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The Last Thing You’ll Ever See Is The Ceiling 
 

Oh, love. Everyone is sad. Stop romanticizing your sadness 

because you think you got it harder than everyone else. So you’re 

tired. You spent the last eight hours stapling papers together, running 

errands for your boss, and dissecting every detail of your proposal and 

you think, “Hey, this is okay because this job pays.” But you’re not 

happy. You spend your nights wide awake from your bed, looking at 

the ceiling, and wishing that it falls down on you so everything will 

finally end. But it doesn’t happen because you’re still alive and you 

still got papers due next day and you can already feel the exhaustion 

creeping in your bones like little ants making its way to your brain. 

And you’re sad and lonely and somehow the feelings get all mixed up 

inside you and it just exhausts you. But you still get up in the 

mornings, put on a smile however genuine or fake it is, and brave the 

new day ahead. Love, everyone is sad and lonely and tired of this life 

but I hope you find something good in it. I hope you find something 

worth looking forward to. 
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Thank You For The Happiness, I Need It For 

My Art 
 

One of the things I don’t understand is this immense and deep 

obsession people have when it comes to heartbreak and pain. They 

say that when you undergo the process of getting your heart broken, 

we give birth to our art. That’s why we are familiar with Cobain’s 

words, “Thanks for the tragedy, I need it for my art.” We often 

nurture the feeling as if it were our child, being cradled in our arms, 

pushing away its hair off of his face, and encouraging him to grow to 

the boy he is about to be in the future. We often romanticize the 

feeling of staying up late at three in the morning, eyes puffed up from 

crying, lips stained with prayers and wishes that someday this pain 

will make absolute sense to us. We write about our experiences, ink 

them on journals and back of receipts, paint them on empty canvasses 

and create sculptures out of them, immortalized the emotional state 

you’re in, and beg that words and colors would be enough to delay the 

agony that’s been raging inside our chests. 

 

But that’s where we are wrong. Heartbreak and pain shouldn’t 

be the benchmark of the art we’re going to make. We should write 

when we are happy, when we are in the highest state of our minds, 

with the world under our feet and the sky just within reach. We 

should write when the tears in the corners of our eyes are creation of 

joy, when our hands shake because we are so damn happy of the state 

we are in, when our knees turn soft because we couldn’t stand the fact 

that here we are, frolicking in the waves of pure bliss. So that when 

we are sad and feeling the blues, we have something to read or 

something to look at and think, “Ah, those were good times. Those 

were the happy times. Those were the best times.” 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2017/03/01/thank-you-for-the-happiness-i-need-it-for-my-art/
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Airplane Tickets Can Be Really Expensive 
 

People will always tell you these romantic things. You know, 

‘I’ll always be there for you when you need me.’ ‘You can always 

count on me.’ ‘Call me anytime and I’ll pick up.’ ‘I’ll walk the earth 

for you, even cross oceans for you.’ ‘I love you, you’re really 

important to me.’ But it’s all bullshit and sometimes you don’t realize 

it until it’s a little too late. Why? Because when you need a ride home 

after a terrible night drinking alone in some pub downtown with your 

head aching like a thousand phone calls ringing or when you need 

someone to talk to on a Monday night after exhausting yourself at 

work and they’re too busy. They don’t really pick up the phone. 

They’re not always going to be there for you. Believe me, when all 

these flames had worn out and the feelings had gone cold, they won’t 

really walk the earth for you or cross oceans for you. And you don’t 

need that kind of treatment. I know I don’t. I don’t want anyone to 

just say those things, I want them to do it. With me. Walk the earth 

with me. That’s all I’m asking. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2017/02/16/airplane-tickets-can-be-really-expensive/
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The Part I Found Myself Wondering About 
 

