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NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:  

Nope, this isn’t the part where you usually see 

the disclaimer that I put here. This isn’t like the 

first stories I put out. This one is a three-

fourths-fiction, one-fourth-nonfiction account 

of one boy and how sometimes, when I think of 

him, I still smile.  

And how, on some days, I wonder what 

happened.  

You, as the reader, figure out which one’s real 

from not real. (Very Hunger Games, don’t you 

think?) 
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Ours wasn’t a love story—at least not the inspired kind, not the kind that was so great and good that 

you’d wonder when will it happen to you. We were chapters scattered in each other’s life book, a pop-

up during some times, but I am pretty sure I have this one nice very long chapter in your life book 

considering everything that happened—especially towards the end of it all.  

It was all blurred and crazy and confusing. It might have been unrequited, or it was reciprocated but no 

one wants to take that one huge step until we were there at that point of no return, where we couldn’t 

go back to the chance we missed.  

You were—to use Pink and Katy Perry’s words—the one that got away.  

Check that—you were one of the ones that got away.  

I liked your chapter(s). To tell you honestly, you’re that chapter(s) in my life that’s probably worn out 

from all the dog-eared tabs I’ve put just so I could go back, remember, savor each moment, because 

they were—to risk using this word—epic. They weren’t all nice, they weren’t all great, but they were 

epic, some memories enough to make me smile on a bad day. 
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Thanks for the memories, even 

though they weren’t so great.  

-Thanks for the Memories,  

Fall Out Boy 
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APRIL 2008 

Is it true? That five years have passed since that day we first saw each other again after a very long 

time? We were kids, the last we saw of each other back in grade school. And our meeting was just pure 

chance, which made me think, oh gee, serendipity much?  

It made me hope, that somewhere out there, there was a love story being written for us. There was this 

part of my brain that was computing the statistical probability that this is love and not just friendship, 

but you couldn’t compute love, you couldn’t count ways to fall or the ways to not fall. You couldn’t 

compute if the way you were looking at me is more of as a potential girlfriend or as a potential friend. 

You couldn’t predict things like love and friendship because they are all born out of choices we make 

along the way, like the number of times we glanced at each other thinking, Do I know this person? or the 

number of times you didn’t reply to my texts or the number of times we saw each other after that.  

I was there, by the side of the road, tired, coming from my OJT. I was going home, and all the buses that 

passed by were full. What do I expect? It was payday Friday, and nearly everyone’s taking that chance to 

go home to their provinces. I got out of OJT during the rush hour; I didn’t want to make time to go to the 

terminal so I’m taking chances.  

I got on one bus, not caring if the conductor already told me that there were no seats available 

anymore. I’d have to stand the rest of the trip home—at most three hours. Perfect. Just perfect.  

I was in front, standing at the aisle in the middle of seats 1 to 8. My mind was straying just as my arms 

were tired of holding on to the railings to stop myself from falling.  

I looked up, saw the TV was showing a teleserye from one of the leading TV stations in the country 

(depending on which survey you are looking at), and it bored me. I looked to my right, and there was a 

snoring grown man which doesn’t interest me in any way. To the left, and the cosmic fates aligned.  

You looked up at the same time I looked to my left, and I wish I could capture the innocence I saw in 

them.  I immediately looked away, you see, because I wasn’t sure if it was really you. I think I buried 

your face somewhere along the way while I was forgetting my ex, who was your friend. I had tucked his 

memory and the people that came along with him inside an imaginary box in my head and subsequently 

throwing the imaginary key so I wouldn’t open it.  

I looked away, mentally rummaging through my head for the key to open that box. But I suddenly 

remembered that you are in another ‘box’ in my head, one that I didn’t close, so there was another way 

to retrieve your memory without opening a can of worms. I closed my eyes momentarily, trying to recall 

your sister’s name, and I found it.  

I smiled, because along with pulling the name of your sister in my mental Rolodex I was able to bring up 

memories of you and me and your sister playing when we were kids. We had a past—more than what 

my ex and I shared, because yours consisted of mostly happy memories—and it was a past I wasn’t 

scared to bring up.  
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After multiple tries, I found a way to phrase my question so it sounded nice and non-invasive: Uy, Lori, 

nasa Manila ba utol mo? When I tried to steal a glance at you, you were texting, and then you looked up 

at me again, your eyes telling me that they were trying to place my face.  

You couldn’t pull out my memory just as quickly as I pulled out yours.  

Haha, oo te. Nagtext din siya sa akin. Nasa iisang bus kayo, no?  

I grinned. I finally have my golden moment of the day, and it was you—seeing you and knowing that it 

was actually you.  

Yep! Di kasi ako sure kung sya nga. Feel ko di rin siya sure na ako ito. Kala ko sa Baguio sya aral? 

See, even if I wasn’t sure what your name was at that time, I still had some background on you. I 

couldn’t remember where that intel came from—I think it was from one of my friends who knew you 

and my ex and it was mentioned in passing.  

Transfer na siya Manila. Diliman na rin to be with me. :) Lost pa siya tho kung ano course. Cross-reg 

muna kuno.  

Did I mention that we met (again) during summer? So that was why you were in Manila. Scouting your 

future school and testing the waters.  

You see, when you dipped your foot into the water, the ripples reached me.  

Ahh. At least magkasama na kayo. Sorry, ano na kasi name niya? :) 

I saw you staring at me. You weren’t just glancing; you were staring, complete with brows furrowed. I 

was slightly slighted that you don’t remember me—hey, at least I could remember your face after a few 

minutes, but do you really need to stare to pull up whatever memory of me you had? Gee, we played 

how many hours of patintero, jackstone (you’ll kill me for this), habulan, taguan, teks, among others 

again when we were kids? I wasn’t worth even the smallest memory?! 

Webb. :) 

Four letters, and I knew you would change the way I see things.  

 

“You’re Lori’s brother, right?”  

We were nearing one of the bus stops and I was hoping I could get an opportunity to finally sit after 

close to two hours of standing. (In hindsight, I realized you weren’t that gentleman enough to offer me 

your seat; then again you weren’t sure who I was, and you would probably have offered the seat if you 

knew me.) I was formulating an opening line a few minutes after knowing your name, but I couldn’t 

gather enough courage— 
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“Yep. You’re Liz.”  

You said it with so much certainty I was sure all the memories we had Back When (ergo, childhood) 

finally resurfaced in your head. And I’m pretty sure those memories included how I was your friend 

Carlo’s ex and how it was the most horrible relationship anyone has ever had, and that you stood 

witness as Carlo and I hurt each other every single day in the seventy-two days we were together.  

But you said it with a bright smile, one that was enough to light up the corner of the bus where we both 

were, so I knew those bad memories were forgotten—or they had blurred into Nothing Important. You 

held out a hand, offering a handshake, and I accepted, stupidly offering you my hand with the cellphone 

trapped in my palm. You grinned at my stupidity and said, “Webb.”  

I nodded. “Yep,” I said, and then admitting, “I had to ask Lori if you were the one here in the bus.”  

You smiled, Webb. You did, because you thought it was amusing how we both contacted your sister just 

to know if we are who we thought we are. “Yeah. Lori said you did,” you said, raising the armrest of your 

seat and then scooting forward a bit, making some space for me. I fit, you see, even if only a fourth of 

my butt was able to sit down. We were so close, Webb, that I could feel you breathing and feel your 

warmth.  

I knew at that point I was over the friendship line. I didn’t want you for just a friend, Webb. And I didn’t 

care what you thought about me.  

At that time, at least. 

“So you’re studying in Manila now?” I asked, and you gave me that non-committal shrug, your broad 

shoulders trying to show me your uncertainty.  

“If I pass.”  

“You would.”  

I should have figured how this was the start of the ego-feeding we will be doing to each other, Webb, 

but I didn’t. I was good at feeding your ego, and you were good at lapping up whatever I was serving.  

“I don’t even have a course yet!” 

“What are you eyeing?”  

“Geog?”  

You were uncertain. You always were. There were times when you answered my question with another 

question, like we were playing that game that Aga Muhlach and Angelica Panganiban’s characters were 

playing in The Love Story. You weren’t sure what you want, which was fine, because I wasn’t either (and 

we’re talking about life in general here, not just relationship-wise). 
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“Do I detect a question?” I asked, calling you out on your uncertainty, the first and the last time I ever 

did so.  

