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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the 

products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual 

persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental, but come to think of it, now I’m not 

so sure. It probably doesn’t matter that much anyway. Enjoy. 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I. Asymptotes. 

“Oh... Uh... Er...” 

She takes a few moments to unglue her eyes from the General Psychology textbook that she 

was poring over to glance at him. Her brown eyes are obscured by the brightness of the 

sunlight reflecting off her horn-rimmed glasses, but he knows that they‟re staring right at him, 

maybe even through him. Her lips form into a curious little smile, devoid of any hostility but not 

really giving off any sign that she looks at him as something more than a friend.  

It’s funny because he even doesn’t know that. His brain is too busy trying to make his mouth open 

up to say hello. It’s kind of sad, how he has to build up the guts to say just three words to this girl. 

But you can’t blame him for being like that; those words probably meant the world to him at that 

one moment. 

“Hm?” 

“Uh....” 

“Yeah? What is it ____? Are you alright? You seem kind of pale,” she remarked.  

“Uhhhh. Hi,” he says weakly. Nervously wiping his sweating brow, he musters the courage to 

finally look her straight in the eye. He sees that familiar spark in her eyes, and loses himself in 

them. Caught in this trance, he thinks to himself, “Oh God, could this really be it? If I mess up 

right now, everything I‟ve worked so hard for will burn down, and she‟ll never talk to me 

again.” 

Ahhhh, so clever of you to realize that. Didn’t see that coming, really didn’t. Genius, this guy. 

His thoughts went back to the previous semester, and the way that he had met her. They were 

members of the same student organization, a tiny, unaccredited org with approximately a 

hundred and fifty members. He was a new applicant, and she was the one who interviewed 

him. The memory of that interview was still vivid in his mind. She had fallen asleep at a desk, 

using her crossed arms as a pillow, when he entered the classroom that he was told to go to 

after he had paid for his membership fee. He actually waited for her to wake up for a few 

minutes, not bothering to give her shoulder a tiny nudge to wake her up partly out of courtesy 

but also partly out of shyness. He didn‟t want to disturb the girl who was going to interview 

her; that would have been really rude, and he didn‟t want to be rude to someone who was 

going to interview him. So he waited for about five minutes, after which she gently stirred and 

woke up. 

Not noticing that he was there, she yawned a nice, wide yawn, stretching her eyes and 

rubbing the sleep from her eyes while she was at it. Her glasses were askew, her long brown 

hair was slightly tousled, and she still had that drowsy look on her face. She was an image of 

disarray, and yet when their eyes met, he was instantly mesmerized. They looked at each 

other for a moment, and upon realizing that she had to conduct an interview, she hastily 

composed herself, arranged her things and gave him a warm, friendly smile. “Oh, hello. 

Hahaha sorry about that, really embarrassing that you had to see me like that. I had to stay 

up really late last night kasi I had to cram this Creative Writing paper,” she said sheepishly. 



This moment was probably what caused him to believe that he stood a chance. He didn’t know 

that the girl was just really off that day, so she zoned out when they stared at each other. Okay, 

some info on the girl. She was your typical Manic Pixie Dream Girl, always seeming to be out of it, 

but always smiling, carefree. Second-year BFA Creative Writing major, graduated with honors from 

a notable all-girls school. Cute, funny, and born into an upper middle-class family, she didn’t really 

have much to worry about in life, but she has yet to find a romantic love interest. She wasn’t too 

popular, but she wasn’t someone you’d peg as uncool. You could pretty much see why he’s head 

over heels for her. I mean, what insecure, lonely guy with anxiety issues wouldn’t fall for a girl like 

that? She’s everything that completes him, at least in his eyes. 

He was awestruck. He couldn‟t speak at all, his eyes ensnared by hers. 

“Um, excuse? Are you ____?” she asked. He snapped out of his trance, and embarrassed, said 

yes. 

“Ahhhh hahaha okay. Take a seat. Now why did you join this org?” 

All throughout that interview she would ask him questions in a very friendly manner, and he‟d 

answer them, stuttering and mispronouncing words in his nervousness. On occasion she‟d laugh 

at the quirky things that he did like accidentally making his r‟s into l‟s, a very soft, jovial laugh, 

one that showed not only how sincere she was but also how happy she was as a person. 

Afterwards, he couldn‟t get her out of his mind. He‟d stare off into the distance, the image of 

her radiant smile and the sound of her warm laugh embedded into his mind. He‟d find himself 

daydreaming about her in class, picturing a possible future with her. 

