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The 21st century has plagued us with modern-day problems, some of them having been consequential to the future of
humanity. The effects these issues have on us reflect on society’s ability to handle these complications. From the discrimination that lurks in the streets today, to the mental health
problems that linger in the minds of the youth, humans
have lost their way. It leaves humans with no choice but to
be unknowingly curious, and the more they become curious, the more they get lost, until one day, it snaps. There is a
great divide among us, and it has meddled in our way to reality and turned our world into a vast, undiscovered veil of
fantasy. With humans stuck under multifarious mindsets, only
a few have reached the goal to perfection. The overwhelming
majority are in a constant realm of darkness and hatred – pandemonium.
But amidst all these uncertainties, a shooting star falls into the
night sky and shines a beam of light towards the east. And as
humans come closer to the dawning rays of the rising sun, the
falling star, and its illuminating gleam, provides an avenue to
aetheria –
celestial purity.
This is the journey. This is Sinagtala.

We have never thought that in our lifetime we would be struck by a
pandemic. The troubles and pains may have become so overwhelming.
Moments of despair and darkness have found a way to envelope the
horizon of our vision. The temptation to embrace helplessness and despondence must have become more ubiquitous for many of us.
Amidst all this, we say as Claretians, we are “dauntless and strong as
one band” and the light of hope never fails in our hearts. Nothing really
daunts us as the missionary spirit continues to ablaze in us and among
us. We never give up and we never take resignation in front of a challenging situation as the option to take.
With the light of Christ, we shall take the journey of hope together.
We shall overcome all the challenges as we keep the zeal of mission
lighted before us.
Congratulations to the Sinagtala publication team and continue to bear
the light of Christ—the light of hope—in our world today!
May this publication of “Sinagtala” be an inspiration for every Claretian to share the dauntless spirit with others.

All the fears,
worries, anxieties,
despair, sorrow, heartbreak, and pain. All of them
came from here. The great demon city, home of the greater demons
and princes of hell, the nexus of demons in the void. No one has ever been there,
but rest assured, you wouldn’t want to. Pandemonium is the
origin of every single demon that ever existed, starting from the very first fallen
angel, Lucifer, and the mother of all demons, Lillith, they were all banished to or
was formed in the void.

“SOMEONE”
By: Earl Sta. Rosa

A white cup
My favourite one
One that is filled with my story
My living glory
The cup was seen
It has been used
Our story has been told
But not of our lives
The cup
It slipped from the hand of the beholder
Falling slower to forever
But no one caught
Now, it’s damaged
Broken beyond repair
Structure cannot be seen
Parts cannot be gathered
For is it the owner
Solemnly picked it up
Someone came
It has been seen again
What will happen to the cup?
Will it be recognized once again?

“HOLLOW”
By: L.G.

As I prepare for the day
A dark cloud appears above me
Happiness and comfort fade away
Making me weary and drowsy
I slouch my aching back
Grab my heavy suitcase
Trying not to crack
As I delve into the maze
A maze filled with people
A maze filled with struggles
A maze filled with monsters
A maze full of trouble
I merely walk alone
On a long and winding road
That’s scattered with sharp stones
And dangerous payloads
The dark cloud enlarges
It encapsulates my sadness
Making my body hollow
Void of any light or glow
The Maze is too narrow
Everything seems mellow
The sun has no glow
My body feels hollow

“BLACK IT GOES”
By: Leopoldo Edillor

Black goes the pool of red
The Heart beats faster
Shards of metal
Lay white hot
Grey with ash and plaster
Black goes the wavy brown
The heart beats much quicker
Splintered cloth
Melting toys
Air grows thick and thicker
Black goes the whites that see
The heart beats too fast
Hotter than the fire
Is his gaze
His breath, the last
Black goes the thumping green
Heartbeats evermore
The runaway girl
The better friend has
Left the poor soul sore
Black goes the old cloth blue
The heart boils with laughter
A broken screen
A heart in text
Sent to one another
Black goes the wispy gray
The heart in its true form
The bones still glow
Flies rejoice
The flames dance evermore.

“SHROUDED IN MALICE.”
By: Zachari Magas

As the shadows grow darker in the somber city

“Though I Am your Protection,
I Am A Demon Made By Obsession.”
By: Adrian Peralta

There’s no doubt that I love you,
In fact, anything for you, I would do.
I’d protect you, I will always defend.
I’d give, I’d attack, I’d meet my end.
You didn’t ask for it, no, but my emotion spills.
The thought of anyone hurting you makes me ill.
The thought of anyone else having you gives me chills.
Chills of failure... of envy... so I’ll make sure they’ll never have the will.
The monsters who hurt you will despise,
Their choices, they’ll ache and regret because of I.
Any which way, any kind, pain shall rain from the sky.
My dear, my passion is showing, so please evade your eyes.
You are my end, you are where my morals die.
I’ll do anything to make sure you stay mine.
I’ll leave everyone else in the dark just to see you take flight,
They might take you away, my precious, one of a kind.
I guess I have always been obsessed,
But I’m the only one you need to fill the hole in your chest.

“BURN”

By: Sho-ritsu

it burns
it hurts from the inside
a certain hatred and utter contempt
they tend to hide

a lake of fire, blighted souls
corroded morals and crimes unknown
if you find virtue
just let me know

don’t be kind
they know what to do
help and compassion
are too far and few

it consumes them
it scorches their souls
destroy and hate
it’s all they know

“IN THE LIBRARY - PART I”
By: Julian Roque

Ink-stained hands grasped a weathered
quill and dipped it inside an ink bottle. As the quill
swirled, so did the wooden container. Sigismund clicked his tongue.
What little ink he had left dripped onto the piece of parchment laid on his desk.
Among many pieces of parchments, to be exact. Each etched with characters spiraling until they ran out of thread. Soon enough, a puddle of ink appeared. He grimaced and promptly crumpled it into a ball.
The man leaned back on his chair and sighed. How long has this been? Too many
times had he gone over the same motions. He bit his lip looking at his desk. Mounds
of parchment and an even bigger mound of messes and mistakes. The ceiling with
its flickering chandelier and fading patterns seemed a better sight.
But his body moved on its own. His hand grasped the empty ink bottle as he walked
from the vicinity of his desk. He stopped in front of a bookcase, its wooden shelves
sagging from rot. A bottle, brimming with liquid, was snatched along with more
leaves of blank parchment.
And so, the process began anew. Sigismund sat at his desk, rearranging the space
for new additions. As this was done, he took out a watch from the breast pocket
of his shirt. The rusted lid flipped open to a clean interior.
The shortest hand
went by. Tick, tick, tick. The longer hand followed
in succeeding intervals. It struck close to midnight. Or was it
noon? It did not matter. The celestial body
important enough was the chandelier
and the candles that he lit.

From the glass, his face reflected.
Gaunt cheekbones and drooping eyes beneath
tired spectacles. White spindles of hair overtook
brown. Stubbles dotted his chin. The clock hands came back
into view. Tick, tick, tick. It did not care to stop. The lid was snapped
shut and hastily put in his breast pocket.
He snatched his unattended quill and dipped it thrice in the new ink bottle. It
glistened black.
Its tip neared the surface of the parchment.
It stopped. Soon, the ink would begin dripping again.
Sigismund furrowed his brows at his inaction. He was supposed to be a man dedicated to his work, to the craft that he gave his life for. But what kind of man would
call himself faithful when he cannot commit and is swayed by distractions? He is
a sham, and he very well knows it.
He tore the parchment, smashed the bottle against the wall, and threw the quill
somewhere in his study. He plummeted into his chair, exhausted, and with his
hands rubbing his eyes.
“Twenty-nine years, Sigismund,” he said to himself. “Twenty-nine years nearing
thirty. All spent to foolishness. All in this blasted section of the library.”
He settled his gaze once more on the chandelier. Most of the candles that once inflamed it were snuffed out. The study ever looked dimmer.
The man sighed, “Where did it all go wrong?”

“THe unforeseen - part 1”
By: Juan Paolo Ignacio

As I was walking to my house after classes, I heard the news
from the neighbors that we will never go outside because of
something spreading throughout the country. Which I would rather
not talk about. As I entered my home, I leaned on the garage wall,
trying to muster the current situation and the possibility of not going
back outside to do things. Meanwhile, I entered my room, and a
mirror was standing right in front of me. While I was suspiciously
looking at the mirror, I put down my backpack and arranged my
books on my study table. But I see nothing wrong with the mirror,
just a common object which most people use to check their clothes
if they still fit them. Then, I decided to take a bath first before
examining the mirror. After I entered my room, suddenly, the mirror
was floating, its gaze fixed in front of me. With a towel wrapped
around my waist, I dared not to dress first because I was too scared to
move while a mirror was floating.
Shockingly, my reflection was moving, but I was just standing in front
of the mirror, tranquilized to move. The reflection removed his towel,
showing his whole body naked. Suddenly, he is shaking violently, as
if he is having a seizure, then falls to the floor. Then the shaking
stopped. He then looked at me with a teary-eyed stare; he did not
look terrifying; he looked hopeless. Hastily, he stood up like he
sensed something, or someone was coming. The reflection
suddenly stood petrified, as if an invisible being trapped his
body with invisible chains. I looked on both sides, making
sure it wasn’t real. But I couldn’t do anything to help my
reflection. He looked hopeless and the invisible enemy
was not hurting him physically, but emotionally. The
reflection couldn’t do anything but cry, for the invisible
enemy stole his capability to move for himself. That
enemy was invisible but felt;

felt by every person today. I can also feel that feeling, the feeling of not being able to move freely, hopelessly trying to break free from this prison I
entered. Because of what I have been seeing in the mirror, I was about to –
Instantly, the mirror vanished, like it was sucked by a black hole. I sat
on the floor, shocked, gasping for air. I was trying to understand that unforeseen event. After I calmed myself, I wore my clothes and went to bed.
Then I slept.

