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It is with immense pride and excitement that we welcome you to this issue of ECHOES OF
EXPRESSION. As a platform for creative voices, we strive to present a dynamic collection of
poetry, essays, short stories, and other artistic works that reflect the diverse and vibrant
landscape of human expression. Our mission is to provide a space where writers, artists, and
creatives can share their stories, ideas, and visions, offering readers a window into the depths of
imagination and creativity.

In the following pages, you will encounter a selection of works that challenge, inspire, and
provoke thought. Each piece, carefully chosen for its artistic merit and emotional depth,
contributes to the broader conversation about the role of creative expression in shaping our
world. From the poetic to the narrative, the words in this creative folio serve as proof of the
power of art to connect, inspire, and heal.

At ECHOES OF EXPRESSION, we believe that creative works are essential to the human
experience. Our commitment to showcasing a diverse range of voices, from emerging talent to
seasoned writers, reflects our adherence to fostering an inclusive literary community. In every
issue, we celebrate the courage of creatives who push boundaries, challenge norms, and explore
new horizons through their art.

We want to extend our deepest gratitude to our contributors, whose creativity and commitment
have brought this journal to life. We also want to express our heartfelt thanks to our readers,
whose support makes ECHOES OF EXPRESSION a meaningful and vibrant space for sharing
ideas, emotions, and art. It is through your involvement that this creative folio continues to thrive
and evolve.

As you explore this issue, we invite you to engage with the diverse voices and perspectives that
exist within it. Let these works spark reflection, stir emotions, and deepen your appreciation for
the beauty and power of creative expression. Together, let us celebrate the echoes of voices that
inspire us to see the world in new ways.

Thank you for being a part of ECHOES OF EXPRESSION.

With warm regards,

LAKBAY-DIWA PUBLISHING
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Paramata Bantogen was resting on Talatakan a Wato in the middle of the sea when all 

of a sudden, the Nori named Sampiri Kagadongan appeared flying near the Lakongan 

Malipantaw. Bantogen was amazed looking such pretty bird possibly owned by a beautiful 

royal princess. The prince asked about the bird’s queen and region but the nori seemed silence 

and the question remained unanswered. The bird apologized for not answering directly so 

the nori asked the prince in return about his name, his king, region, and he has a sister. The 

prince answered politely thinking that the bird would reveal her secrets in return.  

 He introduced himself as Paramata Bantogen of Iliyan a Bembaran. Pasandalan a 

Morog is his king and Princess Lawanen as his sister. After hearing all the details, the nori 

answered in return stating that she came from Babalayan a Anonen where Bolentay a Maginar 

is her queen. The nori warned the prince from not crossing that place for anyone who dared 

to go lost their names and died.  

 The prince strongly decided to visit the place and so he asked the nori to describe the 

direction of the place. The nori explained that he has to pass a valley with its dangerous big 

river and crossing the plain with its deep stream. After moving forward, you will encounter 

an overgrown path of big tall palm trees. As you approach the place, beware for the flowers 

on top of the big rock spread a spell of rare perfume. At this point, the bird flapped her wings 

and made farewell to Bantogen.  

 Prince Bantogen dared to visit the place to look for the beautiful princess. He saw the 

valley with its rattling river. He crossed the deep stream and then there he saw the tall palm 

trees. He was trapped and could not escape until he asked help from the tonong named Inaikat 

a Lonsan. There appeared a strong wind, darkness, and rain to lash all the tall standing trees. 

Quickening his pace, he now reached the dreaded ring of fire with huge flame. He then took 

a huge flying leap jumping over the big monolith rock. He now soon arrived in front of the 

cogon grass, the place of perpetual daylight. Feeling trapped for five full days where no tree 

nor bush to cover him against the burning glare of sun rays, only his shield to cover his 

forehead.  He  now  asked help from his own Pinatola i Kilid, a crocodile, to let some rain fall  
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to refresh his suffering and requested Inodar a Magaog to bring him alongside the vast 

seashore. Now, there came a sudden change, a curtain of darkness hid the place. Not long 

after, a rain of hailstone befell the place. This time, he had arrived at the enchanted waters 

where the rocks were compared to human heads, the grave as human teeth, and the floating 

long seaweeds were really the hair of the dead. Trying to find a way out, he took a huge jump 

to the Lakongan Mariyamat then turning to the left, he once saw the huge palaw a Polo 

Manggar by a yellow sea with its green waters where witches loves to stay. Not long after, he 

now reached the igang tree with its giant roots where big crabs hid. He had now arrived at 

Talatalak a Wato, used as mortar to pond flowers by the women of Babalayan Anonen. 

 Prince Bantogen began to survey the place but he found no one, no painted torogan, 

only the ancient balete tree. As of this moment, he took a nap and suddenly dreamt of a 

beautiful princess addressing him to go at once for he shall be killed right there in Lakongan 

Mariyamat. In an instant, the prince awakened from his deep restful sleep. There appeared 

five huge crocodiles in front of him asking about his name, place, and his ruler. The prince 

told them the truth so they moved away, opening a path for the prince along the vast seashore. 

Along the way, he saw roof of houses but in closer look, these were not really houses but 

simply giant rocks, being fooled again by the tonongs. After some time had elapsed, a very 

old ugly woman appeared calling him sweetheart, offering him betelnut quid. The prince was 

truly angry and glared to the old ugly woman using his kampilan i pagerag. At last, darkness 

descended and the old ugly woman was nowhere to be seen. He once realized that he had 

again been fooled by the tonongs.  

 Suddenly, the nori Sampiri Kagadongan saw the prince and flew directly towards him, 

telling him that it is time to visit the spacious lamin of her queen, the Walain a Maginar of 

Babalayan a Anonen.  

 When the prince entered the palace, there a little girl greeted him, praising the prince 

for his bravery and persistence for anyone who dared to visit the palace lost his life. When the 

prince turned a good look to this little girl, he was no longer a little girl but a lovely princess. 

He suddenly became afraid and asked helped from the Diwata I Ndawan and Diwata 

Makapanton not to play jokes on him in this place. As soon as he had seen her, she just quickly 

disappeared. Before he began climbing the five steps, there appeared a princess offering him 

sliced of betelnut quid. The prince was so happy seeing the beautiful princess, ended up 

calling him dear brother telling him that she was his sister, and threatening him by placing a 

sharp knife pointing her towards her lovely head. After the acceptance of Bantogen, he now 

invited him to the upper part of the lamin where Walain a Maginar awaits. Her younger sister 

Limbowan asked her to offer betelnut quid to the prince but she refused for the prince caused 

her grief once.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
“Consideration for the rights and feelings of others is not merely a rule for behavior in public 

but the very foundation upon which social life is built.” 
- Emily Post 

 

The Bird’s-Eye View 
 

This essay reflects that fellow travelers and passengers in all public places should 
practice respect. In a busy, digital world, public places served as shared ground for different 
people in different walks of life. Buses, ships, airports, and terminals are places where people 
stop for a while to wait for their travel different places. Yet, in these shared spaces, a simple 
truth is often forgotten and neglected: we are not alone. The way we act in public shows not 
only who we are but also how much we value others. 
 
An Annoying Experience in Public Places 
 

“Tumatanda ka na kasi!” (You are getting older!) This is a jest I commonly heard from 
my friend Vina whenever I rant about the noise of people watching reels on their smartphones 
and talking too loudly in public places like bus terminals, port terminals, and the like.  
 