You laughed a nervous laugh, one of my favorite Webb laughs. “Yeah,” you started, and then you 

backtracked. “Well, no. First, I have to get into Diliman; it doesn’t matter which course.” 

You watched me as I nodded slowly. I wasn’t sure if that was the right approach, but I didn’t say it, like 

how later on I didn’t say it wasn’t okay that you were texting another girl and seeing another girl, like 

how I didn’t say I needed you when I did, like how I didn’t say I already love you when I felt it. My unsaid 

words were water under the bridge now; I could only flow through them because I missed the chance to 

swim through them.  

“Well, Geography might be fun for all we know. I did take a Geog1 class and my prof was crazy—and I 

mean that in a good way, of course,” I replied. I saw and felt how those words relaxed you, and I knew I 

said the right words. We chatted about a lot of things—my course, where I live, where you and your 

sister live, what am I doing studying on what was supposed to be a summer break, where my OJT is.  

And the conductor started to call out the bus stop. “Dau, Dau! Five minutes lang tayo dito!” he shouted, 

and then he looked at me, and then at you, Webb, and the weird position we were in. He decided to 

play a devil’s advocate, and he said, “Sa San Miguel ang baba niyan.” He pursed his lips towards your 

direction, as if I didn’t know where you live, and I nodded. He was telling me what we already know: 

that our houses are virtually just minutes away from each other. Sure, I can take your seat if you went 

down already, but it doesn’t make sense since we live just a few minutes apart.  

“Siya,” he continued, pointing to the guy at the back of the bus, “sa Santiago.”  

That was closer to the bus stop, and he instructed me to move to the back so no one would take the 

seat that he designated to me. I sighed, you sighed, regret written all over both our faces. I wished at 

that time I had started the conversation sooner. I wished you started the conversation sooner, but you 

never were that type of person. Between us, you weren’t that; I was the spark, you were the wood that I 

set fire to.  

I stood up and went to the back of the bus, and the guy stood up, offering me his seat. I didn’t tell you 

he was cute bordering on handsome, and that on a normal day, he would have caught my eye. I didn’t 

tell you he impressed me because he was one of the rare hey-I’m-a-gentleman breed. I didn’t tell you 

that I sensed he was eyeing me, which was rare.  

I didn’t tell you, and it didn’t matter. 

What did matter was the three times that you turned to look at where I was seated, as if checking if I 

was still there, as if trying to make sure that I was real and not imagined.   

I was tapping my fingers on the seat in front of me, waiting, waiting, and waiting. I didn’t know what I 

was waiting for—maybe for you to get my number from your sister and text me, to save me from the 
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boring depths of the bus. Eventually I succumbed to the fatigue—I fell asleep. I woke up to the 

conductor shouting, “O, San Miguel. San Miguel!”   

I groaned my way back to sanity, looking up, at the exact moment when you stood up. You turned to my 

direction, gave me a long, lingering stare. I willed myself not to be the first to look away, I willed myself 

to stare back at you as you gave me that quirky little half-smile, a small wave, and then you were gone.  

I waited and waited and waited, hoping for a text, but there wasn’t any.  
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MAY 2008 

My flight to Palawan was booked. The place where I was doing my OJT wanted me to conduct interviews 

in Puerto Princesa to gauge the success of their project there, and I was more than willing to do the out-

of-towner. After all, this was the first time I was going to ride a plane, first time to be this far from 

family, first time to be alone. Well, not really, but you get the drift—I’ll be in my hotel alone, I’ll be 

traveling alone.  

I have four companions, but they only have Puerto Princesa as a drop-off point—two of them will go to 

El Nido, while the other two will be shipped off to Coron. The company’s rationalization for not 

partnering me with anyone was because I was only in the city, while the others have to take buses and 

boats to get to their destinations.  

I was flying out on Wednesday, and my flight back was on Friday, and I was fine despite the short period 

of time because I was going to log enough hours to complete my OJT.  

 It was Monday before the trip, and I got home early from the OJT because I went to the office early 

(thank you flexi-time). I wanted to drop by the nearest mall but settled for walking around the Acad 

Oval. I needed peace—Carlo was starting to bother me again—and I wanted to walk it off.  

“Liz!!!!” 

I was halfway through my second round around the Oval when you disturbed my sanity, Webb. I turned 

and saw you, dirty ice cream in hand. You waved; I wanted to pretend I didn’t see you, only because I 

didn’t want you to see me being bothered again by Carlo, the boy I swore to forget.  

But I couldn’t.  

You see, Webb, I wanted you. I wanted you and me to happen, sometimes pretty badly. I wanted to 

force things to happen but I wouldn’t and couldn’t—as I promised myself that after Carlo and that 

tumultuous relationship, I’d just go with the flow, and forcing things to happen is going against that.  

And I wanted you slow. I wanted you and me to happen slow.  

Huh. Look how slowly we happened, to the point where we didn’t even happen at all.  

“Webb,” I said. More relief had ended in my voice than I had intended, causing you to frown.  

“What’s wrong?” you asked, casually offering me your ice cream, that same ice cream you were licking 

while you were walking towards me. We grew closer through time, Webb, but at that moment, we were 

mere acquaintances with a childhood, a common friend, and your sister between us. We weren’t a 

couple, we weren’t besties, we weren’t close enough to share one ice cream just yet.  

I was amused, and I remembered I wondered if you did that to every girl.  
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I shrugged off your ice cream, and you pulled me to one corner, choosing one of those brick red benches 

around the Oval. We sat next to each other, your envelope filled with your requirements between us.  

I placed my hand next to yours, my cellphone facing up, and while I didn’t answer, my phone vibrated, 

Carlo’s name flashing on the screen.  

You saw it, and you frowned, but when you looked at me you didn’t pass any judgment. You took my 

phone, slid it out of my fingers, and then cancelled the call. I was thankful for you, because you did what 

I wasn’t brave enough to do.  

“You need to change numbers.” 

I nodded, knowing you were very much right. My sentimentality over things like the number that I had 

ever since I was in high school shouldn’t hold over to crazy exes who know the number.  

“In fact,” you said, pulling me up to stand, ditching your ice cream and throwing it to the nearest trash 

bin, “we’re buying a new one now.”  

The surprised look on my face told you that I wasn’t ready, but you pushed on, plowed on, forced it. You 

weren’t going to let me walk away from you without having to buying a new SIM card. I wish, Webb, 

that you had that same initiative when it came to us.  

We found ourselves in the Shopping Center, at one of the stalls selling load and SIM cards, and you 

ordered the SIM for me, guessing the telco that I was using right. You chose the number, one that was 

easy to remember, you said, and then handed it to me for my approval. I nodded, still in a daze on your 

takeover, and you paid for it. We stood there as you copied my contacts to my phone, and then you 

swapped the SIMs, handing me my old one.  

I didn’t tell you that during one of my bored moments, it was only then that I realized that the last four 

digits of my new number spelled out the corresponding letters of your name: 9322. Did you realize that, 

Webb?  

My phone was still with you while we walked out of the Shopping Center, and you were thumbing with 

it, before you handed it to me. “I saved my number there already,” you said, just as casually as how you 

offered me your ice cream a few minutes back.  

I searched my contacts and there you were: Webb.  

You led me back to the Acad Oval and we started walking, silent at first. I didn’t know how to talk to you 

again, not after you caught me in a struggle of whether or not to let Carlo in again. I didn’t know how to 

talk to you after you just took over my life for an hour, and how I liked how you changed it. And then 

you started the conversation, Webb.  

“I passed. But I got into Geog, so…”  
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“What course do you really want to have, Webb?” I dared to ask, since we’re into changing each other’s 

lives. Your ripples are getting bigger and stronger, Webb. I was getting closer to the source of the 

ripples.  

“Political Science.”  

“Any plans of ever being a lawyer?”  

You eyed me, sideways, and there was something naughty in the way you looked at me. “You did, 

right?” you said, with a grimace. “When we were kids and you and Lori would play, you always played 

the lawyer.”  

I smirked. I was pretty sure you had the memory of me and the childhood we shared locked and loaded.  

“I was asking about you, Webb.”  

“Yes. I want to be one.”  

We were silent for another kilometer or so, and then you said, “I was eleven. You and Lori were twelve, 

and you guys were about to head to high school. Midway your sixth grade and my fifth grade, you and 

Carlo became an item. It was a bit controversial—” 

“Ha. You tell me. I think he and I would have been kicked out back then!” I said, shaking my head while 

remembering.  

“We were young,” you allowed. Sometimes, I think, you gave me too much benefit of the doubt.  

