you’re dy-

ing. 

 We humans have the external point where our interior 

thoughts have nothing to do with; that may have sounded complicat-

ing, it’s actually not. It’s like this, when we want to do something, it is 

inside of us that gains motivation from these interior factors. And 

eventually day after day, we practice something repeatedly expecting 

ourselves to be better at it in contrast to the previous ones. And if that 

doesn’t work out, we go null and sort of “wait” for another factor that 

gives us that certain “feeling” to continue on. And this process repeats 

until the point of death comes upon our hands, from our finger tips. 

Yes. We carry death at our fingertips. 

 Every year, every month, every day, every second, down to the 

tiniest amount of measurement of time, our lives are ending and each 

move we make leads us to another profound future. This gives us the 

will and the motivation to try and achieve something. We shouldn’t be 

discouraged when we fail, because the key for the box in the pile is 

often the last one. 

 That is why I don’t think you should give up; it is such a waste 

and pity if you do. Be a man and if you really can’t do it, then change 

goals. You, dear reader, are meant for more than what you are at this 

very moment. If you want it, then you can do it. Now go. 
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Heroes Wanted 

By Benjamin Santos 

 

 Let’s start with this, we need Heroes. 

 Imagine this, you open the Television and you see breaking 

news of criminals once an hour. You hear the police car sirens every 

time you go out. You see a person getting pick pocketed, and you do 

nothing about it. Most of the people you see are sick and frail. If 

you’re a student, imagine being criticized by other students and no 

one even cares. If I were to put all this into one word: Hell. 

 To continue, let me ask you do you want me to live in the so-

called “hell?” Do you want all the worst to happen to the world? Do 

you want your life story to be stuck at the climax and never reach the 

conclusion? All these questions are of course answered with a re-

sounding “No” I’m sure no one likes this kind of life. Thank God for 

the world we live in today. 

 Every day, we come across heroes. Our Parents, Doctors, Po-

licemen, Teachers, Journalists and so much more to mention, they are 

the heroes that help the world become a better place. Each and every 

one of these heroes have something special about that keeps the 

good the good world up and running. 

 If you thought you’re not included in the list of heroes, then 

you’re making the biggest mistake of life. 

 There is a hero in you. All you need to do is to find it. Just be-

lieve in yourself. Real life or Fiction be a hero. Especially like the he-

roes of my favorite Filipino story, Indarapatra and Sulayman. 
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Regrets of the Past and Mistakes of Tomorrow 

By Takashi Akune 

 

 No one is free of mistakes. Even the most brilliant of individu-

als go through a roadblock, piling up mountains of mistakes before 

getting that right answer. This is something that we have to carry on 

our backs for the rest of our lives as these mistakes make up a majori-

ty of who we are.  

 I remember back when I was a child where my whole world 

revolved around me and my PS2 console. I always stubbornly refuse 

putting it away after my nightly use of it. Little did I know that my lit-

tle 3 year old cousin was there and decided to play “smash-it” with 

my fragile little “baby”. I still remember the complicated feeling of 

that time – I felt shocked, angry and then depressed, depressed at the 

pitiful situation I was in as I couldn’t release the pent up emotions I 

felt at my console. 

 From then on, I leaned from first-hand experience not to leave 

anything to chance and do everything of my utmost ability to secure 

a high percentage of success in the goals I set on. Of course, even 

with this much determination I still made as much mistakes. Never-

theless, no matter how much I wept, regretted and cried, I still got up 

on my feet. As I knew that these mistakes that I was tearing at my 

heart were the marks that proved I was alive. 
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The Challenge of Morality 

By Alan June Icaonapo 

 

 The issue of morality in our society is getting worse while our 

love for each other is getting smaller by the moment. 

 The main problem in our society today is that we lack love for 

each other. We are living in a world of practicality that we tend to d 

things our way and violate the laws of God and man. The challenge of 

our morality is at hand I’m afraid we are failing this challenge. We are 

failing this because we lack love and faith in God. 

 So what should we, as youth of today, do? 

 Look around you, what can you see? Can you see the presence 

of God in this world? Some might say yes and others may say no. And 

my answer to this question is that I can’t see the presence of god at all 

in our society today. 

 Take the classroom for instance. Can you see the presence of 

God here? I don’t think so, because cheating is very always common in 

these four corners of the school. And noisy students always bother the 

class which often lead to disrespect. We are guilty of these wrong ac-

tions yet we still insist that our actions are just normal to students. 

Well in fact, this is not normal because it is not morally good. Well, 

there are still good students but they are getting lesser. 

 You already know it. But it’s not enough to just know it, you 

must transform this knowledge into concrete actions. Come with me 

to God and His love and we will become disciples in the transfor-

mation of the society and the world. 

 The challenge of morality is at hand. Are we going to let the 

world suffer? Think before you act. Pray before you speak. 
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The Hero in You 

By Tristan Joash Icban 

 

 First of all, you need to know that everyone can be a hero even 

if they only do little things. For example, a young man helping an el-

derly cross the street or giving food to the poor and homeless. Kids 

nowadays believe that heroes have extraordinary powers like flying, 

laser beams, etc.  

 But why do we call Jose Rizal a hero? He doesn’t even have 

any extra ordinary powers; but he does have bravery, a true mark of a 

hero. This was the tool used by our national hero to fight the Span-

iards. 

 Bravery, for me, is the act of facing your fears or overcoming 

the dangers that surround you without hesitation or doubt. For in-

stance, defending your friend from bullies or simply just not being 

afraid of the dark. Being brave is not always good though, like talking 

back to your parents – that’s bravery in a bad way. 

 Now think of all the possibilities that we can achieve if we are 

without fear; we’ll be very dauntless and nothing can faze us. Appar-

ently, that cannot happen and that’s why we have enemies in our lives, 

they make us frightened. And from there we start to shape the cour-

age in us and with this we are also able to overcome these enemies 

and become the heroes of our lives. 

  That takes us back to Jose Rizal because his enemies were the 

Spaniards and they were a lot! He overcome this fear and became our 

hero. But you’re the one who is going to decide what bravery is for 

you. 

  

 

 

 After bravery, you also need compassion and selflessness to 

become a true champion. The story of the Good Samaritan represents 
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these traits. The attitude of abnegation was showed in the story, 

where he helped a man that was beaten. The Samaritan was so kind 

that he even gave his water to the man and paid his expenses. In real 

life, we can see this kind of scenario maybe when someone helps his 

friend face his downfall or a rich man giving his money to charity.  

 So the next time you see someone in need of help, do not be 

hesitative, just ignore yourself and help that person whole-heartedly - 

and then you’ll become a hero. 

 To conclude all these, there are different and very unique he-

roes in all of us; just helping someone cross the road is already a very 

heroic deed. But nobody is perfect, we were not born a hero – our ex-

periences in life shapes us and makes us realize that helping others 

would put a smile on their face and also make us happy.  

Now, I will leave this question: do you have what it takes to be a hero? 



 

 

polychrome 

The Dirt Hero 

By Takashi Akune 

Heroes are a lot like a myth, namely because of the fact that you’ll 

never be able to find a truly good person that would willingly sacrifice 

everything for the so called “greater good”; this is probably because 

the world can’t possibly bring someone up like that, with it being too 

complex and unfair – twisting the people over time with ideas of self-

gain and competition. But thanks to a certain encounter that I had 

with a filthy-pure individual, I managed to retract my prejudiced im-

pression on the concept known as “heroes”. 

It was a day like any other, with the same old routines and the same 

old faces. I was sitting on my desk and talking with my seatmates – 

with the same old conversation topics we usually had. It was supposed 

to be like that until we touched upon the subject of our annual tree-

planting activity. Responsible student as I am, I reluctantly decided to 

attend for the sake of extra co-curricular points. 

Later on that day, I found myself in a rather uncomfortable situation – 

stuck between my overly responsible self and a usual slacker. I then try 

to slowly fade away form the scene and be done with the activity. I 

spot a kid probably around my age, covered in dirt from head to toe 

with an expression of profound achievement. I was shocked, so to say, 

that I was able to find someone who is still able to enjoy this kind of 

hassle and unfulfilling manual labor.  

So I approached him out of interest. “You look like you’re enjoying 

yourself,” I said with a feigning, disinterested tone.  

“Hmm, I guess you can say that,” he said with a smile out of place in 

this kind of situation.  

 

 

“That’s pretty rare. Normally you would be kind of pissed off or 

bored,” I said with a hint of bafflement. 

“Well, I just try to think that I’m helping out the world even though I 
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can’t really do much. But still I want to help out in anyway that I can,” 

he said with an expression full of unmovable determination and con-

viction. Basically, that was how my day ended. 

The answer itself wasn’t special at all, it was the kind of line you’d usu-

ally hear when asked in order to prop yourself up, but the way he said 

it was extraordinary - it was full of emotions. I couldn’t convince my-

self that it was all an act. At the realization of this, I felt insecure, 

ashamed, but inspired. 

“I guess they [heroes] do really exist,” I mumbled to myself; it was a 

dazzling experience that makes me think: I want to be like him.  

This brief encounter made me realize that although heroes are defi-

nitely rare, they definitely exist. 

“I wonder if I can also become one.” 



 

 

Stephen Alexis Lin 
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The plethora of unknown faces covered my field of vision as my body 

tried its hardest to squeeze through, closer to the man I have always 

wished to share words with. Various microphones of various labels 

filled the gaps in between the many unfamiliar people. Never in my 

life have I felt such adrenaline run through me as I catch a small 

glimpse of the man’s face. “He is of high charisma,” I thought.  I try to 

reach out, gripping a pen in one hand and a notepad in the other, 

hardly ever making it through the assortment of recording devices. 

People were pushing each other, trying to keep up with the man’s fast 

pace. I feel a small tap on my shoulder, eventually turning into a push 

enough to make you lose balance; my mind suddenly goes blank and 

along with a strange ringing in my ears, I topple over and fall face-first 

on the hard tiled floor. The things I was holding on to so tightly in my 

hands escaped from me and drifted off into the dark corners of my 

vision. Trying to gain consciousness in such a state is ineffective now, 

yet I still manage to open one of my eyes and pick up the dropped 

pen. The sound of cameras and crowds slowly fade away from me as 

my vision warps, turning into a kaleidoscopic jumble of colors, and my 

whole body collapses. “It’s over,” I pitifully thought to myself. “My ca-

reer, that is.” 

“Here, take this pen,” “Use it to write down all the interesting things 

you see, and share them to the world.” I could never forget the day I 

heard those words. It’s been imprinted on my mind like a carving on 

the bark of a sapling. It was there from the beginning and will stay 

there until the end. Ever since then, I aspired to become a journalist; 

thanks to the man who gave me inspiration. He may be distant from 

me but with this pen, I’m sure I’ll eventually come face-to-face with 

him again. It’s worth the struggle. 

 

“Wake up,” My body hurts. “Hey, wake up. Are you alright?” The deep, 

placid voice woke me up from my uneventful slumber, yet it seemed 

that only my consciousness is active. My body is as limp as a dead leaf 

and would probably not react to anything. “You’re not dead aren’t 

you?” The voice speaks again in a deep, satisfying tone. There should 

only be one person in this world to have such a low vocal range, as far 
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as I know, and that would be my grandfather.  No one ever beat him 

in “Whose voice is lower?” contests. Every night I stayed over, he 

would read me a book and my dreams would be filled with amazing 

narration. He also used to show me the awards he got at his job as a 

soldier. Those were the most memorable times of my life. But that was 

back then. This voice can’t possibly be my grandfather’s. It was sad-

dening how early he passed away. Ahh… “Grandpa…” I unintentionally 

spoke aloud. “Huh? I’m not your grandpa. I don’t even have children 

yet.” The man laughingly replied. “Anyways, we have to get you out of 

here before they come.” “Let me carry you.” He lifted up my arm and 

carried me on his back. “Thank you.” I said. “No need to acknowledge 

me. It’s my duty as a soldier to help citizens in need.” He said proudly, 

lifting me off the rough, dirt-ridden ground. But… I’m pretty sure I col-

lapsed in the middle of a hall. Why am I here…? 

I slowly opened my eyes and looked around. The things I saw before 

me was astounding. It was like a scene out of a 1948 movie. Old, con-

crete and brick-made low-rise buildings were strewn all over the 

place. Neoclassical architecture and candle-lit lamps were present 

around some houses which also displayed decorative metal signs you 

probably would consider as antiques today. I don’t remember seeing 

something like this in the tourist guidebook I used for reference in 

one of my reports before. Although I’ve never been here, it still gives 

off an aura of familiarity; that of which you would feel nostalgic from. 

“Where are we headed?” I asked the soldier. “To a settlement,” “There 

you could take a rest with all the others.” The soldier replied hastily, 

trying to walk as fast as he can. A settlement… Aren’t they what you 

call ‘evacuation centers’ nowadays? “Put me down,” “I can walk by my-

self. Just lead me there.” I requested. It would be rude to have him 

carry me all the way when I’m not even injured. The soldier paused for 

a moment and replied, “If you want…” “But be careful where you step, 

some patches of land are dry so they crumble easily.” I nodded in 

agreement. “Ask me if you need anything.” The soldier walked ahead, 

and I followed. 

There were many interesting things I saw in that six or seven-minute 

walk. There were many soldiers around the settlement, as if a war had 

just started. There were also stations where you could probably watch 
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the whole city from. This confused me greatly; I knew that I was not in 

the same time period. That was clear to me, but how? I was stumped, I 

don’t know anything. It was terrifying. “What year is it now…?” I asked 

one of the soldiers. He looked at me and said, “You’ll see when you 

write your name down on that piece of paper.” He pointed at a sheet 

of paper on top of a wooden desk near the door. Apparently they 

were listing down the number of civilians in the settlement. “1951 – 

September 4,” it said. I stared at the paper blankly, not knowing what 

expression I should have. “Do you not have a pen?” A small voice asks. 

“Here, take this pen.” The boy pulled out something from his pocket 

and handed it to me. “No, it’s alright. I have a pen.” I shuffled around 

my bag and got out the pen that I have treasured for so long. “That 

pen looks expensive, it must be important to you!” The boy says. 

“Don’t you use it to write down the interesting things you see?” That 

gave me the chills. A flashback of that day suddenly emerges in my 

mind. “You… how do you know that,” I said, holding the pen tightly in 

my right hand. “It’s because you look like the guys that work for the 

newspaper,” he said with a smile. “Just like my dad!” “So take this pen 

and save the ink on that one so you could write down more interest-

ing things,” the boy suggests. Rarely do you see kids like these in the 

future. I took the pen and said ‘thank you.’ “Benigno!” A woman calls. 

“Ahh, have to go, mom’s calling, bye!” The boy says, running off into a 

corridor. “Benigno…What an outdated name…” I thought. I took off 

the lid of the pen and it came flying across the room. I could feel a 

small sting at the side of my finger as I bend down to get the lid, it 

looks like a cut. “That’s a really sharp pen…” I ignore it and write my 

name on the paper.  