“TYPHLOSIS”

By: Kirk Matthew Mara

The world’s darker than it seems.
It has more sorrow than it gleams.
It’s a black veil of despair
That suffocates human dreams.
Temptations and vices litter the streets.
They meddle with souls and human deeds.
They obscure the vision each being has
And distorts it ‘til it’s obsolete.
Dumb of me to think it was fine.
Dumb of me to think I was right.
Dumb of me to push through
When I’ve been blinded this whole time.
Now I’m trapped in my own jail.
Losing my soul’s the only bail.
No more chance for me to sail,
I’ve marked the end of my tale.
Regrets fill my brain.
My spirit’s now mundane.
As darkness clouds my sight,
There’s nothing more to gain.

“CHAOS”

By: Yoriq Laxa
Chaotic, Intense, and overall Ballistic

“Kaibigan Mo Lang Ako”
By: Joseph Ramos

Ang bilis naman ng oras. Pwede bang kahit minsan lang
ay bumagal ito para mas matagal pa ang oras na kasama
kita? “Mark!” Tumigil ka sa pagsusulat nang marinig ako.
Tumingin ka sa akin kaya nahiya ako at namula ang mga
pisngi ko. Pero hindi mo ito pinansin, bakit mo nga naman
papansinin? Kaibigan mo lang naman ako.
“Ano?” Halatang wala kang interes na kausapin ako, halos
ilang oras na tayong magkasama dito, nag-aaral ka lang at
hindi nakikipag-usap, kahit man lang tingnan ako ay hindi
mo magawa. Magsasalita na dapat ako pero nilapitan ka ng
mga kaklase mo. Hindi na ako nakinig pa sa mga sinasabi
nila dahil baka magalit ka.
“Belle,” Tinawag mo ako kaya agad akong napatingin sa’yo,
akala ko ay aayain mo akong lumabas para kumain, o kaya
naman sasabihin mo na kailangan mo nang umalis kaya
ihahatid mo ako. Pero nagkamali ako. “Alis ka muna diyan,
uupo sila. Balik ka na lang kapag tapos na kami.”
Wala akong nagawa.
Tumayo ako. Akala ko ay pipigilan mo ako, pero bakit mo
naman gagawin iyon? Eh, kaibigan mo lang naman ako.
Ilang oras na naman ang lumipas, nandito pa rin ako sa
malamig at tahimik na silid aklatan ng paaralan ko, imbes
na magbasa ay nakatingin lang ako sa’yo dahil hanggang
doon lang naman ang maaari kong gawin.
Hindi ko namalayan. Nakatulog na pala ako. Ginising
ako ng isa sa mga nagbabantay dito, nagulat ako nang
makitang ako na lang ang nandito, pero mas nagulat ako
nang mapagtanto kong wala ka. Iniwan mo ako. Hindi
mo man lang ako ginising o inantay na magising, pero oo
nga pala! Bakit mo naman gagawin ‘yun? Kaibigan mo
lang naman ako.

“Belle!” Nagulat ako nang marinig ang isang pamilyar na
boses, napangiti ako nung sa paglingon ko ay nakita kita.
“Nandito ka pa pala.”
“Oo. Bakit ka umalis? Hindi mo ako inantay?” Tanong mo
sa’kin na para bang hindi lang basta kaibigan ang tingin mo
sa kausap mo ngayon, naramdaman ko ang mabilis na
pagtibok ng puso ko, ang kaba sa dibdib ko, at ang mainit
na kape sa kamay ko… AY! Ayan, dahil sa’yo ay hindi ko
namalayang natatapon na pala ang hawak kong kape.
“Ah! Akala ko kasi nauna ka na kaya umalis na ako.”
“Sana sinigurado mo muna na umalis na ako. Hindi naman kita
iiwan lang basta sa kung saan-saan.” nagulat ako dahil ngayon
ko lang narinig ‘yan mula sa’yo. Alam kong hindi ikaw yung
tipong magsasalita nang ganiyan sa isang kaibigan.
“Talaga?” kumunot ang noo niya. “’Di mo ako iiwan?”
Bahagya kang ngumiti. “Oo naman. Bakit naman kita iiwan? Eh,
kaibigan kita.”
Ang saya na naramdaman ko kanina ay napalitan ng sakit.
Ang kilig ay napalitan ng luha. Natawa na lang ako sa sarili
ko dahil bakit mo nga naman ako iiwan? At sino nga naman
ako para isipin na iiwan mo ako? Ah, oo nga! Kaibigan mo
lang ako at hanggang doon na lang talaga.
Bigla kong hiniling na sana hindi matapos ang araw na ito
na hanggang kaibigan mo lang ako.
Bumalik ka sa loob dahil sabi mo may naiwan ka, naiwan
naman ako sa labas, pinapanood ko ang mga batang
masayang naglalaro sa gitna ng malakas na pagbuhos ng
ulan. Tara na! Delikado kung maglalaro tayo dito!” Sigaw
nung isa. Buti pa sila, agad-agad silang umiiwas sa mga
bagay na makakasakit sa kanila dahil alam nilang delikado
ito.

Ako kasi, kahit alam kong delikado at masakit… pinipilit
ko pa rin. Umaasa pa rin ako dahil ayokong kaibigan mo
lang ako, kaya agad akong pumasok sa loob para hanapin
ka, kahit imposibleng mahanap kita kaagad dahil halos
madilim na dito at ang buong gusali ay nababalot na ng
katahimikan.
Alam kong maaaring magbago ang lahat kapag sinabi ko
sa’yo na hindi lang basta kaibigan ang tingin ko sa kaibigan
ko, na gusto kong ‘wag mo akong iwan dahil lang sa
kaibigan mo ako, na gusto kita… ah hindi! Na mahal kita.
Mahal na mahal at gusto kong makasama ka lagi hindi lang
bilang isang kaibigan, gusto kong makita mo ako bilang isang
taong handa kang mahalin na higit pa sa sarili niya.
Dahil lahat ay kaya kong isugal para sa’yo.
Pero nagulat ako. Nakatayo ako, nakatayo ka rin… sa harapan
ng isang magandang babae. Iba ang tingin mo sa kanya, alam
ko ‘yun dahil kahit kalian ay hindi mo ako magawang tingnan
nang ganon. Sabay kayong naglakad paalis, magkahawak
ang mga kamay, at nakita ko ang saya sa’yong mga mata.
Nakalimutan mo ata na kasama mo ako.
Bakit ako ‘yung nandito pero iba naman ‘yung pinipili mo?
Pero sino nga ba ulit ako?
Ah, oo nga pala! Ako lang ‘to. Ako na kaibigan mo… at
hanggang doon na lang iyon.

“The Story of Valentine - Part 8”
la douleur exquise. | this exquisite pain.
By: Cymone Docabo

“Valentine, we need to talk,” four words that made his heart stop.
He glimpsed in her hand, a ring with a diamond atop.
It broke his heart, watching her tears fall.
All he wanted was for her to be happy, after all.
He took a step forward but seeing her like this made him falter.
With his voice breaking, he reached out to call her.
“Val, I’m so sorry. I don’t love you anymore.”
The way she looked at him, as if he was someone she no longer
adored.
“I feared we wouldn’t last, but is this where we part ways?
I just wish you happiness for the rest of your days.
If it meant making you happy, I will do what it takes,
I hope you could’ve told me where I made mistakes.
I have no regret of bumping into you back then.
I would give anything in the world, if we can start over again.
Maybe forever was a word made for memories, not people.
I never realized that heartbreak would be lethal.
I’ll just have to endure this exquisite pain.
My love, I just wish it never rains.
There are still memories, I cannot face without you.
And with you gone I don’t know how I’ll get through.
As I stand here, holding your hand,
I want you to know you’ve made me the happiest man.
It breaks my heart that we never had more time,
Even more when I think someone else in the future will
be calling you ‘mine’.”

Faith was now sobbing, after hearing all he had to say.
She knew she was lucky to have met someone that loved
her this way.She wanted to keep loving him but it would
seem she had fallen out of it. She didn’t deserve
Valentine, to herself she did admit.
One day they were happy, the next day they were
strangers. He didn’t know what happened or what
caused this change in her. He watched her walk away,
and then everything else blurred. Here ends the story of
Valentine, the boy who used to love the world.

“BLIND”

By: Zachari Magas

I can still see it in your eyes, this wish for you to be mine.
But in the endless stretches of this road, I can feel the pitiful pits of dread await me. You wear your heart on your
sleeve, yet the one you love can’t be me. I had you at arm’s
length yet your heart was miles and miles away. Oh, my
dear, what foolishness have succumbed me? I chose this
treacherous path and yet how am I taken by surprise? They
said love is blind, but I didn’t know they meant that I’d be
stumbling in the dark looking for a love that was never mine

“The Story of Valentine
- Part 7”
un sombre hiver. | a bleak midwinter.