“Carlo and I were stupid, me more than him.”  

 “Well, yeah,” you said, and we both smiled. You just agreed I was stupid. Thank you for being honest, 

Webb (and I mean it—I’m not being sarcastic). 

“During the entire year that you and Carlo were together, you know what bothered me?” you said, and 

you really sounded thoughtful, like this gave you so many sleepless nights and you can barely forgive me 

for it.  

“Why I was with him?” I asked, and you shook your head.  

You stopped walking during this time, Webb, and I waited. I waited and you baited me in. “Why you let 

him hurt you, over and over and over and over. He hurt you, each time more painful than the last, and 

you would stop, turn around and come back for more.”  

“I hurt him too, you know. We hurt each other. If anything, that’s what Carlo and I were good at. We 

were good at hurting each other.” 

“But why? It wasn’t healthy. I saw how you cried. Lori saw how you cried. I heard Carlo swear and call 

you names, and—” 
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“Webb,” I said, stopping you. I knew what Carlo did or said behind my back—he was the reason I didn’t 

go back to visit my alma mater, why I chose to transfer to a school that was far away from the school we 

used to have. But I did that to him, I made him hate me, and he made me hate him, and you wouldn’t 

understand that.  

“We needed the pain. At that time, I lived for the pain, and Carlo lived for the pain. I gave him the worst 

kind of pain and he craved it, and vice versa. We were each other’s heroine, simply put,” I said, and your 

frown deepened, and I knew I lost you.  

“But why…” you began, but you cut yourself. You gave up on understanding my past that early, and I 

didn’t know if that boded well for our future. I didn’t know if you giving up on understanding my Carlo 

chapter had any weight on what might have happened to us. 

But I wanted you to know now, Webb. Carlo needed the pain I give him, and I needed him to need me. 

We were crazy people, we liked testing the limits of our pain thresholds. We had nice families and great 

friends but it was the pain we craved.  

And he gave me the best kind of pain, Webb.  

That was before you came. You needed me. On and off, like a switch, but you did. Unlike Carlo, you 

didn’t suffocate me; you let me breathe (this is debatable—we can talk about how you gave me too 

much breathing space that I sometimes I still suffocate). You didn’t stunt my growth; you watered me so 

I would bloom.  

But you left me, somewhere down the road, you left me to wilt, Webb.  

You didn’t reap what you sowed.  

But I was wrong too. I gave up on making you understand why I had that bad relationship for two, three 

years. 

“It’s done. You’re making me close that Carlo chapter. Thanks for that,” I said after a long while. Tens of 

joggers have passed by us, looking at us weirdly because we were just standing there, in the middle of 

Acad Oval. You cocked your head to the side and we started to walk again. 

We didn’t talk anymore.  

I loved our silence, Webb. It was one of the few things I really appreciated about what we had. The 

silence when we’re together.  

But you know what I didn’t love?  

The silence you gave me when you disappear.  
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AUGUST 2008 

I have a game tomorrow. Noon. CSSP vs. CMC @ CHK. Be there?  

We haven’t talked for a couple of months, not after that day in May when we saw each other. I knew 

you got into Diliman. I tried to think you were still adjusting—new blockmates, new rules (or non-rules, 

for that matter), new course, new profs, new everything. But didn’t you have the summer to learn some 

of those? And I could have helped you along the way.  

And then you text me. You want me to be your cheerleader. A pseudo-basketball girlfriend. While I do 

love basketball, I wasn’t sure what you wanted me to get into.  

But Webb, I was there. Your first game in the inter-collegiate league. Even if your team is playing versus 

my college’s team, I was cheering for you. Did you know I made a banner? I didn’t wave it, or show it to 

you after the game, because it exuded too much fan girl support. Nobody in the audience, as little as we 

were, had banners to show support.  

I was taking my being a cheerleader to heart too much.  

You finished the game with 28 of your team’s 70 points, hauled down 8 rebounds, and dished out three 

assists. I think you also stole the ball twice, but I wasn’t sure. I was tired, my throat hurt from too much 

cheering, and I was thirsty.  

You were at the other corner, getting pats on the back from your teammates. I found a happy place, the 

end of the second tier of bleachers, waiting for you to notice me. But I was enjoying watching you—the 

smile on your face, the adrenaline from the win evidently still coursing through your veins. You accepted 

the towel one of the boys handed you. A Gatorade was thrown into the air and for a moment I was 

scared you wouldn’t catch it, but I shouldn’t have doubted you, right, Webb?  

After a few minutes you spotted me, and you walked over, your gym bag slung over your shoulder. You 

were sweaty, but not the eew kind of sweaty. You actually looked pretty hot, but I wouldn’t tell that to 

your face. That was the kind of ego boost I never provided you, Webb, because I know you could get it 

from other girls. Then you stopped in front of me, offering me your Gatorade, which I took because I 

really needed it.  

“Thanks,” you said, watching me as I gulped down the red liquid, half-emptying the bottle. I passed it to 

you and you finished it in a couple of gulps.  

“Good job,” I quipped, and you winked at me, as if it was a normal thing for you to have a spectacular 

game.  

“Let’s eat and then watch a movie?” you said so casually, not even bothering to ask if I have a class, or if 

I had any plans, like do my thesis for example.  
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“Sorry, wh—” I started to ask, but the rest of my sentence was stuck in my throat because you just took 

your jersey off in front of me and I couldn’t think straight, not with a flat set of abs staring right back at 

me. I swallowed, and I closed my eyes momentarily, and then I realized I would look stupid if I did that, 

so I just opened them and then looked away.  

You were playing me, weren’t you, Webb? You were watching me, I saw, with a mischievous smile on 

your face.  

“Let’s grab lunch and then catch a movie. I think Star Wars is showing,” you said, still dangling your body 

in front of me. I wanted to grab you and punch your abs, just because I can, but I didn’t. I told myself 

that if I get a chance, I’d make you see what I’ve got too, and I did get that chance. Payback’s a bitch, 

huh, Webb?  

“Death Race is showing too,” I said, swallowing that lump in my throat, and you finally put on a fresh 

shirt. I looked at you, my eyes sharp, making you see how much you’ve made me blush, and how much 

an embarrassing situation you’ve placed me in. I reached up to brush your hair away from your eyes, like 

it was the most natural thing in the planet to do. 

You smiled at my gesture, and then you smiled some more. Later on you told me that you liked it that 

my movie choices weren’t too girly—I told you it was just the movie selection that week. If there was a 

Rachel McAdams movie in the lineup, I would go for it instead of the guy flicks, depending on my 

hormones.    

“Let’s flip it,” you said, and I shrugged, taking out a coin. “Heads we watch the Lucas movie, tails we go 

Statham.”  

I flipped it, the coin suspended in the air before you caught it. Sometimes I wished, in all the chances 

we’ve got, Webb, that we just flipped a coin. Heads we stay together, forever, without having to 

disappear on each other. Tails we go our own ways. I needed something definite, not a gray area. Gray 

can be fun, but sometimes it’s tiring.  

You pulled me up to stand, my hand in yours, and we headed to the jeepney stop.  

You didn’t let my hand go, Webb, not even when paying for our fares, not even when we went down the 

jeep when we got to the mall.  

 

I had a Geog100 class at 10:00AM to 11:30AM, and when it let out, I was rushing because I had an 

11:30AM meeting at my college, which was half an Acad Oval away from where my Geog100 class was 

held. When I got out I couldn’t care less who I pass by, but I did see you, Webb, at the end of the 

corridor, making me slow down my walk. 

To hell with the people I’m meeting. Who the hell gets to meetings on time?   
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You stood there, at the end of the corridor where I will pass. You leaned against the wall, eyes on me, 

your arms crossed in front of your chest that I had a view of the day before. You stopped talking to your 

blockmates who were getting readings at the photocopier at that spot, because I held your attention, 

Webb. You were good at that, Webb. At making me feel special in some moments. 

Your eyes never left me, not once. Did you even blink, Webb? I wasn’t sure. I was sure, though, that I 

was praying that I wouldn’t be the one to break the gaze. That I wouldn’t trip.  That I wouldn’t bat my 

eyelashes too much.  

The entire length of the corridor, some thirty to fifty steps, I wasn’t breathing. Do you understand that, 

Webb? Why are you making my bodily functions fail?  

When I was about ten steps away from you, a slow smile started to creep on your face. I didn’t want you 

to see I was feeling conscious already; I didn’t want you to know how much effect you had on me 

because I knew that would just give you some sort of power over me.  