I looked out the window and saw the sun as it fell and the day ap-

proaches dusk. I need to have energy tomorrow so I could find a way 

back. I went into the room that a soldier lead me to, along with sever-

al other people. It seemed like this is where we sleep. For a settlement, 

this is not bad. The beds were clean and there was enough space for 

everyone to move around in. I took the spot at the corner of the room 

and laid my things next to the bed. I then rested myself, slowly closed 

my eyes and drifted into my dreams. 

“I brought you food.” “Are you sure you’ll be alright?” 
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“I’m fine as long as I’m in this hospital,” I opened up the bag and took 

out the Styrofoam box. “What’s in this?” I asked. “Spaghetti.” Irene re-

plied. “Boring,” “I expected more of you.” I said in return. “How crude, 

and here I was trying to be the best friend you could ever have.” She 

then said, frowning.  

“Are you even sure that your letter would reach him?” She asked while 

I was chomping down the spaghetti she had bought me. “And him, of 

all people?” Sigh. “Of course, he has no choice but to attend to the 

needs of his people.” I exclaimed, closing the lid of the Styrofoam box. 

“Maybe he might show up now, haha.” As I put away the paper bag, a 

person knocks on my door and startles me. “Well, coincidences do 

happen…” She stands up and walks toward the door. “Who might this 

be,” she says, looking at me. 

A sudden loud bang which sounds like it came from outside woke me 

up from my sleep in the middle of the night. I felt a thin rope tied 

around my wrist and my feet. I struggled to move but these ropes are 

restricting my movement. I can’t believe this is happening to me. 

Looking around, it seemed like I’m the only one in the room. I’m not a 

secret agent nor a super human, right now I’m just a hostage and I’m 

completely vulnerable; I have nothing to help me escape. In these sit-

uations, all I can do is pray. I squirmed around the floor to reach my 

bag, hoping to find something sharp to cut the rope with. I remember 

that I have an army knife with me. It’s useful for cutting sheets of pa-

per after all. I feel the insides of my bag yet I don’t feel the army knife 

anywhere. I also can’t find my phone, my wallet, or my watch. Could 

they have taken them…? It seems as though they deliberately took the 

things that have value… I feel the insides of my bag again hoping to 

find the pen the boy gave me. “Ah!” It’s still there. “Yes, the sharpness 

of this pen is enough to cut down a whole army,” I jokingly thought to 

myself. It’s best to be optimistic in times like these after all. I carefully 

take off the lid and position the pen carefully. A few movements was 

enough to cut my arms free. I also cut the rope tied to my legs and I 

put the lid back on. I stand up and walk towards the door, bringing 

my bag with me. It might seem like I’m calm but I’m actually shaking. 

Right now, anything could happen. If I open this door, who knows 

what I’ll see. I reach for the door handle, hoping that someone would 
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come and save me. “Please…” 

She carefully swings open the door as I watch from my hospital bed. 

“Good morning.” The man greets both of us, his sunglasses shining 

because of the reflection from the sun. I sat there in shock, not know-

ing what to say. “I received your letter.” The man said. He approaches 

the side of my bed with a box in hand. The man then sits down at the 

chair just beside my hospital table. “You see, there are two different 

kinds of people in this world. Those who do, and those who don’t.” “I 

believe that you are one of those that can do, but don’t.” I was there, 

staring and listening to his nonstop lecture. I hated lectures; I always 

slept whenever my teacher gives one but with this man speaking, I felt 

like listening. After all that he says, I sat there with my mouth open. I 

don’t know what to say. “Maybe it’s time.” He takes the box he had 

placed on my hospital table and hands it over to me. “Here, take this 

pen,” “Use it to write down all the interesting things you see, and 

share them to the world.” The man says. “Thank you so much…” I 

nervously accept. “I guess my time here is over. It’s up to you what 

you want to be. Remember this.” The man says. He stands up and 

leaves the room, accompanied by one of his guards. “What exactly did 

you put in that letter to the president…?” Irene asks. “Nothing… I just 

asked for advice since my life is tied to this stupid bed.” I reply. “He 

sure said a lot.” She says. “Yeah…” I stare out the window, gazing at 

the clouds with a smile in my heart. 

The moon was shining into the room I was just confined in. Sweat 

trickles down my skin and my temperature instantly drops. “I’m going 

to open this door…” I said to myself. I grab the door handle and pull it 

as softly as I could. A stream of light flows into the room and blinds 

me for a moment. The sound of cameras and crowds slowly fill the 

room as people struggle to keep up with the president’s fast pace. 

 

This is the hall I was in… I remember collapsing here. I scanned my 

surroundings and checked twice; it really is. There, on the hard, tiled 

floor was an expensive looking pen, one which looked exactly like 

mine. Could it be… “My pen!” I shouted. I rushed toward it and picked 

it up. As I was picking up my pen, a man came close to me and said, 
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“You have written so many interesting things.” I looked up and saw 

the president’s charismatic face. I was shocked. “Here, take this note-

pad,” “And write a story for your country.” I stood there, frozen. And 

tears streak my face as I hear that deep, placid voice once again. 

“Grandpa…?” The man smiles. 

No matter what, where, or who it may be, as long as hope exists 

somewhere, I’m sure that anything could become possible. Everything 

is correlated to each other. It doesn’t matter if you open one door or 

the other. It’s the same one after all.                                                                                                    



 

 

polychrome 



 

 

Aquinians are known to exemplify 

a brightening joy that overshad-

ows all their hardships in way that 

inspires others. 



 

 

 joy 



 

 

Artefact WYL-003, “Weird Yellow Liquid” 

The last artefact you handled was quite easy. Perhaps too easy for an un-

known space object. It had you doubtful but other than that, you were 

quite happy that you were able to do it so quickly. 

The day was quite stressful for you, two artefacts in a day? That’s like win-

ning the lottery twice in a year! It would be miracle if they suddenly found 

another artefact out of nowhere right now. But that can’t be possible; 

You’ve read in the Metol Archeology Manual that there is a 1 in 136,000 

chance of finding another new artefact immediately after finding one. 

Day 1 
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joy 

But now is not the time to be thinking 

about these things since you have been 

a good cryptographer and have the 

privilege to relax. You sit down on one of 

the comfy sofas that Metol Labs have in 

the lounge and take a sip of a glass of 

fresh pineapple juice. 

A group of researches pass by the 

lounge and you happen to hear what 

they were talking about. 

“I heard the archeologists found another 

artifact around in Berlin.” 

“What that’s crazy, another one so 

soon?” 

Oh, that sounds… great. I guess you’ll 

have to chill around inside L93. 

On the computer screen of L93 is a 

closely taken photograph of the artefact. 

You take a closer look and inspect the 

glyph. It’s a symbol you’ve seen before. 

You remember that it stands for “25”. 

But is that really it? Perhaps  it signifies a 

letter. But you remain baffled. 

What could “25” mean? So far the other arte-

facts have a single character decode. Write 

your answer in the yellow space provided in 

the  polychrome map. 



 

 

A Little Bit 

By Robert Gatchalian 

 

I’m a little bit burdened 

I’m a littlie bit iced  

I’m a little bit difficult  

Than I’m a little bit nice 

 

You’re a little bit clueless 

You’re a little bit numb 

You’re a little bit smarter  

Than you’re a little bit dumb 

 

I’m not a little bit shaky 

I’m not a little bit boor 

Though a little bit confused  

Than a little bit sure 

 

You’ve not a little bit flaw 

You’re not a little bit of a fool 

Though a little bit colder  

Than a little bit cool 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I’ll get down on my knees 

Though a little bit unsure  

Propose in heartbeat  

I’ll be you little bit cure 
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Angel’s Smile 

By Dan Mari Villanueva 

 

The skies looked like as if a sea 

Blue, wonderful as it could be 

The clouds were as if like cotton 

Soft, cuddly, from top to bottom 

 

The sun shines dimmer than usual 

Different from what was casual 

The wind blew more gentle breezes 

Lighter than its normal breezes 

 

The feeling was like no other 

Like there was nothing to bother 

Thoughts of peace and of happiness 

Away from hate, even sadness 

 

I have found myself then staring 

At things that were so much caring 

Like I’m in the state of thinking 

Of what was even happening 

 

Then an angel came by the bench 

Where I was sitting just to quench 

She sat down a little closer 

That had made my heart flutter 

 

 

 

 

 

I blushed until I became red 

That made her smile to me instead  

I thought that she would 

laugh at me  

A sweet smile it turned out to 

be 

 

I smiled back still looking red 

A smile that was a little spread 

She answered with another 

smile 

A tender smile just like the sky 

polychrome 
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Kaibigan 

By Jay Allen Corto 

 

Ito ay magsisilbing inspirasyon 

Upang mabigyang solusyon 

Ang mga haharaping problema 

Sa mga darating na taon. 

 

Sila ang naging takbuhan 

Sila rin ang naging sandalan 

Magkikita tuwing uwian 

Ito ay isa sa di ko makakalimutan. 

 

Ang sarap isipin na sila’y nariyan 

Alam mong ika’y tutulungan 

Kapag ika’y nangangailangan 

Sila ang matatawag na tunay na kaibigan 

 

Sila ay laging kasama 

Sa lungkot na nadarama 

Wala nang hihigit pa 

Sa saya na dala nila. 

 

Siguro minsa’y wala sila 

Pero huwag isipin na iniwan ka 

Marahil ay may ginawa sila 

Upang ika’y mapasaya. 
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Sila ang nagsilbing pamilya 

Pamilya na laging nariyan 

At handa kang damayan 

Sila ang taong hindi ka iiwanan. 

 

Eskuwela ay tinuring na tahanan 

Ito ay nagsilbing hagdan 

Upang ating makamtan 

Ang pangarap na inaasam. 

 

Kaibigan, kaibigan 

Sila ang hindi malilimutan 

Sila ay naging parte ng aking buhay 

Na aking nagustuhan 

 

Nakakalungkot mang isipin 

Na kami ay magkakahiwa-hiwalay 

Dahil nalalanghap na namin – 

Pagtatapos na inaasam. 

 

Ito ang hindi ko makakalimutan 

Na sila ay parte ng aking buhay 

Marahil man ay magkakahiwa-hiwalay, 

Pero sila pa rin ang magiging kaibigan... habambuhay 



 

 

The Adventure of Daniel the Janitor 

By Salvador M. Tulalian II 

 

Daniel P. Sullivan was a janitor. He was kind of smart but his bosses 

were always teasing him and punching his head, but he was not 

fighting back. 

One day, Daniel’s bosses told him to clean the attic. At the attic, he 

saw a blue crystal. When he touched it, suddenly he travelled to a dif-

ferent world; he traveled to the jungle, to the ocean and to a castle 

too. 

At the castle, he saw some guards who told him, “Do not get inside or 

we will kill you.” He hid behind a large stone and planned something.  

Later, he was able to get inside the castle and there he saw some pris-

oners who warned him, “This place is very dangerous.”  

But Daniel told them, “I will get you out of here so you and the others 

can be free now.”  

The prisoners said, “O thank you, thank you!”  

When freed, the prisoners were very happy. They weren’t really bad 

people like criminals. 
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Then Daniel went upstairs. He saw a princess wrapped in tape. He 

then unwrapped the princess but a bad wizard saw him and attacked 

him with his magic. But he was a good dodger and he was able to res-

cue the princess and escape from the castle.  

The bad wizard then called the knights to chase Daniel and the prin-

cess. Daniel and the princess saw a bright light and it spoke to them, 

“I will give you power but use it in good ways.” 

Daniel and the princess suddenly gained powers. Daniel had the spe-

cial power of electricity and the princess had enchanted flowers. To-

gether, they fought the bad knights. Some good knights came out of 

the gate of the castle and helped them, he was unable to recognize 

that these knights were the prisoners he had freed. 

After the big fight, the land became paradise. And all the villagers 

were thankful to Daniel. 
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St. Thomas Aquinas was called 

the Angelicum for having wisdom 

that matches that of an angel's, 

something Aquinians should 

strive for in their desire to give 

information to the world and ex-

press their thoughts through 

written words. 



 

 

Expression 



 

 

Artefact EO-004, “Energy Orb” 

The rate that the archaeology team at Metol Labs are finding new arte-

facts is increasingly fast, and you expect even more work to do as the days 

pass. 

You’ve gotten the basic gist of how the mysterious language works and 

have even written a list of all words that you’ve come across so far. 

“How many of these artefacts do you think exist?” You ask. 

“Dunno, probably seven. You know how they say that it’s a lucky num-

ber?” Barry replies. 

“I’ll buy you a free drink if your seven-artefact guess is right.” 

Barry’s phone starts ringing in the middle of conversation. “Talk to you 

later, a new package just arrived. It’ll be in L93 in a few minutes.” “We’re 

just that close to solving this mystery.” He leaves the lounge. 

Day 2 
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Expression 

You decided to stay in the lounge for a 

few more hours before going back to 

L93.  

When you finally arrived in L93, a pecu-

liar looking box catches your attention. 

It was on the desk as usual but it 

seemed quite large compared to the 

other artefacts. 

You decided to check the note stuck at 

the back of the box. 

“High kinetic activity is present in the 

orb, we still don’t know how it floats like 

that.” 

Other than the floating, it also seems to 

be projecting characters onto the glass. 

There were too many of them to de-

crypt and it changes too quickly to even 

read. You decided to only translate the 

one character that stands out, the “Y” in 

the middle of the orb. 

It roughly translates to “Energy” 

The answer should follow the trend. 

“Green” and “Energy” it seems that a cer-

tain letter appears twice in both words. 

What could be the letter? Write your an-

swer in the green space provided in the 

polychrome map. 
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Ang Silid-Aralan: Isang Panawagan  

By Mr. Mark Dinlasan 

 

Ang silid-aralan ay isang lugar na pinagyayabong ang ating kaalaman 

Kung saan ang mga estudyante ay madalas nagtatagisan 

Kaalaman at dunong na di kadalasang makikita sa ibang paraan 

Sikap ng bawat isa at turo ng guro ay natutugunan 

 

Madalas di man natin napapansin ang munting silid na ito 

Isang lugar na buhay bagamat binubuo lamang ng apat na sulok at 
pinto 

Di ba’t madalas na nanatili tayo dito ng apatnapung oras sa isang 
linggo 

Ang lugar sa paaralan kung saan tayo unang nagtutungo. 

 

Ang mga asignturang tulad ng Filipino, Ingles, Agham at Matematika 

Epektibong naisasagawa sa loob ng maayos na silid-aralan 

Pagkakaibigan, pagbibigayan, at kapatiran ay ilan lamang sa natutu-
nan 

Sa ating pananatili maghapon sa silid na puno ng aktibong mag-aaral 

 

Pero malimit na tanong ng lahat pagkatapos ng taon 

Ang silid na ito ay kadalasang mukang patapon 

Ang bulletin board, kurtina at sabitan nito ay pawang dinaanan ng 
bagyo 

Pinto, pisara, at upuan ay mukang nakaranas ng matinding kalbaryo. 