As the semester went by, they worked with each other quite frequently because of the 

different org projects that they were in together. The proximity eventually made them closer 

to each other. He learned to be comfortable with her, and she with him. They would share 

jokes, text and chat almost every day, and have lunch with each other frequently. They teased 

each other, watched horror movies together, and listened to each other‟s problems. She didn‟t 

have the slightest clue that he was falling for her, and fast. 

Okay, this is so cliché that I want to vomit. For fuck’s sake, primetime soap operas have more 

substance than this. Seriously, this guy believes that he can get the girl. Dude, she sees you like a 

little brother. The smiles and the laughs? They’re just really friendly gestures; she’s out of your 

league, man. 

“Pssst. ____. Hoy you idiot, did you zone out again?” she laughingly told him. 

“Crap,” he replied. “Sorry about that, my mind‟s been kind of scattered lately. I just wanted to 

ask you something.” His eyes fixated on hers, he thinks about all the possible scenarios that 

could happen if what he wanted to say to her would be reciprocated. Holding hands while 

watching the sun set. Passionate kisses under the moonlight. Romantic dinner dates. Introducing 

her to friends and family as his girlfriend. Marriage. Children. Growing old together. Et 

cetera, et cetera, et cetera. 

“So what is it?” she asks, her eyes going back to her Psychology book. 

“I uhh...” 



“What? I didn‟t hear you.” He remembers the cute way that her dimples would show whenever 

she smiled, and how cute it was that she found them annoying. When he asked her why she 

thought they were, she replied, “I don‟t really know why. I just know.” 

He couldn‟t bring himself to do it. He couldn‟t risk a friendship that was as valuable as this one. 

Ugh. Dammit, here it goes. 

“Oh uh, you know that new pizza place across Katipunan? The one that serves with bacon-

stuffed crust, I think,” he says. 

You idiot. 

“Oh yeah I saw that recently. Wanna try it?” 

“Sure thing. My treat, okay?” 

“What, why?” she grinned. 

“Ewan. I don‟t really know why. I just know it feels kind of right.” 

After that day, never again did he attempt to do what he had tried to. “Bury those thoughts in 

memory, let them rot away underneath all my thoughts,” he said to himself. “Love is an illusion, 

love is nothing compared to this, love will tear both of us apart. This, though, this will never 

end. Friendship is everlasting, they say. Friendship will not burn, friendship will not fall to the 

ground. Love inevitably will.” 

“Goddamn, this really is it then.” 

The way that she found her dimples annoying. The way that she‟d go on for hours talking 

about this novel that she was writing (something about a girl falling in love with a guy out of 

her reach; quite formulaic yet also possibly mirroring her own reality). The way that she wrote 

with her left hand but chose to play the guitar right-handed when he taught her. The way that 

she beamed whenever she saw leaves falling in the summer, and the way that the sunshine 

could be seen in her eyes. The way that she always felt sleepy whenever they rode the 

jeepney together, and would rest her head on his shoulder to take a nap. The way that she 

always carried around a notebook with her wherever she went, a tiny orange one with no 

lines, and would write something whenever she saw something unusual like a dog with three 

legs and an old couple sitting on a park bench. The way that she‟d laugh at his jokes no 

matter how corny they were, and tell him, still laughing, “Stop it, ____, you‟re killing me.”  

The way that he never quite knew what to say after she was done talking. The way that he 

always listened, but never really spoke. 

The way that he couldn‟t bear any more of all that, but could never bring himself to end any 

of it. 

 

 



The promise of failure doesn’t always decrease the amount of hope; at times though, it gives off 

the wrong kind of hope. Sometimes falsified, but even worse when the hope itself is true, and 

when it is of a great degree. 

Failing to a certain extent becomes learning, but what of the people who have failed too many 

times? What could be said of their education? What could be said of their attempts, again and 

again, and again and again, their rejection, their failure? 

Some may say that one is failing merely because one isn’t trying hard enough, or one isn’t learning 

from past failures, or one is just not utilizing every tool at his disposal to succeed, or one is not 

exactly doing exactly the right things. But some people just can’t. Simply put, it is impossible for 

them to succeed, no matter how hard they try, no matter how many times they repeatedly attempt 

to do something right, no matter how many ways he does it. It’s just not possible for them to get it 

right. 