But you have power over me, Webb. Did you know? I wasn’t willing to give it, but you already have it.  

That moment when I stepped next to you, not slowing down to stop, I saw you finally exhaled just as I 

did.  

Did I make your heart stop too, Webb?  

Did you feel conscious as I ran my eyes over your face, memorizing each line, each curve?  

Did you feel the way I did, Webb, and do the way I did?  

You were already behind me when my phone vibrated, signaling a message: Nice to see you, Lizzie.ü 
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OCTOBER 2008 

I never understood why you flicker, Webb. I never understood why you show up, make me happy and 

grand and like the only girl in the world and then disappear. I still see you, at the corridors when I have 

my Geog100 class, but I pretend that I don’t because you pretend you don’t see me. Sometimes I even 

make it a point to pass by that corridor just to see you, but you still don’t see me. I wasn’t sure if that 

hurt—it confused me as hell—and I had moments where I wanted to confront you.  

Why aren’t you texting me anymore, Webb?  

Why don’t you see me anymore? 

No more IMs too. 

I can’t do mixed signals because I’m not good at this game. I always lose in this game, Webb, did you 

know that?  

Or is your disappearance directly related to the fact that I started missing your inter-collegiate games 

and I stopped being your cheerleader?  

I still went to your games, Webb, but maybe not as often as I wanted to. Out of the 20+ games you 

played, I wasn’t in nine of them. Nine, Webb—and only because I had classes when you had your games. 

Maybe you didn’t see me—I was just there, I didn’t want to draw attention to myself, but come to think 

of it now, maybe I should have—but I was there. I saw your great games, I saw the games when you 

were benched, I saw your games.  

But it didn’t matter, Webb, because you still disappeared.  

And when you appear once more, waltzing in without a care in the world, you don’t have any 

explanations.  

And I didn’t say that I needed any.  

Because we weren’t anything, right, Webb? I didn’t have the right to ask, to demand, to look for you.  

I didn’t have the right to miss you when I miss you so, so, so much.  

 

Hi.ü Gusto mo punta Baguio?  

It was a random question, Webb. A very random, out-of-the-blue one. 

After a month or so since we went out, you text me, asking me if I want to do an out-of-towner.  

Ha?  
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I couldn’t think of a nice reply.  

My blockmates & I r going to Baguio over sembreak. Gusto mo sama? :) 

I’ll be your +1? 

Yup. :) 

But you didn’t tell me, huh, Webb, that the people going on the trip with us, that your blockmates, are 

bringing their +1s who are their boyfriends/girlfriends. I had to figure it out along the way—in the van, 

our seatmates Mike and Tessa are holding hands, how in the division of rooms in the rest house we 

rented, everyone had ‘coupled’ up. I expected a boys-and-girls division in terms of rooming up, but that 

didn’t happen (not that I cared, I wasn’t that conservative). The five rooms in the rest house, all 

contained couples.  

We weren’t a couple, but I just gave in when you asked, “Be my roomie?”  

You deposited our bags into the room assigned to us—the one at the attic, which was cozy and warm 

and dark. I liked that room—I told you it was my dream room, in a secluded place, just me and my 

thoughts. It was pink, but you didn’t mind—pink comforters on the water bed that was just on the floor, 

pink curtains that cover the lone small window in the room, the walls and even the ceiling that 

separated us from the roof was pink.  

“But pink?” you asked, and I grinned. You knew that I never was the girly girl and though I never hated 

pink, it wasn’t my color of choice.   

“Blue. An attic room that’s blue.”  

You flopped down on the bed and it sagged under your weight, and you pulled me down to it. I landed 

next to you, the six-, seven-hour trip finally taking its toll on me, and I just closed my eyes. We had two 

hours before we head out to our lunch at the 50’s Diner. Despite having five rooms, the rest house we 

got only has two bathrooms, and we were listed last in the list of people taking a bath.  

“Tired?” you asked, your voice breaking the silence very smoothly.  

“I was in an overnighter before we went here. Needed to submit a paper before we leave,” was all I 

said—mumbled was more like it. I kicked off my shoes, not caring where they landed, felt for the pillows 

on the bed and found one, hugged it. 

I didn’t know you were watching me all the time I was doing that.  

“Sorry,” you said, your voice still soft.  

When I opened my eyes, I saw that your head propped on your elbow, and you were watching me. I felt 

a blush creep up my cheeks and I forced down my panic. “For what?” I asked, my voice coming out in a 

squeak.  
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You were so close, Webb. I couldn’t function well. 

“Dragging you here?” you said, and I gave you a tired smile.  

“I wanted to go here. My lack of sleep is not on you.” 

You nodded, and then you slid next to me, your hand creeping over my hand that was around the pillow. 

Your cold fingers laced with mine, and I closed my fingers over yours. I saw you smile back, heard your 

contented sigh.  

“Liz,” was all you said, and then you closed your eyes as well. You scooted closer, our foreheads 

touched, and I could feel you breathing, exhaling, on my face. You were warming me up because I was 

feeling chilly, and I didn’t need the comforter because you were so near. You’re too warm, and I liked it.  

I loved our silence, Webb.  

 

I didn’t know where we were anymore, but we were still in Baguio. I wasn’t listening to whatever your 

friends were saying because you were busy telling me something about I couldn’t remember. What 

were you telling me then, Webb? Were those sweet nothings?  

I could only wish.  

I haven’t heard any three words from you that I had expected to hear—I love you, I miss you, I like you.  

It was nearing sunset, and we were at the edge of some cliff. You whispered, “We’re at the highest point 

of Baguio” into my ear, and I wasn’t sure if it was just the air or it was your whisper that made me 

shiver. I had expected it was cold in Baguio, but not this cold. My long-sleeved black shirt and my jacket 

were nothing compared to the chill that was in the air at the highest point of Baguio, wherever that may 

have been. For all we know, we weren’t at the highest point of Baguio—we just thought we were 

because they told us we were.  

I stood there, taking in the view. The clouds seemed like they came from the ground—or was that 

fog?—covering the mountains and the houses. It felt like the sky and the ground was one giant mass of 

white cotton candy—I didn’t tell you there was this part of me that wished I could jump into it even 

though I know I wouldn’t float and that I would die. It felt like we died and we were in heaven—it was so 

white. And the sun peaked out of the clouds, spilling orange and yellow and red all over the white 

canvas that lay before us.  

It was beautiful, and when I looked at you, you were beautiful, and I had an internal debate as to which 

one was more beautiful and ended up just saying I am blessed to have this moment.  

You didn’t say anything—you just looked at me, Webb, and then at the scenery before us. And then you 

smiled the smile I wanted to bottle so I always have it with me, the smile that chipped away a piece of 
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my heart because I couldn’t see it again anymore. I never trusted my memory at how good that smile 

was; the memory wasn’t enough for I needed the real thing.  

But I couldn’t have it, anymore, right, Webb? I couldn’t see you smiling at me anymore.  

You leaned in, kissing me on the forehead, and then in a quite subtle move, you were behind me, 

wrapping your arms around me. I could feel you resting your head on my shoulder, and I leaned against 

you. I knew if I turned my head slightly, just to look at you, I can kiss you, but I didn’t do that—no, I 

wanted to, but I didn’t. We were breathing as one—the silence, the calm… everything was powerful, 

everything was beautiful.  

No words could ever capture that moment and how much I want that moment back, Webb.  

No words. 
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DECEMBER 2008 

In hindsight, I should have remembered it was your first Lantern Parade in Diliman. And that you 

celebrated it in grand fashion—it’s our university’s 100 years. 

But I didn’t remember it that day. I didn’t remember that this was your first in Diliman while it was going 

to be my last one as a student. I didn’t even want to pay attention to you when I passed by you at the AS 

corridor. We haven’t talked for months after that Baguio trip—you call inviting me to a couple of your 

games talking? If I knew it, you were just sending mass texts and it wasn’t just for me.  

My friends tell me that if you disappear just like that after what would have been a meaningful time 

together, I should adopt this age-old saying: Out of sight, out of mind. I tried, Webb. Desperately tried. 

But I see you, every Tuesdays and Thursdays, at that same corridor, even if I didn’t want to, even if I opt 

to go the other way. I hated you during that time, Webb. You were like a ghost, haunting me, taunting 

me. You were dangling yourself in front of me and it sucks because I couldn’t have you. I mean, I could 

have, but you were so elusive.  

