EDSA, Unfinished...

Revolutions do not begin with shouting. They begin with a moment of discomfort—when
silence starts to feel heavier than fear and obedience more dangerous than defiance. They begin
when people realize that surviving quietly is no longer the same as living freely. In the Philippines,
history has returned to this moment again and again, asking the same question in different forms.

How much injustice can people endure before courage becomes inevitable?

Remembering EDSA is not merely about recalling the past—it is a call to act in the present,

a moral obligation to defend freedom wherever it may be threatened.

In 1896, that question was answered with blood and sacrifice, when the mere idea of
freedom was enough to be punished by death. To dream of a nation was to risk one’s life. To speak
was to invite exile, imprisonment, or execution. Yet Filipinos spoke anyway. Not because they
were fearless, but because they understood that silence would cost them more than resistance ever

could.

In 1986, history asked the question again. This time, it arrived on a long stretch of highway,
where tanks advanced, and a nation held its breath. They were not stopped by force, nor by
weapons, but by faith, prayer, and a collective refusal to accept lies as truth. Ordinary people stood
still—mothers clutching rosaries, students linking arms, workers refusing to step aside—and in

their stillness, power faltered. These moments were not spontaneous eruptions of bravery. They



were the culmination of long-held courage, compressed into action when doing nothing was no

longer an option.

The Philippine Revolution of 1896 was never solely a struggle against colonial rule; it was
a moral awakening. Jos¢ Rizal warned that a nation that loses its memory forfeits its future, that
forgetting is not innocent—it is dangerous. Emilio Jacinto’s “Kartilya ng Katipunan™ imagined
liberty not simply as independence, but as ethical responsibility. To act with honor. To defend
truth even when it is inconvenient. And to place the common good above personal gain. Freedom,
in this vision, was not something to be claimed once and forgotten. It was something to be lived,

protected, and renewed through character.

Nearly a century later, the EDSA People Power Revolution echoed the same conviction.
Faced with authoritarianism, Filipinos chose courage over compliance and conscience over
comfort. They stood unarmed before military might and proved that power does not always reside
in weapons, titles, or institutions, but in people who refuse to surrender their dignity. EDSA was
not at all perfect, nor was it permanent. But it was real—alive in the trembling hands that refused
to move, in the voices that prayed instead of panicked, in the hearts of people who stood their
ground not for glory, but for the simple, radical belief that they deserved to be free. And for a
moment—brief, fragile, and unforgettable—itreminded the nation of what it could be. Of what it

should have always been.

As we look toward the Philippines in 2036, the threats to democracy no longer announce

themselves with force or spectacle. They do not march in uniform, impose curfews, or declare their



intentions openly. Instead, they arrive gradually—almost politely—slipping into everyday life
until they feel familiar, even acceptable. Disinformation is repeated so often that it begins to sound
like fact. Young people are told to “stay quiet” to be practical, while speaking the truth risks
ridicule or ostracism. Corruption is softened by repetition, reframed as pragmatism rather than
betrayal. Political division is sharpened until empathy erodes, until listening feels like weakness,
and disagreement becomes hostility. The danger today is not loud. It is subtle, persistent, and
exhausting—wearing people down not through fear, but through fatigue. And because it does not
shock, it becomes easier to ignore. Because it does not scream, it becomes far more difficult to

resist.

Seen through this lens, remembering EDSA is not an act of nostalgia, nor a ritual confined
to anniversaries and speeches. It is an act of responsibility. To recall the courage of the past is to
recognize that freedom is never self-sustaining. It does not survive on memory alone. It demands
vigilance in times of comfort, honesty in moments of convenience, and the courage to speak when
silence feels safer and more rewarding. As Ninoy Aquino once reflected in “The Candle of My
Life,” hope endures not because it is easy or guaranteed, but because it is necessary—even when

the cost is high, and even when the outcome remains uncertain.

Young Filipinos today inherit not only the victories of history, but its unfinished work.
They inherit democracy shaped by sacrifice, yet vulnerable to neglect. And yet, they are not merely
carriers of a legacy—they are active participants, already shaping what freedom will become. The
spirit of EDSA does not live solely in monuments, textbooks, or commemorations alone; it lives

in the quiet, ordinary choices made every day. In telling the truth, even when it is inconvenient. In



questioning power when it is popular. In choosing unity without surrendering principle, and
compassion without abandoning accountability. Courage, after all, does not always appear as grand
defiance. More often, it appears as consistency—the decision to keep choosing what is right, long

after the moment of applause has passed.

Everyone, myself included, is accountable in this work. My silence—or my inattention—
could allow history’s lessons to fade. The responsibility is not abstract; it is personal, immediate,

and inescapable.

Perhaps, the most unsettling truth about EDSA 1is that it does not belong safely in the past.
It remains unsolved, pressing itself into the present, waiting to be claimed by each generation
anew. Its meaning is not fixed by what happened in 1986, but by what Filipinos choose to do with
its legacy. And in that choice lies both the risk of forgetting—and the possibility of becoming,

once again, the nation EDSA dared to imagine.

It waits—uneasy and unfinished—in every generation that must decide whether
remembering is enough, or whether remembrance must be answered with action. The courage that
once filled a long stretch of highway, that stood firm before tanks and tear gas, now asks to be
carried into quieter spaces where bravery is less visible but no less necessary. Into classrooms,
where the truth must be defended against distortion. Into conversations, where listening is an act
of resistance and speaking honestly requires risk. Into communities, where unity is not assumed,

but chosen—again and again—despite difference, fatigue, and fear. The stages may appear



smaller, the gestures less dramatic, but the consequences remain profound. History reminds us that

what is neglected in the ordinary often returns in the extraordinary.

By 2036, the Philippines could stand at another threshold. It could become a nation that
chose memory over myth, truth over convenience, and courage over comfort—a country that
understood freedom not as something inherited once, but as something sustained daily. Or it could
become a nation that learned to endure quietly, mistaking survival for liberty and silence for peace,
slowly surrendering what was once fiercely claimed. History does not impose a single ending. It
does not shout its lessons. It waits. It observes. It offers a warning—patient and unyielding—to

those willing to listen.

EDSA was never a guarantee written into the nation’s future. It was a possibility—fragile,
human, and uncertain—made real by ordinary people who believed goodness, practiced daily and
shared collectively, could hold back even the darkest times. They stood not because victory was
assured, but because dignity demanded it. They stood because remaining silent would have cost
them more than standing ever could. In their stillness was resolve. In their unity was strength. And
in their courage was the belief that a nation could be better than what it had been allowed to

become.

Whether that possibility endures does not depend on anniversaries marked on calendars,
slogans repeated without reflection, or monuments carved in stone. It depends on the people—on
us. On whether we are willing to stand firmly in our own moment, even when the path forward is

unclear, and the cost feels heavy. On whether, when the call returns in forms we do not



immediately recognize, we will choose not to remember EDSA as an event confined to history,
but to live it. As a commitment, a responsibility, and a quiet, enduring act of faith in the kind of
nation we still hope to become. We will not just remember EDSA as what it was, but what it still

asks us to be.