By: Cymone Docabo

Faith met Valentine during a bleak midwinter.
She never thought that after all they’ve been through, no
love would linger.
Not a feeling of affection remained, not even a sliver.
She felt tears fall on her hand as she looked at the ring on
her finger.
In the looking glass, she saw an empty shell.
On these thoughts, her mind did dwell,
That she did know how she would tell
Valentine, about an inevitable farewell.
She wanted to love him but found she no longer could.
After all those years, the love they had withstood.
“So why fall out of love?” She asked; when Faith loved him
more than she normally would.
A question so simple, she never truly understood.
He was a beautiful crime and she was a beautiful lie.
She had never seen stars like the ones in his eyes.
It shattered her heart as she stared blankly into the darkening sky.
What started as hellos, ended as goodbyes.

“SARILING MULTO”
By: Anry Dacudao

An enchanting
world is hidden and tucked away within
ours, home of creatures with the beauty of angels and the
viciousness of demons. It is said that faeries are as old as time, living in their world
yet visiting and protecting the natures of our own. From the dryads and sprites of
the forests, to the sirens and kelpies of the waters, they guard entrances to their
world that are found in ours. Though
always be wary and cautious in their presence, as great mischief may come upon
you, especially from their queen.

“Exhibit 2: Mixed Colors”
By: Joshua Fernandez

Our auras rise like how water evaporates, getting mixed
in the atmosphere where different colors fuse.

“The promise”
By: Luis Manzano

Oh, look at you, such pitiful soul
Torn down by your wrathful demons
Crippled by your own delusions
Blinded by your own suffering
You scream in pain and desperation,
In need of immediate remission
Destroyed by your ill trauma
You long for salvation
Don’t worry, for I am here to help you
I shall heal you and restore your faith
I will serve as a scapegoat from your torment
And restore you to your former glory
I will fulfill your promises
And reward you with the brightest of riches
I will pull you out of your darkness
And show you the way
If these are what you seek, then come with me
It’s really easy to do this by thee
All you must do is submit yourself to me
And you have your ticket to your reverie...
Oh, a magnificent sight to behold
Watching someone as gullible as you fall
Blinded by your desperate desires
Unaware of the corollaries of your delusion
Now you walk in your own nightmarish reverie...

“smile and cry”
By: Leopoldo Edillor

I look
at the stars
during
the day. In
the night, I beg for the sun to
rise.
I cry. Every
Time I think about it,
The pain goes away
But when I settle
Down. Only more do
I cry.
I smile.
All
throughout the day, I do
nice things. I let the mirror
see good. When my shoulders hurt,
I smile.

My eyes are
so
uncomfortable. A thousand
lights make my day
much darker. I had a dream
I die
Bye.
I just wish it’d say ‘bye’. It
ended my
time for laughter. I look up
towards Ground. I look down towards
Sky.

“Entangled”
By: Earl Sta. Rosa

I see you everywhere
I see you in my mind
I see you plaguing my dreams
I see you, but do you see me

I close my eyes
To escape from you
Still, I can’t help it
It all reminds me of you

You’re a part of me
But I’m not one of you
I yearn for you
I dream of you

I surrender
There is no escape
No road to tend to
I can’t bear it no more
To you I surrender.

Is this all an illusion
I want to stop
It pains me
Breaking beyond repair
You’ll die in illusions
You’ll die in reality
It’s killing me softly
As I die for you

“providence”
By: Felipe Endencia

The calm waters vanished as we neared our destination. A
storm brewed overhead, almost out of nowhere, and nearly sent the Lancaster to the deep depths of the ocean. The
captain steered with his might, away from turbulent waves
that one after another crashed on the deck. I was just trying
to hold on to dear life; this was my first time even attempting something like this. My mom would kill me if she survived the week. I had to save her. Please, please! Let me save
one person! The boat groaned and twisted. A sudden wave
smashed me to the deck, timber scraping flesh, until agony
ingrained itself in memory.
When I came to, I laid on a white shore, clothed by the dim
light of the cloudy sky. No timbers washed ashore. Only
me. As I crawled, my palms burned from the sands. I turned
around to see a lush and dense tropical forest, its flora unknown to me. With trembling knees, I ventured forth. The
only thought in my mind was my inevitable death. Each
action I took, no matter its form or intent, felt drawn out.
Despite that, I compelled myself to go further. Eventually,
I came across a rushing body of water that I heard only extraordinarily little of, a strid.
“Step forward,” a slight voice echoed in my mind.
My body moved on its own, submitting to whoever was
speaking to me. This instant compulsion invaded my brain.
Before I knew it, I was in the water.
“Open your eyes.”

I saw a child, running to a room only to find a man dead on his
bed. He was a child who failed to save his parent. A family divided and separated by all those he loved. A child being betrayed by
all of his friends and being ridiculed and dismissed as some lowly
speck of dust. A child who thought he found love only to get humiliated twice. I saw an insecure child who thought that having
an expedition to a remote island would make him feel loved. He
thought that he could find a relic on that island, a wish-granting
item.
“Why do you suffer?”
The mirror in front of me shattered and I was pulled away by the
current to a submerged building. Desperately swimming inside,
the water drained itself and I found breath in what appeared to be
a decrepit old church. I walked to the altar and found drawings
and carvings of a strange creature, shadow black and towering. It
seemed to invade the dreams of people and slivered throughout
its desires.
“Death should not be the end.”
The scene shifted, and black ooze and shadows circled me and
the altar table. Six figures surrounding it and chanted an eldritch
song, vowels and consonants jumbled and erring. A ring, burning
bright, shone through the disheveled and rotting wood. I took it
and wore it and a splitting headache ruptured through my skull.
I scrambled and screamed in pain as a malignant force perpetrated throughout my body. It lasted for a minute as a small glow of
light left my mouth and escaped into the sea. The seven figures
promptly morphed into familiar beings with names. The Doctor,
the Author, the Child, the Deviant, the Goliath, and the Warrior.
“Free me.”

I felt alive. Freed from the morals that plagued me, I could do
whatever the hell I wanted to. I could fulfill my wish, my dream,
and my hope. No child should ever lose their parent ever again.
No one has to die anymore. I tasked my servants to stay here and
wait in dormancy for two months. The Voice was pleased and
granted me a chance to take my revenge on those who robbed
me of my happiness. I would subject them to horrors and desecrations that would rob them of their sanity. No more reason.
No more rationale. I was given a new name.
“Come and see, Kalkin.”
I returned to my home through the ancient ways and managed
to cure my mom. Everything proceeded as normal, except I still
needed six more sacrifices. Then I saw my friends seated around
the same marble tables. I approached them carefully and told
them of something great.
“You guys want to go on a trip to an island?” They all looked at
me with agreement.
I smirked.

“BLack dahlia”
By: Zachari Magas

I moved heaven and I raised hell, yet you chose him and
not the angel who caught you when you fell. And at night
it still rings in my head, all those empty words that you
said. When you secured my heart with words, with your
overused promises. It hit me, shot straight through an arrow, but in the end, it was all dust and shadows. And now
you’re just another head in a faceless crowd.

“the art of delusion”
By: Kirk Matthew Mara

They should’ve been aware.
They should’ve been prepared.
They should’ve left when they could,
When someone still cared.
They let them be led
By a man who’s unknown.
Whose nature’s more mysterious
Than anything that’s known.
Bewildered they went.
The man had intents.
He lured them at day
And at night gave torments.
The sun rose and fell
As more victims were played.
Gaining their trust,
Then turning them to prey.
The art of delusion
Is not about yourself.
It’s making others believe in you
Before giving them hell.
He had an obsession.
He led through illusions.
He betrayed them,
And mastered the art of delusion.

“Though I Dream of You, It’s A
Nightmare To Me.”
By: Adrian Peralta

There’s no doubt that you shape me and what I do.
Now, no day nor dream is complete without you.
Your strings hugging my head, drag me in loops.
I have nightmares without you, I can’t bid you adieu.
Every time I forget you, you make me remember.
It’s a migraine, a heartache, but luring like a fire in December.
I remember when I was the one with words trying to
charm,
But now your voice has me enslaved, wishing to be in
your arms.
Now you have me losing every bit of myself.
Everything’s about you, the strings that I once held
Put me underneath your seductive spell
And like Lucifer himself, from heaven I fell.
I fell from the sky, I need to be a part of your life.
So I fill my mind with beliefs that are nothing but lies.
I’m wasting my life and I’m gambling with fate,
Just because I’m going crazy at the thought of you getting away.
I killed my heaven just to see this through,
But I don’t even know if that means anything to you.

“when the imposter is sus”
By: Yoriq Laxa

When the imposter is sus

“The Story of Valentine Part 6.”

le crépuscule qui approche. | the approaching dusk.By: Cy-

mone Docabo

The clothes Faith wore had never felt so worn.
Her lips curved upward no more. They were no longer
adorned,
By the red rose that had blossomed; they were hurt by
the thorns.
It would be too early; she knew she shouldn’t mourn.
“He’s lying next to me but there are galaxies between us.
I know he loves me, so how can I break his trust?
For a while we loved each other, but I can see the approaching dusk.”
She thought as she felt the downpour of emotions, her
heart an empty husk.
She would never accept that these flowers could wither,
The feelings she used to have remained only in pictures.
Destiny called and gave her a chance to choose,
It broke her heart as she thought Valentine, she could
lose.
In her mind, a lingering feeling she can never escape,
What fate had written down cannot be erased.
What they thought was happily ever after will only end
in heartbreak.
If what they had were a dream, she wished she’d never
wake.