I was walking down that same corridor with a new ‘friend.’ He was my crush from the pep squad, a 

drummer, and I have been eyeing him for so long, way before I eyed you. One of my blockmates finally 

introduced us to each other, and he met me that day so we’d have lunch. He wasn’t like you, Webb, 

because he doesn’t flutter—he stays. He was one of the most consistent people I know—a good 

morning text every single morning, a personalized one, not like the one that you send me when you 

have plans of showing up, a goodnight text when we see each other and even if we don’t, and texts in 

between. He was the healthy kind of relationship, Webb. He was perfect, to say the least, and—and 

but—he wasn’t you.  

I was laughing, I remembered, because he was telling me some corny joke and I had to laugh—I needed 

to laugh, I was too stressed that week that even the corniest of all jokes can crack me up. We were at 

the point in this dating stage or whatever where I can allow him to place an arm over my shoulder, to 

sometimes hold my hand while we walk. We were that close, Webb. That close.  

At that moment he draped his arm over my shoulder, pulling me into him, and I leaned against him. I felt 

him kiss me on the hair and I let him—he feels nice, which I bet you wouldn’t want to know but I’m still 

telling you. I was still smiling that silly grin, and when I looked up, I nearly froze—you were there, a few 

steps away from us. Your arms were across your chest, but it wasn’t in the relaxed, casual way you had. 

There was this deep frown on your face and your lips were in a thin, straight line.  

Did you like what you saw, Webb? 

“Liz,” I heard him say, and I had to pay attention to him. 

“Pizza,” I told him brightly, and he agreed. Before he cracked the joke we were deciding on what to have 

for lunch. That was how the cookie crumbled between me and him—it was always a discussion, Webb. 

We weren’t into flipping coins to decide which movie to watch or which resto to go to.  
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You opened your mouth when we passed by you, but I didn’t want to hear it, Webb.  

You were too quiet the past months, that even if you open your mouth to say something, I wouldn’t 

hear a thing.  

 

That night my phone beeped and I immediately thought it was him, with his sweet goodnight message. 

But it wasn’t.  

Let’s watch Lantern Parade? Together?  

You asked it so casually just like when you asked me if I wanted to go to Baguio. But there was the last 

part, the together? part that was unsettling. Was it because you saw me with somebody else, Webb? Or 

was it because you just remembered I was still alive and that I still matter? 

I tossed in my bed for a few minutes, not really knowing what to say. My new guy is part of the Lantern 

Parade because he was a pep squad member, and he wouldn’t be with me during the festivities—the 

parade itself and the presentations after at the Amphitheater. He did promise, though, that he’d be with 

me during the fireworks—everybody loves fireworks and think they’re romantic.  

Was this the first time I ever said no to you, Webb?  

Sorry, already made plans with someone.  

I had to say that. I had to drop that someone in there because I want you to realize I was slipping away.  

 

The cellphone signals are jammed, as there were more than 30,000 alumni and spectators at the 

Amphitheater. I couldn’t reach him just to tell him where I was so he’d know where to go when the 

fireworks start, and I was getting frustrated. My friends were starting to notice that I was getting 

restless—I had to let him know where I was because I wanted to share that moment with him.  

But you stole that moment from him, didn’t you?  

You realized you were losing your grip on me and you couldn’t handle that.  

I couldn’t find him, and I wasn’t sure that he would find me (we didn’t have any backup plans, did 

anybody expect the outpour of that many people for the centennial celebration?), but you found me. In 

the 30,000++ strong crowd, you found me. How did you do that? How did you know that I was at the left 

side of the amphitheater, by the first spotlight? Were you following us since the Lantern Parade where I 

saw you at the University Avenue?  

You were with your friends, see, but when they announced that the fireworks would start and Ryan 

Cayabyab and his team started to play, you were at my side.  
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“Lizzie.”  

Did you think that fireworks are romantic too, Webb? 

I merely shook my head, not wanting to believe that you were there, standing next to me, and not 

wanting you to get any closer.  

“I’m sorry.” 

The wind carried your apology through the air, through the loud music, through the crackle, boom, and 

pop of the fireworks.  

What were you sorry for, Webb?  

You never said anything. 

I never asked.  

The things we didn’t want to say hung in the air like the gunpowder and fog that the fireworks leave in 

their demise.  

I looked up the night sky, the colors of the fireworks painting it nicely, to avoid looking at you. Your 

closeness was suffocating me—I needed him, not you. I was breathing heavily, I could feel tears in my 

eyes, and I wanted you away from me. You weren’t dense and you realized it quickly; you took a step 

back, standing behind me.  

The enormity of you being there, him not being here, and everything in between—the things that 

happened and the things that shouldn’t have. The undefined, the blurry, the gray area. And him. there 

was him. Because I was starting to like him and I was starting to like it how he and I fall into this routine. 

And how I can expect he would be there the next day.  

It was too much.  

“Lizzie,” I heard you whisper again, and I nodded this time.  

I felt you search the air until your fingers found mine and you clutched at them, tight, as if you didn’t 

want to let go anymore.  

You crossed the distance between us, you were so near now, and I could breathe again.  

We looked up at the night sky, the fifteen-minute fireworks display marveling everyone.  

You and I, we found each other again.  

 

My friends were shooting you daggers—I told them about you, Webb, and how you appear and 

disappear in my life just because you can and just because I let you—while we walked towards 
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Bermonts, that cheap burger and fries place at the back of the Ylang-ylang Dormitory. It was close to my 

boarding house, but we both know I didn’t go home there that night, right?  

You got me mojos and cheeseburger and some RC Cola while I sat next to my friends. You amused me 

because you ditched your friends to be with me, and I amused myself because he was calling and asking 

where I was but I didn’t want to talk to him anymore. You were here again, and that takes precedence 

over anything—which was wrong.  

“Can I bet he’ll be gone by tomorrow?” Gelli said, and I rolled my eyes.  

“Nah. He saw he has competition. Maybe he’d stick around longer,” Ariel said, and I guffawed. “A 

week,” he wagered.  

Ces was watching you, intently, as you bantered with the cook, and she said she caught you watching 

me. “He’s staying… maybe for a month this time,” she said thoughtfully.  

In my head I was hoping you’d stay forever, but in reality I was wondering which one of my friends you’d 

prove right. You got our food and settled next to me on the hard bamboo seats, and the chatter 

subsided.  

Did you hear them, Webb? They were betting you weren’t going to stay.  

“Where is—”  

“A!” 

I saw Gelli cut off Ariel mid-question; he was going to ask about him. I took out my phone, saw a couple 

of texts from him—you read them from over my shoulder, did you see how nice he was? Did you realize 

what a nice—no, what a great catch you made me lose?  

Ultimately it was my choice to ditch him, not yours, because I believed in you—always have, always 

will—even when I shouldn’t.  

“He’s with the pep, they’re at a dinner too,” I still answered despite Gelli being some sort of a lifesaver. 

They liked him, a lot, did you know that?  

“So Webb… what do you do?” Ariel asked, giving you another once-over. I saw he made you 

uncomfortable—I realized just as much that even if you weren’t homophobic and you never said 

anything derogatory, you were just extremely uncomfortable around gays, especially gays who check 

you out.  

Why is that, Webb?  

“Geog,” you said curtly, as if you didn’t want to continue the conversation. Or you just didn’t want to 

talk to Ariel. I wanted to nudge you, just to put you straight, but I didn’t. I was waiting, watching you and 

how you treat my friends. I didn’t even try to be the middleman—I just watched. 
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“And I heard you and Liz grew up together?”  

It was Gelli this time, and I saw the tension that made a nerve on your forehead twitch ease.  

“Not really grow up,” you said, throwing a casual glance towards my direction. I just nodded, letting you 

answer, and you continued, “We have the same school during our elem days, and my sister Lori and Liz 

are good friends.” You took a mojo from my pile and slathered it with the mayo. I could feel you were 

waiting for me to chime in, but I wouldn’t.  

“We used to play together when we were kids—” 

“You used to what?” Ariel asked, and I grimaced. You didn’t know how green my friends are, did you?  

You didn’t know how I had to play down all our Baguio activities because they assumed we did the deed 

already.  

I saw you panicking already, Webb. You gripped the bamboo couch and then gripped at my shoulder, 

and it hurt. I winced, stepping in. “Patintero, bahay-bahayan—”  

I said a wrong word and you knew it when I did. We both saw my friends jump in. 