These people are cursed, cursed to live contented with what they have. They may try, but knowing 

that the failure is waiting for them there at the end of their attempt, they won’t. Giving up is the 

best option, it is the only option. At least, when you’re forced to make a choice between giving up 

and killing yourself, when the chance of victory is zero, nothing, null, when there is no (read: less) 

shame in quitting than in failing in such an epic fashion, risking not only your life but your very 

dignity (which to most is probably worse), you’ll probably pick not trying at all. 

 

Relationships are a lot like lines.  

There are parallel lines, lines that never meet. These are the relationships that are perfect but will 

never exist. There may be someone like you out there in the world, someone so similar to who you 

are, but you may never meet him or her. 

There are intersecting lines. They only meet once, and their paths never meet ever again. This 

single convergence is the only interaction that they will ever have in their existence. They will go on 

forever, never ending, and yet never find each other in the eons that they go onward. These are 

the relationships that only last for a fleeting moment, the relationships in which the bridges have 

burnt, or rather decayed. No matter what happened between you and the person, whether it was 

good or bad, you will never have any kind of relation to each other ever again. 

Finally, there are asymptotic lines. These are curved lines that become closer and closer, and yet 

never meet. They may continue on their paths endlessly, the distance between them getting 

infinitely smaller as they go on, but never in one point, never in one moment, never in one chance 

do they meet. There is no way that their paths will ever converge, let alone stay together. These 

relationships deepen, but never exceed the level of friendship. While for some this may be fine, the 

same cannot be said for everyone. Those who amorously pursue a friend may find that he/she and 

the (significant) other are asymptotic: It may be meant that they never truly become one. 

Then again, thinking that creatures as complex as people can be limited to two dimensions is 

foolish. The fact that we are physically three-dimensional beings is enough to show that. A singular 

plane cannot possibly grasp, let alone capture the essence of human relationships. Something as 

complicated as the nature of a relationship cannot possibly be subjected to the confines of 

something as simple as a geometric figure. People do not go about this world in two directions like 

lines, and reality is not something as structurally flat as a plane. 



II. Pi (π). 

New Post. Click. 

I took an AB degree because I didn‟t want to get boxed in. If I took a BS degree, like BS 

Physics, BS Biology or BS Psychology, my course would be wasted if I chose a different career 

path. Whereas with AB Philosophy, I would be able to adapt. 

Sure they say I should become a lawyer or a priest, which they say Philosophy is perfect for, 

but no. I don‟t want to become either of those. Originally I chose Philosophy because I thought 

that I wanted to become a lawyer (it was either that or a doctor, but med school is a bit too 

expensive), mainly because my friends and family all saw that I could make really good 

arguments that I could back up with valid evidence. I was good at the proving aspect of 

geometry, I would have really strong points in my essays, and I easily picked up debating, as 

if it was actually natural to me (although I wasn‟t part of the Forum/debate club in school. My 

friends just “volunteered” me for a debate competition). 

I realized that I hated law. Sure, I involved myself in political issues, engaged in debates and 

discussions about them. I consider myself to be a pretty socially aware individual. But I 

realized that the government, the law, is too messed up to be fixed. How can one little lawyer 

help fix the corruption in our country? There wasn‟t going to be any reform, at least anytime 

soon, so going to law school and becoming a lawyer wouldn‟t really be beneficial and/or 

fulfilling in my opinion. I wouldn‟t be able to make that huge a change in society. 

So I decided to let everything flow. I don‟t care if people say I won‟t get a decent job when I 

graduate. I know I‟ll have endless job opportunities waiting for me after college. I‟m here for 

the experience, I‟m here to learn. I‟m here to live. I‟m here not to make my future life a job, but 

rather to make my future job my life. 

Save as Draft. Click. 

 

“That seems just about right,” he thought to himself, leaning back on his swivel chair and 

surveying what he had just done. In front of him was his laptop, a decent entry-level Lenovo 

notebook that he bought from his high school classmate‟s dad (who got a discount from Lenovo 

because he worked there) for ten grand. A bargain, he had thought, since the laptop was 

brand new, and fetched fairly decent reviews online. Flashed onscreen was a browser with a 

Tumblr dashboard open, showing a draft of a blog post consisting of four relatively short 

paragraphs, none of them exceeding six lines. The paragraphs were without indentions, and 

sometimes the sentences had too many spaces in between them, which gave one the impression 

that the author was hurried in writing this piece. In spite of the apparently hastened nature of 

the post though, it could not be said that it wasn‟t thought out, for he had spent several hours 

spanning almost a week beforehand dwelling on the topic, thinking about the perfect 

combination of words and the perfect sequence in which to put them in order to untie this tight 

knot in his chest that he had been having lately. 