“The Story of Valentine Part 5.”
fleurs fanées. | wilted flowers.
By: Cymone Docabo

“Do you remember when I asked you to be my Valentine?”
he asked Faith.
Today was their anniversary, she counted it to be their
eighth.
She recalled that on the same day they had met, he took
her on a date.
It would seem that their meeting was declared by fate.
Eight years later, and Valentine finally popped the question.
When they met, she never realized that he’d show her this
affection.
And in the 8 years they’ve been together, the couple only
grew in ambition.
He was all she could ever hope for, to anything she said, he
paid so much attention.
Looking at the grandfather clock, Faith asked herself sadly, “Am I running out of time?”
In a writer’s perspective they were a couplet; she was the
first line,
And Valentine was her rhyme.
She felt helpless as they were slowly in decline.
As time went by, the flowers that bloomed started to wither.
The formerly sweet fruits they had, began to taste bitter.
She realized that sometimes you miss the memories and
not the person.
Ignorance could be bliss and with it, the reminiscence
could worsen.

“Demon days”
By: Charles Bareng

“I heard you’re a man of many skills, am I right?”
“Faerie, of many skills.”
“Right. It’s hard to distinguish anyone these days anyway. Especially with tensions
rising.”
“Oh, you mean the Dark Wars?”
“In simple terms, yes.” The Faerie chuckled.
“So what are you in for, man? I mean, demon?”
“...Pardon?”
“Well, everyone here in the tavern is in for something. I know all the regulars, and
I’ve heard their backstories through and through. You see Flaeret over here?”
“Hi!” said the pipsqueak Flaeret.
“He’s done arson on the tree-folk. That one by the barmaid is Aiden...”
There’s Aiden, trying her best to flirt, but ultimately getting splashed by leftover
blue beer.
“She’s killed three and a half men. The other half lived!”
The Demon took down his notes.

“Oh yeah, I still saved the best for last! Look over there, can you guess which one is
named Ethan?”
By the far side of the tavern, with the flying posters of blood and men, an arm-wrestling match was in play. On the side of bearded folk, a faerie with a strong looking
grin and a bored look. On the other side of moustached folk, a man had both hands
in play and sweat on his skin.
It was the faerie that won.
“I’m taking a guess at the faerie on the left?”
“Dead wrong.” snickered the faerie next to him. “Ethan is the man being pelted
with water.”
“Oh, what did he commit?”
“Treason.” suddenly spoke the pipsqueak.
“Treason... to who?”
“He told me the gods.”
Only then did the prepared look of the demon shift into a nervous and confused
one. The other faerie laughed at his face.

“Hahaha! Look at your face-”
“That’s enough silly from you, Sir Reymond!” The demon banged his fist on the
wooden table, and it burnt a charcoal mark where he made the situation clear. Suddenly, half the tavern was looking at the three with surprised eyes. There was no
laughing matter anymore.
“...Go back to your drinks, everyone. Nothing to worry about over here.” Sir Reymond shooed them off, and they went back like nothing happened, but now it was
quieter. “Flaeret, go flirt with Aiden or something. Go!”
Now, it was just the two, faerie to demon.
“Alright, Mr. Egghead. I understand your feelings now. You’re tensing up.”
The demon’s arm softened. “We’re just here... to recruit some mercenaries. That’s
all, and nothing else.”
“Heh, of course Pandemonium would hire the likes of me. You really want to win
this war, huh?”
“The pay is fifty thousand in demon dollars.”
“Oh... now I see. Wh-what’s our first job then?”
The Demon straightened his collar. “H.Q. will give it when needed, so you’ll be
hired for the meantime. Is that a good deal for you?”

He held out a hand, ignited in fire, to be the seal of this hand pact. It glowed hot yellow, but Reymond never feared any flame. They looked into each other’s eyes with
certainty...
“Reymond Fiera, mercenary at your hand.” They shook hands, and it was done.
“Diego Ulypsis, spy in your call.”
The rain thundered on.
Suddenly, all the torches blew away one by one... A mug broke in the dark.
“Who’s there!?” The Nephilim pointed his gun, but alas, it was just his broken reflection on the floor. He put it back in his holster.
The angel flapped her wings nervously. “Oh gosh. These brownouts are getting
worse by the minute...” Wind started to generate inside the tavern. The scent of
blue beer filled the air, dangerously.
“Stay by the windows! There’s light from there.” His back was on the wood, but he
could still see those droplets on the floor. A humanoid shadow filled the light, and
the rain thundered on.
“Show yourself, demon!” ‘Twas only the stone street. “Is this what happens after
curfew?”

He looked up at the second-floor balcony. A dark hand held the
railings.
“Daniel, I’m scared...” The angel worried. “What if they finally
found me?”
“It’s nothing for you to be afraid of, Elsa.” He steadied his pistol.
“That’s my ghost, waiting for me to join her.”
Lightning struck and lit the indoor balcony. There, two shadowy silhouettes appeared as the lightning came; a faceless woman and the outline of the lamp.
“Ah-“ He shot her lamp and she flew back.
Then, all the torches lit again to reveal her face.
“Nora!” He jumped up the stairs to meet her.
“I found a lamp.”

“You knew the second floor is under construction, right?”
She got up and fixed her fedora. “I forgot.”
As the angel waved them bye and turned over the “Open” sign,
Nora opened her umbrella and led Daniel back to the station. To
the side, Daniel noticed a figure standing in front of the tavern
window. Weird...

“la lune est belle, n’est-ce
pas?”
By: Cymone Docabo

We were just friends,
That spoke like lovers.
And that seemed to be enough for
Two teenagers who were scared to love one another.
The thing is, I really did love you,
But you were a chain smoker and I was just another pack of cigarettes.
Despite that, in loving you, I have no regrets.
How was I supposed to know that even happy
memories can make you sad?
Admittedly I fell for you, but I never realized heartbreak would hurt this bad.

“Being Manipulative is the New
Manly”
By: John Villena

When it hurts, know when to say, enough!
Everyone went through a day that is, truly rough.
Still, this is not a ground for someone to be entangled
Similar to the restriction of a handcuff
The man with a captivating quiff
Who made everyone’s personality check, whiff
Has an attitude that would drive anyone of a cliff
That would really make anyone say, “like as if!”
He truly is a Machiavellian
He wishes to pursue feats unbeknownst to man.
Through gaslighting and overwhelming, he gets his job
done.
He allowed himself in the darkness, to be gone.

“a star was born”
By: Martin Pantaleon

In the night, I dreamt of a utopian world
Tired from all the burdens my real life hurled
In the dream, the night was an endless journey
There were no problems to recall, nor worry

“shadows”
By: Sho-ritsu

they appear at night
tell me the secrets of beyond
no one else believes me
knowing them is all i want
mysteries of prior lives
regrets that never ended
loves that failed
cries that continuously wail
call me mad
i say wise
i have knowledge
you’ll wish you always had
a fount of intellect
mapped from the void
whispers of mischief and mishap
from silhouettes of black

Through the wishing well, I wished upon a star
A star gleaming so bright it would seem bizarre
I wished every day, clinging for it to come true
Then I stopped wishing, when I finally knew
Wishes do not come true at the midnight hour
Wishes do not come true to grant us power
Wishing is like giving hope to a lost cause
Wishing is turning back something to what once
was
We always wish for things outside our scope
That’s the silly thing about wishes
They often convey the things we hope
Forgetting how beautiful of a reality this is

“i cried wolf”
By: Leopoldo Edillor

They didn’t look
when I cried “wolf!”.
Is it just me, or
was that kind of cruel?
I didn’t
Speak for a long time.
I let all the wolves
eat who I am.
I had to change my
profile pic to a half-eaten lamb.
Is not
That what we all are?
It isn’t my fault they
got away so fast
When you got here too late,
I can’t help but laugh.
You didn’t
See that I was bleeding?

“dive”

By: Bonifacio

Things as to be doust in thee
upon the internal opens and free
For the firmament opens in my grasp
Detect time, for alas the land
Death is no more a nuisance
The sea removes its dangers
My flight is equivalent to the stars
I stay as I so want to stay
And all of it is to be gone
I am aware to my realism
The external below goes forth
But so I continue not to see
Why delusioned, am I?
I take myself and is still here
I wish to put all despair
In the outer sector as I bare

“The Unforeseen - Part 2”
By: Juan Paolo Ignacio

I dreamt that I was falling from the sky. As the ground was
nearing, the fall began to slow down, and I started floating until I landed. Subsequently, the ground transformed
into the pavement. I was outside. Am I free from prison?
Did I finally break free? For a brief moment, I thought I
was my reflection who was chained by the invisible enemy
and thought the chains vanished. But I realized this was a
dream. As I walked, my clothes changed into the usual outfit I wear when I go out with my friends and family. Suddenly, my friends appeared behind and we talked about
the times when we sneaked from our houses to meet at the
mall. As we walked together, we saw the mall and entered
it. The mall’s colorful, dazzling lights made me feel alive and
my friends felt the same. Then, we saw the restaurant we always went to eat and socialize with each other. We saw the
video game store where we looked for exciting video games
to play. We ran around the mall chasing each other, trying
to be careful about bumping with other people, we were
having fun. Fun, it’s a good feeling. The feeling of being with
the wind, of being free.
In a flash, the mall became a beach. I was with my family
and I was dressed in my swimming outfit. I was awed by
the colorful beach houses, the blue ocean, the heat of the
sun, and the people on the beachside enjoying the sand.
I missed the times my family and I went to the beach to
spend time on vacation. I came to the swimming pool to
relax and swim. As I entered the pool, I felt the coldness of
the water and the feeling of relaxation as I floated. I hoped
this vacation never ends. I wanted to spend the rest of my
life free from my burdens. I dreamt of being able to spend
time together with family and friends outside. As I was
floating in the water, I felt something touch my back and
dragged me down. And I woke up.