 

Di man natin alintana ay mukang di mo nanaisin 

Lugar na dapat aralan ay nagiging palaruan 

At idagdag mo pa ang matinding kalat ng basura pagkatapos ng klase 
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Sa bawat sulok ng silid-aralan ay karaniwang parang estante sa dami 

 

Ano ba ang ating dapat na itugon sa lugar na di naman tumutugon? 

Hindi ito nagsasalita kung saan man tayo naroroon ngayon 

Handa pa rin itong tangapin tayo sa lahat ng pagkakataon 

Lugar kung saan di lumilipas ang bawat panahon. 

  

Ito ay isang tula para sa ating mag-aaral at guro 

Ang bawat silid-aralan ay ating mahalagang tahanan kung saan tayo 
natuto 

Kaya marapat na ito ay panatiliing malinis at pangalagaan 

Ang boses ng tulang ito ay magsilbing isang panawagan. 
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Bookmark  

By Samuel Johan C. Magalit 

 

Venturing on lands unknown, 

Discovering what lights have shown 

Reveals a shocking mystery 

Drawing forth from misery 

 

Absorbed in every word depicted, 

With a trance, I am afflicted 

Never resting for a moment 

Unless my mind be in a torment 

 

Reading on for hours at best 

Finally, I came to rest 

I felt a bout of dizziness 

Brought about by weariness 

 

From other worlds, I now come 
home 

From other times bound in a tome 

And tomorrow, I presume 

Is another journey I’ll resume 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But tonight I’ll have relief 

I won’t turn another leaf 

I’ll mark the page of the next 
chapter 

So I won’t lose my way here-
after 

 

Many thoughts arise 

As I close my eyes 

Still, I felt sleep coming 
through the night 

As a bid you all goodnight  
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I’m Zealous to you 

By Enrico Aranda 

 

I may consider this as another 
term for love, 

For love is mainstream already. 

Why am I zeal to another per-
son? 

Because the affection that he/
she gave to me  

 

I discovered the word zealous, 

Because I’m zealous to the rich 
history of Catholicism. 

I adore Jesus Christ, 

Because he’s the man. 

He formed me to my life,  

Because he loves us. 

 

He won’t let us down, 

Because he is the messiah. 

Let him be our example 

Because he died for us 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Share the blessings, 

Because having affection is shar-
ing blessings, 

LOVE ONE ANOTHER 

FOR GOD LOVES US! 
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The Mediocre Haiku 

By Karol Cruz 

 

A dead night of dusk 

I steadily inhale the 

Cold air in the dark 

 

It’s silent and I 

Have no idea what to 

Even do right now 

 

So I just write this 

Silly poem to submit it 

---As a requirement 

 

So, I say sorry 

If I have wasted your time 

By letting you read 

 

A haiku is a  

Mood poem after all and I 

Still follow its rules 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Are you entertained? 

Or perhaps, did I bore you? 

I don’t really care 

 

Perhaps you did laugh 

Or I irritated you 

Then my job is done 

 

I’ll say nothing more 

I’ve reached the end of this now 

It’s time to move on 
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What If All Love Was Real? 

By Christian Orejas 

 

People said love was difficult, almost impossible 

And even say “that it’s nothing but trouble” 

Can we really say that we love all the way? 

Or will we break a heart everyday 

 

God loved us so much He sacrificed Himself 

And yet I’m thinking here all about myself 

What if love is forever true 

Will that be the only time to say I love you 

 

Will we love someone everyday 

Will we make them feel invincible with every word we say 

Do we really need to stick to the trend 

To love someone, until the end? 
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Changes 

By Edward Secades 

 

 There are a lot of government organizations that focus on pre-

venting the occurrence of natural disasters in the Philippines; but can 

we really say that our country is united in achieving the goal? 

 To start things off, let me give you the definition of natural dis-

asters: natural disasters are natural phenomenon that causes property 

damage and/or loss of life. A lot of natural disasters have already oc-

curred in our country; earthquakes, volcano eruptions, landslides, tor-

nadoes, hurricanes, and floods. So, as a common citizen, what can we 

do to help in preventing these disasters? We should take care of our 

natural sources, not abuse it. Stop the illegal loggers and learn to dis-

pose garbage the right way. Close all factories that cause air pollution 

and, most especially, discipline ourselves in these tasks. The mission is 

to protect the land and water in which life depends. Everyone and 

everything on this planet is affected by these calamities. I believe that 

by doing these, we take one step ahead in creating a community that 

is safe and convenient for living.  

 We should start moving, create a plan and act on it. It’s time 

for us to start making some changes – let’s change the way we think, 

let’s change the way we live, and let’s change the way we treat each 

other. You see the old way wasn’t working so it’s on us to do what we 

should do, to survive and together we can grow. 
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Community Crisis 

By Robert Gatchalian 

 

 Community crisis causes branches varying in sizes and im-

portance, of different socio-economic difficulties. In general, it causes 

social problems that affect mostly those who are considered weak (or 

poor). To solve these, we are to look into the different effects it al-

ready caused and stop it.  

 The primary problem, for me, hat causes all these are laws that 

are being passed. These laws are beneficial only to those who are ben-

efitted enough. Rarely it’s about the problems addressed by the poor 

and surely it is implemented accordingly. If the law itself is showing 

inequality, the poor how are not benefitted would have no one to turn 

to. 

 Poverty does not only show community crisis, but as well as 

community division. The psychological effect of poverty has turned to 

something to be feared. The inferiority complex of the society’s poor 

class is getting severe. The rich reaches an unimaginable level of arro-

gance and think low of the reject. 

 The youth are becoming juveniles and are slowly becoming 

causes of social problems, through their fast adaptation to corrupted 

environment is becoming negative. They become menaces of the so-

ciety. Most probably these are cause of liberation. Most of the time, 

children grows disciplined if raised in fear. 

 All these link to law a human organism tends to think. It’s be-

cause they are raised to a specific environment that they have that 

kind of thinking and the solutions brink on to fixation, complexes and 

their way of thinking of each person living in the society.  
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Crimes of our “Protectors” 

By Nathan Raphael Agustin 

 

 Before, our grandparents told us that if something bad hap-

pens to us, we must approach the police. But now they tell us that we 

must not approach the police or something back happen to us. Gen-

eral Purizima, what is happening? The police are supposed to be the 

heroes of the law, but now, it is as if hey are the villains. For the part 

few weeks, I never finished watching a news report without hearing 

about crimes dome by our “respected” police officers, our so-called 

heroes. They are aught to fight criminals, but not they are the crimi-

nals. Is that what their academies taught them to do? 

 Last night, I read about a news report saying that four police 

officers who were the masterminds of one “huldap” case coming from 

the same academy and same batch. There is another one about a po-

liceman being the gunman in the assassination of a famous race car 

driver because he was paid a hundred-thousand pesos. There are 

many other reports about crimes committed by policemen, and all for 

them have one same motive: money. We thought that only politicians 

were hungry for money, but now even the PUP caught up with this 

idiotic trend. 

 There is also one more case that leads me to think about the 

truth of this conclusion, and that case when high-ranking police offic-

ers sold a staggering amount o 1000 AK-47 rifles to the New People’s 

Army who were supposed to be their biggest enemy. I don’t get how 

they ewer able to risk the security of many people just for the sake of 

getting money,. How did this transaction get through the PNP chiefs? 

How did this get through General Allan Purizima? 

 

 

 

 What the PNP lacks today is leadership. When General Lacson 

was the PNP Chief, there were little cases about policemen who got 
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involved in crime. Many people know him for his stone fist, his strict 

leadership to his department, this is hat our police today lack. Only a 

few of their leaders are like Lacson, and most of them are overshad-

owed by their corrupt higher ranks. Gen. Purizima lacks this kind of 

leadership. If he knew about these cases, why didn’t he do something 

about it? Why are the police officers involved in crime still on active 

duty? OH poor PNP. The people are losing their trust on you. 

 Fix your organization, or else everyone will be going to the 

NBT instead. IF General Purizima cannot do what Lacson did, then 

someone must replace him. 

 Please, PNP. Do it for the people. 
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Love and Equality 

By Byron Mart Tampoc 

 

 The world, contextualized today, foresees the worsening sur-

face of social differences. The widening charm or gap in the 21st cen-

tury briefs the context of the bigger problems to resolve today. These 

social differences constitute the harsh face nowadays, and we must 

not deprive ourselves to partake in. We have the change in our hands. 

 Integrating this socio-problem to Greek myth is the concept 

that civilians suffer over the wars of the gods, framing the incapacity 

of commoners to protect themselves. This shows Marxism among the 

powerful and the ordinary people, that is a disadvantage. 

 A friend of mine was awarded by the Department of Education 

for raising such beautiful analogies in her entry about social differ-

ences. “I am white, you are black. I am braced with sophistication 

while you’re desiccating yourself in the world of darkness. Let me ask 

you one thing, why do you consume Cherifer? Is being small a sin, a 

problem? No. The Darwinism concept marks the difference among 

longs and shorts – an implication of wide discrimination.” 

 The solution that we must jostle to eradicate this cancer in the 

society is love. Love must vanquish hate – it must conquer. With love, 

we practice unity which imposes oneness, where we all feel mutual to 

one another. 

 So do not preclude those in the public schools, they deserve 

the education they must have. Don’t be obtuse but be prolific to the 

poor. Share love – a beautiful thing. 
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Pause 

By Joshua Ferrer 

 

 Let’s open your eyes, shall we? Your phones and tablets are 

now smarter than you. 

 Through the years that have passed, man has developed inno-

vative and advanced technology - from smartphones to tablets to 

computers and an awful lot more. It’s like technology has been more 

life-sustaining than the food that we eat. It enslaves people and intox-

icates the mind with nothing but pleasure.  

 So what does this have to do this us? As long as we breathe, 

eat, and sleep we’re fine, right? No. You deprive yourself from the true 

meaning of life. You, yourself, tie the ropes that technology present. 

You slowly kill your own being. 

 To look at it, technology isn’t really that bad. It gives us enter-

tainment through games, social media, and the ability to take photos 

in an instant. It keeps us from being bored and feeds our hungry and 

excited minds. Well, this is actually a good thing; it’s a benefit – a perk. 

But to ponder on it, technology becomes a distraction. It’s what makes 

people unproductive; it becomes a temptation. Instead of working, 

being busy with our projects, tasks, and assignments, we tend to get 

away with those tweets, play and take ‘selfies’ with Retrica. What does 

this make of us? We become stagnant and useless as pebble. 

 These so called ‘perks’ will soon be the reason why life stops 

for us for we become addicts. We crave for more and we long to out-

do ourselves. We want to beat our best self in the most irrelevant and 

unimportant competition in our lives. People aim to set a new high-

score in their favorite game or maybe, to get a better angle and filter  

 

 

 

for their pictures. Perhaps post a status on Facebook, a tweet on Twit-

ter or a blog on Tumblr in hopes that it will be the next big thing on 
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the internet.  

 Experts say we should limit ourselves in using phones and tab-

lets to 1-2 hours a day only, but who cares? 24 hours a day, right? Yes, 

so much for addictiveness.  

 This addictive quality of technology is entwined with the trend 

set by society. Man has the sickness of going with the flow that others 

have led. Whenever there’s a new release if a gadget that tops the 

market, more and more people tend to go with it. Moreover, having 

innovations and highly technological gadgets serve us a social status; 

it shows where we stand amongst others. 

 We’re not really harmed physically, emotionally or spiritually. 

So why fix what’s not broken? Little do we know, our humanity is what 

suffers the most. 

 Looking back, technology makes us unproductive, distracted 

and stagnant. We crave for more and are on a mission to beat our 

best self. Lastly, we are enslaved and tamed by technology because of 

what society tells us. 

 Where is the value of life in this world? What is the essence 

and true meaning of life? Do you live for technology? I ask every one 

of you to cut the ropes knotted on the necks of humanity by chargers, 

earphones and technology. Live life to the fullest and appreciate the 

finer things in this world. Make the most out of this, you only live 

once.  
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Prevention vs. Cure 

By Kevin Cruz 

 

 Have you ever heard of the saying, “Give a person a fish and 

he shall eat for a day, but teach a person how to fish and he shall eat 

for a lifetime.”? Preventing tragedies from happening is better than 

cleaning up the mess made, right? 

 Why do you think the Filipino people lost so many lives and 

properties during Yolanda? Why do you think the Philippines suffer 

from the socio-economic problems? And ultimately, what do you 

think is better, to prevent or to clean up?  

 During the time of November last year the biggest super-

typhoon hit the Philippines and most of us thought this typhoon was 

an ordinary one that we can take. But when it struck us, our properties 

vanished and some of our loved ones perished. 

 Victims of the super-typhoon even admitted that they weren’t 

actually ready for the typhoon because really, no one was expecting 

this kind of very strong storm because they belittled it. But thanks to 

our Lord, their resilience and hope made them stronger; even though 

they can’t really forget that horrible moment. Yolanda has not just 

made history to the victims but also eternal scars to the whole coun-

try; Yolanda also reminded us that we should be always ready for eve-

rything that nature can and will cast upon us. 

 Today, the Philippines experiences graft and corruption of the 

government which affects our community greatly. This bribery affects 

us so much in a way that the supposed to be project development 

funds becomes the money of those dishonest officials – which is horri-

ble because this can result to a slow progress of the country. 

  

 

 

Janet Lim Napoles, the Pork Barrel Queen, has admitted the crimes 

charged against her, on how they stole our money. That’s why instead 



 

 

of just jailing and finding those who are corrupt, we must discipline 

officials too and votes wisely for it will bounce back to us in a good 

way too.  

 From the good doctors, moms, and philosophers came the 

saying that, “Prevention is better than cure.” And that’s true because 

‘prevention’ promotes discipline, requires no money and instills a val-

ue that we can pass through generations. On the other hand, ‘cure’ is 

a lazy task; one much like of what happened during Yolanda. Victims 

regretted they didn’t prepare because it cost them so much, which 

could have been prevented. That’s a Filipino mentality that we should 

correct as soon as possible.  

polychrome 
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The Tree of Wisdom 

By Thomas Badiola 

 

 The world belongs to the unfathomable universe. No one can 

fully understand it. One can fathom and unlock some of the mysteries 

of it, but this is not enough. This is probably the reason why there are 

many scientists, teachers, professors, inventors, and innovators. No 

one can be all at the same time. We survive everyday by helping with 

each other, we just work and work then eat the fruits of our labor. 

 Science is everything we see, touch, taste, smell, and hear. But 

is it just that all? No. These are just roots of our Education, the ancient 

roots that existed before we are even born. Through science, we open 

our eyes and see things real and not just how we dream of them. 

 Mathematics – or math for short, is the problems and solutions 

of our lives. Math is not just about the numbers. We are talking about 

the universal set of it. And it includes all the variables of the world. 

Math is the reason of why we have solved all our problems in life. We 

make equations to get the solution. Math is our trunk – the belly full 

of answers. 

 Because of math, we also have the power now to create and 

destroy. Engineering is our toolbox. It has the hammer of destruction, 

the blueprints of a good life, the pencil of creativity, and erasers of 

new life. Man built everything with engineering. It is like the main sys-

tem of all living and non-living things. But engineering is neither a 

friend nor foe; because one mistake might break and one success 

might make the world better. 