As a frequent traveler from the island of Oriental Mindoro, I have come to know the 
long journey that many island residents must take. I started travelling from our province to 
Batangas in Manila when I enrolled in the graduate programs. To reach Manila, one must first 
endure a boat ride of one and a half to three hours to Batangas, followed by another two to 
three hours by land. This journey is really tiring, and for many passengers, travel time is also 
rest time. However, this much-needed peace is often broken by those who seem unaware of 
the people around them. This is the time I easily get irritated. 
 

One of the most common problems I have noticed is the loud playing of short videos 
or reels on smartphones. This easily annoys me. I hate the sounds of noise while on travel. 
Many unconscious passengers watch comedy clips, lifestyle content, and confession videos 
without using headphones. The sounds fill the cabin and make it hard for others to rest or 
think. I often judged them as selfish human being. These people believe that they are just 
along in their living room or resting place rather than in a shared public space. A simple pair 
of earphones  would  solve  this  problem, yet many choose not to use them.  I often associate  
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 this with lack of considerations. Mostly, old people are doing this.  This lack of awareness is 
not just rude; it shows a failure to recognize that other people also have needs.  
 

I always approach them in my pleading voice “ Pwede pong pakihinaan ang volume 
ng inyong pinapanood? Nais ko rin pong magpahinga habang nasa byahe..” [Could you 
please lower the volume of the videos you are watching? I want to rest while on travel…]. 
Most people have positive response towards this request. But there are some who is 
inconsiderate and I must say heartless. At this time, I always being with me my portable 
speaker, play an annoying music. I wanted them to feel how annoying their habit was.  
 

Another issue is loud talking, whether in person or on the phone. Some passengers 
speak as though everyone around them wants to hear their conversation.  They laugh loudly, 
shout into their phones, and carry on as if the bus or boat were their private space. I heard a 
lot of stories. A story of teenage pregnancy, rants about their bosses, delayed salaries, family 
problems, and many more. I keep on asking, “Why do I or we need to hear those stories?” 
“Why do these people don’t have kahihiyan?” 
 

At this juncture, I wanted to ask: Are we not concerned that some people need quiet? 
Are we not aware that others may be tired, unwell, or simply in need of peace? A little care in 
lowering our voices can go a long way in making public travel more pleasant for everyone. 
 

The behavior of children in public places is another matter that deserves attention. Yes, 
children will be children. They laugh, cry, and move about. However, there is a clear 
difference between children who are taught to behave in public and those who are not. Some 
parents take the time to train their children to speak softly, stay seated, and respect the space 
of others. Other parents seem to let their children do as they please, no matter how much noise 
or trouble they cause. While we must always be patient with young ones, parents also have a 
duty to teach their children that public spaces require a different kind of behavior than home. 
 
A Call to Action: A Respect in Public Places 
 

Respect in public places is not about strict rules or harsh judgment. It is about 
kindness. A little consideration. An empathy.  It is about remembering that the person sitting 
next to you may have woken up early, may be going through a hard time, or may simply need 
a moment of calm. When we lower our voices, use headphones, and teach our children to be 
mindful, we are saying to others: I see you, and I care about your comfort too. This is the quiet 
kindness that makes life in society bearable and even beautiful. 
 

In buses, terminals, ports, and airports, we share not just space but also moments of 
our lives. Let us make those moments easier for one another. Let us show empathy.  Let us 
put on our headphones or headsets before playing a video. Let us speak softly on our phones. 
Let us guide our children to be respectful of others. These small acts cost us nothing; they are 
really free, and yet they give so much to those around us. In the end, respect in public places  
is not a burden. It is a gift we give to strangers, and in doing so, we make our shared world a 
kinder place to live.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

“When words are not enough, art speaks.” 
- Unknown 

 
The Bird’s-eye View 

 
This recount explores how calligraphy and hand lettering became a tunnel and coping 

mechanism for anxiety and depression during a profound family crisis. This essay also examines how 
reconnecting with childhood artistic passion became a healing therapy. The piece will also narrate a 
mother’s experience with her son’s gaming addiction and intermittent behavioral challenges. Simple 
art can be therapeutic and can provide emotional refuge and could foster psychological resilience. The 
narrative will track the painful journey from emotional storm to creative fulfillment, demonstrating the 
transformative power of art therapy in managing mental health during times of extreme stress, anxiety, 
and depression. 
 
At the Porch 

 
Truly, there is no perfect parenting style. One may work for one, the other may not. It was my 

ultimate dream to be a mother. I want the best for my son. He is my world and my happiness. As I 
unexpectedly enter a tunnel of darkness, I find myself filling my working table with calligraphy pens, 
brush markers, gel pens, and the forgotten dreams of my childhood. It turns out that my cluttered 
working table became an avenue of therapeutic relief: the ancient art of calligraphy and hand lettering 
became my lifeline during the most devastating period of my life as a mother. As I write this essay, I 
am looking at the scar on my right hand. The turmoil has subsided.   
 
The Crisis: A Son Who Enters the World of Online Gaming 
 

Like any other mother, I am determined not to let my son fall behind. He was born at the age 
of digital technology. At thirteen, my son is engaging in the world of online gaming addiction. At first, 
I thought it was just a strategic game that would be beneficial and casual entertainment after school. 
His behavioral crisis threatened our family. The symptoms escalated with alarming rapidity: explosive 
anger, verbal aggression, and property destruction at home became our new normal. It was 
devastating. He would destroy his phone in a rage and out of anger towards his online playmates. 
When I tried to stop him, he became aggressive and hurt me. I almost feel powerless. I am 5’2”, and he 
is an almost 6 ft young man. He is threatening to kill me, and he would be happy if I vanished. This 
cycle is really devastating. As months became years of fear and worrying. 
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One morning, I found myself trapped in a prison of fear and helplessness within my home. 

That home was supposed to be my kingdom. His frequent absences and refusal to participate in school 
activities compounded the crisis. His adviser always sends a message looking for him and asking where 
he is. I also began to fear opening and reading my inbox. He also started vaping. Stealing money from 
me and her nanay (my mother). The money was used to buy gems and other online weapons. All these 
things became a weight of burden that crushed my spirit. Every day my eyes were flooded with tears. 
I became the epicenter of my own anxiety and depression; every morning wake-up became a flood of 
emotions I could neither control nor escape. Worrying, lack of interest, unmotivated—it feels like you 
are a thing with no purpose. In my darkest moments, I think the only solution is suicide—a permanent 
escape from what feels like a hell situation. I began to think about how to vanish, and it should appear 
like an accident. I have a lot of insurance; I will surely leave millions of pesos to my husband and my 
dear son. 
 
The New Tunnel: Rediscovering Art 
 

In the midst of this catastrophe, I discovered an unlikely paradise. As my son’s rage episodes 
erupted, I began to close my room to seek peace and avoid the emotional warfare. It was during my 
loneliness and self-imposed exiles, as I watched reels and short videos posted on social media, that 
hand lettering and calligraphy ignited my interest. At first, I do not think of it as therapeutic; to me it 
is a desperate destruction. Day by day, I spent quiet moments of focused creativity that became my 
emotional armor. It became a soft pillow that hugged me. A series of nights looking at my output, 
reclaiming bits and pieces of peace from turbulent moments with my son. 