That’s the thing about being the one who truly loves. Often 

we find someone whom we think are worthy of our being. We give 

our time to them, extend our hands, and try to grab every opportunity 

just to spend every second with them. Holding hands in dark theaters, 

walking down the lane of state universities, talking over the phone for 

hours, embracing each other’s arms. We give our soul to them, strip 

down ourselves right to the core, take off our clothes, bodies pressed, 

legs intertwine, lips wet from a kiss, breath short from a moment that 

will always last forever in our minds. We give our heart to them, still 

beating like the pulse from your wrist, full and whole, ready to be 

broken anytime, innocent and shy. We give ourselves to them, not 

asking anything but to love and be loved in return, body and soul, 

heart and mind. We share our dreams, envision the future together, 

won’t talk about our past, trying to enjoy the present. Ah, but that’s 

the thing about being the one who truly loves. We only think of the 

moment happening now. We don’t think of what’s coming next. All 

we know is that this will work. There are almost no other plans next. 

All we know is that this will last forever, that there’s nobody else 

going to replace you. But it also almost doesn’t that’s why we’re 

almost also surprise when it does. Almost always. 
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The Time Between Morning and Afternoon 
 

I fell in love with a stranger. It was a fine morning that time 

and the sky was filled with clouds and grays. Every day, I would see 

her walking down the street towards the avenue, looking lazy and 

lovely with her disheveled honey-colored summer hair, twitching lips, 

and tired eyes. She stood out among the sea of busy people, making 

her way at the end of the street to make it up for the first trip to 

Cainta. If people were fishes and sea creatures, she would be the 

mermaid – lost and fragile, fine and extravagant, beautiful and 

destructive. I would notice her every time. How she always looked 

down her shoes before taking the first step to the stairs. How she 

always combed her hair with long, pale fingers, decorated with 

colorful rings, tucking in the loose locks of May and revealing ears 

adorned with stones and greens. We would always walk pass each 

other, shortening and lengthening the distance between our arms. I 

almost wished she noticed me. I prayed she noticed me. 

Everything changed that morning. Since then, I couldn’t get 

her out of my head. She repeated like a broken film, playing all over 

again, taking a pause every now and then to the best parts and 

rewinding again and again. I haven’t heard her voice but I would hear 

her calling me, seducing me from a distant. “Angelo, Angelo.” I’ve 

had endless dreams of her almost every night. She entered them so 

often that I would wake up in complicated hours, gasping for air, 

gasping for her lovely presence of touch and existence. She would be 

everywhere but she was nowhere to be found. I would see her all 

around me but she’s not really there. I’ve had her in me, reeling inside 

my internals, making cartwheels of different emotions and feelings I 

knew only was for her. 

One night, I saw her in a coffee shop, accompanied by a book 

and a mug of room-temperature coffee. I watched her held the mug 

exquisitely with her fine hands. She looked rather lovely in her white 

dress, exposing her collar bones and pale shoulders. She was perfect. 

It was the strangest thing. That night, I fell in love with her. I didn’t 

know her. I never knew her name, where she lived, or how often she 

went to that quiet coffee shop. It was stupid. I only knew the feelings 

she gave me. It was real. And I know that once in your life, you fell in 

love with a stranger too, didn’t you? 

 

 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/12/14/the-time-between-morning-and-afternoon/
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What Do We Do When the Hurting 

Won’t Stop? 

• When she was just a little child, she dreamed of staying in the 

same town all her life. She liked familiarity. She liked the way 

she knew things like the back of her hand. She liked the idea 

of routine, doing the same chores, seeing the same people, 

dreaming the same dreams. She liked the same boy ever since 

she was a child. Everything was so simple and the only thing 

she complained about was the shortage of books in the public 

library. Then life happened, almost instantly, like a spoon 

falling on the floor or a change in weather from sunny to 

rainy. She grew older and saw the world out of her comfort 

zone. She now dreamed of staying somewhere near airports. It 

made her believe that in every airplane that took off from the 

sky, she’s seated among the passenger seats, looking down the 

sky, swearing that this wasn’t the life she wanted to live. 