 

 

 

 

 Technology is like the crème de la pie of this universe. It is our 

sweet burden. It is created on the search for perfection. It makes our 
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life easier. From small things like phones to large things like super-

computers, technology made it all. It is the branches that make the 

fruits of this world like entertainment and ease in daily works. And 

head’s up – it keeps on doing more.  

 Science, mathematics, engineering, and technology. These 

things make up the Tree of Wisdom. The ever-living and ever-giving 

tree that is all knowing. It was given to us as a seed, but we made it 

grow – and it prospered. So now, as we keep on growing it, we con-

tinue to take its fruits – the sweet fruits we deserve for all our labor. 

But we need to take care of this tree because if we lose it, I don’t know 

what might happen. 



 

 

polychrome 

To Protect or To Provoke? 

By Jason A. Sigales 

 

 In the Ancient times, ordinary people are chosen by an author-

ity, to be given the privilege of protecting a territory and its people, 

nowadays, they abuse that privilege to step upon others’ rights. So, 

we come to think. “Is their job to protect or to provoke?” 

 News about policemen committing crimes are everywhere on 

the newspaper, radio stations, and the television. And because of that, 

the public now feels fear, instead of relief when they see the police. 

 Many of them think that, because they were authorized they 

have the rights to harm and disrespect others’ rights, when in fact, 

they do not. Even if they were legally authorized, they are also human, 

just like us, ordinary people. We both have the same rights. We are all 

equal. 

 If a policeman abused his power, do not be afraid to correct 

him. And if he does not listen, it is his loss. 

 We, ordinary people, must stand up for ourselves; we cannot 

just sit around and get harmed by ‘authorized bullies’. So why not 

start it in ourselves? It is our duty to stand up, to protect and defend 

the ‘little guy’, us, the citizens under their corrupt jurisdiction.  
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True Kindness 

By Christian Serna 

 

 Kindness, a common weakness to all of us. We often have a 

good, kind heart that wants to help others in need, especially for the 

ones that we are close to.  We abuse this certain characteristic which 

shows who we really are exposing are most vulnerable side. People 

often use this kind of situations to take advantage. They always have 

mistaken one’s kindness as someone’s weakness. 

 `According to facts, it’s hard to find someone you can really 

trust in the world we live in today. People nowadays don’t care for 

those who are in needed of help; they use other people to do things 

that they can‘t do, and leave them vulnerable in their situation. For us 

students this topic is not new. We see it happening every day, many of 

us feel hurt and depressed but we just try to live with it, not knowing 

the consequences.  

 To avoid this kind of problems we must try to know someone 

really well not just from what we see but also from within. It’s hard for 

us to trust someone new because of the experience this person had. 

Even though it is for the good, we should know when to give our 

kindness because in the end, we too end up getting hurt if we care for 

someone who couldn’t care less. We must know who to trust; even the 

closest people to us can hurt us most of the time. They’re the ones 

who take advantage of your kindness. You must set you limitations for 

you to feel safe and won’t be taken advantage of. Real friends are the 

ones who you can really trust and they know how to value what you 

have with each other. 
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Who’s a True Friend?  

By Franz Eli M. Serduar 

 

 When is it bad to have a friend? Many of the youth of the pre-

sent generation belongs to a “Barkada”. What is this “Barkada”? Isn’t it 

a group of friends? Having a Barkada isn’t the problem; it’s what you 

do as a Barkada that is judged. 

 In our life, we would meet various kinds of people, in these 

people lies your potential friends. You friends are one of the major 

reasons why your behavior as a person changes. A friend is a compan-

ion that you have with you as you venture forth into the sea of chal-

lenges of something we call life. 

 There are two kinds of friends that we will encounter, the good 

and the bad influence. One of the few motives of an unwanted friend 

(Bad Influence) is the act of convincing you of doing vices just like do-

ing drugs, smoking, or drinking alcohol. They are the ones who en-

courage you to do bad, like bullying, stealing, or cheating.  

 A friend who chooses what is right instead of what is wrong, A 

friends who knows his place, and respects his elders, A friend who’s 

easy to be with and does not harbor any evil intent, that is a mark of a 

friend, that is the mark of a TRUE friend. 

 In our life, we will encounter different people; each one has 

their own personality and beliefs. A single person has the power to 

choose the power to change his imminent future. If a person can do 

that, so can you. You will be the one to shape your future. So please… 

Choose your friends wisely. 



 

 

Tears are a way of showing that 

one is truly human, capable of 

emotion. They are a manifesta-

tion of one’s hardships and strug-

gles. As Aquinians, we should see 

sorrow as a proof of accomplish-

ment and the road to success.  



 

 

Sorrow 



 

 

Artefact AC-005, “Azure Crystal” 

Thankfully you were given a day off from work and was able to sleep 

properly yesterday, and now you feel as fresh as ever and ready for a new 

day of decryption! 

Once you make it into the lobby, you are given directions to go into phys-

ics lab P06. It seems like a new artefact is waiting for you there. 

But why the sudden change? You feel that something is off since you will 

not be working in your usual workspace. Maybe this new artefact requires 

some kind of special device to make it work. 

You grab the keys for P06 and make your way there. 

Day 4 
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Sorrow 

As expected, there were a lot of high-tech 

equipment all around the lab, but one 

stood out in particular. It was the large 

laser machine which constantly shone a 

green laser into a weird looking object. 

“Is this the new artefact?” You ask. 

“It appears that the crystal emits different 

symbols on the plate depending on which 

angle it’s at while a bright light goes 

through it, we need to keep this artefact 

in the room to make the glyphs visible.” 

One of the lab boys reply. 

“I see…” 

“Then I’ll guess we’ll leave you here for a 

while. Call us if something goes wrong!” 

You took down all the glyphs with a note-

book, rotating and flipping the crystal 

many times, to see the certain words.  

After a few hours of trial and error, you 

managed to translate it into: 

“One, Alphabet, Azure, Artefact.” 

What could it possibly mean? You are 

alone in the physics lab so there is no 

one to ask. Write your answer in the blue 

space provided in the polychrome map. 



 

 

Farewell 

By Duke Torrente 

 

My world is crumbling.  

I don't find this day amazing. 

Because despite of everything,  

I find it depressing. 

 

I'm wide awake. 

But my heart wants to take a 
break. 

It seems I can't even think, 

Because my tiredness is at its 
peak. 

 

I don't know why I'm fucked up, 

But I likely want to give up. 

But come to think of it, 

I still want to stay strong with it. 

 

What makes me so much of a 
martyr? 

It's because I want to make things 
clear. 

You give me reasons to let go, 

But how come I don't want to go. 

 

 

 

I just can't make rough decisions 
for now, 

For pain gives me so much sorrow. 

It has always been a trend, 

Which is to lose someone in the 
end. 

 

A month from now, 

We are to say goodbye for now. 

I'm too afraid not to see you 
again, 

But it's so much emotional to be 
with you again. 
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The Butterflies are Gone 

By Joshrel Yu 

 

Maybe I got too excited, maybe it felt real  

I didn’t know what was over my head  

But I was sure I didn’t know what I felt 

I followed my heart, but I was misled 

  

I didn’t want to ruin things, really I didn’t 

But for some reasons, I rushed 

Without ammo, I went to the battlefront  

Went to a war, didn’t know what I waged 

 

The stakes were really high but I gambled  

Now I am left penniless, I should be wiser  

Now the feelings I had for you have crumbled  

I know I was a coward, never a fighter  

 

I’m so sorry but the butterflies are gone  

They escaped, when I told you everything 

It’s not the same because I know it’s done 

Now those words meant nothing 
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The Winter 

Twilight 

Joshrel Joseph Yu 
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It was the fall of ’84, I can feel the Autumnal breeze as leaves fall from 

the trees. Suddenly I stop as snowflakes fell from the crying sky. I still 

remember the tragedy that happened one year ago on this very day. I 

fell on my knees crying as I reminisce the memories of my dear friend 

Sofia. Oh Sofia, such a sweet child, beautiful as the transition of au-

tumn to winter. I look up in the sky, tears falling from my face, as the 

noises of the cars with their headlights shining on, simultaneously 

mocking me. Then I remembered the blood that flowed through my 

own hands as Sofia rescued me from the pain of my own demise. 

Sofia was a petite girl. She’s wasn’t that thin but you can see the 

cheekbones on her face, her ash-gray eyes that are one of a kind, and 

her golden hair that flows through the wind. But what I loved about 

her is her heart, which could warm even the coldest ice age. She was 

perfect. Everybody liked her; even me, the coldest, meanest, and most 

negative person you’ll ever meet. I met her in school. At first I thought 

she was just being annoying, but she changed me, completely 

changed me. 

Sofia was tasked to help me cope up with the new school atmosphere, 

which I used to call hell. She was only obliged yet she happily com-

plied. While I recluse myself from her, she keeps getting near me like 

I’m a magnet of some sort. She never gave up on me and made my 

whole world topsy-turvy. She became my friend, the first friend I ever 

made. She pulled me up and rescued me from my pit of loneliness. 

She handed me her hand, the hand of friendship, which saved me 

from a long time of darkness. She made me feel that I can put my 

trust on someone, lean on someone, and love someone. Before I knew 

it I hit rock-bottom and fell in love with her. I knew I needed to let her 

know. 

My confession plan was perfect. I invited her on a Saturday. We 

grabbed lunch and strolled around the park at sunset. I can see her 

sweet smile, like radiance shining through darkness.  Just as I was 

about to confess she grabbed my hand and grasped it tight. It was a 

feeling I’ll never forget. It sent a chill to my spine making my knees 

quiver. It was the happiest moment in my life. I decided not to tell her; 

it could have ruined this perfect moment. 
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Then it was winter; I was determined to tell her everything, so I sent a 

note to her locker saying to meet me in the park at noon. I was all set. 

I bought her flowers, her favorites by one way and waited in the park. 

I was there as early as three in the afternoon. Time passed but still I 

waited. It was almost sunset yet still I was there waiting for her beside 

the cold and freezing snow. When I saw her silhouette at the other 

side of the street, my eyes wandered with glee and I ran towards her 

so eager to get to her, I was just happy she showed up. The next 

think I knew was that everything went black… 

As I opened my eyes, blood covered the street, gruesome, ghastly 

blood all over the place. I was so confused, I didn’t know what to do. 

Headlights flickering and cars honking, mocking me with disgust. As I 

turned my head I saw her body lying, sleeping like a stone, resting on 

her own blood. She lied there like a princess but that princess was 

sleeping on her own coffin. I rushed towards her, held her hand and 

put it on my cheek, I told her what I felt and she smiled blissfully even 

at her own death bed. After her smile she closed her eyes slowly like 

sun setting down on the ocean. I screamed through the heavens but 

no one dared to listen. I screamed at the top of my lungs but no one 

dared answer. At that moment, the world ended for me. 

 

I hate the twilight of winter; it’s cold like that night; even colder than I 

was. But without her I don’t know what to feel. As I continue strolling 

the park, I realized how Sofia saved me so many times, how she sacri-

ficed herself for me. I was a stranger yet she never treated me like 

one. Her act of kindness renewed me. I stepped on with life without 

her, and I continued her legacy being a hero to everyone, showing 

the light like a torch in the darkness. 

As my sobbing stopped, I looked at the sky once again. This time the 

stars shone, twinkling brightly at me. I smiled and pressed onwards, 

walking down the street as cars passed by. 
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Palabas Nga Lang Ba? 

By Alan June Icaonapo 

 

Kauuwi ko lamang galing sa trabaho kaya’t gusto ko sanang magpah-

inga. Binuksan ko ang telebsiyon, nagpalipat-lipat ng channel hang-

gang sa nakita ko ang palabas na ito—isang teleserye. 

“Nakikinig ka pa ba?” sabi ni Mr. Martin Ban, ang punong-patnugot 

ng Optexton, isang kompanyang tagapaglimbag ng mga dyaryo.  

“Ilang beses na kitang pinag-bigyan sa pagpapasa mo ng late, pero 

huli na ito Mr. Patrick Frances Gil. You have to keep up with the pace, 

hindi ka na bata. You need to learn independence and punctuality,” 

ang patuloy na sermon ni Mr. Ban. 

“Isinugod ko po kasi sa ospital ang aking tiyuhin at inalagaan ko po 

siya ng ilang araw,” ang dagliang sagot ni Patrick. 

“Naiintindihan ko naman pero work is work and you have to do your 

duty. Kaya kung hindi mo talaga kaya, I’m sorry but I have no other 

choice but to fire you,” seryosong sagot ng kanyang boss sa binatang 

baguhan. 

“Sige po Mr. Ban! Paumanhin po talaga at salamat sa isa pang pagka-

kataon. Hindi ko po kayo bibiguin,” ang tila masayang tugon ni Pat-

rick. 

Paglabas sa silid ni Mr. Ban, nagbulungan ang mga kasamahan ni Pat-

rick na tila may gustong iparating. 

“Ano ba naman ‘to, kay bago-bago eh palaging late magpasa ng mga 

gawa.” 

“Ay! Dapat nito pina-aalis kaagad. Nagpapakahirap tayo dito, tapos 

ito naman pa-easy-easy lang.” 

“Palibhasa baguhan, kaya binibigyan ng maraming pagkakataon.” 

 “Grabe naman sila. Masyado silang mapanghusga, hindi naman nila 

alam ang totoong nangyari. Diyos ko! Tulungan po Ninyo akong mag-

tagal sa trabahong ito at tulungan po Ninyo ang mga kasamahan ko!” 

pabulong na sambit ni Patrick. 
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“Natutuwa talaga ako! May natitira pa palang mga mabubuting loob 

na handang tumulong at bigyan ng mga panibagong pagkakataon 

ang mga tao nagkamali, kagaya ni Mr. Ban. Pero naiinis talaga ako sa 

mga katrabaho ni Patrick! Ay! Masyadong mapanghusga at maiing-

gitin. Ganito na ba talaga kalala ang sitwasyon ng lipunan? Mabuti na 

nga lang at maka-Diyos ‘tong si Patrick,” sabi ko sa sarili habang nan-

onood. 

Biglang nag-ring ang telepono at kaagad itong sinagot ni Patrick. Si 

Marissa pala ang tumawag, ang kanyang kasintahan. 

“Oh Marissa! Kumusta naman ang araw mo?” ang masayang tanong 

ng binata. 

“Okay naman Patrick. Ikaw ba? May nangyari ba ngayon sa trabaho 

mo?” ang sagot naman ni Marissa. 

“Ayos din naman pero may mga problema nga lang. Sige matutulog 

na pala ako, good night!” ang sagot naman ni Patrick. 

“Oh sige, matulog ka ng maayos! At magdasal ka ah!” ang tugon ng 

dalaga. 

Biglang guminhawa ang pakiramdam ni Patrick at tila nasiyahan ng 

sobra. Hindi niya matanggal ang marka ng ngiti sa kanyang mga labi. 