 
My relationship with art had deep roots, though I had allowed them to vanish. On the father's 

side, my uncles, aunties, and most of my cousins know how to draw. One of my uncles really wanted 
to pursue fine arts. As a child, I passionately loved coloring materials, though my family's modest 
means limited my supplies to six or eight colored pens. There was a time I enviously eyed my class 
valedictorian's collection of twenty-four colored pens. 

 
Despite recognizing my artistic inclinations, I never considered myself talented at calligraphy 

and drawing. Although I was always elected as class secretary due to my good handwriting, to me, 
nothing is special about it.  My elementary school days earned victories in slogan-making contests 
advancing through district and division levels. These moments should have validated my abilities, yet 
I remained wrapped by self-doubt and dissatisfaction with my own work of art. 

 
The challenges of adulthood, professional life as a teacher, and motherhood buried these 

artistic yearnings beneath layers of tasks, responsibilities, and striving hard for promotion. For several 
years, I forgot the joy that art once brought me, allowing that part of my identity hidden in a box.  
 
The Pandemic Catalyst: Learning, Investing, and Enjoying 

 
Confined at home during the COVID-19 pandemic, I began watching reels, short videos, and 

calligraphy tutorial videos online, initially without any expectation of mastery. It was purely for 
entertainment. To my surprise, I found myself not merely watching but imitating and learning. I 
discovered that quality calligraphy required specific tools—the right pens, quality papers, and 
materials could transform amateur attempts into genuine artistry. A good hand writing is an advantage 

but it is  not  required  to have a nice  penmanship. I began to ask, why is it only now that I discovered  
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
that the key for nice calligraphy is using the right tools?! It’s quite expensive to collect those pens…huh! 

 
Since watching videos became my hobby, I want to build a collection of pens. This realization 

ignited a significant financial and emotional investment on my part in self-fulfillment. I began with 
Staedtler calligraphy pens, then progressed to extensive Tombow brush pen collections, investing 
between 16,000 and 20,000 pesos per set—a substantial sum that I justified by waiting for Amazon and 
Lazada sales. My collection expanded to include Speedball nibs, inks, and specialized calligraphy 
instruction books. I remember when I began to be obsessed with different types and sizes of Speedball 
nibs. One of my best friends gave me a collection of Speedball C nibs. He also helped me to search in 
different art supply stores in Manila. It was very satisfying when he sent me an old collection of 
Speedball Calligraphy books. In addition, Zebra Sarasa gel pens became my addiction too. Every time 
I visited Japan, looking for Zebra Sarasa collections became my passion.  I never thought that white 
pens were valuable. When I was a child, I didn’t know what the value of white crayons and white pens 
was. To me it was a useless color. But now I considered white gel pens essential for creating calligraphy 
and hand lettering on black paper, providing opaque, crisp lines that make the writing stand out. 
Uniball Signo and Sakura Jelly Roll white pens became my next addition. Zig dot pens also added a 
vibrant dimension to my work, as did Stabilo desk sets, acrylic markers, and Writech pens and markers. 
Each tool represented not just an artistic resource but a commitment to my healing and growth. 

 
I know I am not good in drawing nor painting. But recognizing my limitations in drawing, I 

also ventured into watercolor and gouache painting. My favorite subjects are seascapes, flowers, trees, 
and natural landscapes. These artistic pursuits—calligraphy, hand lettering, and watercolor—formed 
a comprehensive therapeutic cycle that addressed my anxiety and depression. Although many 
concerned individuals advise me to seek professional medical advice, I tried this first, and it works 
well. 
 
The Online Community: Appreciation and Validation 

 
One of the crucial moments in my healing journey came when I decided to share my work on 

social media. At first I tried Facebook and Instagram, but I felt sad. Little appreciation and engagement. 
My cousin advises me to try TikTok, and  surprisingly, it booms! 

 
This decision to share my so-called ‘art’ required courage with a little “bahala na” mindset. I 

did not ask my friends to like or share my videos. I was still in the essence of doubting my worth as an 
artist, seeking authentic admiration from strangers who would judge my work without knowing my 
story or my pain. The first name of my Tiktok account used to be “The Trying Hard Artist”. The word 
trying hard has also negative meaning to me. But I also welcome the positive side. To protect my 
privacy while still seeking validation, I shared only my hands in the videos, maintaining anonymity 
while allowing my so-called ‘art’ to speak for itself. 

 
The TikTok community response exceeded my modest expectations. My first few videos 

garnered fifty views, then hundreds, eventually reaching hundred thousands. As I write this essay, I 
have more than 50 videos with more than 10,000 views! Maybe so for some, it is not a big deal, but to 
me it is a small victory. 

 
I still remember when I was in Grade 5, our teacher would require us to design our notebooks. 

It was fun for me. And now, I began creating notebook designs and tutorial content, and the positive  
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
reactions from viewers provided validation that had eluded me since childhood.  Viewers began 
requesting personalized calligraphy pieces featuring their names and sweet messages for their loved 
ones, and initially, I honored these requests with enthusiasm and enormous passion. Their reactions, 
comments, and appreciation boost my confidence. There was a time I spent my weekend doing my 
followers’ requests. It is somehow tiring but satisfying. However, my inbox was filled with requests, as 
demand increased, my teaching responsibilities made it impossible to fulfill every request, a limitation 
that itself taught me about boundaries and self-care. 
 
The Fulfillment of What Used to Be Impossible Dreams 
 

I kept on smiling as I look at my desk today, crowded with premium art and calligraphy 
supplies, pieces of notebooks, watercolor pads, completed artworks, and ongoing so-called ‘art 
projects’, I experience a truly sense of fulfillment. 

 
The childhood dream of having not just adequate but extensive artistic materials realized when 

I turned thirty-five. Age that some may considered old.  This realization carries a particular lesson: age 
did not diminish the validity of my dreams, nor did the winding path to achieving them. Nonetheless, 
the delayed gratification and the context of struggle made my achievement more meaningful. 

 
The therapeutic benefits of this artistic journey extended beyond my mere escape. Day by day, 

a new horizon came out. I considered it as a new hope. Calligraphy and hand lettering demand focused 
attention, steady hands, and patience, qualities that anxiety and depression may actively weaken. I am 
disappointed at first, looking at my art as a piece of crap or like a child art. My everyday practice gives 
me the lesson to trust the process. By practicing these arts, I was simultaneously practicing emotional 
regulation, mindfulness, and self-compassion. Each stroke of my premium pens became a meditation, 
a symbol of my strength.  Each completed piece is a small victory over my anxiety.  
 
Present Reality and a Mother’s Future Hope 
 

As I write this, my son is receiving treatment at a rehabilitation center somewhere in Cavite, 
addressing the gaming addiction and some behavioral issues that almost destroyed our mental health. 
Remembering these moments made me cry. His recovery continues to be uncertain, a process beyond 
my direct control. But I am optimistic and I have to be. This reality once would have paralyzed me with 
anxiety, but my artistic practice has taught me to tolerate uncertainty. I need to find meaning in the 
present instead of dwelling on the sadness of the past. 

 
The tools and techniques of calligraphy, the careful selection of tools, its preparation, the 

deliberate execution, the acceptance of imperfection, and the willingness to begin again when a stroke 
goes wrong—have become metaphors for navigating life itself. Truly, patience is a virtue. These 
lessons, learned through countless hours of practice during my darkest days, have equipped me with 
resilience I did not know I possessed. 
 