 

• What do we do when the hurting won’t stop? When the flesh 

brews the emotions inside and the fire fizzles out like a bubble 

popping out of its shape? What do we do when the ones we 

love stop being the ones we love? How do we unkiss the 

moments we shared or put the memories at the backseat of our 

minds? What do we do when the feelings fade away and the 

love we once had start to die out? Do we really have a choice 

when the world we build around starts to fall one by one, like 

little bricks of dreams onto the grounds? What do we really do 

when the hurting won’t stop? Do we just ignore this and move 

on or acknowledge the elephant in the room and talk about it? 

Just how many people in the world wake up every middle of 

night, asking themselves, “What do we do when the hurting 

won’t stop?” 

 

• If he really wanted find you, he should have done it already. 

Nobody in this world deserves to go to bed, thinking that she 

or he isn’t enough for somebody because my God, you are 

enough. You have always been enough. Please, don’t ever 

think that you’re not enough because someone said so. They 

don’t know you the way you know yourself. You’re a 

beautiful creature and you will always be a beautiful soul to 

the ones who truly love you. 
 

 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/12/09/what-do-we-do-when-the-hurting-wont-stop/
https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/12/09/what-do-we-do-when-the-hurting-wont-stop/
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That Monday Night The Supermoon Appeared 
 

12:43am: the moment they first laid their eyes on each other, 

they knew something would happen. They didn’t know it yet. She 

was sitting at the corner table of the boisterous restaurant of the night, 

her mind filled with doubts, insecurities and questions. She always 

said that she had never done something like this before, always 

putting the best foot backward, claiming to the world that this isn’t 

something people normally do. But what do people normally do on 

their first date? Do they just dine in and talk about the most mundane 

stuff out there? Questions like, “What do you do for work?” “Do you 

like your job?” “What’s your favorite color?” “Are we ordering 

dessert?”It’s a fast-paced world out there now and even though she 

doesn’t want to admit it to herself, she knows she’s being left behind. 

They stood in front of each other now, familiar with each other but 

still a stranger in some way. How do you greet someone you’ve never 

met before? What do we really want to say to these people? Why do 

we even meet these people? 

1:22am: he wasn’t sure what to do, let alone what to say. He 

has never met someone like her before. She’s inexperienced. She’s 

practically a baby. He was reminded of that Frank Ocean song (“little 

virgin wears the white”) and he wasn’t quite sure if she’s the type to 

get her brain muddled when their lips finally touched or the type to 

kick his groin when the surroundings become too tight. But he gazed 

into her eyes, perfectly framed with her spectacles with the right lens 

slightly damaged. She kept laughing when he tried to kiss her and 

giggling when he touched her and his brain kept telling him to abort 

this situation, make some generic excuse or whatsoever just to get 

over this with. Then the funniest thing happened. 

Their teeth clashed when they kissed the third time and he had the 

biggest laugh because for the first time of his life, he wasn’t thinking 

of just having to spend the night with a girl. He was thinking of ways 

to get her laugh. Her laugh was the sweetest song he has ever heard. 

1:43am: she dreamed of her first kiss her whole life and when 

it finally happened, she imagined fireworks, sparks, or just a little 

light shining over her. She imagined it romantic, short but sweet. But 

the moment his lips brushed against her, she felt something that she 

didn’t expect: comfort. And hunger and insecurity. She kept chanting, 

am I doing this right, am I doing this right? Their teeth clashed almost 

every time and she laughed the whole time. Comfortable, that’s what 

she felt. She’s not sure if this was going to blossom into love but right 

now, at this moment, she’s feeling happy-sad and she didn’t know 

why. 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/11/15/november-14-2016/
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 2:00am: a kiss doesn’t always have to be romantic. 