The general idea for the post was conceived the week before it was written, during a 

conversation with one of his English classmates. “Why‟d you take Philo anyway? What are the 

job opportunities when you graduate? Or are you going to law school?” he was asked. As 

innocent as the questions seemed, simple inquiries about his course, they felt to him like knives, 

leaving stinging cuts on his ego. 

The truth was, he didn‟t even know what to do after graduating; hell, he didn‟t even really 

know what his majors were like yet. He was a freshman for crying out loud; he didn‟t know 

bull. He was young (the youngest in both his home and English blocks, in fact), and he was 

afraid of what could, and what possibly wouldn‟t happen. While he found that what he wrote 

was partially honest, at least in the fact that he really didn‟t want to go to law school when he 

graduated, he found that everything else that we wrote was a lie. He had unconsciously 

written a series of falsehoods with the subliminal intent of comforting him, of making him think 

that he had made the right choice in choosing a course that, like most courses from the 

humanities, was considered to be dangerous. “What would I get with a degree in Philosophy 

anyway? I don‟t want to go to law school, and I‟m not even sure if I want to take an MA. Is 

McDonald‟s the only option for me then?” Upon thinking this, he chuckled to himself, thinking of 

all those jokes about Philosophy degree-holders working in fast-food restaurants and gasoline 

stations. Amused, he started imagining the scenarios that would ensue if he did work in a 

fastfood restaurant. The manager would probably flip. “What the hell, you‟re from one of the 

most prestigious universities in the Philippines, why would you want to work here?” He‟d 

probably answer something really stupid, like “Nothing sir. Everyone else rejected me and this 

is the only place that I can go to.” 

“It‟s stupid to imagine something like that,” he thought to himself. “Of course I‟d be able to get 

a job; my alma mater alone would probably be enough to merit me some position in a 

prestigious company.”  

At that moment his phone beeped to show that he had a new message. The number wasn‟t in 

his contacts, and his curiosity piqued, he opened it and read, 

“Ulol. You suck. You, your post, and your liberal arts, they all suck.” 

“What the hell...” he thought. Why would a random stranger go to all of that trouble to tell 

him that his mastery of the liberal arts were less than stellar? He knew that, of course, but how 

would anyone else know? He saved his post as a draft, so no one could have possibly read it 

yet. How could anyone know? 

“Screw it, it‟s probably nothing. I‟ll just edit this,” he decided. He looked over the paragraphs, 

fixing the tiny errors he could spot, punctuations, indentations, and the occasional 

typographical mistake. It could be seen right from the beginning that the tone was already 

very informal, as this post was really just a brief episode of catharsis. At the back of his mind, 

he wondered why he even went to such lengths to edit it when it was really just an expression 

of his raw thoughts, emotions and feelings. What would it matter to anyone else? It was for 

himself, and himself alone. The blog was only a medium in which he could put it on, and if 

anyone else saw it, then that was fine. 

You seek to please others. You seek the approval of everyone around you, your friends, peers, 

family, superiors. You want people to see you as respectable, to know that you matter. You want 



them to look at you, and not see a loser, a dork, a spazz, but someone you could legitimately 

consider a hero, a winner, something other people aspire to be. And this expression of feeling is to 

show that you are also human, that in spite of this perfect image that you want to show, you make 

mistakes as well. But you also want to show that you deal with it, you roll with the punches, you 

find a way to create solutions. You don’t really see that you’re a good little dog, my friend, sitting, 

staying, rolling over when they want you to. Pathetic. 

“I‟m here not to make my future life a job, but rather to make my future job my life.”  

He went over the sentence again, taking in every detail of it. Then again. And again. And 

again, absorbing every word of the sentence. He read it like a pawnbroker would inspect a 

gold watch, checking every inch of it to see if it was fine, if it was legitimate, if it passed the 

test. 

“Wow. That sucked so badly,” he remarked. “Why did I even bother to write that?” 

Dumbfounded, he took the time to identify what was wrong with the sentence itself, making a 

mental list of its flaws. One, it just didn‟t feel right. Two, it was too cliché. I mean seriously, 

exchanging words to change the meaning of the sentence? What is this, Thought Catalog? 