Things to Ponder 
 

The storm is already calm. My journey through calligraphy and hand lettering during a period 
of extreme mental distress illustrates several key principles. First is the importance of reconnecting with 
childhood passions. Second, creative practice can be therapeutic potential to stay focused. Third is the 

validation that comes from my friends, online community and its appreciation and recognition. Lastly,  
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
there is always hope. There is always possibility of transformation and miracle even in the midst of 
ongoing crisis. Truly, “may himala” in this digital age. Clinical literature well-documents the 
therapeutic value of art, yet lived experience adds a dimension to research findings that numbers and 
statistics cannot. 
 

Let me remind again that there is no substitute for professional help and intervention. This 
story does not present art as an instant remedy for mental health challenges. Rather, it demonstrates 
how creative expression can serve as a complementary therapeutic tool, providing both distraction 
from immediate suffering and a pathway toward rebuilding a positive sense of self. From a mother’s 
view in her darkest times, watching her son facing game addiction while battling her own anxiety and 
suicidal thoughts, calligraphy became more than an escape nor hobby—it became a reason to live, to 
continue the passion, a source of joy in a landscape of sorrow, and ultimately, a path back to myself.  

 
The healing strokes of calligraphy did not instantly solve the crisis that triggered my battle 

against depression and anxiety.  My will gave me the strength to survive it. In learning to create art and 
beauty with my own hands, I rediscovered my own worth. That is truly magical! And in sharing with 
others, I found family, community, purpose, and hope. These gifts, I now understand, were what I 
needed most—and what art, in its quiet wisdom, provided exactly when I needed them. 
 
Author's Note 

 
This essay represents a personal experience of mental health struggles and should not be 

interpreted as medical advice. Individuals experiencing suicidal thoughts should seek immediate 
professional help through mental health services, crisis and emergency hotlines. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  

In the middle of all this silence, 
between the sadness and the stillness, 
something stays 
memories I didn’t ask for, 
but they come back anyway. 
I try not to think of them, 
but they ask to be remembered. 
 
They remind me: 
there’s still something left, 
a feeling that didn’t leave 
even when I tried 
so hard 
to forget. 
 
It’s not easy 
to let go of the things 
that once made me laugh so loud, 
smile so wide. 
Even now, 
those moments stay 
the joy, 
the noise, 
the warmth 
of when everything felt right. 
 
But life happened. 
Things changed. 
And what was once bright 
slowly slipped away. 
Not because it was time, 
but because we couldn’t stop it. 
 
And now, 
I’m left with what’s still here 
not the people, 
not the place, 
but the echoes. 
The memories. 
The proof 
that it mattered. 
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In the deepest wild in the forsaken land, 
A caged bird ready to be free and become wild. 
Its blood and strength soaked-wasted in the native hands, 
In the eyes of saint-like, ungrateful, unprincipled termites. 
 
A bird whose set to soar high and claim its freedom, 
but chained by the ambitions of the flesh-eating parasites. 
The bird is willing to speak but a fist of colony in his mouth, 
threats of the unethical and unbothered devil-alike. 
 
Insect's fangs so thick, sharp, and hard, 
It never misses to penetrate and killed its prey on the spot. 
Spit of venom from its foul, carnivorous mouth, 
Can snatch, still, the life from the flock of birds; death will take its part. 
 
False and turmoil stories is what they prophesized 
They send these creatures as decoy in the quick sand, 
as these winged-animals try to flap and move their feet on the ground, 
It’s life being drag in the pit of death and beyond. 
 
Now they pin their blames to all innocent ones, 
put the weight in the shoulders of the unapologetic one, 
so heavy it may cause and take a life.  
Is this how the birds are paid for the labor they had? 
 
These flock are tired in flapping their wings so hard, 
the dreams to be free and feel the breeze of the sky,  
a vision of peace, freedom, and array of clouds 
Birds who hope for a sweet tomorrow when sunrise flourish in the sky. 
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The ward is hushed, a canvas soft and bright, where little worries magnify the 
light. 
 

You walk the halls where futures bloom and wait, A silent sentinel at 
childhood’s gate. 
 

No common script defines the care you give, for every whisper holds a chance 
to live. 
 

You read the clues the brave small face can’t tell, The fever’s climb, the cough 
within the swell. 
 

A dose of science, charted to the clock, A needle swift, a comforting, quick 
shock. But far beyond the IV line’s straight track, you give the courage that 
won’t let them look back. 
 

The stethoscope is a bridge across the fear, to listen past the sob, and know 
what's near. 
 

You are the translator of the baby's cry, the friend who teaches tiny hands to 
try. 
 

From holding hands through shadows in the night, to celebrating milestones, 
pure and bright. You chart a life where two worlds intertwine: The rigorous 
schema and the bright design of a child’s own spirit, fearless and unbound, 
where healing is a laughter, newly found. 
 

The greatest measure on your tireless round, Is not the pressure or the number 
sound, But the flicker back within a tired eye. A moment shared beneath a 
clear, blue sky. 
 

For in your hands, the most vulnerable trust is placed, and in your heart, the 
future is embraced. You mend the body, yes, but more profound, you sow the 
seeds of hope upon this ground. 
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The air is charged with waiting, hope, and need, a sacred pause where 
generations seed. 
You stand beside the threshold of the known, guiding the mother to the 
strength she’s grown. 
 
The monitor hums a quiet, steady beat, tracking the pulse of tiny, restless feet. 
You are the anchor in the sudden storm, keeping the vessel steady, safe, and 
warm. 
 
From early counsel to the final, mighty push, you are the witness in the 
anxious hush. 
You read the subtle curve upon the trace, and know the language written on 
her face. 
 
It’s not just charting vital signs with grace, but finding courage in a tired 
embrace. 
The whispered worries, doubts she can’t confess, you hold them gently in 
your kind address. 
 
Then comes the moment, beautiful and stark, the primal cry that leaves its 
instant mark. 
You place the baby on the mother’s breast, where two souls meet in perfect, 
sudden rest. 
 
You teach the nurture, calm the frantic fright, from the first latch to the dawn's 
uncertain light. 
The maternal heart, forever changed and new, relies completely on the 
wisdom found in you. 
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The world shrinks down to beds that feel too vast, where superheroes heal 
and shadows pass 
You enter not just with a chart and pen, but as an ally, trusted by all children. 
 
Your uniform conceals the magic trick you own: A steady hand for fears that 
must be overthrown. 
You transform the treatment room, sterile and white, into a fortress shielded 
from the night 
 
The medication cup is not just a dose, it’s a "potion" fought by tiny, wrinkled 
noses 
The blood pressure cuff, a dragon you must tame, you learn the language of 
each playful game 
 
You gauge the pain not just by face scale, but by the color of a story, getting 
pale 
You know the difference between a simple whine, and the deep silence that 
reveals a troubled sign 
 
For when a little body fights so hard, it’s your compassion that becomes the 
vanguard 
You tend the wound, the fracture, and the fright, and promise teddy bears 
that it will be alright 
 
You are the first to cheer a wobbly stand, the first to clap the tiny, healing 
hand. 
A Pediatric Nurse, you walk the finest line, Between the science and a future 
that will shine 
 
Your legacy is in the giggles that resume, the conquering of sorrow, worry, 
and the gloom 
A master of both medicine and gentle art, you mend the body while you guard 
the innocent heart. 
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Development communication's foremost aim is to aid international development and 
enhance world-wide communication to the maximum. The basic assumption of development 
communication is that people have very good ideas about what they need to do in order to 
achieve their personal goals and to build their own futures. The participation of community 
members is at the heart of development communication. Community members are 
empowered to come up with the best solutions to the problems in their specific communities 
through the support of development communication. So, the communication involved in 
development is not merely seen as a transaction but is also viewed as a means of changing 
society with respect to sustainability, a powerful one at that. Development communication 
can be executed in many situations, however, the main goal remains the same; to enable 
societies to respond to the impact of globalization and to keep their cultural identity alive by 
using the local knowledge/practices. 