Sometimes it’s messy, sometimes it’s quick. Sometimes it only 

happens once in a lifetime. 
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The Filmmaker 
 
scene i 

 

(the man lies down on his bed, a pair of thick-rimmed 

spectacles perched on his nose, his eyes looking straight to the fan 

hanging on the ceiling. often he wonders how many people in this 

world look at the same ceiling every night? what do they wonder 

about when the lonely nights strike in and there’s nobody in the world 

they could call and talk to? what do they worry about the future? what 

do they remember in the past? what do they feel about the present, 

creeping in like ghosts staring back at you? what do they see?) 

scene ii 

 

(the man sits on the floor, with printed photographs around 

him, his hands sifting through the chaos, touching the glossy films 

which left handprints he secretly hates about. he clenched his jaw and 

stared at the photographs before him. often he wonders about the 

people on the photographs he took. where are they now? do the 

happily married couple on the photograph are still married or already 

separated? what happened to that student who graduated cum laude, 

did he already landed the dream job or living his life as a bum? where 

is that beautiful girl whom he secretly took a shot while she was 

basking under the fierce Marikina sun? he thinks, quietly and sadly, 

how beautiful people are on photographs because that’s the only place 

where they will never change.) 

scene iii 

 

(the man stands in the middle of the room, his feet rooted on 

the floor, shaking hands holding the camera, ready to shoot the first 

indie film he was directing. it was a story about a man who met a 

woman on a dating app. the script is flawless, the actors topnotch, the 

budget just right on the money. the man is happy but he refuses to 

smile and acknowledge this feeling because the only thing he is 

feeling right now is the fleeting emotion between happy and sad and 

he doesn’t exactly know why. he lets go of his camera, takes his 

backpack, and runs to the door.) 

scene iv 

 

(the man leans on the metal railings on his balcony, smoking 

his first cigarette after three months of quitting the bad habit, and 

looks at the moon. he wonders now, a bit out loud and drunk to the 

idea of a romantic thought, will he ever cover the growing void inside 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/11/07/the-filmmaker/
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him? he’s not himself, not anymore, and some parts of him remained 

sad. but he wonders again, this time quietly and more at peace, if he 

can’t want and love himself when he’s not himself, will he ever be 

loved for what it’s done and what it’s lost?) 

scene v 

 

(of course you will be loved. in this life, you will meet 

someone and that someone could be the next person beside you or 

maybe the woman you swiped right or maybe you already met this 

person and have not known she is the one because you’re too busy 

thinking of the future that is distant and still not happening. this 

someone will want you, even if you’re not yourself anymore. she will 

wait on you while you’re someone else. believe me, you will find her 

and she will find you.) 

 

scene vi 

 

(the man found her. and in return, she found him.) 
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How to Know If it’s True Love 
 
i. You still remember the words she said the night she left. She had 

just returned home from a party, wearing a red dress that didn’t match 

her pink shoes. Her hair was wet from the rain and she looked like 

someone you didn’t know. You asked her how was the party and she 

gave you a look that you didn’t recognize. Then she said, slowly, 

while her hands were reaching out to hold yours, “I’m not happy 

anymore.” and you asked what she meant when she said she wasn’t 

happy anymore. With a final look in her eyes, she said the words with 

such clarity, “I don’t love you anymore.” 

 

ii. Every time you go out now and see someone wearing a red dress 

similar to what she wore that night, you stop. You stop whatever it is 

you’re doing. You catch your breath, clutch your chest, and pray 

quietly that it’s her, God, please let it be her. But that someone will 

turn around and it’s not her and somewhere between relief, regret, and 

misery, you continue what you’re doing and you carry on with your 

life. Just like how you did when she left. 

 

iii. When the scars don’t heal, the pain doesn’t fade, and every night 

you go to bed, looking up the ceiling and thinking, where did I go 

wrong? 

 

iv. It’s true love when it is just damn too late. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/11/04/how-to-know-if-its-true-love/
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Around The Arms of a Person You Haven’t 

Met Yet 
 
And eventually, you will meet someone, 

out of the hundreds of people you’ve met in your life. 

She’s ordinary and does the same things like everyone. 

She wakes up in the morning, fix herself a cup of coffee, 

does household chores, work her way out through the day, 

drinks wine, read thick novels, and sleeps soundly at night. 

But she will turn your world upside down. 

This seemingly ordinary human being who is like 

any other human being suddenly starts to become 

the only human being in your life. 

And you start to ask questions. 

Like, why her? Why now? 

Why does your heart beats faster when 

she’s around and slows down when she’s not? 