Pagkatapos pala ng isang araw ng paghihirap ay mayroon pa ring 

magpapasaya sa kanya.  

Nagdasal si Patrick bago nahulog sa isang mahimbing na tulog. 

“Ang sweet naman ng dalawang ‘to! Mabuti’t maka-Diyos din ang 

kasintahan niya. Hindi naman pala puro masasama ang nangyayari sa 

buhay dahil nandiyaan ang mga kaagapay sa hirap at ginhawa, ang 

mga minamahal natin,” napasabi ko sa aking sarili. 

Sabado ng araw na iyon at dinalaw ni Patrick ang kanyang tiyuhin na 

nasa ospital, tinuturing na niya ito bilang isang ama. 

“Oh ‘Pa, kumusta na po ang kalagayan ninyo?” ang tanong ni Patrick 

sa nanghihina ngunit nasisiyahang tiyuhin niya. 

“Bumubuti na ang lagay ko, ‘Nak. Hayaan mo kapag nakalabas ako 

dito’y maghahanap ako kaagad ng trabaho para makatulong sa mga 

gastusin natin,” ang sagot naman ni Mang Danny. 
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“Sige po! Pero hindi naman po talaga kailangan, baka magkasakit 

kayo ulit. Mabuti na ang nag-iingat ‘Pa,” sagot ni Patrick. 

“Kung sa bagay, pero alam ko nahihirapan ka na talaga. Ayaw ko na-

man maging masyadong pabigat,” ang pagmamatigas ni Mang Danny 

na gusto talagang makatulong. 

Nagkuwentuhan pa ang dalawa ng maraming oras. 

At ilan pang mga oras; hanggang sa gumabi na. 

Biglang napansin ni Patrick na nahihirapang huminga ang kanyang 

tiyuhin sa kanyang pagtulog. 

“Nars! Nars! Tulong!” ang nag-aalalang sigaw ni Patrick. 

Mabilis ang mga pangyayari. Kinuha nila ang kanyang tiyuhin, ipina-

tong sa stretcher, at isinugod sa ICU. Tahimik na naghintay si Patrick 

sa labas, pumapatak ang pawis sa kanyang denim na shorts. Lumabas 

ang doktor, hawak-hawak ang kanyang puting face mask. Nang nakita 

ni Patrick ang doktor, napatayo siya na may dalang mukha na umaa-

sang walang masamang nangyari. ”He has had a weak heart from the 

beginning. There was a very little chance of us saving him. I’m sorry.” 

Mahinahong inanunsyo ng doktor. 

Naging blanko ang isipan ni Patrick.  

“Paano nangyari ito? Kanina lamang ay mabuting-mabuti ang lagay  

niya. Nagkuwentuhan pa nga kami.” 

“Diyos ko! Diyos ko! Bakit ang tiyuhin ko pa! Hindi po ba’t naging 

matapat naman ako sa Inyo, ako po’y nagdadasal araw-araw at pa-

laging nagsisimba. Hindi pa ba sapat ang mga iyon? Ang tiyuhin ko 

ang lahat na lang na mayroon ako. Nawala na ang akin mga magu-

lang at ngayo’y siya pa. Diyos ko, bakit niyo po ako pinahihirapan? 

Mahal ko po Kayo ng lubos at may tiwala po ako sa Inyo pero bakit ito 

pa ang binigay ninyong pagsubok? Bakit?”  

Ito na lamang ang mga nasabi ni Patrick. Nagtatawag siya sa 

kalangitan at hindi niya alam ang gagawin. 

ABANGAN BUKAS... 

Napaluha ako. Napaiyak. Pero bakit ganoon na lamang katindi ang 

naramdaman ko? Hindi ba’t isang palabas lamang ito? Isang palabas 
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para mang-aliw?  

Hindi. Hindi lamang ito isang palabas. Ito ang teleserye ng totong 

buhay. Lahat ng napanood ko, toto ang mga iyon. Minsan masaya, 

minsan malungkot. Minsan maginhawa, minsan mahirap. May mga 

tutulong sa iyo at sa kabaliktaran ay may maiinggit. May magiging 

kasama ka sa buhay na susuporta sa’yo, mga kaibigan man yan ka-

pamilya o kasintahan. At ang realidad ng mundong-ibabaw: walang 

forever. Lahat ay nagtatapos sa kamatayan.  

Ganoon ang buhay. Pero hindi kagaya ng teleserye, hindi ito scripted. 

Tayo ang gumagawa ng sarili nating landas – landas na dapat papunta 

sa Kanya. 



 

 

Aquininans present themselves as 

a person of memory, as well as of 

the present, bringing their senti-

mental longing of the time spent 

in their Alma Mater, as a lesson 

learned in their future to come. 



 

 

Nostalgia 



 

 

Artefact RK-006, “Radioactive Key” 

For the first time in your career, you have been chosen to join an excava-

tion under the mountains somewhere in rural China. All your life you have 

worked inside labs and offices that it’s odd for you to suddenly start join-

ing the excavations. 

“Why did you bring me?” You ask the archaeologists on the trip. 

“We wanted you to see the whole process by yourself. You might get 

something out of it.” One of them answers. 

When we made it to the mountains, all our equipment were unpacked 

and the archaeologists started surveying the area. Finally, they were able 

to decide where to start digging and how deep. 

“Just sit there and wait, we’re going to dig the artefact out quickly.” one of 

the archaeologists say. 

You respond with a nod. 

Day 5 
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Nostalgia 

In a few minutes they were able to dig 

out something tubular, sealed shut on 

both ends. 

They take the black cylinder into the vehi-

cle and put it under an x-ray machine to 

see the contents. Afterwards they used a 

laser cutter to precisely open it up. 

Inside lies a key-like object with glyphs 

used as the cut for the teeth. It was also 

strewn with glyphs all over the side of the 

base, which you decide to take a closer 

look at. 

As per usual, you took out a notebook 

and pencil, and started jotting down 

notes. 

Due to your experience it only took an 

hour. 

“Top right circuit” it translates to. 

Perhaps the answer lies on the lop right 

side of the circuit from before! You de-

cide to check. 

It appears that you have to look back at 

a previous artefact to get this right. 

Write your answer in the purple space 

provided in the polychrome map! 
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Only in My Mind 

By Samuel Johan C. Magalit 

 

Last night, I dreamt of you 

Time went back to when we met 

Yes, I remember those sweet days 

We talked for hours and hours, almost 
everyday 

 

I dreamed about imaginary adven-
tures 

Happy trips and dates with you 

Both of us went towards a path 

More different than the real road we 
took 

A path that I have longed imagine  

That led to a very different place –
heaven with you 

 

Where everything is perfect 

Where I can hold your hand endlessly 

Where we can love each other 

 

Until my eyes opened 

Once again we were apart 

And can never be together 

Forever 

 

 

 

 

I’ll look forward to the night 

To meet you in my dreams once 
more 

To see you in that perfect place 

Where I wish we would be forever 

 

But sooner or later 

I’ll wake up again and realize 

That even though I’m yours, 

You were never mine  
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Something more 

By Gwenn-Ian F. Paulino 

 

When we were young, 

We were the best of friends, 

We had each others’ backs, 

Till the very end, 

You could lean on my shoulder 

And me on yours 

 

But now that were older  

I feel something warmer  

Its inside my body  

It is a heavenly temptation 

Sweet succulent words came out of 
my mouth 

And I shall wait for your answer, 

Till death comes for my heart 
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Things Worth Looking Back At 

By Stephen Malapit 

 

In this place, embarrassing mistakes were made 

from the spotlight, stage and even under the shade. 

All those times when people wept and people played, 

in our memory and heart, those things won’t fade. 

 

The corridor and walls won’t forget the times, 

when people were either heroes or partners in crime. 

Some people defend each other, some take the blame; 

but whatever happens, these things would remain the same. 

 

From times people were happy to times they were sad, 

when they were crazily happy and insanely mad, 

whether they were bare naked or ironclad, 

the people make up the school, either good or bad. 

 

To others we must sincerely show concern, 

value every bit of reward that we earn, 

apply every lesson in life that we will learn, 

for as a chapter ends, to a new it will turn. 
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With You 
By Chris Mendoza  
 
With you, life is easier  
When you left, I keep telling myself “I need her” 
With you, I’m confident and better  
With you, I can conquer forever 
 
With you, life is lighter  
I feel like anything is possible  
Like, I won’t get tired 
You make me feel loveable 
 
With you, life is different 
I smile, and everyday It’s evident  
Though you left me and gave me lots of remnants, 
So please take into consideration, this, my sentiment. 
 
 
When it was you and me 
By Sameer Bautista Khan 
 
Even though we didn’t make it through 
I’d still like to treasure this day with you 
 
I made mistakes I know I regret  
But I know how to change for you, its not over yet  
 
I made this poem for you to know, 
How special you are through the feelings I show  
 
In my heart no sweeter can be  
From the thoughts when it was you and me 
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Things I’ll Be Missing 

By Kim Jong Jin 

 

 It could be short but for me, it was long enough: the time I 

spent with them. There were a lot of unexpected but also exciting af-

fairs and events which made me laugh, shout and depressed too. I will 

be longing for all the things I have done and experienced with them 

despite the problems which led me to be sick and tired of handling 

them. My eyes and heart will be urged by yearning and regretful 

memories that I had missed something. I will remember each of the 

people who treated me as they are in one of my recollection where I 

only keep for precious and valuable memories. 

 For the past four years, I was always alone. The reason is that I 

was a foreigner, and it afflicted most of my childhood and adoles-

cence. I was neither a friend nor outcast of them. Classmates were 

kind enough for me to endure that situation. However, I was still lone-

ly and bored with it. I felt an enormous wall erected in front of me 

which I used call “A Wall of Language and Culture”. It interrupted me 

and most of my relationships with them. Nevertheless, while wander-

ing there, I met my present Filipino companies as I transferred to the 

institution. As I accost them, they were very sociable and friendly un-

like others. They were the first friends of mine who helped me break 

the preconception between Filipinos.  

 It was too deem to see ahead. I was nearly blind to progress 

those invisible and inevitable paths. People were ignorant to me. I 

could not even find one great person who is sincerely passionate and 

willing to assist me for my dream and future. But, I was finally able to f 
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find real passionate people who do not have any prejudices on my 

nationality. Not only having zeal, they were strict and helpful for me to 

give me chances to challenge myself. They were the people I was real-

ly looking for since I have been in this country. Although they were 

sometimes selfish and annoying, I liked the ways they pull me off. 

 For the places where I spent my time, I will be yearning so 

much because these are where I found my paths to grow, lights to see 

and people to learn from. Anything I used during past time here will 

make me miss my experiences. That yearning might fascinate me to 

come back here out of great nostalgia. These are the reasons why I 

want to leave these precious and memorable things of my life. I hope 

that I will be able to see those places even if I come back here after 

more than 10 years. 

 As I leave here as of now, I will be missing so many things 

which I spent time with. It could be the events, people, places and 

stuff. I have people who treated me as they are my brothers and as-

sisted me to find my future, I truly want to call and admit them as real 

friends and teachers. I am so much sure that I will be sorrowful at the 

real last day for me and my friends. However, I am now happy be-

cause this parting is just time where I and you are beginning to spread 

our wings. 
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Anong Nangyari? 

By Paolo Noel De Chavez 

Tamang-tama ang takdang aralin na ito sapagkat may iki-kuwento 

ako sa inyo. Kagabi lang ito nangyari at hindi ko pa rin gaanong 

maintindihan kaya baka matulungan ninyo ako sa aking pag-iisip. 

Tapos na kaming maghapunan kagabi at nanood ang aking ina ng 

telebisyon. Ako at ang aking pinsan na si Shawn ay naglalaro kaya’t 

maingay kami at magulo. Mayroon akong hawak na patpat at inipit ko 

dito ang aking plastic na ruler para gawing espada. Tinusok-tusok ko 

ang aking pinsan na tuwang-tuwa naman. Subalit sinuway kami ng 

aking ina dahil maingay daw at baka magkasakitan kami.  

Hindi kami nakinig at tinuloy ang kulitan. Sinuway ulit kami ng aking 

ina at sinabing baka maingayan na ang ibang tao sa aming magpin-

san. Tumigil na rin kami dahil umakyat na sa kanyang silid si Shawn 

para matulog. Ngunit pinagpatuloy ko pa rin ang pagpukpok ng aking 

patpat sa sahig. Sinuway nanaman ako ng aking ina sa ikatlong 

pagkakataon pero lalo lang akong nag-ingay. 

Hala! Nabali ko ang ruler ko. Hindi ako makakibo kasi alam kong 

magagalit si mama sa akin. Kaya’t dahan-dahan akong lumapit kay 

mama at marahan kong sinabi na nabali ang ruler ko. Taliwas sa aking 

inaasahan, hindi siya nagalit pero may sinabi siya na talagang 

nagpagulo sa aking isipan. Sinabi niya na binali raw ng aking Anghel 

dela Guardia ang ruler kasi matigas ang ulo ko at ayaw kong tumigil. 

At mabuti na raw na nabali iyon para tumigil na ako at maiwasan kong 

masaktan ang aking sarili. Ako raw ay iniingatan lang ng aking anghel 

at kapag gabi na at tapos na ang orasyon, kailangan daw maging tahi-

mik na ang mga bata.  

Kung nakinig lang sana ako, sana’y buo pa ang ruler ko at di nagalit 

ang anghel ko. Pero napa-isip ako, baka napalakas lang talaga ang 

palo ko sa patpat kaya nabali ang ruler? 
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Pinatay na ni mama ang telebisyon at sinabing hudyat na iyon na 

kailangang matulog na kami. Pagkatapos naming magdasal ay natulog 

na si mama. Pero ako, gising at hindi makatulog dahil pinag-iisipan ko 

pa ang pangyayaring iyon. Matigas kasi ang ulo ko kaya hindi ako su-

munod agad sa pagsuway ni mama. Maaaring tinuruan lang ako ng 

aking anghel ng leksyon. Pero ako nga ba ang nakabali ng ruler o ang 

aking anghel? Hanggang ngayon ay iniiisip ko pa ang mga sinabi ng 

aking ina. Ikaw kaibigan, sa tingin mo, anong nangyari?  



 

 

Alan June Icaonapo 
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6:45 – 7:09 AM 

Maybe the alarm clock was also asleep because I woke up at 6:54 in 

the morning, excited; it’s the first day of the classes if my first year in 

high school, so I prepared myself in the fastest way possible and hur-

ried to school. Sadly, I was already tardy and so I got a permit from the 

discipline officer. 

7:10 – 8:00 AM 

The day started off in a morning assembly of the whole community, 

crowded like a feast in the quadrangle, and there I was able to catch 

up with my old friends. AS The sun strikes and heats up my body, the 

intensity to know the newcomers and the life in high school escalates. 

8:01 – 10:00 AM 

First we were introduced to each other, it’s like an interview only that 

your classmates are you audience. From this time, I found that high 

school life was fairly easy and I thought it can’t be harder than this. 