 

The future of society is influenced by the communication in development that is 
considered a crucial factor. It is not only a source of information but also a means of 
participation. The application of participatory and communication strategies that are sensitive 
to the local culture and take into account the social aspect of the regions, is being considered 
as a tool for change that is slowly bridging the gap between the local people and the 
development projects. These strategies are, in turn, giving more power to the communities. 
Communication in development allows for the individuals to express their needs, wants, and 
problems. This raises the issue of the importance of the inclusiveness of development projects 
that are customized to the requirements of the local people. 

 

The marginalized populations can also be reached via development communications, 
who are usually ignored in the development dialogue. Through participation-based means 
such as social media, community radios, etc., development communication can play a role in 
bringing up and recognizing those voices. When people are made aware of problems, they 
will be more accountable. Apart from this, it creates ownership among the concerned 
community members and all this ultimately contributes towards sustainability. 

 

According to some critics, power imbalances in the community may be overlooked by 
development communicator by focusing on the idea of participation and thus lead to 
tokenism. If development communication considers local situations, it can bring about 
transformational and sustainable results when equity and inclusion perspective is used.          
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Nevertheless, it is usually the other way round as it does not follow this proof. You can 
communicate properly with various areas of development with the help of this. In the end, it 
empowers and promotes whole. This is an essential aspect of Sustainable Development (SD) 
activities. 
 

Communication about development faces many challenges. The key challenge is 
cultural diversity. Other challenges include technology and social class. The game has been 
designed in a way with an aim to not just help the makers and markers but also the hurdles. 
Sensitivity and adaptability to the greatest challenge which is cultural diversity are the two 
most important characteristics of communications strategies. Creating messages only for one 
cultural audience can cause confusion. As a result, it is mandatory that the communicators 
interactively approach the local communities and create the messages that will be of cultural 
impact together with them. 

 
Communication development is affected by the different technology that is in use. In 

some regions, these electronic means of communication have become a basic necessity while 
others are still depending on traditional methods. In order to bridge this gap, we need funding 
to enhance our digital system. Additionally, you will encounter various classes of people in 
terms of their economic status. In the areas where basic needs are not fulfilled, the 
communication regarding the development objective will not be of much importance. Hence, 
they should make sure that the development communication is aligned with the local 
communities’ urgent priorities. 

 
To sum up, development communication is a powerful instrument that facilitates and 

disseminates knowledge in a manner conducive to socio-economic development. When 
proponents of implementing development communication correctly empower the greater 
majority, development communicators must provide a meaningful construct that creates a 
link between the silent majority and lawmakers. Development communication relies upon a 
blend of people/human resources and technological resources connected through the media 
as the primary development communications tool for promoting a sustained approach to 
policy development. Due to this interchange of media, there exists a major connection 
between media and justice through communication as a fundamental means for achieving 
justice. As a result, since our world is continuously changing, development communications 
practices must evolve into a more dynamic and effective means to address the rapidly 
changing and increasingly complex needs of our societies. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

There is no dispute that the English language is now the preferred language for 
diplomats to use when negotiating at any level. Because of this fact, it has allowed countries 
that previously were unable to communicate to work together on a variety of different levels. 
In addition to the United Nations and NATO, there are numerous other organizations that 
use English as a means to express their unique characteristics, while at the same time 
collaborating on issues of a policy or humanitarian nature; therefore, demonstrating the 
critical importance of the English language in facilitating the cooperation between countries 
on an international level. 

 
English is the primary language used for international business-to-business 

communication. English has become a common language for companies and markets in 
multiple countries; therefore, business transactions can be simplified, even if they occur 
between individuals and organizations in two or more geographic locations and cultural 
backgrounds. The use of English has also contributed to the rapid growth of the technology 
sector, as many of the major sources of scientific research and technological advancement, 
including scientific publications, conferences and collaborative projects, are written and 
presented in English. 

 
Movies and literature are significant mediums engaged to share cultures between 

countries, and English is definitely one of the largest cultural exchange languages.  At present, 
it still is the dominant means of film and literature communication across the globe. The 
worldwide impacts of Hollywood and English Literature have made it possible for people of 
different backgrounds to not only get to the same stories and themes but also to contribute to 
the culture of the world. The great amount of content made in English-speaking countries has 
assisted in the process of cultural understanding; hence, the world gets united through this 
understanding. 

 
Music and educational systems have played an important role in facilitating 

intercultural exchanges. Music has been widely disseminated around the globe and will 
continue to be, as well as providing opportunities for individuals from diverse cultures to 
participate in the same music but in different languages, creating a shared musical experience 
that was not possible prior to the removal of language barriers between cultures. The 
development of bilingual (often in English) educational programs provides individuals from  
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many regions around the globe with the opportunity to communicate and exchange ideas, 
resulting in greater cultural empathy and greater acceptance of the concept of global 
citizenship. 
 

The English language serves as the primary mode of communication in higher 
education and plays a fundamental role in this globalized world. Most of the top universities 
and research organizations in the world use English as their language of academic 
communication, so those who pursue higher education abroad need to have competency in 
English to succeed. In addition to providing students and scholars with access to the majority 
of scholarly publications, conferences, and other networking opportunities, the use of English 
allows learners to participate in international dialogues and discussions. Moreover, a large 
number of online platforms that provide MOOC education and digital libraries use English 
as the main language, which not only makes the educational opportunities bigger but also the 
continuing professional and personal development easier through the global access these 
platforms offer.  

 
The English language is the most powerful one in the world so far, particularly in the 

fields of diplomacy, business, culture, education, and technology. It is the main medium of 
their international relations, inter-industry cooperation, scholarly communications, and 
human interactions through exchanging of ideas among various cultures. In this sense, 
English is not only performing its basic function of being a means of communication but it is 
actually, the global bridge that connects the world, the cooperation that it supports, the 
opportunities that it expands and the understanding that it promotes in a fast-globalizing 
society. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

In the poem “Still I Rise”, Maya Angelou uses phonological patterning-through 
rhythm, repetition, and musical sound devices-not simply as an aesthetic feature but rather 
as a dynamic vehicle through which Black racial identity can be asserted. Written as a 
declaration of Black people's competency for self-worth against historical oppression, the 
poem mingles rhetoric with oral resonance to press the question of dignity and resistance. 
Through its repetitive sounds and rhythmic flow, Angelou converts the poetic voice into an 
instrument for self-valuation and empowerment; that is, she reclaims language as one tool of 
freedom and cultural pride (Angelou, 1978; Braxton, 1989). 
 