“Were you the mother and he was the dad?” Ces teased, and I rolled my eyes. “That would be some 

awesome playtime.”  

Ariel and Gelli tried to stifle their laughs, and I shook my head. “I was the lawyer.” 

“A lawyer?”  

“Yes,” you piped in. “She was the lawyer,” and I realized midway this sentence what you were about to 

say, “the lawyer that the basketball player was dating.”  

I looked up at you, a frown on my face. Those days were a bit hazy to me—how did you remember that? 

“You were the basketball player,” Ces assumed, and I nodded.  

Gelli asked the question that I wanted to ask for a long time already, and somehow, when the words 

came out of her mouth, I saw the answer on your face.  

“So… is the basketball-player-slash-Geography-major dating the soon-to-be lawyer?” Gelli said, and 

while at first it scared me to know your answer, I wanted to put myself in place.  

I wanted to know where I stand, because it should have mattered—your answer should have mattered 

to me—but it didn’t. It didn’t matter at that time.  

When I turned to look at you, your face held all the fears, and then it went blank. And then you smiled, 

saying, “The soon-to-be lawyer and the basketball-player-slash-Geography-major-who-will-soon-be-a-

PolSci-major… are friends.”  
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They didn’t the like the answer, and I wasn’t sure that I did during that time.  

 

You laughed as I tripped on one of the books that lying on floor when we entered the apartment that 

you share with your sister. It was bare of furniture but chaotic with your and your sister’s things, like you 

guys wake up each day and just go about it, swimming through the mess.  

You ushered me into your bedroom, and I wondered, Webb, in my capacity as your friend, what we’re 

supposed to do here. I could have just gone home since it’s nearer, but you said you wanted more time 

with me to catch up, and I relented.  

We were at your bedroom—should I like it that you were comfortable enough with me to make me see 

the chaos inside your room, all those clothes, books, readings, and shoes?—and you flopped onto the 

bed, your feet dangling over the edge. Your bed was a bit too short for you, but it can fit two people, but 

just sat down at the foot of the bed, the other side of where you were— 

 

[You draw better than three of me combined, I know, but you get the drift] 

You reached out, dangling your hand over the edge of the bed and I took it, my hand over my shoulder, 

lacing your fingers with mine.  

I’ll call it, Webb, I’ll call it when you wouldn’t—we’re not friends.  

We’re not just friends.  

 

The next day we had a Mcdo breakfast—sausage muffin with hashbrown for me and big breakfast with 

hashbrown for you—at the store next to your home, and then you took me back home, made me take 

the five-minute version of a bath that I reserved for the purposes of my 7AM class only. You were at the 

sala of my boarding house, playing with my landlady’s grandkids, and when I emerged from the 

bathroom, seeing you playing with them?  

My first thought was: My God, you’ll be so great with your future kids.  

I never said our future kids, because I knew we wouldn’t get there. We couldn’t even get past this 

pseudo-friendzone that we put each other in.  
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We were at the mall even before it opened, ready to do our Christmas shopping as we had agreed while 

we were at the cusps of sleepiness. We agreed we’d only shop for a few items—after all, we don’t have 

that much money as we’re still students—and that— 

“No gifts to each other.”  

You see, Webb, even before you said that, I wasn’t planning on giving you anything. You disappear so 

much from my life that I couldn’t even think you’d be there for Christmas save for a send-to-many 

Christmas greeting.  

So no, there are no gifts from me to you.  

I have to tell you, though, I have already bought him a gift at that time. Now it’s sitting at the bottom of 

my closet, because I lost him when I found you again.  

We pinky swore that there’d be no gifts to each other, so how come when we were resting at one of the 

coffee shops, where we shelled out money for 300 pesos worth of frappuccinos, do you hand me David 

Cook’s self-titled, post-American Idol CD?  

“What’s this?” I remember asking you, and you just shrugged.  

“You were singing his version of Always Be My Baby last night. More than once.”  

I gave you a teasing smile. “You’re slipping a Christmas gift past me.”  

“I’m not.”  

“Really?”  

Your face broke into a small smile. “I knew you’re a huge fan of this guy. I saw the CD on the racks and… 

I immediately thought of you singing his song this morning while you were brushing your hair.”  

I didn’t even know I was singing while I was brushing my hair, Webb. Wow.  

You’re bordering on creepy already.  

Just kidding.  

“I didn’t get you a gift.”  

You shook your head, sipping your frappe. “I told you, it wasn’t a Christmas gift.”  

Why did you say otherwise, Webb? We both know that it was, yet you found a way around our pinky 

promise, just like you found a way out of getting a relationship out of me.  
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JANUARY 2009 

I was wrong when I thought you’d be gone in a week, or in a month. You proved my friends wrong—

even Ces—because you’ve been consistent for over a month. You haven’t disappeared. You haven’t 

been away for so long that I’d forget you existed. You haven’t been away for so long that I’d resumed 

being bitter.  

Why, Webb?  

Why did you stay this time around?  

Was the threat of the other guy too great that you know if you disappeared one more time, there’ll be 

no more me to go back to?  

I had to talk to him, you know? Give him a clean break. Ask for his forgiveness. I told him who you are, 

and an approximation of whom I thought you are to me. He asked me, Webb, if I was sure. If I was sure 

of you. If I was sure if you’d stick around for good.  

You see, in retrospect, if ever there was a ranking, he would precede you, Webb. He’d be the top one of 

those ones who got away. You’d be in the top five—hell, the top ten if the list was ever that long.  

But damn it, Webb.  

Why? 

I cried that day, so hard, because it broke me that I had to break his heart. You tried to call and I didn’t 

answer, you sent me so many texts that told me you were worried, and you even went to the boarding 

house and my college just to check me. I sincerely thought we’d have a turning point somewhere during 

this time—I thought we’d start getting somewhere.  

The next day, you were at my boarding house, with McDonald’s takeout in hand, waiting for me. What 

time did you wake up? I had a 7AM class for that day, and I got out of the boarding house at 6:30AM, 

and you were already there.  

“You okay?” you asked me, handing me the takeout, and we started to walk. I didn’t answer; you took 

my file folder and my readings from me despite me struggling. 

“I was worried. You used to reply right away when I text you. And we were supposed to go to—” 

I cut you off in mid-sentence, telling you that I wasn’t able to answer you because I was with him the 

whole afternoon. I didn’t tell you I was breaking his heart and trying to mend it simultaneously—and 

how he broke mine when he said he couldn’t be friends with me just yet.  

He was one of the good guys, Webb.  
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I know, I know—you didn’t ask for any of this. You didn’t ask for me to give him up; you didn’t ask for me 

to go back to you. 

Not entirely your fault.  

Anyway, telling you about him—was that stupid? The look on your face, you seemed jarred, Webb. Like I 

betrayed you or something.  

Did I? 

I watched you as you slowly regrouped. When you got over that hump, I saw you nod, as if everything 

was already okay. Were they, Webb? Were they ever?  

“You okay?” you asked again, and I just shrugged. You placed your arm over my shoulder and pulled me 

closer. The morning was still chilly—you were right, why did I get a frigging 7AM class during 2nd sem 

when it was colder and harder to get up in the morning?—and I needed your warmth. We started 

walking while I munched on the hashbrown.  

“So when are we going to Las Piñas?” you asked, skidding along to another topic. Right, we were 

supposed to do the Las Piñas leg of my fieldwork for my thesis. Ces was doing the Quezon City one. I 

wanted to take the Quezon City but you said something along the lines of “have an adventure” so I 

trusted you and told Ces I’ll take the South.  

For you. So we can have another adventure.  

I finished the hashbrown—we reached my building by this time, but I still had to make two flights of 

stairs to my 207 classroom—and fished for my planner, the one you constantly tease me about because 

I have written all sorts of things there, including everything we do. I think that should have clued you in, 

Webb, about how I feel for you, but you didn’t get it.  
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“7th,” I told you, and you nodded. Your schedule always seemed to be free, Webb, why is that? Do you 

really just make it a point to show up when it comes to me and you or you really don’t have anything to 

do? 

“I’ll be there. Are we still on for later or you need more… time?” you said softly. I appreciated it, that 

you tried to understand, Webb. That was one of the good things about you.  

“We’re still on,” I told you, and you reached down, gave my hand a quick squeeze and was off, probably 

to where I’ll be meeting you later.  

 

There are days, Webb, that we just spend entirely cooped up in a computer shop.  