Why do you dream of her? Why do you see a future with her? 

Why is your mind filled with the image of her face, 

her warm smile, the curves of her body, 

the roundness of her breasts, the thickness of her thighs? 

Why is her laugh the most beautiful music you’ve ever heard? 

Why do you feel wonderful and glad when she says your name? 

Suddenly, everything just seems to lighten up. 

You are entering uncharted territories and 

it feels so good to get lost in some place 

that isn’t just built for sleeping and dreaming, 

isn’t just four-walled and filled with furniture. 

Home, more than buildings, houses, 

and four-walled rooms, can be a pair of arms 

around your body, like a second skin on you, 

a birthmark you can never get rid of, 

a memory you will never forget. 

 

 

 

 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/09/29/around-the-arms-of-a-person-you-havent-met-yet/
https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/09/29/around-the-arms-of-a-person-you-havent-met-yet/


 
14 | P a g e  

 

From Me To You 
 
I. But you can’t keep acting like something’s not wrong. You have to 

face all of it – your fears, your insecurities, your problems, and 

yourself. You are your own ghost. Don’t let your soul be a house full 

of your own ghosts. Release them. Release yourself from the shackles 

of your own prison. Let yourself fly, even with broken wings and 

bruised egos. 

 

II. Love your body. Treat it right. It’s not just some skin and bones 

and flesh. It’s alive, too. It’s breathing. It has a heartbeat and a pulse 

and the freedom to react violently when you fuel it with the bad 

things (i.e, drinking spirits because you’re heartbroken, smoking your 

lungs out because you’re stressed). Love your body because nothing 

good will happen to you if you don’t. 

 

III. Don’t lose focus on the goals you want to achieve. Like clouds 

and skies, reach them like what you said when you’re a little kid. List 

them down if possible and put a check on it when you’ve done it. 

 

IV. Be careful with the way you say goodbye to someone. You’re 

leaving a person and not a house so be pleasant. Say it without anger, 

without the bitterness brimming from your lips, without grudge. Say it 

as if it’s the most wonderful thing in the world because after all, 

you’re saying it the last time. And the last time is always the hardest 

time. 

 

V. Love is not a feeling. You shouldn’t make it a noun either. Make it 

a verb. Do more actions but remember also that you need words to 

make it even better, or maybe sometimes worst. Move. Love is not a 

feeling. It’s a decision to make and a decision to risk. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/09/23/from-me-to-you/
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Three things I will tell you, my dear; 
 
1.) There are many sunsets in your eyes that I’ve witnessed in the 

short course of time we’ve had together. How they always looked in 

despair and how tears always sprung from the corners, releasing 

lifelong agonies of wasted time and distressed memories. However, I 

want the sun to stop setting down from your eyes. Just like the 

morning rush of new beginnings and high hopes, I wish to witness 

how the sun rises from your eyes. I will let the sun rise from them. I 

will lift you, higher than you can ever imagine. 

 

2.) I will hurt you. You will hurt me too. It’s natural for us to feel 

pain. It’s also natural for us to feel lonely in each other’s company. I 

think it’s also natural for us to get tired of each other. The existence 

of which we all feel is also the very condition of the existence of you 

and I. However, it’s not all butterflies and rainbows for the both of us. 

It’s about growing up, of learning, of trying to get to know ourselves 

more. Of being together and not being together. In the absence of 

presence, we know who we truly are. And in the presence of absence, 

we know how we can survive. 