The poem has remarkable patterns of rhythm and sound. Angelou reflects African 
American oral traditions by crafting her verses to resemble song, chant, and natural speech. 
The repeated refrain, "I rise," is a declaration of tenacity as well as a phonological anchor. The 
voiced sibilant /z/ in "rise" and the soft diphthong /aɪ/ in "I" combine to produce a smooth, 
upward sound that mimics the act of rising (Walker, 2004). This repetition creates a melodic 
motif that becomes more powerful with each repetition. The poem's message of resiliency is 
emphasized by the interaction of rhyme and rhythm; the speaker's rising voice uses sound to 
represent tenacity and survival. 
 

Angelou also expresses grace and defiance through rhyme, alliteration, and stress 
patterns. She carefully controls rhythm and internal rhyme in phrases like "Because I walk 
like I've got oil wells / Pumping in my living room." Walk, oil, wells, pump, and room are the 
stressed syllables that produce a powerful beat that conveys assurance and confidence. The 
poem becomes a performance of power and identity thanks to this deliberate rhythmic 
structure. Furthermore, lines like "Shoulders falling down like teardrops" soften the tone by 
repeating the /s/ and /ʃ/ sounds, briefly introducing vulnerability before returning to the 
poem's triumphant refrain. The emotional depth of Black womanhood is captured by the 
harmony of strength and softness—tender yet uncompromising (Collins, 2000). 
 

The poem's community element is further emphasized by its phonological layering. 
Angelou's rhythmic patterns, which are evocative of African American spirituals and gospel 
music, situate her voice within a shared cultural and historical soundscape. Because the poem 
is  oral,  readers  can  hear  a  chorus  in  the  repeated  "I rise."  This  rhythmic inclusion turns  
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Angelou's personal proclamation into a collective statement of racial pride and resiliency 
(Christian, 1985). Her voice echoes the experiences of those who persevered and endured, 
carrying ancestral memory. Thus, phonology serves as a communal act of linguistic and 
cultural freedom rather than merely decoration, serving as a bridge between personal 
experience and shared identity. 
 

Additionally, the tone and sound contrast between the speaker's self-affirmation and 
the imagined voices of oppressors heightens the sense of racial tension and resistance. The 
harsh sounds in "bitter" and "twisted" evoke aggression and distortion, symbolizing the 
violence of racial misrepresentation, when Angelou writes, "You may write me down in 
history / With your bitter, twisted lies." The refrain "I rise," on the other hand, flows with 
grace and strength, producing a triumphant counter-melody (Neal, 2005). The contrast 
between the oppressor's resentment and the speaker's poetic assertion effectively conveys 
resistance and reclamation. Angelou uses sound to change language from a tool of oppression 
to one of self-definition. 

 
Lastly, "Still I Rise" shows how language, sound, and identity work together to 

promote empowerment. In addition to being stylistic elements, Angelou's decisions regarding 
rhythm, rhyme, repetition, and sound symbolism are essential to the poem's message of Black 
pride and human dignity. The line "I rise" serves as both a linguistic refrain and an ideological 
statement, transforming the poem into an auditory and vocal uprising. Phonology becomes a 
song and a weapon in Angelou's hands, capturing the resilient spirit of a people who turn 
silence into speech and suffering into poetry. Readers are reminded by Angelou's voice, which 
is based on linguistic artistry and cultural identity, that speaking one's truth is liberating in 
and of itself. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
Emergent literacy is crucial as it has a profound impact on a child's early development. 

It is a foundational phase where children develop pre-reading and pre-writing skills even 
before formal schooling. This perspective supports the notion that teachers are central to early 
literacy development, primarily through creating a supportive environment, ensuring 
meaningful exposure to print, and fostering an atmosphere conducive to language 
exploration. 
 

The concept of environmental print, as highlighted by Goodman (1997), is particularly 
useful as it demonstrates to children the ubiquity and communicative function of print in their 
everyday lives. This understanding serves as a reminder to be more deliberate about creating 
a literacy-rich classroom environment. This includes adding more labeled materials, 
increasing opportunities for shared reading and writing, and encouraging meaningful 
conversations. 
 

I have come to appreciate the value of small, everyday assessments that illustrate how 
children naturally progress toward becoming readers and writers. Instead of conceptualizing 
literacy as a mere set of skills, I now view it as a construct that develops through relationships, 
curiosity, and shared experiences. This perspective has allowed me to focus on how pupils 
begin to understand and use language, print, and symbols even before formal reading 
instruction. 
 

Even during playtime, I observed the growth of literacy, which reinforced the 
principle that learning often occurs in natural, playful contexts. Children learn best when they 
feel safe, supported, and excited to explore language. Recognizing a letter, telling a story, or 
pretending to read are the building blocks of future reading and writing. For instance, during 
snack time, I observed several pupils examining the labels on their food. One pupil pointed 
to the word “Bread Pan,” he recognized the word because he had seen it several times. I am 
delighted to see that literacy grows when pupils explore, talk and ask questions. 
 

Now, my professional goal is to provide pupils with more opportunities to interact 
with books, print, and writing tools, enabling them to build continued confidence and joy in 
their literacy journey. 
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Life, to me, has always resembled a flowing river unceasing, resilient, and brave. 
Through storms, heavy currents, sharp rocks, and muddy waters, the river continues to move 
forward. It does not surrender, because it believes in its purpose. In many ways, my life has 
followed the same path. 
 

I grew up in a simple family that struggled daily. I still remember going to elementary 
school with no allowance, and eating rice with salt or soy sauce because those were the only 
things we could afford. But even in those moments of hardship, I never allowed poverty to 
dictate who I could become. Instead, I used it as fuel, a reminder of why I needed to keep 
going. With faith and perseverance, I finished elementary school. 
 

High school brought its own challenges. Money was always short, and to have a small 
allowance for school, my family and I worked in the garden during weekends. It was 
exhausting, but it strengthened my spirit. Despite many obstacles and moments of doubt, I 
pressed on and completed high school another victory that proved that determination is 
stronger than circumstances. 
 

After graduating, I left home and tried my luck elsewhere. Questions filled my mind: 
Can I continue to college? Will I have enough money for tuition and boarding? Am I capable 
of doing this on my own? 
I had no one to depend on but myself. Yet, I told myself, Bahala na. Follow your heart. Trust 
the process. And so, I pursued college with everything I had. The journey was difficult filled 
with sacrifices, long nights, and moments of uncertainty but my desire to succeed was greater. 
By God’s grace, I finished my degree in Bachelor of Science in Information Technology, a 
milestone I once only dreamed of. 
 
I thought life would become easier after graduation, but reality proved otherwise. Finding a 
stable job was harder than I expected. Still, I did not give up. I accepted different jobs whether 
in private institutions, government offices, or anywhere I could earn enough to survive. Even 
when the salary was small, I embraced the work wholeheartedly. It was not about the amount 
it was about building myself, step by step. 
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Along the way, I heard discouraging words from others. Some comments were 
painful, meant to bring me down or make me doubt my worth. But I reminded myself that 
everyone has their own struggles, and I should not let negativity block my path. I chose 
courage over fear, and faith over doubt. 
 

Life has presented me with many challenges like financial problems, family issues, 
responsibilities in the community. Yet through all of these, I held onto one truth: God is always 
with me. His guidance and strength are what helped me survive every storm and rise after 
every fall. 
 