“Maybe”
By: Jeon Ki-Yeon

Maybe in another lifetime
I’ll get to hold your hand
clasp your gentle fingers
As the golden sun makes your eyes shine
Maybe in another lifetime
Soft to the tender touch
As a thousand stars fly
Maybe in another lifetime
It’ll be just the two of us
Together forevermore
Dancing under the moonlight shine
Maybe in another lifetime
But not this one
I’m sorry, not this time
I won’t let my delusions
Get the best of my life

The Mundane World,
also known as Earth. The world we live in, know, and love.
Humans have inhabited the Earth for millennia, sometimes even
unconsciously living among other creatures such as the Fey, and even Angels or
Demons in disguise, living freely and spending the rest of their days tending to
families, loves, and homes. The Mundane World has
become neutral grounds in the universe, bringing safety and refuge to those fleeing from the dangers of other realms.

“My always gesture”
By: Joshua Fernandez

Birds chirping, tree branches swaying as the wind hits their existence,
producing a *whoosh* sound mirroring freedom and simplicity. I set
up my camp in the middle of nowhere, I am a lone traveller who have
experience on a little bit of everything. Sometimes people pass along my
camp hoping for food, shelter sometimes danger. At first I was negligent
and afraid but as the world grows into my back, I carry it like a bag.
This bag is like a pandora’s box, once I open it, I have no idea why did I
pick that one. Its just that my brain commands me to do something on
a certain situation, and all of the time something happens. I just smile,
smirk or sometimes stare from afar after the deed has done. My face can
be recognized but they can not pinpoint where am I exactly. For every
after scenario I step forward and forward and forward silently, leaving
the past behind but striking a mark on that place. I am just a lone wanderer, who have experience on a little bit of everything, and I just make
my day extremely exciting.

“sunrise”

By: Luis Manzano

Gaze at the sunrise
Rising through the canopy
Waving with a smile

“to my home”
By: Joseph Ramos

The road represents a journey. But to me, it isn’t just
a simple journey, it is my journey to my home.
Because one day, by His will, our paths will
cross and we will become
each other’s home.

“comfort in pixels”
By: Yoriq Laxa

Block by block, there is comfort

“The Ball of
Serendipity”
By: Kirk Matthew Mara

The mundane is very plain.
It has nothing to lose,
Nor anything to gain.
It’s a roughly molded ball
Orbiting the sun’s domain.
It has buildings, it has cars.
Its cities have come so far.
But it’s nothing more than a scar
Of another bigger star.
But as dull as it may be,
And whether you agree,
It’s the carefree nature
That exhibits serendipity.
The mundane is the home.
It’s the only one we’ve known.
It is our only duty
To be its chaperones.
As newer days are made,
We make new realizations.
We define this earthly beauty
As the mother of all creations.

“THE TRAFFIC
OUTSIDE MY
WINDOW”
By: Leopoldo Edillor

A red sedan is driven by a mother.
A tricycle’s so small beside a
hummer.
The beggar tapping timid on the
glass;
no one sees her as she is walking
past.
The asphalt is rough if you look close.
The bicycle goes where it wants to
go.
Once you enter, then you cannot
leave.
Between the cars the motorcycles
weave.
Everyone is standing stuck in place.
We’re moving at such a measured
pace.
The fog each one exhales is breathed
in.
We thought is was gone, but here it
is again.
Once red, my window now
reflects the green.
The street is empty as it had
always been.

“The Story of Valentine - Part 4”

veux-tu être ma valentine? | will you be my valentine?
By: Cymone Docabo

They sat in a small booth facing each other, in a cozy coffee
shop.
After drinking, Valentine held his hand out to Faith nodding to
the door, giving her a shock.
You wouldn’t think them strangers that met that day, the way
they were laughing as they walk.
The pair shared a look and laughed again as they strolled the
block.
They spoke about anything and everything, enjoying each other’s company.
Faith was telling a story about flowers when suddenly,
It started raining, which reminded Valentine rain was the
weather that he,
Didn’t like because it brought back something he wasn’t fond
of; a memory.
The night was young and they both wished it would last forever.
The pair had just met but they know they’ve fallen for the other.
Valentine hated the rain but with Faith, he could bear the
weather.
He knew he’s fallen for her, but he did so more than he had
planned.
He couldn’t put an amount to how deep he felt, not even the
grains of sand.
“I know we just met, but I feel like I’ve known you my whole
life,” he began.
“Faith, will you be my Valentine?” he asked as he held her hand.

“The Story of Valentine - Part 3”
un moment pour photographier. | a moment to
photograph.
By: Cymone Docabo

“Hey, I’m late for class. Do you wanna get coffee after?” He asked.
She nodded shyly with a small smile as he walked past.
She watched as he disappeared around a corner and her heart
still beating fast.
This sort of stuff only happened in movies, and she felt she was
part of the cast.
As Valentine sat in class, he couldn’t take his mind off of her.
He tried to listen to the professor but there was
something about that girl.
He was the type of person that loved the world but after meeting
Faith, something inside him stir.
He couldn’t stop thinking about the way she smiled and the day
went by in a blur.
He hoped she got what he meant, to meet on that same corner.
He stood there, heart in his hand, wondering where she were.
When he saw her walking towards him, he stared once more.
He couldn’t catch his jaw as it fell to the floor when he noticed
the dress that she wore.
He held his arm out and said “Shall we go, my lady?”, making her
laugh.
When she did, all he wanted was to capture the moment forever
in a photograph.
He’s glad he could spend more time with her; an hour more or
even half.
He hadn’t realized that he was drowning and she would be his
raft.

“In The Library - Part I”
By: Julian Roque

Knocking came from the door of the study. Sigismund made no move
to answer.
A voice came along, muffled by wood. “Hello? Are you still there?”
Sigismund sunk lower in his chair, groaning in annoyance. He closed
his eyes in the hopes that such disturbances
would disappear.
Indeed, the knocking had stopped, for it to be replaced by
banging. The door must have toppled by then if it were not for
Sigismund opening the door, tempers raised and boiling.
“If you had any idea,” Sigismund said through gritted teeth, “of how
much time I lost—”
“Sigi! So, you are alive,” said a man dressed in a green coat and white
leggings. He carried with him a tray of assorted biscuits and tea held
in pristine cups. “Mind moving over?”
Sigismund blocked the doorway. “Why are you here, Richter?”
“Am I not allowed to visit? Or is your work more important than social
gatherings?”
“Frankly, it is.”
“Oh?” The shorter man looked past Sigismund, eyeing the mess of a
study. “Indeed, work.”
Any protests out of Sigismund were left unheeded as Richter pushed
him aside. The tray clinked, being plopped on the messy desk. Richter
cleared away as much parchment as he could and began setting down
the teacups.

“I ought to kick you out,” Sigismund muttered, settling into another
spare chair. He watched as steaming tea was poured into the cups.
“And will you?” No movement came from the other man. “I thought
so.”
Sigismund sat arms crossed in silence. Any form of argumentation died
in his mouth. Attempts would be shot down without question. Such
was the stubborn attitude of his friend, a combination of strong-mindedness and a sharp tongue. He wracked his mind on his next set of
actions.
He took out his watch again and pondered. The clock hands still went
by, though closer than ever before. As he followed each tick and turn,
his mind grew restless. Too little was being done, too much time wasted. Waste more and he shall face the inevitable.
Breathing in, he stood up and went to his desk.
“Oh, you want your share already?” Richter started adding sugar and
milk to the tea.
The taller man shook his head, gathering pieces of parchment instead.
“You wish to disturb me in this room, then the solution lies in finding
another one.”
“Oh, you can’t be serious.” Richter snatched the parchment away from
his grasp. “Can’t you wait and sit, and spend this time with me?”
“You barge in here without warning and now you dare ask more of my
time? Never in my life have I felt appalled by—”
“I haven’t seen you in months, Sigismund,” retorted Richter.
“Then you should have visited me then.”

“I have!” Richter jabbed his fingers on wrinkled sleeves. “And by
God, I can count each time I was spurned away. So, tell me, which
is more appalling?”
A heavy silence sat between them, tense and suffocating. Everything rang true in Sigismund’s ears. The guilt that he had been stifling long before now came in waves, catching in his throat, choking him. His fists clenched and unclenched, his chest letting out a
breathy exhale.
“I’m running out of time,” Sigismund finally says.
Richter quirked a brow. “Who says you are?”
Sigismund sinks in his chair, his friend following suit. Trembling
hands fished for the rusted watch and showed him the clock face.
Richter peered close, his brown eyes reflected on the glass. “It’s…
just telling time?”
“My time,” the other corrected. “I said to myself years ago that by
thirty years of age, I would’ve accomplished something. Look where
I am now.”
“Pft. That’s some tosh.”
“Now you mock me?”
“No, no,” said Richter, waving away the accusation. “You can be a
tad dramatic at times. Unless you really believed them...”
Sigismund dared not to look at his friend, instead of focusing on the
pocket watch.
“By God, you do! What would you have done?” Gloved hands held
onto thin arms.

“Thirty years is an apt time to die.” Sigismund leveled his gaze at
Richter, rife with finality. “Besides, why live a life unfulfilled?”
A brief silence; the ticking of the watch made clear.
The grasp on his arms tightened though those same brown eyes
softened. “There is more to life than handling a quill.”
“And death is a better alternative to rotting inside this study knowing I have failed,” Sigismund quietly answered. “No matter how
much I fear it, it will happen, by my hand or something else.”
At that, gloved hands let go, slowly closing in helplessness. Richter
made his way to the desk and continued preparing their tea and
biscuits. Sigismund took off his spectacles, closing his eyes in his
exhaustion. Any tears were rubbed away immediately. It did not
provide any distraction to the throbbing shame he carried.