Then I made new friends but barely making deep contact with them; I 

barely scratched the surface of their being. I was blinded by my first 

impression of this new life that I was unable to see what’s ahead. 

10:01 – 12:00 NN 

I was beginning to understand my new friends and interact more with 

them. I found out some of them are not good influences and so I 

avoided them at all cost, while some of them brought new excitement 

to my life. I was very entertained with them that I have not realized the 

change that happened, a very drastic one. 

The happy faces of the students very visible a while ago was obliterat-

ed; and when I looked at the board, it was written: “Pass or Fail.” sec-

ond by second we were given multiple tasks by the relentless teacher 

that even the most skilled person couldn’t handle at once. “Was this 

the easy life I thought of a while ago? Or was this torture?” I ques-

tioned myself. 

Luckily the bell rang, and we were saved by the 12:00 prayer. 

12:01 – 2:00 PM 
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After a brief break, I was back again on the reality of high school: full 

education and suffering. I was not able to rest at all because the tasks 

keep on coming and there we no time for playing around. For it 

meant failure. I saw that this kind of life was truly hard and I will never 

enjoy it in any way, so I kept my mind closed and focused on my stud-

ies.  

2:01 – 4:00 PM 

I continued what I started. Even after hours of weariness I continued 

and strived. “No one will be allowed to go home if they do not finish 

and pass all of their works,” they told us. Some of them were just en-

joying the moment. “But why am I so serious?” I thought. Some of 

them even quitted and I was even induced but I was determined and 

so, in the mercy of god, I was able to finish the whole day.  

DISMISSAL 

Next Day, I woke up 6:45 in the morning, not even having the spark 

that I had yesterday. I prepared and hurried myself although I’m not 

so sure if I’m going to survive another day. And so I went, not know-

ing what other torment lies ahead… 

I went to the classroom but there were no people around, “Where 

could they be,” I wondered. There was a caretaker there cleaning and 

so I asked him where could my classmates be and he said: “Iho, bakit 

ka pa nandito? Hindi baa raw na ninyo ng pagtatapos? Nasa baba na 

silang lahat. Bumaba ka na din.” (Boy, why are you still here? Isn’t it 

your graduation day today? They all headed down already. You should 

go too.) And he smiled, not even bluffing. 

I was a bit shocked and amazed. “How could this happen?” I said to 

myself. The caretaker might just be pulling a prank on me. 

I went downstairs, immediately realizing that my name was called and 

I had to go on stage. “Congratulations, you have made it!” Said the 

principal while he hands me a paper – my diploma. 

Wait, what just happened? It was only the first day of school yester-

day, right? 

Wait, what? Everything just happened so fast that I was not able to 



 

 

polychrome 

realize the time? 

“Just wait!” I cried. “I just want to enjoy my life in high school, but I 

was not able to do so because of many duties and responsibilities. I 

was blinded by this and so I was not able to see the true meaning of 

high school life; it’s not all about books, it’s about camaraderie, expe-

riences, ups and downs, as well as learning – all of this I was not able 

to experience. I did not realize that everything just so happened in a 

span of a day. 

 



 

 

The highest of the virtues, Aqui-

nians show their love and con-

cern for other, through change 

and effort that positively affects 

the school and its personnel. 



 

 

Love 



 

 

Artefact WW-007, “Wait, what?” 

Day 6 

Another day at work and you’ve gotten news that they’ve located the final 

artefact. Barry asks you to wait in L93 while they deliver it. 

As a way to pass the time you start putting together the numbers and 

letters that you were able to decode from the previous artefacts in order, 

and start seeing a word form. 

“This is…” 

You hear a knock on the door. It’s the new artefact. You open the door 

and greet the person. Then he hands you a pink letter-like object. Wait, it 

is a letter! 

“The hell is this?” You ask. 

“It’s an artefact.” he responds. “It had glyphs so they said it was safe to call 

it an artefact.” 

“...That’s stupid.” You respond. “Have they tried opening it?” 

“No,” “It seemed they were afraid of its contents.” 

I guess you have no choice but to open it. “Uhh… Thanks.” You say. 
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Love 

 You pulled the heart-shaped sticker off 

the envelope and got out a piece of dec-

orative stationery paper and unfolded to 

read its contents. 

“Dear Cryptographer, 

 Please tell the lab boys that the 
whole space artefacts thing was a hoax. 
A few movie props got leaked and some 
hobbyist in California decided to bury 
them in the ground for fun. 

Love, 

California Hobbyist” 

“...I guess Barry isn’t getting that free 

drink from me.” you say to yourself.  

You throw the letter in the bin and walk 

out of L93. 

You stretch your arms, take a deep 

breath, and confidently walked towards 

Barry. 

“Barry.” You say. 

“What?” Barry responds. 

“You’re not getting a free drink!” 

You walk off with a smile on your face. 

“P.S. The last  

letter is S” 



 

 

A Part of Me 

By Marc Gan 

  

She doesn’t say I love you like a normal person 

Instead, she’ll laugh, shake her head 

Give you a little smile and say, “You’re an idiot” 

If she tells you you’re an idiot, you’re a lucky man 

 

She was the kind of poem 

That wrote on your heart 

But not on paper 

 

I woke up wanting your lips on mine 

I woke up wanting your arms around my neck 

I woke up wanting our hands laced together 

I woke up wanting to gaze in your eyes 

I woke up wanting you 

 

I’ve made many wishes, dreamt many dreams, 

I’ve prayed many prayers; I’ve talked to God; 

And I’ve seen, what thought was love, come and go 

 

 

 

 

 

My heart’s been broken, more times than you know 

But I’ve kept faith and I’ve 
held on polychrome 



 

 

I believed one day, you would come along 

My most perfect love, the beginning of fairytale, 

That would live on and on 

 

You will always be, 

A part of my heart; 

A part of me 

polychrome 



 

 

Learning Love Lessons 

By Jayson Dagani 

 

They say love is blind, 

That love is so hard to find, 

They say love is in the air, 

Some say love is like a teddy bear to take care. 

 

Love is when you care for others before yourself 

It is when you actually hear the sound of the bells 

But you do not know what kind of ringing is that— 

Hearts for the wedding or hearts to be buried? 

 

In love, you can be compressed and depressed, 

And love can give you motivation and great stress, 

Sometimes it’s in love that we can make a baby cry, 

But be careful, some can’t handle the love and won’t survive. 
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My Promise  

By Vince Arias 

 

This is my promise to you, for the world to see 

Just how much you really mean to me 

I promise to stay with you, 

As long as you stay with me too 

 

I tell this to the stars above 

To remind you that you will always be cared for 

I tell this to the fish in the sea 

And they, too, will know just how much you mean to me 

 

I promise you forever 

But if this promise to you isn’t enough 

Well, maybe I should think twice about us 

But even if I do, I will always be deeply obsessed with you 
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Submarine 

By Koji Katakura 

 

It’s funny to see our worlds apart 

When we first met, you made a mark in my heart 

You taught me that age was just a number 

Our gaps in school years wouldn’t bother 

 

I felt butterflies with the touch of your hand 

Whenever we cross a street with just a short end 

Even if I have a voice that can surely offend 

We would still sing the songs of our favorite band 

 

Our palms say we’re adventurous 

But my eyes see that you are gorgeous 

From that time I looked at you as a dream 

Eating together a Seoul crane ice cream 

 

Let’s hang out and take a trip 

Play with liquid nitrogen in Iscreamist 

Make memories with a bliss 

We’ll blow smores that I will surely miss 

 

 

 

I hate to say that you’re unfair 

Looking at your eyes and mesmerizing hair 

When you caught me giving you an awkward stare 

You’ll just laugh and I thought you wouldn’t care 
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You’ll have a smile that no one can take 

I’ll reply with a blush that I couldn’t fake 

We would text all day and sleep out late 

Our eyebags like pandas that we will soon hate 

 

At this time I want you to hear 

Words from my heart which are deeply sincere 

I never found a girl so amazing and dear 

Losing you will be one of my greatest fears 

 

I’l make you feel special 

To be better than your ex 

I’ll keep doing my best 

To be hotter than your next 

 

She’s the completion to my alphabet with Y, O, U 

Please tell me these feeling are true 

Give me a sign or just a clue 

So my heart would have a beat and never turn blue 



 

 

The Girl Next Door 

By Michael Dreyfus 

 

I liked you, 

When I first saw you, 

Your eyes are pure, 

For my sickness it’s the cure 

 

Every moment we had, 

Is something I’d never give back 

The freedom of our souls 

Was never meant to be controlled 

 

With just a touch of a hand 

You give me the will to stand  

The beauty of your heart 

Is the only work of art  

 

Maybe if I could kiss you  

Wouldn’t make me miss you  

Every move of your hips 

Makes me want your lips  

 

 

 

 

 

 

I wouldn’t do anything bad 

To take away what we have, 

Because what I want in my 
heart, 

Is to have you in my loving 
arms 
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The Piano Player 

By Mr. Raymond Elisterio 

 

I must admit I fell in love  
With someone I could never be with 

It is a very hard feeling  

That I’m ready to let go 

Somewhat the same as prayer 

Repeated over and over  

There is no other danger 

Unlike when you’re on the river 

What you feel now is quite denser 
That you can float in air  

You want this feeling forever  

When you heard the piano player 

Hate this part of the scene 

I don’t want to listen  

Want to get of out this den  

Come out fulfill my dreams 

This is not a fever nor a sober 
Don’t need any cover  

All I need is savior 

From this piano player 

Now I need to go 

I fell so helpless too 

I’m another victim 

Trying to fight for love 

You had me at my best 
I know I’m so careless  

And now I’m so breathless  

All I want is rest 

In this thing I called mess 
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Love At First Sight 

By Unknown 

 

An angel appeared right in front of me 

With unending grace, incorruptible beauty 

She captured my eyes with her smile 

Glanced at my face, made me stay for a while 

 

She is a rose among orchids 

A fox among wolves 

A marble among beads 

For my heart, she really moves 

 

What I’m feeling is love at first sight 

She is a star, lighting up my night 

I really wish that time would stop 

For I’m in heaven, she puts me on top 

 

The time has come to say goodbye 

I’ll see her again, or else I’ll die 

I wish this angel will never leave 

For all my life to her I could give 
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Ating Buhay 

By Jossefe Lyrro Ayson Robles 

 

 Lahat tayong kabataan ay mayroong nais na makamit - may-

roong hangad, at mga bagay na ginugusto na alam nating makukuha 

lamang kapag tayo ay lumaki na at may sarili nang trabaho. Ngunit 

paano natin makukuha ang mga bagay na di natin makakamtan sa 

kasalukuyan? Lalo na sa halip ng katamaran, paano kaya magbabago 

ang isang tao? 

 Lahat ng tao ay may-iba’t ibang uri ng pagmamahal. Kapag 

nakarinig ang salitang pag-mamahal, iniisip ka agad natin na ito ay 

pagmamahal sa ating kapwa tao, isang sagot na hindi na kailangang 

pag-isipan pa. Pero kung bibigyan ng oras magisip, saka lang natin 

naiisip ang pagmamahal sa sarili. Maiisip natin na “Sapat na ba ang 

binibigay ko sa aking sarili?” Naiisip natin yun ngunit alam natin na 

hindi sapat ang binibigay natin para sa ating sarili. Bakit kaya? Ito ay 

dahil sa sobrang abala sa pag mamahal sa iba na nakalimutan na natin 

ang ating sarili, na kahit bigyan man lang nating ang sarili ng sapat na 

atensyon. 

 Dahil sa katapusan ng araw, buhay parin natin ang maapektu-

han, hindi sa iba. Kaya paano nga ba mahalin ang ating buhay? Pag 

ating mamahalin ang sarili, hindi ibig sabihin na kailangan mong yaka-

pin, halikan o ililibre ang eksistensiya mo, hindi. Ito ay pagbibigay hal-

aga sa sariling buhay at pati narin sa sariling kinabuksan. Magagawa 

natin ito sa simpleng paraan, sa paraan ng pagkain ng mabuti, pag-

tulog ng umaga at pati na rin sa pamamagitan ng pag ehersisyo o ex-

ercise. 

  

 

 

 Dahil ang ating katawan ay ang ating pinakamahalagang pag 

aari at ito ay dapat alagaan. Para naman sa ating kinabukasan, dapat 

tayo ay mag aral nang mabuti upang ang ating mapasukang eskwe-



 

 

lahan o kolehiyo ay makatulong satin upang mas malaman ang mga 

bagay-bagay na makakapag-bigay benepisyo sa atin para sa ating 

kinabukasan. 

 

 Lahat tayo ay may obligasyon na magmahal sa ating kapwa, 

pero sana wag nating kalimutan ang sarili natin dahil pag nawala na 

ang lahat na maaring tumulong sa atin, ang ating sarili lang ang mer-

on magagawa upang tuluyang mabuhay. Kaya sana’y wag natin sa-

yangin ang tiyansa na ibinibigay sa atin ng mundo. Minsan lang tayo 

magkakapagsubok na hindi likas kaya dapat sulitin. Matuto sana 

tayong tumulong sa ating kapwa, sa ating mga magulang at lalong 

lalo na sa sarili.  
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A Promise By 

The Mango Tree 

Nathan Agustin 
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“Mom, do we really have to go there?” Said Ashley, upset that she has 

to leave Britain to come with her mother to the Philippines, a country 

she isn’t overly fond of. “Come on, Ashley. It’s not too long, it’ll just 

take a few months.” However, the young, 12-year old girl, being her 

bratty self, believed that she wouldn’t enjoy these few months. She 

had many friends, playmates, and memories that she has to leave be-

hind in these few months. She did not want to go somewhere that will 

set her way from the local playground she loved to stay at. However, 

her mom, being the insisting type, managed to force her to come 

along, albeit with a little grunts and nagging.  

As they packed up, Ashley took a moment to see herself in the mirror. 

She fixed her beautiful, light blond hair and wiped the angry tears out 

of her green eyes. She was beautiful even as a child, a unique type of 

beauty that you will be sure to remain as she grows older. Her class-

mates always stared at her, some in awe of her wonderful features 

while others jealous as she always got attention. But now, she did not 

care about her looks or what others think about her – all she wants is 

to be finished with this trip. Four months – she has to wait for four 

months in that hot, tropical, and, as she believes, ‘uncivilized’ country 

of ‘primitive’ people.  

Finally, they arrived. When they arrived at the airport, Ashley kept say-

ing that she will step foot outside the building, but in just a few mo-

ments, she ended up riding a jeepney with her mother as it was part 

of the tour program. When she took a quick look on the barred win-

dows, smoke suddenly jetted towards her face which made her hate 

this country even more. “Mom! Why do we have to take this dirty 

piece of junk? You said there were taxi’s in the Philippines!” The peo-

ple around the jeepney tried to hold their laughter upon hearing Ash-

ley’s remark. Everywhere they went to, Ashley always had something 

bad to say which kind of served as a comedy to their fellow tourists; 

well, except for her mother and her haggard appearance. 

