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Faith Joy M. Mitchao

It was Thursday, 25th of January.

Our Philosophy professor informed us

to prepare for our long exam the coming Monday.

The burden was added when our instructor

in Math 36 told us that next Friday will be 

our second long exam. Those two exams

schedules were enough for me that day not until out teacher

in Stat 1 had not set the day of our first long exam

the next Saturday. But life in UP is simply like that!

What a beautiful Friday morning it was for me! 

I will be going home after my PE class in Kanluran.

That is why, while I was  riding the UP bus, I

felt I was on my way home. Too early to daydream,

I said to myself. The clock struck twelve and

our class ended. Right away, upon arriving at EBL dorm,

I fixed and packed my things. I was so excited to pass over 

rough roads going to Mintal. From Mintal to Ecoland

was the best road for me that day. Even though, the jeepney

had stopped five meters after crossing Ecoland.

Five minutes passed…before a bus going to Mati came.

Happiness and excitement were the most content of my emotion

the time I stepped on the bus. What were three hours and a half!

Yes! I am in my home sweet home! My mama and papa 

Were shocked as they saw me got off on a tricycle.

But I did not mind it. What matters most was that I arrived home safely

and happily. I talked a lot about my schedule the coming

week. So after dinner, I was with my photocopies

in Philosophy and Stat 1 and my TCWAG book,

granting that they already knew and understood

my studies situation.

I kept on studying until Saturday morning.

Once in a while, I relaxed my eyes by looking 

the green rice fields through an open window.

My mother, few minutes later, started her daily sermon.

And, luckily, I was the leading character. My concerned
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mother questioned why I went home even if I knew that

I have exams the coming week. She also reminded

Me of my responsibilities at home everytime I 

am there. I was speechless, but inside of me 

were millions of thoughts. The sermon that day was obviously

long and intense. After I had told my mother 

that I will help, her sermon was slowly reaching to its end.

Going through all the days work I lost my interest in studying.

Like a sugar sweetlessly dissolved. It was too late to daydream

of not going home. That Saturday afternoon, my parents 

asked me what I wanted to have on my 18th birthday. 

I was surprised and felt like there was a new horizon

But it remained only as a question.

Sunday, 28th of January, my 18th natal day!

Still, it was a big day of my life! I went to church with

my family and there I was greeted by my brothers and sisters

in Christ. The young people of our church

whom I requested to come back for a meeting

were not around. I had to leave Banaybanay 

one o’clock sharp for my parents’ relief as they used to be.

I spent one eighth of my birthday in the bus where 

unknown passengers were around me. In the

evening, I arrived in EBL Hall with tired shoulders 

because of the heavy can of rice and bag 

I brought from home. My classmates

disregarded me—my birthday—and I was

really thankful about it.

But I discovered that it was only a “trick”

For they wanted to surprise me.

‘Surprise! Happy Birthday to you…’

Then, I really cried. Not that I had no party, visitors, serenade

and new things in my day. But because I could not

tell my parents straight from the heart

that I went home to be with them

on my 18th birthday.
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