“A Beautiful Scenery”
By: Joseph Ramos

There will always be this one place that we can call our home.

“half cake luminance”
By: Joshua Fernandez

From the space to the surface, our eyes are fed by the bright beauty of the
moon.

“valentine”
By: Zachari Magas

When you walked into the ever-familiar scene, the scene of my
canvas that I always knew, you
walked with swirls of turquoise
and sunburst, brightening it in
shades I have yet to imbue. And
that’s when I knew. Deep into the
night wrapped in the warmth of
embrace, that for the first time, I
actually felt something new. I was
a stray kid wandering through
footless paths,
letting my heart venture out into
the open world, but I found my
Valentine’s home in you, in the
love that was painted in moonlight and threaded softly in my
dreams. In the vast night sky,
you’re the only star I see.

“NOT JUST SCHOOL”
By: Leopoldo Edillor

I hate school
I love school
Do not make me clarify
I’ve said enough and even tried
To increase my flexibility.
But, I can’t
Simply can’t
And every message that I sent
Written in graffiti on the walls
Were washed away by janitors
I tried to get expelled before
But I cannot open that door
They say it’s for my good and then
They squeeze my brain out of my head.
My sleep is now a long-lost friend
Replaced in books in which I tread
Every sickly page with ink
Is another death-defying sin
Gaunt is the man in my mirror
And when I ask “Who is the fairest?”
He makes me do my homework.
The queen asked me for my heart
So I simply ran into the forest
And ate a poisoned apple.

“Zarimvca”
By: Ethan Garcia

Zarimvca, a magnificent city filled with magic, mystery, and
wonderful inventions designed to make the lives of the people easy and convenient. The city is divided into four different
factions. The Wisteriad home for wizards and witches, led
by the great elder Gaspar. Next is the Wyndtreux region, this
is where some of the greatest inventors live. In my personal
opinion, this is one of the creative and extraordinary hometowns because not only does it have the coolest inventions
but they are also one of the most resourceful persons in the
city, my friend Anastasia actually lives in that region.

The third is the city of Goblins. Annoying yet cunning creatures, these creatures are attracted to anything shiny and
made of gold. No matter how hard you try to hide your jewelry in your bag, the goblins will surely get to it because even
the deepest of all pockets will not be enough to hide your
precious valuables. The last and most certainly not the least
is one of the most amazing forests that is the Blooming forest.
This forest is where all of the magical creatures of Zarimvca
live, from dragons to pegasi and many more. You can actually
ride one of these creatures but you can’t own them because all
of the people living in the city of Zarimvca know that even if
they are just creatures, they still have their own personal lives
that is why you can’t own them. But if you were to borrow
one of them you must first write a letter to the city council of
Zarimvca stating your reason as to why you need to borrow
the creature.

But enough talk I’d like to talk to you more about my hometown
which is the Wisteriad region. As I’ve said before this region is
where different magicians like me hone our skills in the field of
magic and train ourselves to control our abilities and use them
for good. The great elder Gaspar taught us, magicians, a very
valuable lesson. Magic is a very powerful tool not to be used for
petty reasons. Everyone in the city is going well with each other, the inventors are friends with the magicians and vice versa.
Magicians are also friends with the magical creatures in the forest. The only region that people and creatures don’t get along
with are the goblins because of their devious ways of stealing
precious valuables including the resources found in the Blooming forest. But even though the goblins stole a lot from us they
didn’t really pose as a threat to us however, there is a tribe just
outside the city, beyond the dark forests that lurk within the
shadows, and that small tribe is called the Kartamor.
The people of Kartamor are the most mysterious because for
years people don’t know what they do, they also haven’t done
any damage nor harm to the people but gossip and rumors fill
the air as people say that the people of Kartamor are vicious,
mad and no good. Suddenly, while I was studying in our library
our advisor, Ms. Liliana rushed towards me telling me to get
some blue-green leaves in the dark forest so that we would be
able to create the potion that we will be needing for the class.
I proceed by leaving with my spellbook to help me cast some
light while traveling through the dark forests. After an hour of
walking, I finally reached the entrance through the dark forests I entered the forest without thinking twice.

As I walk through the woods, I feel as if a thousand eyes were
looking at me. While walking, I suddenly met a young lady,
she introduced herself by saying her name is Elaine. After
that, she asked me who I am and what my business is in the
forest. I told her that I am from the Wisteriad region looking
for some blue-green leaves and she told me to follow her because she knows where I can have those kinds of leaves and
somehow, I ended up in a village. I was surprised to see how
amazing their village was, their village was neat, clean and
everyone got along really well. Elaine gave me the blue-green
leaves that I needed and after that, she invited me for tea since
I had a long journey on the way here. During our tea time
that is where she told me everything about their small tribe
Kartamor. I was saddened by the story she told me because
of the false allegations made against the people of Kartamor.
She guided me back to the entrance of the village. I thanked
her for everything I waved back at her and went back to
Wisteraid feeling happy and accomplished.

“peace”
By: Sho-ritsu

it’s a lukewarm eve
a book in my hands
and a babbling brook
right by my feet

there was a swing of tire
suspended from a tree
pushed by loved ones
joyful and carefree

there’s a slight breeze
it pushes past a bush
reminds of a time
when life was full

the grass is green as ever
but it feels slightly cold
It’s almost winter
i should go home

“The Unforeseen - Part 3”
By: Juan Paolo Ignacio

The next morning, I got up and fixed my bed. I was trying to remember what I dreamt last night, I can remember enjoying the mall with
my friends and swimming at the beach with my family, but I realized
it was not possible to make them happen. During breakfast, we listened to the morning news, the news being reported was similar to
what I heard from the neighbors last time. It reported about a pandemic, causing governments to implement lockdowns on cities and
provinces for the safety of the citizens. I was saddened by the news
and I was facing a new reality where people cannot go out because
of an invisible danger that will bring sickness to the world.

After breakfast, I went back to my room and reflected on the
present situation that I was living in. Being stuck inside this
house felt like being imprisoned as if the mirror foreshadowed my future with this pandemic. This reality is felt but
unprecedented. I never thought that this would be worse
than what I expected, than what I heard from the neighbors.
I never thought that this reality would prevent me from going outside to be with friends and family.
In light of this, my family and I were spending time inside
the house doing things that needed to be done such as cleaning our rooms, mopping the floors, washing the dishes, and
other house chores. We had come to an isolated reality with
no people besides us, no places to enjoy, no luxurious food
to eat, and no chance to go back to the old reality. But I have
thought of something to do.

“Though The World Screams, In You I
Find Ease.”
By: Adrian Peralta

There’s no doubt that the world is intimidating.
Irritating and tiring, cold and cruel, chaotic and burning.
From time to time, I’ll need some unwinding and healing.
But as simple as it is, you’re one of the only things I find reassuring.
I find my balance with you, you keep me steady.
You calm the waterfall, you are the raging river’s levee.
Sometimes the world still makes us cower but I’m finding inner peace
Whenever you find your way next to me.
I do admit, you distract me too much, but that’s okay.
I don’t mind making time for you, so be it if my plans change.
Maybe a distraction is all I really need right now.
Make our own little world with words, but you’re my world, somehow.
There’s not much of an explanation, I think I’ll keep it simple,
You are probably one of my favorite people.
Nothing to fear, human to human, heart to heart,
Pieces of you are who I am, and pieces of me are who you are.
You laugh and you cry the same times as me,
So I’ll stick around, for our sanity, for eternity.

“home by the hearth”
By: Zachari Magas

The steady warmth of the flame of familiarity

In the war between light
and darkness, between angels and demons, aetheria bred
warriors, the Nephilim, to protect Earth from the ravages of demons.
Idris, the heaven on earth, the sanctuary in the mortal realm, is the homeland of
the Nephilim warriors. Idris is a sacred land created by heaven to serve as a sanctuary in the mortal realm as well as the center of operations for the Nephilim.

“Tadhana”

By: John Gabriel C. Agpawa

Sa bawat araw na nagdaan
Tila iisa lang ang kinahahantungan.
Mula pagsikat ng araw hanggang sa paglubog ng buwan,
Walang pagbabagong nararanasan.
Noong una’y aaminin kong masaya pa,
Ngunit nang tumagal ay nakakasawa na,
Akala ko’y ito na ang hinahanap ko,
Ang bahagi na kukumpleto sa pagkatao ko...
Mali na naman pala ako.
Mali bang sundan ang bulong ng mga tala?
Mali bang naising malaman kung ano ang aking tadhana?
Mali bang mag-asam na mahanap ang bahaging kukumpleto
sa’king pagkatao?
Mali bang sa wakas ay makilala ko ang sarili ko?
Dahil kung oo, mas nanaisin ko na lang maging mali at maging
totoo.
Hangad ko lang naman na maging ako,
Dahil nasanay akong sinusundan ang yapak ng taong alam kong
kahit kailan ay hindi naman magiging ako.
Nais kong tumahak ng isang landas na alam kong wala pang sinuman ang nakatutuklas,
Marahil ay dito ko makikita ang matagal ko nang hinahanap na
hiyas.
Mahirap mamuhay nang nakatali sa mga kadena,
Ang tanging magagawa ko lang ay humiling sa mga tala,
Humiling na balang araw ay tuluyan nang makalaya,
Humiling na sana’y hindi na maging bilanggo sa sarili kong tadhana.

“sky of dreams”
By: Joseph Ramos

The sky is beautiful, and so are my dreams.