Today, I continue to move forward with the same determination that carried me 
through the toughest parts of my life. I listen to what my heart whispers. I keep going even 
when the road gets rough. I refuse to surrender, because quitting means losing the dreams, I 
fought so hard for. 
 

I am who I am today because I chose to be strong. Like a river, I keep flowing 
sometimes quietly, sometimes with force but always with purpose. My journey is far from 
perfect, but it is filled with courage, resilience, and unshakable faith. 
 
This is my story. 
This is my heart full of determination. 
This is who I am becoming stronger, braver, and more hopeful with each passing day. 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

  
 

There are stories that steal our hearts in the thrilling joy of falling in love. Other stories 
drown us in heartbreaking tragedies, and there are stories that reveal the truth that cries for 
change. 

 
This is something I started to learn at a young age. It has felt as if Filipinos seemed to 

have been acting out the same script that was handed to us without a choice. We were greeted 
by the same unchanging headlines day after day. Indigenous groups fought back to protect 
their lands from mining companies, only to be harassed by the police. Political dynasties 
created new waves of drama as they twisted the truth to save their shot at the next election. 
Worst of all are the stories of fathers driven to steal food just to feed their families. This news 
drained all our hope even in the midst of our deep-rooted culture of resiliency. However, 
behind these, I see hope and comfort in the attempts by Filipino writers to heal us through the 
power of stories. 
 

Nowadays, Filipino authors are putting up their pens in good faith. They don't simply 
give voice to injustice or record it but are also trying to mend the very fiber of the Filipino 
spirit. This is the power of silent revolt, which lies hidden in the plots of stories, the force that 
altered our once fate of being slaves. Despite constantly facing the raging storms of political 
threats that try to silence their freedom of speech, they still continue to raise their voices. 
Through their stories, we are allowed to connect our painful stories and craft what we call a 
national and collective trauma. But stories aren't enough to change the tradition of corruption. 
Yet, they remain important, like water seeping into our societal awareness and building our 
sense of morality. 
 

I believe that this process does not start with some utopian political theory. It starts 
with an experience that we are all familiar with: a personal loss. It is the tormenting grief that 
dies with a person we love, the memories that remain in our hearts, and the pain carried by 
our grieving soul. This suffocating grief that we all understand is the inspiration for the story 
Lumbay ng Dila (Sorrow of the Tongue) by Genevieve Asenjo. She uses the world of the 
Hiligaynon language and its native land. When the bulldozers are threatening the mountains 
in her story, it is not just a matter of environmental crisis. It also brings the painful experience 
of the shattering of identities that we treasure. It is not just our territory that we can claim as 
our property, but it's a special place that we call home. Through these stories, we readers can  
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see a land struggle around the world and relate to the universal fear of the loss of one's roots 
and identity. 
 

From the ancestral land, this literary activism moves to a place and territory even 
closer to home: our own bodies. We are all living in a body that was judged, celebrated, or 
even commodified in some way. As Merlinda Bobis portrays it in her stories, the body of a 
Filipino woman is also a living monument to bigger histories. In the example, she mentions 
that a scar on the hand of a mother tells about the colonial trade routes. Indeed, our body is 
the first place to which we expose ourselves to the world's pressures. So, it’s just right that it 
is also the first place where we regain our freedom. Tying the dots of injustices to our own 
personal experiences, she gives a language that helps us to understand the intense role politics 
plays in our lives. 
 

In an era where the world is filled with distorted truths, knowledge is survival. One 
of the novels of Lualhati Bautista, Gapo, perfectly mirrors the reality of our situation. The title 
refers to the city of Olongapo; the novel makes us see how the ordinary lives of Filipinos are 
greatly affected by the government and even foreign authority. We come to realize that 
intersectionality represents our reality and our shared experiences. We observe how poverty 
is greatly influenced by a person's gender, and how one's idealism is conditioned by their 
status. 
 

Old textbooks are not the only place of neocolonialism. It shapes our struggles today. 
This is very clear when we see the rapidly growing numbers of Filipino children surviving in 
broken homes. We find it in so many Filipino dreams made into commodities. This is a bitter 
truth, that we are all nothing but fragments of a narrative that we can't quite understand. This 
is why Filipinos should be provoked to make a new narrative untouched by the chaos on our 
news feed. What matters now is for us to make sure that we will all be messengers of these 
stories. 
 

Remember that these storytellers do not come up with easy solutions. They're not 
telling us that literature can act as a magical cure to the rotten system overnight. But they keep 
reminding us that the Filipinos are more than capable of weaving the story we want. We can 
make intertwined stories that can tell our mutual experiences, based on the secret tales of our 
diaries. Messages of hope and courage are echoed within stories by storytellers. They burn 
our conscience, even lighting the darkest corners of the room. This reveals the different faces 
of struggles and pains that bring us all together. 
 

Still, we know that even stories can only achieve so much.  The change that we have 
been dreaming of remains in the very hands of Filipinos. We have to live within the power 
we have, starting with picking up books, discovering stories, finding the truth between the 
lines. For it is we Filipinos, and only Filipinos, that can weave the future we want and deserve. 
This is not only for us, but also in the interest of the coming generations, so that they may 
carry our flags with sincere loyalty and devotion. It is the true stories that allowed our 
ancestors to change the history of their time. And together as one Filipino, we can also rewrite 
our stories. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 

 
  
 

 
Community Health Nursing, a duty we’ll never forget, 
A journey of service, with lessons firmly set. 
First exposure in the community, faces from all walks of life, 
Meeting joys and struggles, resilience and strife. 
 
From database gathering to assessments with care, 
Blood pressure, urine tests, wound dressings to bear. 
Height and weight measured, each task a new test, 
Though hard at the start, fulfillment feels best. 
 
Under the sun, student nurses walk on, 
Seeking households to visit from dusk until dawn. 
Some doors stay closed, yet others invite, 
Welcoming smiles make the burden feel light. 
 
Interviews unfold with compassion and grace, 
Assessing the body, the home, and the space. 
Rodents and mosquitos, hazards to fight, 
Teaching prevention to keep health in sight. 
 
Habits of sleeping, of eating, of play, 
Guided by standards to live the right way. 
Though challenges rise, the memory is set, 
Community Health Nursing, we’ll never forget. 
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I started as a student, research I did despise, 
But as a course requirement, I had to realize. 
In the classroom, our teacher guided each part, 
Teaching the basics, igniting a start. 

From knowing what research is, its types and its ways, 
To writing introductions that brighten the days. 
Reviewing the literature, methods to prepare, 
Proposal approved new burdens to bear. 

Sleepless nights followed, deadlines to meet, 
Missing occasions, yet refusing defeat. 
But once the defense was finally done, 
True happiness bloomed, fulfillment was won. 

As graduates, nurses with futures ahead, 
Postgraduate dreams in our hearts are spread. 
Master’s or doctorate, the cycle repeats, 
Research returns, with new goals to meet. 

Though once avoided, now cherished with pride, 
Nursing Research walks with us side by side. 
A subject of struggle, yet love it became, 
An enduring journey, with honor and name. 
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A fresh graduate, a newly registered nurse, 
At the starting line, unsure which path to traverse. 
After the board exam, joy and excitement abound, 
But once the thrill fades, new questions resound. 