 

3.) It’s likely we’ll never end up together. One day you’re going to be 

exhausted of me and you will pack your bags and leave me. I might 

do the same thing to you too. We will hate each other’s guts. We will 

date somebody new and try to make it work. We might end up 

marrying someone else’s too. You will give your heart to that person 

and you will be happy you did. I might experience that too. We will 

take the best foot forward and will never look back to whatever we 

had. But we will never regret a thing about it. Because it taught us 

well how to be a better person around the one we truly loved. I see 

you from where I sit and you’re shaking your head because I’m 

telling you things that saddens you. But let’s be realistic. Like I said, 

it’s not all butterflies and rainbows. It’s about jumping off the cliff 

and not being afraid of falling. It’s about not being afraid of being 

afraid. Courage, dear. That and confidence about yourself. You’ll 

make a great one true love, I tell you. 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/09/20/three-things-i-will-tell-you-my-dear/
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Current Location 
 

You often find yourself falling in love with someone you’ve 

never met. You carefully write everything you remember of him, 

down on the crisp, white papers you’ve tucked in quietly into your 

drawers, pulling them nicely to prevent them from getting dusted, and 

you’ve saved all of your words for this. Silently, you write down the 

things you want to tell him. You pick the most interesting stories for 

him to indulge, editing the parts where you’ve lost yourself and 

choosing all the happy endings rather than the bitter ones because at 

this point of your life, you think they don’t matter anymore. 

Suddenly, your cup is filled with thoughts and imaginations and it’s 

now overflowing with so much foam of other things, and your mouth 

speaks of his name and his humanity and his existence to a world you 

think is cruel. You say you dream of him, frequently, and silently, 

night and day, and that he messes up your mind a little too much for 

your convenience but you think it’s all right and it’s nice. And on 

Sunday evenings, you untie the knots of his hearts and lay them open 

in the field of love. Suddenly, you wish he’s here soon, beside you, 

untying yours. 
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The Truth About Soul Mates 
 
(i) To the love of my life, wherever you are. I am writing to you to tell 

you that even before we met, we were already whole ourselves. I 

remember when I was sixteen, young and naïve, I used to think that 

we need another person’s warmth and embrace just to be whole. But 

later in life, when I managed to earn a few callouses on my fingers 

from writing and a few wrinkles on my face from working, I began to 

realize that we really don’t need the extra company just to feel good 

about ourselves. We can feel good about ourselves just on our own. 

We can be in love with just ourselves. To be in love with our flaws 

and imperfections is the most refine and highest salutation of 

acceptance of our dear lives. 

 

(ii) Maybe the reason we haven’t met yet is because we need to find a 

few more other things, meet certain people, and experience great 

heights before we ever see ourselves tangled in sheets, sharing the 

same dreams, breathing the same air, loving the same soul that we 

have yet to know. 

 

(iii) Are we ever going to meet? Or are we just going to be one of the 

hundreds of strangers passing by each other, never knowing that one 

of these strangers is the love of their lives? 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://nasimpan.wordpress.com/2016/05/23/sole-mates/
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Of Surrenders and The Perfect Universe 
 
I. Love is the act of total surrender. To give up your heart and soul to 

someone who may or may not hurt you in the end. And love is also 

the openness of the possibilities and the full acceptance that a person 

cannot love you as much as you love them. It is not an easy task to 

give up something you have had all your life but it is something that a 

person endures because no matter how look at it, love will always be 

the cause and the effect, the cure and the disease, the happiness and 

the sorrow. In the end, you will survive. And you will continue to 

love. 

 

II. Maybe, just maybe, in that perfect universe, where love is enough 

to make someone stay, where love is enough to make someone happy, 

where love is a matter of give and take, where love is not define by 

race or religion, where love is not afraid to be afraid, where love is 

kind, where love is hopeful, where love is pure and honest, where 

love is enough… maybe in that perfect universe, I deserve you and 

you deserve me. And we would be happy. Perfectly happy. 

 

III. To you, wherever you are. I will never stop reminding you how 

much I love you. Until the time we see each other again, you will 

always be here, permanently printed on my skin, like tattoo and 

written words in ink. 
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About 

Catherine is a twenty-something girl who lives in the quiet 

suburbs of her beloved province, Bulacan. She turns a year older 

every 10th of March. She currently works in a pizzeria, enjoys 

reading, likes to bake and cook for other people, and is very fond of 

writing. She believes that she was a giraffe in her past life. She 

dreams of traveling the world, publish a book, and own a patisserie. 

Email her at fleurscatherine@yahoo.com for collaborations. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


