
SILENCE 

It was the silence – snap and sheer – that made me feel alone and started missing you. With eyes 

closed, I tried to fancy you into someone I have yearned for quite long.  Inside my mind was a 

bizarre hallucination of you, focusing your sight towards me, locking your eyes like I was someone 

you could not get away with. I tried to trace the corners of your face with my index finger. You 

weren’t smiling; you weren’t sad either. You were just in your usual self, enigmatic but endearing. 

And there I was, unknowingly imprinting you in my memory like how a painter would brush in 

his canvas. 

You were indeed an obra maestra. You were full of colors, tinged with regions of pastels and grey. 

An art embellished with clusters of dried latex paint, imperfect but stunning. You were someone 

so abstract and difficult to decipher yet I still find it tough to take my eyes off of you. And in all 

of those broad-spectrum of unfathomable emotions, you excite me. 

The silence was gone when I heard your husky voice, so loud and crisp, making me believe that 

you were in my vicinity. You were saying the words I have always wanted to hear. And in your 

utterance, I almost believed you. Though I was fully aware that your imagery’s a fraud, I almost 

believed you. You articulated it very well that I almost believed in the episodes my mind had 

created. I almost fell in love with you again. Just like the old times. Just like the good old times. 

Highschool. A sanctuary for people who thought of love as something addicting. For love was 

tantamount to cloud nine. Love was glorified for it triggers someone to feel the extremes. Love 

was definitely the hype that time. Highschool love was also an array of drastic assumptions and 

unbearable heartbreaks. And by that, I need not to exclude myself. 

Six years ago, I started to question girls who had a huge crush on you. They placed you high on a 

pedestal. To them, you were perfect and never flawed. But as for me, I never considered you as 

my type. Your skin was pale, your two front teeth were larger than the usual, and you would always 

wear that yellow T-shirt twice every week. To cut it short, you were never my standards. 

This perception of you remained not until we reached third year highschool. You became my 

seatmate in our English class. At first, I was reluctant to start a conversation with you since we 

never had one before. But it was you who managed to make things a lot easier. Every day became 

a daily dose of trivia and jokes. You were friendly. You were fun to be with. We would talk about 

random things like the universe, the weather, the United States, your aspirations, and some other 

things I could not even recall. We shared the same sense of humor. We laughed. We teased each 

other. We had some sort of connection every time we converse. I even thought that given enough 

time to talk, our conversation could last for hours. 

Our conversation would start the moment you enter the classroom. It’s a custom to stop talking 

before the teacher starts his class. But you broke the rule; you would still talk to me even midway 

classes. Most of the time, you did the talking and I was just beside you lending an ear. There was 

even a time when our English teacher yelled at me saying, “Miss Dominguez, seems like you are 

listening to someone else!” That actually felt unfair because it was not me who attempted to disturb 

the class. 



You became my favourite thought. Hours were spent each night to conceive a new topic for 

tomorrow’s conversation. Days were spent waiting for a reply in the chat box. It took months for 

me to memorize the bits and pieces of you. With my stalking skills, I could trace your genealogy. 

Thinking of you was of high expenditure; you consumed most of my time and dynamism. You got 

most of me but the weird thing is that, I never felt lethargic at all. 

The rainy days were my favourite. I got to see you wear your grey jacket. Your calm face would 

fit the frigid breeze and serene ambience of the room. You would then put your umbrella in the 

corner and fix your hair. Fixing a wet hair while walking has never been so attractive until you did 

and pulled it off. But actually, aside from the rain’s earthy scent, I adored it because it gave you a 

fever. Don’t get me wrong, I hated the idea of illness and people becoming sick. But there was this 

one moment, when you called me to come near you. Caught in daze, I complied. You held my 

hand and put it on top of your forehead, and gradually to your neck, asking, “Init ko kess noh?” 

Everything else muted, I could no longer execute the transmitted signals of my nerves. All I heard 

was the throbbing of my heart. It quivered faster than usual; no mathematician could ever calculate 

the rhythmic ventricular contractions I have felt. 

It was almost perfect: you becoming a constant, I excelling in class because it was you who told 

me to keep going, and our deep conversations. Almost perfect that I have calculated the probability 

of “us”. With drive and contentment, I thought the percentage was eyeing beyond the accepted 

boundary. I already assumed. But then again, it was a miscalculated probability. You acted cold. 

Our conversations were slowly fading, like a signal that connotes the end of a song. But unlike 

songs, ours wasn’t given the chance to be replayed. It was not amplified and published. It’s a song 

hidden inside the old vinyl player, waiting to get played. 

And finally, a conversation that was once overwhelming and lively became sheathed with 

muteness. No words has been said to explain the sudden coldness. Your bland response to my 

messages was a lot more hurting than words verbally said. It was again your silence – long and 

absolute – that made me feel alone. But this time around, I felt empty. I felt like a hollow tube 

that’s needy of something to be filled in.  And with temporary happiness, I tried to overdose 

myself: I turned my attention to some other guys, I pretended to love myself more, I joined 

organizations, and I befriended a lot of people. To keep myself busy. To fill in those hollow gaps. 

To be complete once again. 

I met you again in college. You were, despite the scar chickenpox left in your right cheek, still 

beautiful. Things turned out to be better. I have moved on. You were doing great. We became 

friends again. You would message me when you have questions in our GE classes. I would blandly 

reply so as not to show that I am still a little affected. Though you were a lot more responsive now 

than before, I could still spot hesitations and uneasiness each time we meet. You were totally aware 

of how I felt. You, of all people, knew my pain because you got a shot of heartbreak too from your 

past relationship. You’re aware, that was why you’re more cautious now, to not break other 

people’s hearts. 

Somebody pressed the mute button again, silencing all the birds’ chirping, the swish of intermittent 

winds and other people’s mumble about life. I fancied you again but this time, longing has 



diminished. Your voice, with ethereal quality, cracked the silence. You were right there in front of 

me, posing with those gloomy hazel-colored eyes, saying words I was never ready to hear. 

Soon I realized that the silence was there, not to remind me of you, but to remind me of myself. 

That even before you came, silence was already there. Right before a baby came out from a 

mother’s womb, there’s silence. Right before a personal breakdown and crying, there’s silence. 

Even before a joyous moment, silence linked with exhilaration, was there. And even after we die, 

absolute silence was there to clinch the dying soul. All other things were meant to be muted, to 

highlight and put more emphasis on the more important things. That silence was there for people 

to focus more on themselves. 

 