“What’s next? Where to apply? How do I begin?” 
Anxiety grows when no mentor steps in. 
Days pass in doubt, yet courage takes hold, 
An application submitted, a new story unfolds. 

Hired at last, but new worries arise, 
“Can I be a good nurse? Will I meet the ties? 
Can I deliver the care, fulfill what’s expected? 
Will colleagues accept me, will I be respected?” 

These questions linger, but eagerness shines, 
Through learning and practice, confidence aligns. 
A novice nurse grows with each passing day, 
Experience and training light up the way. 

Being a novice is no cause for shame, 
It’s a vital phase in the nursing game. 
For learning brings wisdom, and wisdom will show, 
That novices blossom, and experts will grow. 

In time we master the art of our field, 
With wisdom, knowledge and skill, our future is sealed. 
From novice to expert, the journey is clear, 
A path of growth, courage, and cheer  
and a voyage towards mastery is here. 
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I began as a volunteer nurse, then served as staff in a busy ward, 
Caring for patients each day, fulfilling the noble call of God. 
Yet deep within, a dream remained, a passion I could not suppress 
Since childhood, I longed to teach, to guide, to inspire, to bless. 

So, I chose a different path, applied to be an instructor true, 
Carrying the nursing profession still, but with a broader view. 
No longer at the bedside most of the time, yet my mission stays, 
For I teach my students how to care, to serve in the best of ways. 

The joy of being both nurse and teacher is beyond compare, 
Two professions intertwined, a fulfillment rare. 
Though hardships come, tasks, deadlines, and sleepless nights, 
Still happiness conquers, fueled by passion’s light. 

Preparing lessons, guiding research, leading extension and accreditation, 
Balancing duties with dedication and determination. 
Time management becomes the key, to perform and to endure, 
For teaching remains the priority, steadfast and pure. 

Even when weary, the tasks must be done, 
For success is not instant, it’s a journey hard-won. 
To love the work, to embrace each test, 
It is to walk the path of growth, and give our best. 

From hospital to classroom, the pathway unfolds, 
A story of triumph, where each dream takes hold 
For in nursing and teaching, fulfillment we find, 
A legacy of service, both heart and mind. 
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You may wonder how some students succeed, 
Though their intelligence seems not to lead. 
The answer lies in patience each day, 
Attending classes, learning the way. 

Patience to listen, to write, to prepare, 
To join activities, to show they care. 
No one will fail who attends with zeal, 
On duty, in practice, their growth is real. 

Scores may be low, yet dreams still ignite, 
With persistence and courage, they win the fight. 
For nothing’s impossible when one believes, 
Through effort and prayer, success one achieves. 

Guided by faith, with study and grace, 
Nursing becomes a fulfilling place. 
When love for the calling shines from within, 
True success is certain, the journey begins. 

“No one left behind” is a phrase we all know, 
In nursing, we guide so all may grow. 
Yet only the deserving, steadfast and true, 
Become real nurses, with hearts that renew. 

Challenges rise, but passion remains, 
Love for nursing conquers the pains. 
Through patience and strength, the path is laid, 
And in the end, a nurse is made. 
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Innovative in cooking has dramatically changed the way we prepare food, putting 

more value on efficiency, convenience and environmentalism in our kitchens. Today’s kitchen 
gadgets are a razor sharp intersection of art and science, making the daily grind enjoyable and 
food preservation fun. This essay will show that the most recent innovations of equipment 
enhance food preparation to help everyone from chefs to hungry diners. 

 

One major step forward is the introduction of smart features into kitchen appliances. 
Smart ovens refrigerators, and cooking gadgets that have IOT cloud capabilities for remote 
control and monitoring. Cooking times, temperatures and settings can be programmed by 
chefs on their smartphones for precision and ease of use. The technology reduces mistakes, 
and boosts productivity so chefs can focus on creation over micromanagement. The capacity 
to program machines with a fixed set of recipes is also democratizing cooking in the best way 
possible: empowering people to eat gourmet-caliber meals from their own kitchens. 

 

Energy saving is a significant trend within equipment in the kitchen. New appliances 
are built to be highly energy efficient while still keeping performance 100%. Induction 
cooktops, for instance, heat food more quickly and generate less waste energy than standard 
gas tops. Energy-star appliances refrigerators and dishwashing systems also cut utility bills 
and the carbon footprints of kitchens. These advances help promote sustainable food prep by 
reducing waste while maintaining quality. 

 

In addition, the modular design of multi-purpose kitchen gadgets provides 
unprecedented versatility. Rational ovens, multi-function food processors and small, space-
saving equipment permit kitchens to move with the times when it comes to menus and 
ingredients. This flexibility enhances work flow and productivity in the commercial as well 
as residential kitchen. There are also automatons and robotics, like automated prep systems 
and AI cooking assistants, which further reduce the number of hands on deck and guarantee 
consistency. 

 

After all, improvements in kitchen gadgets lead to a more efficient long-term and a 
more creative way of prepping their food. Smart tech, energy-efficient designs and flexible 
cooking appliances allow chefs to produce memorable food more efficiently. Adopting these 
new technologies will not only improve cooking but also pave the way for a future of 
sustainable, high quality food production. For anyone serious about dominating in the kitchen  
now and beyond 2025  an upgrade of cooking gadgets is a priority. 
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Today, as we stand at the crossroads of culinary innovation and sustainable food 
production, we face both a challenge and an opportunity—one that has profound implications 
for the future of our food systems and our planet. With a growing global population and 
increasing environmental pressures, it is imperative that we rethink how we produce and 
consume food. Culinary innovation offers a powerful path forward, blending creativity in our 
kitchens with sustainable practices that protect our environment and nourish our 
communities. 

 

The transformation is driven by sustainable food production methods. Precision 
agriculture, vertical farming and urban farming are transforming how we produce food by 
maximizing water usage and minimizing land degradation. These practices allow us to 
localize fresh ingredients and minimize the carbon footprint of standard supply chains. 
Furthermore, new protein alternatives, including plant-based and cultured meats (which 
replicate the texture and taste of conventional meat without requiring animal flesh), are 
changing consumer tastes while drastically reducing the environmental impact associated 
with traditional livestock production, a major source of greenhouse gas emissions. 

 

But there is more to innovation in the culinary world than growing ingredients. It gives 
us a taste of what we can learn from zero-waste cooking and smarter preservation. By thinking 
of food scraps as broths, sauces and compost rather than garbage we do not only reduce 
organic waste but also complete the cycle in our production of food. Traditional methods like 
fermentation and pickling are being remixed for flavor and longevity, both in factories with 
the scale to tame food waste lost through production as on kitchen counters. 

 

These advances also force us to ask questions about social and commercial 
sustainability. Helping smallholder farmers, developing local food systems and generating 
jobs in new food technologies are tangible benefits that contribute to an inclusive economy 
and a resilient community. Culinary innovation dovetails perfectly with the international 
Sustainable Development Goals for health, food security, and protecting the planet. 

 

At its core, the pairing of culinary ingenuity and sustainable food production is not a 
trend but a necessary dedication to the creation of a resilient, equitable food future. As 
pioneers and power brokers, we have the opportunity to promote food systems that soup up 
taste buds without wrecking the world. Together, let's welcome this journey of discovery and 
keep innovating with a purpose, so that the food we eat today nourishes a thriving, 
sustainable world for generations to come. 
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