“Roommate”

By: Kirk Matthew Mara

“How’s your grades, sweetheart?”
That was the last text that Ryan received from his mother around an hour ago
and he has yet to respond back, his brain still coming up with a response that
would possibly please the older lady.
Finals week was approaching fast and Ryan was no stranger to the stress and
late-night studying sessions that came while preparing for the exams. He’s gotten quite acquainted with the lifestyle and so he doesn’t complain much compared to his other peers. Besides, he was a very responsible student with a keen
sense of time management, so it was no wonder that he usually had more free
time than the rest of his class.
Until recently.
Ryan doesn’t know what happened. One day he was getting all these wonderful scores and remarks from his teachers then the week later, he’d been getting
subpar and failing grades that greatly confused him, the class, and the entire
faculty. To add to his streak of bad luck, he’s now on the verge of losing his
scholarship which his parents worked so hard to get for him.
One can only imagine how stressed he felt, but above all that, he felt so disappointed.
He wished he could find someone to blame but he knew how irrational that
would be. Besides, this was his fault alone.
Ryan ignored the text message for the nth time and went back to the book he
was intricately reading, trying to digest the information but to no avail. It felt
as if his brain had malfunctioned and there was no hope. Sighing, he closed the
book and opened another one, a different subject this time but the results were
the same. He felt bothered.

In the middle of all this, Ryan failed to hear the chant of his name which left
his friend’s mouth moments ago, trying to call for his attention. His friend, Andrew, went closer and prodded his shoulder after multiple failed attempts of
trying to get Ryan’s attention.
“ Ryan!” Andrew called.
“Oh hi, Andrew...”
“I was calling your name because I wanted to ask if you were free to go out with
me and the rest before finals week.”
Ryan sighed once again. Normally, he and his friends would go out to relieve
some stress that built up as a result of preparing for the upcoming tests. It’s
been their cute and unique little tradition that they’ve been doing since they
bonded with each other years ago. But at the rate that his grades were dropping, going out didn’t seem plausible nor ideal at the moment.
So with a sad smile, Ryan simply shook his head, which Andrew thankfully
understood, before leaving him alone with the pile of books scattered along his
desk. A deafening silence filled the corners of the room, leaving him to stare at
whatever paper laid in front of him. Night came and he became shrouded with
all these negative thoughts on how he was going to pass the semester if he
couldn’t get a single piece of information to stick around in his head. His frustration skyrocketed to maximum levels when he received another email from
the school board, which didn’t stand well with him.
Upon opening the email, he’s met with a letter that gives him his final written
warning before he ultimately gets dropped off the scholarship program.
Dumbfounded, Ryan storms away from the somber study hall and goes into the
comfort of his dorm room, which is unsurprisingly empty. His roommate must
have gone with Andrew and the others, he thought.

So here he was, staring at a plain, white wall rethinking his life decisions. He
imagined the disappointed faces his parents would direct at him when he gets
dropped off the scholarship. He imagined the look of disapproval he’d get from
his teachers. He imagined how much fun his friends must be having right now
without him.
He felt alone.
It wasn’t long until the dam on his eyes finally broke. Tears slowly dripped
down his face as he tried to muffle his sobs, afraid that someone might hear.
Ryan was so invested in trying to stop himself from crying that he failed to hear
the dorm room door open.
“ Ryan? Sweetie, are you okay?”
It was James, his roommate.
James quickly enveloped the crying boy into a hug, brushing his hair as he patted his back. Ryan wept on the other boy’s shoulder and for once, felt safe under the embrace of his roommate.
After he’d calmed down, James looked at him before rubbing circles at the palm
of his hand.
“I know you’ve been stressed, and I know you probably feel disappointed in
yourself, Ryan. It’s been quite obvious these past weeks actually. But whatever
negative thoughts you have right now, please throw them out the window. I’ll
be here with you, okay? We’ll do this together.” James whispers in a soft and
harmonic voice before hugging and carrying the other to his room.
As James carries him to his bed, Ryan feels something he hasn’t felt in a while,
something he thought he lost along the way, something that James brought
back.
Hope.

“used to be”
By: Sho-ritsu

there used to be
hope in this land
pride for the industrious
honor among thieves
one could say that,
no place or people
no belief or precept
nothing is ever perfect
but it is merely a quote
passed along by naysayers
those who condone actions
of the morally bereft
for those who still believe
be righteous and stand
create in yourself a purpose
to fight for a plan most grand

“NEVER WITHOUT A TEAR”
By: Leopoldo Edillor

Every paper cut I get from reading books
And every wasted second numbers took
A wall of square bricks adorns my mind.
I had to all of leave my toys behind.
She waits for me in the park where we do,
But, all she gets is a text that says “I love you”.
And, in the end I only get a 78;
a single tear slides across my face.
For a while, two months or so?
I enjoy my life with contradicted hope.
It ends too quick, but nonetheless it’s fun;
it isn’t every day you see the sun.
I cannot falter, I must rise:
alter mistakes to avoid demise.
My phone is blank, but I am strong up here.
I fold myself never without a tear.

“Orpheus’ Path”
By: Zachari Magas

Keep going forward, never look back, and we’ll finally see the light

“The Story of Valentine - Part 2”
quelque chose à adorer. | something to adore.

By: Cymone Docabo

Onto her lips, her warm welcoming smile, Valentine couldn’t help but stare.
The way she did was contagious and he smiled back unaware.
He had never met her before but it’s like he’s known her his entire lifetime.
Like it had been raining hard on him and she was the sunshine.
After what seemed like an eternity of silence and staring, she finally spoke.
“It’s rude to stare, you know,” she remarked; making a small joke.
He laughed and said, “I’m Valentine,” still trying to memorize her face.
He had fallen in love at first sight and meeting her was a memory he wouldn’t
want erased.
“Faith,” she replied, laughing gently once more.
She noticed Valentine staring at her, as if she was someone to adore.
Before meeting him, from the world she wanted to hide.
But with the way he looked at her, she felt butterflies inside.
Where had he been all my life? She thought to herself silently.
He looked like he was in a hurry, did he have somewhere to be?
Her thoughts were shaken when Valentine suddenly spoke.
The deafening awkward silence with a question he broke

“The Unforeseen, Part 4”
By: Juan Paolo Ignacio

I thought that besides doing house chores, my family and I should
watch movies and shows on our television. After doing the chores, I
persuaded my family to come and watch movies in the living room. But
they looked tired. Since the pandemic began, we couldn’t go on vacation because of the lockdown and the virus spreading throughout the
country; that took an emotional toll on us. Yet, they accepted my invitation to watch movies. While we were watching a movie, I observed
my family. Their blank eyes became eyes of happiness, their emotionless lips smiled, and their tired faces became joyful ones. I realized that
the times we have lost doing these kinds of things together can be remedied by this pandemic. This pandemic did not only make us lose the
time to go out, but we also received the time to be together. I found out
that there are also things that I have yet to know, such as cleaning the
cars, gardening, and many more. Instead of seeing this isolated reality
as something that I have a hard time adjusting to, I wanted to see it as
a time given to self-reflect, to be patient, and to hope for better times.
We had a wonderful day watching movies and we continue to do our
things with a happy start. Then, I started to learn how to do this and
how to do that, and this gave me hope that I can use these learnings
to help myself and my family to cope during the pandemic. We were
able to share stories in school and work over meals. We laughed every
time we told jokes. And most of all, we enjoyed ourselves as one family.
Hope lived in the house.
The next morning, I woke up and stood up from bed, and out of nowhere, the mirror came back.

“Dawn”

By: Kirk Matthew Mara

One can only be so patient.
Too much at stake to be complacent.
When the days get less decent,
Life becomes a deterrent.
They will look and judge you,
They’ll get you misconstrued.
They’ll change your world to a dark
hue
And make you feel unwanted rue.

A fragile heart could barely walk.
And yet I chose to run.
Just let the people gawk at you
And leave them dazed and stunned.

Hope slips from the tip of my fingers.
The feeling of trust barely lingers.
Yet why is it so easy to believe
This longing my mind has conceived.

Because when the sun sets, it also
dawns.
The dark doesn’t last for long.
So when gloomy days blur my way,
I know that the sun will rise another day.
No matter how long it would take,
No matter how long the delay,
Even when it’s too late,
I’ll always be here ready to wait.
When the moon sets and the sun
dawns,
A new beginning awaits.
The future presents something to
fawn
And it’s you who will dictate.

“Though I May Shake, I Will Be Strong For
Your Sake.”
By: Adrian Peralta

There’s no doubt that I am not as strong as others think.
Externally I seem to rise but internally my stomach sinks.
I fear the future, my third eye tears up, and my heart anxiously beats,
But that is exactly what seems to be motivating me.
You see, I will never not stay up at night thinking of you.
I will never not freeze up at the thought of what the world might do.
But that always seemed to start something in me,
If the weight on my chest doesn’t get lighter, it pulls me forward, accelerating.
As a human with a heart and a mind, I will always fear and always love.
But I’ll never let those emotions sink me, I use it to float up above.
If the thought of monsters hurting those I love makes me shake,
Then I’ll let that move me and do something about what keeps me awake.
Strength is breaking through what keeps me from moving.
Strength is how much further you can get just from loving.
A butterfly does not soar without escaping from it’s cocoon,
And humans prosper when they learn not to fear the dark side of the moon.
Some may think the darkness makes the light weaker,
But to me, it only makes the light clearer.