Three, the wording was too simple, and a concluding sentence like that couldn‟t work with this 

kind of simplicity. It was too... What would be a good word for it? Ah, bland. Yes, it was 

bland. Four, the arrangement of the words in the first part: “I‟m here not.” It should be “I‟m not 

here.” Don‟t ask me exactly why, I have no idea about the technical aspect of this, but if just 

feels right, okay? Five, “rather to make”. That too is the thorn in this sentence‟s side, the bane 

of its existence. Kill it, and quickly. Six, it just doesn‟t feel right. Not right at all. 

He saved the draft again, content with making a list about the imperfections of a single 

sentence. Feeling really happy with himself, he got up from his desk, walked downstairs 

towards his refrigerator, opened it, and grabbed a beer. As he opened the can, he heard the 

hiss as the gas (carbon dioxide to be exact) from the can escaped into the air. It was in this 

moment that he realized the stupidity of his act, how needlessly idiotic he was for doing what 

he had just done. A single sentence. With a list about what was wrong with it. What was he 

thinking? That post itself was already a lost cause, right from the beginning it had absolutely 

no hope. No hope at all. 

“I‟m gonna stop right here, stop right here.” Redeem something perfectly imperfect, fail. Try to 

fix something beyond repair, fail. Raise up something beautiful from something so fully buried 

underground, fail. 

Minutes later, he put his laptop to sleep, closed it, got up and went straight to bed. It was only 

a matter of time before he fell into a deep slumber, his mind as far away from his writing as 

the future. 
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Pi (π) is a mathematical constant, an irrational one, a number that goes on forever with no 

repeating pattern. Going on and on and on, it continues to go on, and it continues to possess no 

definite value. Starting from something as humble as the number three, the rest of the numbers 

flow from it, derived from generations of measurements, calculations, and rigorous work. As of 

now, no one has truly measured the exact value of pi. You could go on for millions, maybe even 

billions, of digits and you wouldn’t be able to know if you had reached the true value of pi. It is 

because of this uncertainty that people have been forced to assign it a value, rounded off the value 

to a few decimal places. 

How then, does the circle seem so perfect? Symmetrical, rounded, its curves without any seen 

flaws. Why then is the measurement of a circle’s circumference accurate if the exact value of the 

constant needed to solve for it, pi, is not even known? How do you even create something so 

tangibly perfect, a circle, from something as uncertain as the value of pi? If this is so, then it must be 

concluded that the circle itself is not even perfect. We assign it the title of the perfect circle, and yet 

its components, the ingredients/materials necessary for us to define it, pi, is indefinite. Is it even 

perfect, then? 

We go on and on and on, trying to find certainty in this world when even something as simple as 

a circle is already uncertain. When even the spherical shape of our world, an upgraded circle if you 

will, is already imperfect. We keep on establishing order on our world, tethering ourselves to 

others, and others to ourselves, when the very world itself is in a constant state of chaos, an oblate 

spheroid filled with nothing but discordance. Ironic how chaos itself is constant, how disorder is 

the only thing that is certain in our reality. 

And yet, like pi, we go on. We approach our very own limits, we come closer to our own 

destruction, and we are caught in the middle of a maelstrom. We are in a perpetual state of havoc, 

a force that is beyond our control. 

In spite of this, the world goes on. 



III. Equations.   

“Are you sure about this?” or “Are you sure about that?” or “Do you really want that?” 

The means come together to form ends, and yet we are unsure of these ends. We do not know if 

the outcome is desirable or undesirable, positive or negative, good or bad. Unsure of these results, 

we push on anyway, paying no heed to the odds of actually succeeding. We blindly charge on, 

the threat of death or pain or a numb nothingness always there. 

 

Five thirty-seven in the morning. Chem final. Is that right? Is today the day? Yeah it is. Wow. 

This is the last time I‟ll ever be using this sci-cal for a test. This day will be remembered. 

Thirty minutes past eight o‟clock. That was a pretty okay Chem final. I expected it to be way 

harder than that. Now, what to do? Shit, English. Heh, typical, always having some sort of 

paper. Well, off to the library then. 