I never understood what the craze was about DOTA or any other online computer games that’s just like 

it. They take up too much time and money and they’re too violent. But then again, sometimes you think 

of my reading hobby in the same light—it takes too much time and money (even if I buy my books from 

thrift stores and second-hand bookstores), and sometimes the contents are too graphic, violent, or 

sexual.  

So you’ll be there, at the computer shop, playing DOTA with your friends. I could sometimes hear you 

cuss aloud, laugh, or banter with the actual people you are playing with you are also in the computer 

shop. And I’ll be there, somewhere in the computer shop—I gave up on sitting next to you because it 
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isn’t good for either of us as neither of us could concentrate—reading a book, or writing something for 

my thesis or just plainly there, listening to music or just existing inside the confines of the computer 

shop.  

And I didn’t mind those days—I actually like them a bit because they are part of our silence, when we 

can be at the same place and just do different things, with the comfort that knowing that the other is 

just a few steps or a glance away.  

 

“April’s near. I think they’re starting to plant the sunflowers along Univ. Ave.”  

We were on our way to Las Piñas in a passenger bus, and the weather wasn’t cooperating as it was 

raining when we left Diliman. I was still sleepy—thank you for the coffee, ineffective as it may have been 

on me—and I didn’t want to talk but you were in a talking mood.  

“Your point?”  

You sighed, slightly peeved at my lack of enthusiasm. “Your graduation’s near, Liz.”  

I sighed this time, my sigh deeper than yours. “I know. Pending thesis, which is still a long way to go, and 

I think you know that. Our thesis adviser’s already threatening we might not finish it all,” I told you. You 

grinned, as if you had all the answers in the world, and said, “It’s not possible, Liz. You’re going to 

graduate on time. You’re not the graduate-in-time type of person like me.” 

“My answer’s still the same, Webb. I’m not pursuing to be a lawyer.” 

You faced me, leaning your head against the seat, your doe eyes making me melt inside. Your smile 

faded. “Why, Liz? You’ve taken all the necessary subjects, you’ve passed your LAE, and you’ve—” 

“The lawyer dream isn’t mine, Webb. It’s yours. It’s my mom’s dream for me. It’s my dad’s dream for 

me. But it’s not my dream.”  

“Then what is your dream?”  

I leaned my head against the headrest, just like you did, but why do you look so much better than I do? 

Was it the rain drumming on the window behind you that made you look a bit more handsome than 

usual?  

“I want to write.” 

“Books? Novels? Feature articles?”  

“Yeah. Something along those lines.”  

“The feature articles, I can see how you can earn from it. But I don’t think you can get rich by writing 

novels in the Philippines, Lizzie.”  
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“So I’ll stick with feature articles. Or entertainment stories.”  

“Then why did you take research for four years?”  

I groaned, rolling my eyes at you. Were you killing my dreams, right here, Webb, like how you killed my 

heart later on?  

I think you saw my jaw harden and my frown deepen, which made you back off a bit. “I know. You can 

still use your research background for those jobs,” you allowed. “But they’re not hardcore research like 

what you’re doing now, Liz.”  

“I know, Webb,” I told you, trying to be patient. “I don’t have to decide about everything now, right? So 

maybe I’ll try doing hardcore research. Maybe I’ll test the waters there first. If that doesn’t work, and 

then I’ll pursue what I want to do. But no, you won’t force me into becoming a lawyer. That’s you, not 

me.”  

You sighed, your breath warm on my face.  

“What?” I asked you, and you shrugged. “I’m not sure about that dream anymore, Liz.”  

I punched you on your shoulder, and it was hard enough that we saw it bruised the next day (I’m really 

sorry again for that, Webb), and then said, while shaking my head vehemently, “No, Webb. We’ve 

already worked this out. We plotted which subjects you still have to take to meet the LAE and law school 

requirements, and we—” I stopped myself from continuing. You stopped rubbing that spot I punched, 

your hand reached up, your forefinger on my lips.  

“I’m just saying I’m not ready for it, after I graduate.”  

“Webb, you still have a year and a half to think things through, so I think it’s fine to be not ready for it. 

You’re not the one graduating this April.”  

I couldn’t stop the yawn I was stifling for a while now, and it finally escaped me. You smiled, and then 

straightened up, placing my head on your shoulder.  

“Sleep it off, Liz.”  

“But we haven’t finished talking yet, and—” 

“We have so many days ahead of us to spend on talking.”  

I held on to that, Webb. Did you see how I held on to those words?  

 

The girls among the twenty students that we surveyed, Webb, were eyeing you. I think they wouldn’t 

have answered the survey if they hadn’t seen you. Or maybe they might have ‘prettified’ their answers 

to impress you.   
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Do you ever know the effect you have on other people, Webb? 

I don’t think you’re fully aware.  

 

When I got home that day and was planning on writing on my planner-slash-diary, I saw that you did the 

whole chronicling thing for me.  

 

What was that emoticon, Webb? I think it almost looks like you when you give me that please-believe-

me-I’m-trying-to-be-cute-and-believable-at-the-same-time face.  

And no, I am not gonna comment on your handwriting. [I am trying so hard not to, because I think 

you’ve heard enough of that from me back then.] 
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FEBRUARY 2009 

My days were starting to get longer and longer and longer as the thesis deadline looms like a big dark 

gray cloud about to consume me had I chosen to ignore it. The added pressure of my other majors and 

my electives—tell me, why did I take Italian 11 again? At 7 in the morning, no less?—was also weighing 

down on me. I was starting to be your Little Miss Grumpy, Little Miss Absent-Can-I-Take-A-Raincheck, 

Little Miss Too-Stressed-To-Have-Fun. Our computer shop trips were quickly transformed to library runs, 

with you giving up on me after a couple of hours and heading out to play DOTA. Our movie nights were 

gone as I spent overnighter after overnighter; my money spent on thesis and thesis alone.  

And my birthday was looming too, as you reminded me, a day after the first draft of thesis deadline.  

On one hand, I was happy, because it meant we made it—we are going to graduate on time, because 

we’ve finished our data gathering and our analysis has framework already but no meat just yet—while 

on the other hand I wasn’t looking forward to getting a year older. To top it off, I’ll be so emotionally 

and physically drained on my birthday that I couldn’t care less how to celebrate it.  

But you do, right, Webb? You cared enough to make my 20th fun.  

I had a 7AM class on the day of my birthday, and when I was heading out, you were already outside the 

door of my boarding house, a bouquet of roses in hand. Red roses. Fun, fresh, fragrant red roses. A 

dozen of them. Shall I keep on raving on how those roses brightened up my day?  

And how they now lay dry and wilted, pretty much how our ‘friendship’ went?  

You handed me a paper bag, a big one that is half as tall as I was. When I peeked inside, I cussed, 

because Webb, you got me that big Cookie Monster stuffed toy I wanted all my life.  

In my excitement I pulled you into me and I hugged you, and you hugged me back, tighter than I have 

ever been held, and when we pulled away from each other, your smile was wider than mine.  

“Well, glad you liked the gifts,” you said, clearing your throat, a blush creeping up your face. You were 

almost as red as the roses, but I didn’t say anything. “Happy birthday, Lizzie,” you said, and I just 

beamed at you. I ran upstairs, leaving the roses and the stuffed toy, and then we headed out, you taking 

me to my class.  

But the day wasn’t all bright, right, Webb? If anything, the next moment was probably the dullest.  

“Webb!”  

We turned at the same time towards the group of people who called your name. I recognized them as 

the guys who were in your inter-collegiate basketball team, the one you still play for (and the one whom 

you will still play for even if you shifted to PolSci since it’s the same college). I endured about three 

minutes of manly and friendly banter before the boys finally shifted their attentions to me.  

“You must be Cecile.”  
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I heard you choke next to me, Webb. I was pretty sure you weren’t expecting that.  

Who in the hell is Cecile? 

“Um, nope. Liz,” I said, when it became apparent that you couldn’t recover just in time to save yourself 

from the hell that your teammates put you in.  

“My friend,” you followed up, and I just nodded, slowly at first, and then bitterly, looking up for a split 

second because I felt the tears rushing in.  

Friend.  

You placed me in the friendzone again, Webb. After the roses, the Cookie Monster, all those movie 

nights and those days we spent in the computer shops. After the holding hands and the quiet moments. 

After the big life decisions we tried to figure out. After the text marathons. After the countless of 

basketball games I watched as your cheerleader.  