Due to Ashley’s consistency in making things difficult, her mother de-

cided to move to San Juan as she thought it was simple and quaint 

enough as a long-term home. Ashley always wanted to play with the 

children who ran along the streets and played a game they called 
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‘tumbang preso’, but she knew she wouldn’t look too rebellious if she 

did. Some of the children tried to ask her to play with them, but she 

always said no despite her real desire.  

One day, while she was eating a mango sliced into cheeks outside the 

apartment, one of the kids who were playing tried to ask for some. 

“Ate, patikim nga! Mukhang masarap yan ah!” Ashley looked at the 

boy with a confused expression which gave the boy the message. “Oh, 

you don’t speak Tagalong! I just wonder if I can have a taste. Please?” 

Ashley was so surprised on the boy’s frank nature, asking a stranger 

for food out in the blue. “No. This is mine. Find your own.” Instead of 

reacting negatively, the boy imitated Ashley by saying the exact same 

words in her accent which, magically, put a smile on Ashley’s face. 

“Don’t ever do that again.” She said as she laughed at how stupid the 

boy’s imitation sounded.  

“Oh, I think I’ve caught onto it. Are you from British?” The boy said, 

once again imitating Ashley’s accent. The young girl forced out anoth-

er giggle.  

“You silly boy! You don’t ask someone if they came from British. You 

ask them if they come from Britain! It’s like someone asking you if you 

come from Filipino. Can’t you see the error?” She replied.  

“What? Don’t speak fast, you make my nose bleed. So you’re from… 

ah… what’s that? Bangladesh?”  

“No, you idiot! I’m from Britain. What makes you think I’m from Bang-

ladesh?” She replied in an annoyed, yet entertained manner. 

“Oh… Sorry, I don’t really know what I’m talking about. Oh, by the way, 

my name is JC.” The boy introduced himself, extending his hand to 

shake Ashley’s. 

“Ashley. But I’m still not giving you any of my mango.” She said as she 

smoothened the mango’s flesh from its skin, consuming it with a silly 

grin. JC stared at her plate and, with a shocked expression, asked her if 

she really knows how to eat a mango. “You don’t know that the 

mango’s seed has flesh on its side?” He said as he took a bite, handing 

it to Ashley to try as well. “Eww…” Ashley remarked, seemingly 

grossed. But still, she was obliged to do so. “It’s – unbelievably sweet-
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er…” She commented. “The seed is the sweetest part of the mango 

fruit. Would be better if there was a mango tree around here so we 

can eat as much as we want.” Afterwards, the two chatted with each 

other, exchanged experiences, and played street games with JC’s 

group.  

The two become exhausted from all that moving and finally decide to 

sit down and laze around on the green benches by the side of the 

apartment. Ashley had went up to her unit and returned, carrying a 

whole platter of mangoes. 

“Hey, how many mangoes do you think grows on one mango tree?” 

Asked JC, lying down on the bench, grabbing a single mango and 

peeling it with his bare hands.  

“I don’t know, ten? Maybe more?” Replied Ashley. “Why don’t you 

plant one to find out?” 

“…Nice idea!” Shouted JC as he jerks forward, which seemed to have 

surprised Ashley a bit that she almost falls off the bench. “Let’s plant 

one behind the apartment!” 

JC quickly finishes his mango, grabs Ashley’s left wrist, and rushes to-

ward the boring flat soil at the back of the old apartment. 

“Will this really work?” Asked Ashley. 

“As long as you believe, it will!”  

The two buried the mango seed and poured half a pail of water on it. 

Ashley didn’t seem very hopeful, but JC proved otherwise.  

Days passed and Ashley decided that the Philippines wasn’t such a 

bad place. JC made everything better. He would ask her to play with 

them, treat her to ‘ice candy’, give her some of his toys such as the 

‘trumpo’, and played ‘titser-titseran’ with his other friends. They would 

teach her how to speak in Filipino and she would teach them how to 

speak in English. The four months which Ashley once dreaded passed 

by so quickly that she was surprised when her mother announced that 

they would return. Contrary to her early acts, she did not want to leave 

this time, asking her mother for an extension. However, they had to 

return as her mother was given a job opportunity back home. With 
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this, Ashley decided to break the news to her friends, especially to her 

dearest JC. 

“JC… I have something to say…”Ashley said in a saddened tone, which 

bothered her friend. “Bakit? Ano problema?” He replied. 

“B-babalik na ako sa Britain.” 

JC, however, did not look too sad. Instead, he smiled, telling her to 

take care of herself. “I know that we’ll see each other someday so I’m 

not sad. Remember where we planted the mango tree.” With that, 

Ashley gave him a light poke on the cheek, ran off, and shouted. 

“Don’t forget about me! I’ll come back for sure!!” 

7 years have passed. Ashley grew up to be a beautiful and elegant la-

dy. She took up a degree in business economics, hoping to inherit her 

mother’s business. One day, while she was browsing her Facebook 

news feed, a friend request suddenly popped out. A certain JC Centura 

who looked very familiar. She felt a sudden dose of nostalgia when 

she realized he was the JC – her childhood friend. She immediately 

accepted and chatted with him through messenger, finding out that 

he was studying law in a prestigious university in their country. They 

decided to meet again in the Philippines after Ashley nagged her 

mother if they could return.  

When they arrived, Ashley instantly went to the place she always re-

membered – the place she and JC planted the mango tree. But it did 

not turn out to be the same place as there were a lot of houses and 

stores cluttered around the place. There were many cars parked along 

the asphalt roads they used to play in and, sadly, most of the children 

just stayed in their homes. Things were different than when she left, 

but the mango tree still stood in the middle, bearing fruit. Standing 

beside was a tall and lean figure of a man who was very familiar. “JC?” 

Ashley whispered to herself. 

The man stared at her in awe and ran towards her. They shared a hug 

in which Ashley screamed like how she did when she was a small girl. 

“Grabe ka! Di kita nakilala!” Ashley said. “You don’t look too different. 

You’re still pretty.” JC replied in a different accent, as if he had been 

speaking English all his life. What else would you expect; he’s a law 
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student, after all. 

“Maganda ba talaga ako?” asked Ashley, as if she did not believe so. 

“Yes. But you get that a lot, don’t you?” JC tossed a mango to Ashley, 

smiling, and told her about how he raised the tree. “Masarap yan. Es-

pecially since ako yung nagpalaki.”  

“Yabang mo!” Ashley said as she gave him a playful shove. They 

caught up with each other, talking about their experiences in their 

own countries. They went to a mall and ate in a good restaurant. Af-

terwards, they watched a movie, and while doing so, JC squeezed her 

hand. “I missed you, my mango seed.” Before Ashley could say any-

thing, JC kissed her on the cheek, claiming that he owed her one. 

“How long will you stay?” 

“Four months, just like the last time.” But this time, those four months 

did not end. It went on to five months, then until the day that Ashley 

wore a beautiful white gown with a veil covering her face. 

“I’m truly blessed to be able to see the most beautiful girl stand under 

the most beautiful tree.” 

“Mga bola mo, JC.” Ashley giggles. 

“Until death do us part.” 
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Aquinians, through academic ex-

cellence and ardent religion, 

make proud not only of them-

selves but also of St. Thomas 

Aquinas, for the success of their 

achievements have brought them 

which was made possible by the 

core values that instituted them.  



 

 

Success 



 

 

Day 7 

You have done a great job at being a cryptographer for Metol Labs 

and as a reward, you are given 2 gold bullions (you can buy so 

many things with that!) 

But here at Metol Labs, gold is not a currency, it is an element. 

See the next page for actual rewards in real life. 

~END~ 
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Success 

Once you have completed all the sec-

tions of the polychrome map, you will 

be able to get a reward from the 

Moderator of Bellows. 

The reward is a polychrome bookmark 

of your choice. There are 8 colors to 

choose from, including gold. 

Just speak with one of the moderators 

of The Bellows Publication and present 

your completed polychrome map, and 

they will be happy to give you any 

bookmark you want. (It’s pretty, you 

won’t regret it.) 

Happy reading! 



 

 

Graduation: A Poem 

By Alan June Icaonapo 

 

It’s finally coming to an end. 

Sorry I’ll be taking the other route 

And leave you just about! 

But I’ll always remember you my friend. 

 

It has been a long, long way… 

Four prolific years have passed, 

And oh! Every single one of them have been fast! 

If only I could stay! 

 

I’ve labored hard as you did, 

Paid less of that sweet, sweet pleasure; 

But more of the conducive lecture. 

Together we learned this: to lead. 

 

Sometimes you and I stumble down 

But we are resilient as every man of this land— 

Able to smile in the bitterest of fate’s hand. 

By this we ambitioned the crown! 
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mains forever, they declare. 

But good reminiscence of the past do; 

I have perceived that in you, 

And in you will my memory linger. 

 

One last time let’s display what we got in store; 

What we have achieved after four years, 

After four years of laughter and tears… 

Altogether! Let’s march onto our future! 
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Kaluluwa ng Pangarap 

Byron Mart L. Tampoc 

 

Batang-bata pa lamang ako ay ikaw na ang pinangarap 

Institusyong hinahangaan, unibersidad para sa mahihirap 

Kung kaya’t anong pagsubok at kahinaan ang aking hinarap 

Lahat ng ito ay nalamapasan dahil sa aking pagsisikap 

 

Kaya naman nang aking malaman ako’y iyong tinanggap 

Hindi maitago ang kasiyahan, tila ako’y lumutang sa alapaap 

Hindi maipaliwanang ang naramdamang napakasarap 

Mga katagang aking binitawan, “Panginoon, salamat” 

 

Unang araw sa ekswela ang hangin ay aking nilanghap 

Alam kong buhay ko ay may halong matamis at maalat 

Pagsisikap ay dapat pang patindihin sapagkat ikaw ay alamat  

Misyon ko para sa aking buhay ikaw ay mag-iwan ng lamat 

 

Sa aking obserbasyon, mga impormasyon ay aking nakalap 

Mula sa mga taong nasa paligid, iba man ay aking nakakausap 

Hindi ka lamang pala institusyong nangunguna sa pagdalumat 

Pati rin pala isyung pantao’t panlipunan ay iyong inaakap 

 

Tiningnan kita Oble at aking napansin ang iyong mga palad 

Iyong pustura ay taas-noo at waring ninanais na lumipad 

Iyun pala ang kinakatawan mo, tanggalin ang pagkakupad 

Ng gobyerno at alisin ang korapsyon upang bansa ay umunlad 

 

 

 

 

 

Ayan na, nasasapawan na ang matamis ng eksenang maalat 

Ako’y tumingin sa paligid, aking natanaw mga tao, sila’y 

nagkalat 

Napakaingay sa labas, 

wang-wang, mikropono, 
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sigawan, welga’t 

Isang layuning pinagbubuklod ng mga boses na minamalat 

 

Ngayo’y napagtanto na higit pa sa akademiko ang iyong pamagat 

Higit pa sa pangalang pinanghahawakan ang taglay mong sikat 

Sapagkat paghahanap ng solusyon sa lipunan ang pinaka-ugat 

Kaya’t ako’y lalong napahanga nang iyong kaluluwa ay nabuklat 

 

Ngayon, lahat na lamang nang naghahangad ay napakagat 

Hindi dahil ka-eskwela isang araw ng Disyembre ay naghuhubad 

Ngunit dahil sa taglay mong layon na bumabakat 

Na dapat tulong-tulong nating pasanin sa ating bawat balikat. 
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My Aquinian Journey 

By Albert Lucas 

 

Time flies so fast, 

I never thought that four years have passed. 

I was a stranger on my first year, 

Yet true friends started to appear. 

 

On my second year, I started to grow. 

Like a seed becoming a flower, 

Planted under the Aquinian grounds. 

Ready to stand firm and proud. 

 

On my third year, I made a surprising decision. 

I joined an amazing organization. 

They trained me to become a leader, 

To maintain discipline in and out of our borders. 

 

On my fourth and last year, I want to plant another seed. 

A seed which will grow and become something you’ll never imagine. 

Do you want to know what seed will I plant? 

I won’t tell you, it is for you to start you own plan. 
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Olden Golden Beauty  

By Byron Mart L. Tampoc 

 

When you were born, the sun gracefully shone 

The brilliance and popularity into you was bestowed 

You have developed and nurtured, your excellence has shown 

When the horizons were just so clear, vibrant, and broad 

 

At your young age, you were the Venus of the time 

You attracted suitors and made them into your place alight  

The competition to be yours was just so tight, skintight 

So every boy had to outstrip with the best to win the fight 

 

As time passed by, you have continuously blossomed 

At that time, you were considered everyone’s maiden bosom 

The number of your suitors have increased, was there venom 

You actually got the attention of all, from hearts to bottom 

 

Time passed by, and you have continuously grown 

You yourself is now a woman whose skin blotches have sown 

You looked into the mirror, in your face freckles were drawn 

Then you thought to yourself, your prime days have flown 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Now that you mature, you polychrome 



 

 

come to realize to and for yourself, 

Even when your physique doesn’t belike for an age twelve, 

You still have the beauty inside that nobody else can delve, 

Because it is you alone who knows the fulfillments to tell 

 

Aquinas, who you love and loves you find joy in the privilege 

Because they know the real essence of happiness, knowledge 

Since it’s all the experiences that make you a strong tutelage 

Your name imprinted in our hearts because you’re a heritage. 
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You against the World 

By Vince Henry B. Uy 

 

So many enemies 

Like the little flies 

So many wanted to win 

The pressure began 

 

Some trembled in pressure 

Others rode in pleasure 

One by one they got eliminated 

One by one enemy got terminated 

 

Your rival showed up and looked thrilled 

Looked him in the eye, he’s skilled 

Played the game 

And avoided the flame 

 

Last 50 players 

The record filled with layers 

Made a mistake, got me in last place 

Confused on the game, got to pick up my pace 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The pressure overcame my polychrome 
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confidence 

Got to overcome or you’d face the consequences 

Got defeated, the hand trembled 

Tried to relax but still shuddered 

 

Enemy took his chance of having advantage 

Tried to counter to avoid disadvantage 

Nearly eliminated, yet 

Saved by the mistake of the eliminated 

 

Used a different tactic so they’ll be confused 

It worked so great they got obscured 

Down to one-on-one 

On my techniques and tricks, I had none 

 

Enemy sweated through his shirt 

I sensed his alert 

Gave all my effort and increased my speed 

That was enough and so I succeed 
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Firm in Foundation at Fifty 

By Alan June Icaonapo 

 

 We celebrate the foundation day of our dear Aquinas School 

yearly. The yearly conducted foundation day celebration of the school 

marks another year of the school’s success- from the office to the stu-

dents. Everybody awaits for this day since there are various activities 

that the school offers to the whole Aquinian community. Every founda-

tion day celebration is special to all of us, but this year shall be differ-

ent, this year will make way to its grandeur golden founding birth.  

 This year, Aquinas School proudly boasts of its legacy and pres-

tige as it hails its 50th foundation anniversary. Fifty years of service to 

the students who deserve superb education is not easy, but Aquinas 

school continues to serve its best to give us that kind of excellence, the 

excellence that we, as Aquinians, should be proud of and should ap-

preciate. We can only repay the knowledge and experiences we gain 

from our studies in the school by being successful, not only in academ-

ics, but in the whole composure of ourselves. 