Ten minutes past ten. I have a really bad feeling about this paper. Number one, it‟s 

pretentious. Number two, I don‟t know where it‟s heading. Number three, it‟s way too 

experimental. I mean, Ma‟am told me, “be experimental” or “be creative” or something like 

that, I keep forgetting but this is too much, I mean, look at it, it‟s a story about a really torpe 

guy and I‟m trying way too hard to be meta at this point. I mean, it‟s me, but it‟s not and now I 

hate myself for starting this „cause it‟s too late to go back now. 

Ten twenty-six. My writing sucks. Hey I‟ll make this guy get texted by a random stranger that 

his writing sucks too. Wow this is me trying way too hard at this point. I‟ll tweet about this. 

“Would I even make the cut for Creative Writing” there that‟s probably enough for now. 

Thirty-two minutes before eleven. Hey that girl is kind of cute. Oh wait she looks like she hates 

everything right now. I feel cold now. 

Forty-five minutes past ten. This paper. This paper. I love-slash-hate this paper so much. I‟ll 

Tweet about this, just because. “I already have so much material and yet I feel like I haven‟t 

even scratched the surface yet” oh man why do I always forget punctuation marks for my 

tweets? 

Eleven o‟clock. Ano ba ‘yan, may final pa pala ako for Lit. Ugh. I hate analyzing poetry. Can‟t I 

just write and write and writ- oh wait never mind. Poetics, poetics, poetics. Aristotle why? 

Eleven eleven. I‟m hungry. I‟ll study you later, Poetry, I‟m having lunch. Go away. 

Twelve thirty-seven. That lunch was delicious. Okay time for work. I. Don‟t. Like. Poetics. But eh, 

drama is pretty okay. I actually like The Tempest now that I kind of have a grasp of it. Oh 

look, it‟s Hans. “Hi Hans.” This conversation is pretty cool, partly rants, partly musings on life, 

partly reviewing as well. Hmmm, I‟ll let you read a draft of my personal experimental essay. 

“Yes that is me, but also kind of not, you get me bro?” Yeah, metafiction-slash-metanonfiction. 

What is a genre, even? 



Thirty-three minutes past one. Lit finals. I don‟t get this. I don‟t get this, hey oh! I get this, 

amazing. Contradictory nature, mmhmmm, Caliban, yes, character development, yes! I actually 

kind of know this stuff. My brain is melting, but no, this is a test, I kind of need this. 

Five past four. Is she not giving back our papers? Oh my abstract. Meh, C+. Kind of expected 

it to be honest, that experimental aspect was way too broad. But is she really not giving back 

our portfolio pap- oh she‟s not. Okay. 

Four forty-two. Ugh play work. If these people weren‟t my friends I‟d hate them because this 

takes up so much time. But meh, I volunteered for this, this will be a great play, mark my 

words. Oh shit I haven‟t memorized my lines yet. Wow. 

Five past eight. Time to do this paper. As in, really do this paper. And by do, I mean finish. 

This will be finished. This will be finished. This is my mantra, man. 

Ten twenty. I am explaining the concept of pi. What is wrong with me? 

Ten thirty-six. I love how this paper is shaping up to be but no not really I don‟t get it. This 

doesn‟t make any sense. There‟s that guy who‟s me but not really me who falls for a girl and 

doesn‟t confess to her but that didn‟t exactly happen to me. Not in real life. And those weird 

intermissions by the narrator are really confusing. Am I trying to be philosophical in explaining 

these concepts? Pi, seriously?  

Eleven twelve. I don‟t know what to write anymore. So my theme is mathematical concepts, but 

ugh what do I write for this last one? Trigonometry, no. Calculus, I don‟t know anything about 

that. How do I math? Ugh. 

Eleven forty-eight. I‟ll tweet this. “Blah blah blah but in discordance is there unity” what am I 

trying to achieve with this anymore? 

Eight minutes past midnight. I have practice for a play tomorrow. Ah scratch that – I meant 

later. I‟m supposed to wake up at seven, and I‟m busy being meta with this part of the paper. 

I hate this. 

Twelve thirty. I am going to make this meta, mainly because I have no idea what to write 

anymore. Screw it, I don‟t care anymore. If this paper fails, if it succeeds, I don‟t even care 

anymore. 

Twelve fifty-five. True enough, there will always be something. Writing all this felt really 

good, to be honest. 

 

There is always an outcome. There can never be no outcome, even if the result is absence. 

Whatever journey one undertakes, whatever path one chooses to travel, something will always 

come out of it. 

A + B = X. Always, no matter what value X itself contains. Even if it has no value at all. 

There will always be something. 