“Hope”

By: Yoriq Laxa

You are filled with determination

Heaven, the realm of light - paradise.
Homeland to the angels and the celestials, creatures of a higher
being who oversee the worlds and ensure its safety and welfare. It is a world that
is unreachable by any mortal or other living creatures. Though it is said that in the
afterlife, the souls of those deemed worthy by the angel live and roam in Aetheria.

“Hope”

By: Joseph Ramos

As the sun rises, there will always be a chance for new hopes, for new beginnings.

“Pagtanggap”

By: John Gabriel C. Agpawa

‘Di ba’t kay sarap bumalik sa nakaraan,
Tanawing muli ang ating mga pinagdaanan?
Mga panahong tayong dal’wa’y magkasama,
At ‘di namalayang ako sayo’y nahulog na pala.
Nabihag mo na nga akong tuluyan,
Ako ngayo’y bulag na sa katotohanan,
At kahit ilang beses pang masaktan,
Mananatili pa rin ako’t ‘di ka iiwan.
Ngunit marahil oras na upang aking tanggapin
Na kahit kaila’y ‘di mo ako mamahalin.
Marahil ay oras na upang ako’y gumising
Gumising mula sa aking pagkakahimbing.
Palayain mo na ang iyong sarili,
Tanggapin mo nang ‘di ikaw ang kaniyang pinili.
Sarili’y h’wag nang ipagsiksikan pa,
Halika na’t ikaw ay malaya na.

“enlighten”
By: Sho-ritsu

there exist myths of old
of gods, demons, men of gold
those who chase such tales
seek an ascended place

if only we could glean
from the tales of old
to the vindicate forfeited lives
of heroes so bold

a place upon the clouds?
atop the apex of a mountain?
or just behind the sun?
if only we could enlighten

many have tried
many more have failed
yet still people cling to that vague idea
to the myth of Aetheria

“Though We Wither, We’re Still
Beautiful In My Eyes.”
By: Adrian Peralta

There’s no doubt that we will all, one day, die.
But I like to think of the reaper as a dear friend of mine.
Death’s just the last stage, it’s what completes life.
Expiration and imperfections, beautifies and makes things right.
If anyone could do everything, we’d all be worthless and grey.
People romanticize and grow addicted to the sweet idea of “perfect”.
But flowers are only beautiful because they wither away.
The little broken things in life is what creates art and music.
I’ll never believe the saints that never made mistakes.
Sin lives under our skin, engraved in our skeletons.
But that’s what lets us know that this is all real.
All we should truly hope for is the sensation to feel.
The rain is here to make the sun look brighter.
The moments of loss and pain are what reveal our desires.
We must accept every emotion like a bouquet of flowers,
Accepting that death reveals life is something to adore and admire.
Remembering we return to ash will make us seize the day,
And through pain and sorrow, it enlightens us to appreciate.

“exhibit 3: Above”
By: Joshua Fernandez

The cross is above for a reason and God is above for a reason.

“The Story of Valentine - Part 1”
le garçon qui aimait le monde. | the boy who loved the world.

By: Cymone Docabo

This is the story of Valentine, the boy who loved the world.
He smiled and he laughed, and he greeted people; wherever he turned.
One faithful day he turned a corner and he bumped into her.
He stepped back to take a glance and the rest of the world seemed to
blur.
Her soft curls flowed in the wind, like golden thread in a loom.
He took a breath and gasped in surprise as she smelled like a meadow
in bloom.
Sky blue eyes stared into his, the depth it held like the sea.
Never had he thought that beauty like hers existed outside of fantasy.
He tried to speak but no words came out, she was simply breathtaking.
She looked at him askance and Valentine felt his heart breaking.
With an apology he reached out his hand, as if asking “Are you okay?”
She smiled so bright it outshone the sun, and would be all he will think
about for the rest of that day.

“That Day”

By: Zachari Magas

That day, oh, I’ll never forget that day. You called me your sunlight, the
constant warmth blanketing the day. And the sweet irony of it all, the
setting sun was bleeding gold on your face, embellishing it in pools of
holy light like a spill of glimmering stars. If I was your sunlight, then
you were the sun. You were a godsend into this universe for without
you, there’d be no life in this world. And in that moment, I was looking
at an angel, I held you and you were a breath away. I was a hopeless
romantic in this casually cruel world, but never in my wildest dreams
would I thought that I would fall in love with love itself.

“Stars”

By: Kirk Matthew Mara

No day is the same.
Sometimes there are stars
That will guide your day.
Other times they vanish
And leave you astray.
Emptiness has filled minds.
It has made many blind.
But even one little glimmer
Will make the darkness shine.
At the end of the day,
The darkness sets away.
The stars dawn without delay
And its rays flow through my veins.
When the stars are gleaming,
And the night is clearing,
I look up and tell myself that
The world is truly endearing.
So when the stars appear at night,
Keep steady and let go of your fears.
Take your chances under the moonlight
And soar higher than the jeers.
Don’t let the darkness fool you,
The stars are always there.
The stars gleam a luminescent pathway
Because the stars will always care.

“faith on fate”
By: Aryx Dizon

Have Faith on your Fate.
Life may challenge you in different ways
Life may ruin you physically and mentally
But these are needed for you to grow
Although you may lose hope once in a while,
These are meant to make you strong
“What if I could have changed that?”
“What if I did not do that?”
“What if I did not respond to that?”
What if you stop worrying and focus on
your path?
You become what you do
So do what is good
Love everyone while you still can and;
Have Faith in your Fate
The stars gleam a luminescent pathway
Because the stars will always care.

“ethereal”
By: Yoriq Laxa

Perfection found in abstract imperfection

“The hope in me”
By: Juan Paolo Ignacio

“In The Library - Part III”
By: Julian Roque

“Now, will you leave me in peace?” Sigismund croaked out, resigned to
his fate.
His answer came in the form of porcelain being brushed against his
hand. When it did not open, gloved fingers pried them open until the
teacup was secured in his grasp.
He heard the other man sit and drink from his cup. A sigh escaped his
mouth and Sigismund followed in his friend’s example, blowing away
the rising steam and taking slow sips.
Richter broke the silence. “Nobody said you were a failure.”
To that Sigismund sighed, “Are you blind? Look at the—”
“Things take time to finish. I’m sure somewhere in that mind of yours
acknowledges such a fact.”
“Nothing of note was done these past weeks.” Sigismund set down his
cup. “Months. Years. I can’t continue like this.”
His friend agreed, “No, you cannot. You need to rest.”
“We’ve been over this—”
“And I keep repeating things over like mortar and pestle.” Richter
leaned closer from his seat, putting a hand on the other’s shoulder.
“If you do wish to live a life fulfilled, then put that misplaced notion
of death into something more. To that.” Gloved hands pointed to the
piles of parchment.
“But, you work yourself to death,” Richter continued, his eyes carrying worried affection. “So maybe you are right in that matter. You will
die by your hands not now, but sometime in the future. I cannot stand
aside and allow such circumstance.”

Sigismund watched as Richter took hold of his pocket watch and flipped
open the lid. The plump face of his friend was unreadable, only noticing
him nod.
As he was about to ask for the watch, a sound came from the door. More
of tapping than knocking. Gloved fingers slowly shut the lid, leaving it
on the armrest of Sigismund’s chair. Spectacled eyes followed Richter’s
retreating form then snapped back to the rusted trinket. He felt himself
gulp and lick his lips. Bony fingers reached out, grasping, feeling the cold
metal on his fingertips. It was there. Right there! He had to know the time,
he had to end it! But a small voice broke through these thoughts.
Did he really need it?
Those fingers faltered and stuck to his side.
Richter came back carrying a box wrapped in ribbons and color
ful décor. He set it on Sigismund’s lap and pulled his seat closer.
“I think we’ve been waiting for this for quite a time now,” said Richter.
“Have we now?”
“Of course. Shall we change the topic from death and deprecation
to something livelier?
Sigismund relented, knowing that he cannot escape his certain fate. Slowly, he pulled the ribbons away, etching the touch of silk to memory. The
sides of the box fell without a sound, laying flat on his rugged pants. It
was a cake, freshly baked.
“Maybe you have forgotten,” spoke Richter, meeting the gaze of Sigismund. “The ink is still wet and you rush to put your life to a close. At least
remember that there are more pages to write, that I will always be here
with you, even from miles away.”
Tears ran behind spectacles, the rapid blinking doing nothing to stop it.
Sigismund felt a hand on his shoulder.
“Happy 30th birthday, dearest Sigi.”

“mariposa”
By: Zachari Magas

“The Unforeseen, Part 5”
By: Juan Paolo Ignacio

At first, I thought the floating mirror was going to do the same as last
time, but nothing has yet happened. Or will it happen again? Its fixed
gaze made me feel scared to go near it. But I took a brave choice to hold
the mirror in front of me and look at my reflection. Meanwhile, as I was
staring at the reflection of my eyes, nothing still happened. Suddenly,
the reflection blinked. I let go of the mirror and maintained a distance
away from it. Unexpectedly, the reflection smiled. It did not fall to the
floor and tremble violently, nor was it crying. It was not until I realized
that I am smiling too, for the mirror does not have a will of its own but
a true reflection of myself.
Does that mean that the mirror is smart enough to trick me of this optimism? Does that mean this is false? I finally know the answer. I have
accepted the reality and I am proud of myself for overcoming the sadness that the mirror showed last time. Instead of trying hard to adjust
to this new reality, I accepted it. I let go of everything I thought about
being able to enjoy outside and having a vacation, for I do not want to
stick to limitations of the past but rather to move forward.
The mirror did not vanish like a black hole, but a bright light shone,
and it was gone for good. Then, I moved forward with my day and accepted the unforeseen.
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