 Everybody anticipates this time of the school year. There are 

various happenings that will take place. We might think that this time 

is for to enjoy, but let us be reminded that we are celebrating this be-

cause of the foundation day of our school. Let us not be carried away, 

we should take this time to thank our fellow students for being good 

comrades, the teachers who are always patient and eager to teach, and 

all the staff of this school that enables it to run. Without them, the 

yearly foundation day of this school will not be possible. 
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You in the Road to Gold 

By Nathan Raphael Agustin 

 

 LOOK BACK, LIVE ON, LEVEL UP—the Golden Year has come. It 

is truly exhilarating to know that our school is at its 50th year. Admit 

it—you are also very excited as I am. And it’s safe to assume that we 

will be having more activities, and more activities mean more fun! Or-

ganizations are also taking the big step towards gold, taking the year 

as an opportunity to establish their own legacies. This makes it pretty 

hard to choose one since each of them are equally competitive and 

meaningful in their own right. How about you? What are you doing in 

your own road to gold? 

 All of us have our own paths. All of us have our own roads to 

cross, own ways to go, and own obstacles to face. But we, being parts 

of the Aquinas Family, have our very own path. We, as a community 

have goal—to fulfill a meaningful 50th Year. Each of us have our own 

roles to get to our goal, but are you going your part? I am asking you, 

fellow student. Are you walking with us in our hike towards the peak, 

or are you lagging behind? Do you have any realization of our goal? 

Or maybe this is the right question: do you even care? 

 We, as human beings, have our own experiences, We walk 

have our own past filled with memories of the good and the bad. We 

are not supposed to dwell on them because if we confine ourselves to 

our past, we will never be able to move forward. That is the problem 

with some of us. We can’t get over our past. Just because we are the 

person before, we stay as if we are sill him. That is who you are before, 

but you can always be someone else today. Live on, you still have 

many things ahead of you. If you are not satisfied with the person you 

are now, then level up! Be a better person and change to be bigger, to 

be stronger, to be smarter, or whoever and whatever you want to be. 

If you were small yesterday, then be bigger tomorrow! Level up fort 

yourself and for the Golden Year. 

 You are an Aquinian. You are one with us. You are party of the 

revolution. You are important—we are the Golden batch. Take this 
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opportunity to level u and take part. If you are still hiding under your 

shell then don’t get out, break it. If there is no shell, you have nothing 

to hold you back. We need you for our Road to Gold. 
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Premonitions 

By Alexis Jeremy Estorga 

 

“Boring,” I said to myself. 

One word to describe the situation I was in. I was in class, reluctantly 

ignoring the teacher. The environment was somewhat noisy, but the 

teacher did not give notice to it. They were all busy with something. 

Random jibber-jabber was slowly filling up the room, with various ac-

tivities that the other students were placed in: others were reading, 

while others were sleeping, even others were chattering. The teacher 

was obviously mad, at the students who were playing pretend-

basketball with the curtains. s me, I was hectic about something else.  

I was blankly staring at the window pane, found in the third-most or-

der at the right side of the classroom. Different things were found in 

the sunny scenery just outside sthe classroom corridor. Jets were rac-

ing the skyline, fluffy clouds bringing life to the blue horizon, scorch-

ing sunlight that brightened up even the insides of the classrooms of 

the buildings.    

These were just part of the images that I saw in my staring contest 

with the outside world. Minute by minute, students were even starting 

to blur my vision. These were casual students, which I knew but I did 

not exactly recall their faces. Shortly after, I realized that even my vi-

sions of them were no longer real. 

“Ubiquitous,” I murmured with a sigh. 

In these hallucinations that I apparently experienced, were visions that 

contained faces. Familiar faces to be precise. They were people who 

achieved success in life. I was so brought up with the mood of the 

class a while ago, that I thought I started to go bonkers. “I’m seeing 

people that I don’t know!” thinking to myself. 

At first, I did not mind it. “What is this?!” were thoughts that were run-

ning circles around my head. I was not able to recognize it the first 

time I grasped it. Moments later, I realized images of my classmates. I 

pictured them in their dream goals, which really was out of context. 
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Some fulfilled their occupational goals, some gained and became rich, 

and others had a family with a home and a car. They were all happy - 

and they were the people who became successful. Like in the visions I 

have experienced earlier. 

I saw all of them, including my best friend. But one thought remained. 

I was not able to picture myself in my ultimate goal. Though, one 

thing was for sure, that I saw every member of our batch in that hallu-

cination. I was worried, knowing that I don’t have a dream or a goal in 

life. I was trembling like a worrywart. 

I was shaken. No, I mean literally, I was being shaken. 

I woke up in the dead silence. It was our next teacher. He was strict, 

and he was looking at me very intently altogether with the class. He 

must have been mad, due to the reason that he must have prepared 

that PowerPoint presentation very formally, only to find out that one 

of his students will sleep his discussion through. 

I was embarrassed. I knew this teacher very well, as well as his high 

hopes of me being a diligent student. He was known for being very 

strict with his students. But today, it was different. He let my actions 

go, without a doubt, and even without laying a finger on his student. 

He then proceeded back to his explanation. 

Then I remembered my dream. 

Throughout the whole period of my teacher’s class, I was keenly 

thoughtful of the premonition I had earlier.  

“Maybe I don’t have my goals carefully discerned yet,” I thought to 

myself. 

The next thing I knew, that I was shaking - literally. Again. 

A voice was calling out my name, followed by a question, “Mr. Estor-

ga! It’s your turn to receive your diploma! Have you forgotten what we 

have practiced?” 

I replied, “No, sir!” 

As the emcee announced my name, I walked toward the academic 
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heads that were waiting for me to shake hands. 

Carefully taking my diploma, I felt accomplishment. The feeling was 

oddly satisfying - like being victorious. The feeling of being happy yet 

sad, for we enjoyed the good times and endured the bad ones, but 

the curtains still come to a close.   

Another journey ends, yet a new adventure begins. High school life 

was fun while it lasted. We had some ups and downs, yet we still learn 

to follow what we truly yearn to realize – our dreams. And all of this is 

possible, thanks to us. 
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Legacy 

By Julius Nico Valdez 

 

“From a humble beginning…” 

Everyone’s journey has a beginning, and each is unique from the oth-

er. Some began with simplicity, some began with extravagance, while 

some began somewhere in between. Despite the differences of every-

one’s beginnings, there is one point in common: they are different 

from what they were when their journey began. 

My Aquinian journey began simply; it was June 2007 and my two 

brothers and I took our very first step in Aquinas School. I was quite at 

first because I knew almost no one except them. I was a stranger as 

well as everyone around me. But that didn’t last for long since I have 

started to feel the belongingness from my classmates in Grade 4-

Fortitude. 

Like some big things, I started from the bottom. I started as an ordi-

nary student doing ordinary things until I joined the Robotics team 

and the Boy Scouts Organization of the school, where I became a 

leader. From there, I learned the importance of leadership and how 

leaders should really be. This was intensified when I witnessed the su-

preme student council campaigns, where I supported my brother’s 

political party. That time, I said to myself that someday I would be part 

of that student council too, and I will make a change. 

“…to a glorious climax…” 

In a story, the climax is known to be the peak of the story. Mainly, it’s 

where the most exciting and important events happen; it’s a musical 

composition where there is a bridge where the highest note is hit. 

Likewise, this is also present in our every journey. 

For me, my high school life was the climax of my Aquinian journey. 

During this time, I had side quests of self-discovery. This was the time 

when I got to know more of myself; when I found out what I really 

wanted to do and that I can do things that I never thought I could 

have done. 
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I joined all sorts of organizations, programs, and competitions so that 

I can discover more of my capacity and to ultimately maximize them. I 

was victorious at some but a failure at most. Nevertheless, I never let 

the failure stop me from reaching what I wanted to achieve because of 

the support of my acquaintances and teachers further strengthened 

by the values I learned. One of my major downfall was my first defeat 

in the election of the Supreme Student Council, where I lost just a few 

number of votes. I just said to myself that there’s still another chance; 

that next time I would do much better and I would have a greater 

cause.  

Fortunately, I won on the next election and became the SSC Secretary. 

Having reached that position was already a great achievement for me 

but there was still a tingling in my heart that tells me that I can still do 

more. And because of this, I ran once again but this time for presiden-

cy. Luckily again, the students still believed in me and voted me as 

their new SSC President - this was the highest point of my high school 

life. 

“…to a triumphant ending.” 

Every journey has an end. For some, it’s really the end, while for oth-

ers, it’s just the beginning of a much bigger one. 

Everyone, especially high school students, looks forward to gradua-

tion. But there’s this heavy feeling in the heart that I myself never ex-

pected to feel. Our senior year is like the last time we can cherish 

good times and as a lot of people say, nothing will be the same like 

high school. Our hearts are filled with longing for the things in high 

school that really left a mark in our lives; a mark that will constantly 

remind us of something. But above all this is the happiness because 

we have finally reached the end of another chapter in our lives. It’s the 

time when we can harvest the fruits of our labors.  

As we take our final steps as high school students, I just wish for one 

thing: I wish that I have left a legacy in the school and in the hearts 

and minds of the students; that even if I’m not there, even if they 

don’t remember me by name, I wish at least they will remember me 

for everything that I have done. That is more than enough for me. 
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Aquinians, please love your school! Love it as much as yourself! I know 

that there are a lot of tough times that you have experienced here, 

but that’s life! Look on the bright side, one way or another, you have 

also experienced joyful times with your fellow Aquinians. They’re not 

just classmates nor teachers but family no matter what and they make 

who you are right now.  

Reach for your goals! Never give up even when you experience fail-

ures because this is your key to reach your dreams so don’t lose it. 

Continue uplifting the Aquinian spirit in your own way and surely, you 

will leave a greater legacy for others to remember. 



 

 

Not only do we have talented 

writers and poets, we also have 

talented artists and photogra-

phers, showcasing their skills in 

transforming emotion into 

something the eye can see.  
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! 
Did you like Brian Gil’s artworks? If you would like to see more then 

you could visit his DeviantArt page at: 

http://origami18.deviantart.com/ 
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Stephen Lin 
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Sir Jeff Cariaga 
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Jomarcel Oco 
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Sir Jeff Cariaga 
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Stephen Lin 



 

 



 

 

You have reached the end of the rainbow. Thank you for 

taking your time to read and to explore the contents of 

this journal. All the staff and the writers who worked on 

this journal would like to show their appreciation by giv-

ing you a chance to be in the next Aquinian Journal, 2016. 

         Please read the last page for more information. 

Many thanks to those who contributed to this journal: 
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Adrian Llaneta - Your average joe who loves playing football. 

Alan June Icaonapo - Is quick to make decisions. Eic of 2015. 

Albert Lucas - A calm guy, able to hold and engage in mature convos. 

Alexis Estorga - Is able to just laugh off his problems away. 

Anonymous - A very mysterious person we know very little of. 

Anselmo James Del Rosario - His favorite genre is metal. UOEAAH!! 

Benjamin Santos – Thinks that baby mole rats look adorable. 

Brian Gil - One of the best artists of Batch 2014-2015, very cool guy. 

Byron Mart Tampoc -  Is approachable and very friendly. EiC of 2014. 

Chris Mendoza - A playful guy; will say absurd things on a whim. 

Christan Bengua - Pen Spinning and Breakdancing Pro 2015. 

Christian Orejas - Has a secret folder deep in his pc. 

Christian Serna - Approach with caution. Will Photoshop you. 

Christopher Wong - His assignments come from Google. 

Clifford Martinez - A great friend, will stay with you until the end. 

Dan Mari Villanueva - The class mediator.  



 

 

Duke Torrente - Lugs around a large T-square to make a 5 cm line. 

Edward Secades – The nice guy of San Juan #PBB737. 

Enrico Aranda - The aspiring priest of Batch 2015, also loves to talk. 

Franz Serduar - Carries an Attack on Titan bag with Steins;Gate pins. 

Gabriel Muncada - Looks intimidating, but is actually a nice guy. 

Gian Marquez – Clever Japanese-Filipino kid. Is a fan of Pokémon. 

Gwenn Ian Paulino - Ad-libs so good it sounds real. 

Jason Dagani - Has great wisdom and knowledge of Aquinas School. 

Jason Sigales - A great writer and very dedicated member of Bellows. 

Jay Allen Corto - A people-person. Will make friends very quickly. 

Jein Lee - A witty person, able to pull out a joke from a bad situation. 

Jerome Javier - Great at showing his emotion through poems. 

Jethro Lagmay - Secretly talks to himself when he’s alone. 

Jomarcel Oco - The guy to go to for camera tips and tricks. 

Joshrel Yu - Will try his best at every little thing. 

Joshua Franz Ferrer - A sensitive guy but also very playful. 

Julius Nico Valdez - Prone to mood swings but is intelligent. 

Karol Cruz - Epitome of extraordinary. He really knows himself. 

Kevin Cruz - Asks questions like there’s no tomorrow. Is also smart. 

Kim Jong Jin - The Korean friend who’s fun to be around with. 

Koji Katakura - Puns so bad it’s funny. Valedictorian of Batch 2015. 

Lian Robles - He’s a quiet guy. What he will say next we don’t know. 

Lyrro Robles - Quite the opposite of his brother. 

Marc Gan - Hides very many talents. We’ve probably only seen 10%. 

Marrione Rigor - Will laugh at very bad jokes. 

Michael Dreyfus - He doesn’t like to move very much. 

Ms. Carmina Manapat - Quite a very good singer. 

Mr. Jeff Cariaga - He will bring out the best in you.  

Mr. Mark Dinlasan - A quirky and funny English-speaking teacher. 



 

 

Mr. Raymond Elisterio - Knows how to handle deadly chemicals.  

Nathan Agustin - The lieutenant of Aquinas School’s CAT. A fun guy 
to be with outside of CAT duties. 

Nicolas Olalia - The proud fashionista of Aquinas School. 

Paolo De Chavez - Has killer reflexes. Can skillfully dodge a NERF. 

Patrick De Castro - Will speak to you about things you don’t know. 

Rastle Osias - A great artist of 2015. Handles the pencil skillfully. 

Robert Gatchalian - A fellow artist of 2015. Has painting experience. 

Salvador Tulalian II - A simple boy with a simple dreams. 

Sameer Khan - Knows how to continue a conversation. 

Samuel Magalit - A very smart guy. 

Sean Dela Cruz - A great badminton player and academic achiever. 

Stephen Lin - The guy who worked very hard on this journal. (is very 
talented, teehee.) 

Stephen Malapit - Looks serious but is actually thinking funny things. 

Takashi Akune – Comes up with the greatest ideas. 

Thomas Badiola – Has been collecting mp3’s since birth. 

Tristan Joash Icban - A quiet guy, but talks a lot when he starts. 

Vince Arias - A big sports fan, especially basketball. 

Vincent Uy - Secretly browses a cappella covers on YouTube. 



 

 



 

 



 

 