I was a friend. 

“Oh yeah… You did tell us about her,” was your friend’s lame attempt to make me feel better. I just gave 

him a fake smile, gave you a fake smile, and then mumbled, “Late for class,” and I was off. You tried to 

call me back, but I wouldn’t have it—it was still too painful and I couldn’t accept it.  

Who was Cecile, Webb?  

In the middle of everything we were doing, you still found time for a Cecile?! 

It was a deep sword you thrust into me, Webb. A double-edged kind: that I was (just) your friend, and 

there was a Cecile.  

 

The worse thing about my birthday—well, aside from that act you pulled on me—was that I only had 

one class, that 7AM one, which meant my day had a very early start despite all the sleepless nights prior. 

I was already heading home to sleep—I was getting cranky, and that scene you made me go through 

that morning just made my mood even worse. I didn’t need to see you but you were there, outside my 

classroom, waiting. You didn’t leave when I left, you stayed when I couldn’t, and it was fine at this 

instance because I think you were the one at fault here.  

“Liz, I’m—” 

Was it wrong, Webb, to not ask for explanations? I was too tired, and I didn’t need any more drama. And 

I think you saw it, because you stopped—you stopped apologizing and you stopped from launching into 

your explanation, not that I needed it at that moment. I didn’t need it then, I guess, because I was tired, 

but I need it now, Webb, because it’s confusing how everything happened, how the timelines 

overlapped, and how everything was gone. 
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Will we have lasted, became more concrete and real, if I asked and demanded more? If I begged you to 

put a label on whatever it was we shared, will you not be one of the ones that got away? If I braved 

through it, told you I think we’re something more than friends, what would you have said, Webb?  

You nodded, dropped your head and took a deep breath. When you looked at me again, there were so 

many words written on your face that I wasn’t sure why I wasn’t able to read them. Was it because I 

lacked sleep or because you’re confused too? Was it because I hoped, you’d say everything, right at that 

moment, with you not bothering to care that I can’t handle anything right now?  

“Let’s go home,” was all you said, and I just nodded. You took my hand and I followed, blindly, as we 

went home to your place.  

 

It was already dark when I woke up, and I could hear you singing—more like murdering David Cook’s 

version of Always Be My Baby—somewhere in the apartment. I rolled off the bed, tried to fix my hair, 

and then went out, and I had the most beautiful and amusing scene in front of me.  

You arranged mini-cupcakes—later on I counted and there were twenty mini-cupcakes, which was my 

age—on a plate, with the mini-cupcake on the center carrying a lone blue and white candle. The smell of 

pancit canton wafted in the air—instant pancit canton. Closer inspection revealed you were preparing 

two hot and spicy and two original flavored ones.  

I stood there, just watching you, leaning against the doorjamb, because I was taking in the moment. I 

didn’t care about just friends, I didn’t care about Cecile—all that I cared about was you standing there, in 

front of me, trying to make my birthday special.  

Webb, thank you. The little things, the little simple things, are all I needed that day.  

“Did you have a good sleep?”  

I didn’t notice you’ve already stopped singing. I wiped the wistful smile on my face and walked over to 

you, stopping just when my bare feet are touching yours. “I did. Thanks,” I told you, and you shrugged. 

You playfully touched my cheek, saying, “Well, at least you’re smiling now. This morning you were still 

my Little Miss Grumpy.”  

I rolled my eyes at that quip and took a step back, but not before you trapped me in your arms, hugging 

me, and whispered to my ear, “Happy birthday, Elizabeth. A year older and a year wiser.”  

When I stepped back, I grinned at you. “I don’t know about the last part, but thanks,” I said, and I 

pranced away from you. I wanted to kiss you at that moment, Webb, and it wasn’t just because I was 

thankful for everything you’ve done. I wanted you, at that moment more than ever, but what stopped 

me was the uncertainty that always came with you.  
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I was at the table, eyeing the mini-cupcakes when you popped next to me, the pancit canton all cooked 

and done, separated into two plates. The smell made my tummy grumble and I realized I haven’t eaten 

since this morning.  

You whisked out a matchbox and lit the candle, and you turned to me. “Blow the candle, Lizzie. Make a 

wish,” you said softly, and I closed my eyes, and wished and wished.  

You tried to ask me, loads of times, what my wish was that night, but I wouldn’t give in. You see, I 

wished for certainty and security—concerning you and life in general. I wished you’d be sure, Webb, 

about me and about us. I wished I would graduate this April without any other hiccups.  

I batted one out of two of those wishes, Webb. You knew which one came to reality.  

  

You weren’t there during Valentine’s, Webb. I half-expected another bouquet of roses, another stuffed 

toy, a simple day with you, no frills. I can do the pancit canton gig over and over because it didn’t matter 

about all the lavishness, Webb. You didn’t text, you didn’t call. I didn’t feel you.  

Did you vanish again, Webb?  

Where were you?  
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MARCH 2009 

It was there, Webb, clear as day, for me to see. It was only posted a few hours ago before I logged in on 

Facebook.   

Emmanuel Webber Tan Gozon is in a relationship with Ramona Cecile F. Limtanco. 

I knew you could do it to me, but I didn’t realize how much of an ass you’d have to be to do it to me this 

way.  

I didn’t know that this was how you would break my heart.  
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APRIL 2009 

It was my graduation. I was leaving college, and leaving you and our spoiled whatever. You never texted 

me again after that confirmation on Facebook; never checked up on me. I wanted to tell you how things 

worked out, how Ces and I got an uno for our thesis and how it hurt to not include you in the 

acknowledgment page in our thesis because Ces said you don’t deserve it. I wanted to tell you how I got 

a job offer and how I am so stoked to start to be a part of the working class. I wanted to tell you so many 

things, Webb, so many things that we used to share to each other, but I couldn’t.  

I couldn’t because you were gone.  

I couldn’t because you have a Cecile now.  

Your sister, Lori, kept on asking what happened to us, because apparently you were bringing Cecile to 

your apartment. She wasn’t used to seeing any other girl around you aside from me.  

Kala ko nga kayo na eh.  

I smiled bitterly. I don’t know if your sister told you this, but my reply to her was: Kala ko rin eh.  

As the old Filipino saying goes, Maraming namamatay sa akala.  
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MAY 2009 

I have a job, Webb, and it pays well, and the first thing I spend it on was on a David Cook vs. David 

Archuleta concert offering here in Manila. I bought the Gold seats, the ones that cost over P6,000, 

because I love David Cook so much. It’s the first thing I ever bought with my first paycheck.  

Remember, Webb, when you promised that if David Cook goes here, we’ll watch his concert together?  
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APRIL 2010 

Webb, what happened?  

And I am not asking this in a very bitter, damn-you-broke-my-heart-and-yet-you-act-like-nothing-

happened kind of way. I am asking this out of sheer curiosity.  

WHAT HAPPENED? HOW DID SHE HAPPEN? WHY DIDN’T WE HAPPEN?  

I tried to dissect the anatomy of our non-relationship-slash-friendship. There were so many questions in 

my head as to what have gone wrong and what went right, but I could never confirm them to you 

anymore. There were days when I felt bitter towards it, but they are overpowered by the greater and 

sweeter memories you’ve left behind for me.  

 

  



©2012 KESSICA TANGLAO  P a g e  | 41 

MAY 2010 

My first year on the job. Aside from our pseudo-relationship, this is the longest one I’ve ever had, and I 

am so elated. But it didn’t mean that I was going through an easy road—I was depressed, because I was 

so wrung out from work and I didn’t have any outlet because there wasn’t any you to rant to.  

But you felt me, didn’t you? I wasn’t sure if you had this psychic thing going on for you, but you just felt 

me.  

Hey Liz. Just checking up on u. Hope all is well.  

It was your first message to me in a YEAR, Webb, and it sure has one helluva timing.  

All isn’t well, but I hope on your end they are. Take care, Webb.  

We’re too civil, too stiff. We weren’t this before. Did I do this or did you?  

What’s wrong? 

Work. Stress. Those kinds of things.  

I went vague on you because I didn’t want to need you anymore, Webb. I was pretty sure you’d 

disappear again, like you always do.  

Liz, u r 1 of d best people I know. Tough & strong. Ul pull through.  

And I did, Webb.  

I did. 

THE END 
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Who knows why 

Two people perfectly aligned 

Should ever have to find 

themselves apart 

I’ll never understand my heart 

- Even if I Don’t 

Rachael Yamagata 

 


