An Archipelago Built on Imagination

When we define an archipelago, our minds immediately go to land and sea, and in
practicality, this is true, but our first mistake is trying to define our land by what exists rather
than what it can become. The Philippines has never been a mere territory to be conquered, it’s
always been an island of imagination—bound by what we believe it can become. Before there
was a nation to defend—there was a nation to create: a nation with bountiful cultures, with
gods among men, with societies built on imagination, a nation existing on the intersection of

willingness and creativity.

Long before colonizers drew borders and imposed names, the Filipino people were
already imagining themselves into existence. Our precolonial societies were not primitive
lands begging to be civilized; they were living systems rich with belief, ritual, and meaning.
Imagination was not escapism but rather structure in its purest form. From myths to epics, our
oral traditions were no fantasies; they were blueprints for the rich future that lay in wait for

us—testaments of lives lived fully.

To imagine, in the Filipino sense, has always been an act of survival. It meant
believing in continuity despite calamity—in choosing community in face of erasure—in
existing and fighting unapologetically. Even when colonial powers tried to flatten us into
something small and more obedient, the power of will persisted. Our nation has never been a

passive recipient of history; it has never faltered even in adversity—it has always been shaped

by belief.



We see this more than ever in the 1896 revolution, in our refusal to accept a future
lesser than we intended. This notion that we could create a future of our own was the driving
force of change; the heart of Rizal’s work has always been in his ability to imagine our nation
and peoples as deserving of more, in his ability to comprehend our individuality and forge
culture out of it. Rizal argued in “The Philippines A Century Hence” , that our spirit was
crushed beneath our shame of culture that is uniquely our own—this—he believed, must have
stunted our capability to revolt sooner.

The revolution of 1896 in and of itself was imagined into being. Rizal’s words did
what no weapon could initially: it made Filipinos see themselves. In Noli Me Tangere and El
Filibusterismo, he forced the colonized to realize and confront their own suffering. He knew
that a nation who did not see itself would struggle to imagine freedom. His work was
restorative, he sought to return the imagination to people who were taught to believe

dreaming is dangerous.

A notion he chose to fight against, using his skills to embrace the label of a Filipino,
to believe that we are equal, that we are deserving of autonomy. In this belief, there was
action—and in his death, he proved one thing: that the very spirit of a Filipino exists because
of imagination. His execution is a testament to the power of a dream; proof that imagination,
once ignited, cannot be contained. These things—in and of themselves, are true. When we
choose to limit ourselves based on societal standards rather than choosing who and what we
truly believe in. We prevent ourselves from becoming a nation for the people and become

caged by those who choose to use this imagination in an individualistic way.

Imagination is fragile, and it may very well be weaponized. When ambition is

stripped of empathy it becomes exploitation. The same capacity that enables dreams also



permits itself to justify oppression. This abuse is most evident in the events leading up to the
1986 People Power Revolution, where the greed of a man sparked a revolt so great that it did
not require bloodshed to convey its message. By imagining freedom and acting in peace, our
nation toppled a dictatorship of decades, all in the unbreakable belief that the Filipino is

worth fighting for. This itself begs the question: What can we become when we remember?

The “People Power Revolution” was a reclamation of autonomy. After years of
censorship, fear, and manufactured silence, the Filipino people dared to believe again. They
believed that prayers could disarm tanks, that unity could disarm tyranny. What others
believed to be naivete was truly just courage rooted in memory. The wonder of the EDSA
revolution wasn’t the fall of a dictator, it was the refusal to become like him. Sometimes,

strength takes the shape of arms linked together and soles marching toward a common good.

In a world where lies come as fast as breathing, memory is a powerful thing, and it is
trampled by the shame of those who confuse ignorance with peace. In a world that chooses to
forget, the Filipino must then remember, because memory is resistance, and imagination may
always become action. Ignorance is convenient. It asks nothing of us. Memory, however,
urges us to be accountable; it asks us to acknowledge the truths of corruption, complicity, and
complacency. As we look into the future, remembrance and imagination become our shield
and sword. Thus, ten years from now, the nation must tap into its heart for traces of heritage

and let creativity take the reins.

In ten years' time, the Filipino must fight again; they must find it in themselves to
acknowledge they are deserving of more. In a world corrupted by greed, they must find

freedom in fact. They must use the past as a mirror of the present. For if these revolts have



taught them anything, it is that resilience is no virtue, but a manifestation of survival despite
oppression. In such, the world has taught them to seek truth, to discern based on fact and

heart, and create a path of their own.

So, the future of the Philippines does not rest in prediction but in participation. A
nation imagined must continuously be re-imagined, not just by a select few, but by those
willing to shoulder its consequences. Our younger generations do not just inherit freedom,
they hold the responsibility to redefine it all the same. History is no closed chapter, it’s
continuous, it keeps developing around us and will do so until the end of time. The Filipinos
shall not lay idly by as this happens, they are called to help—to intervene—and most

importantly—to shape it hand in hand.

Our nation must then do what it does best: imagine. They cannot allow familiarity
with tyranny to breed contentment with it. They must forge a reality that refuses to make
injustice facts of their lives, and demand accountability. The glorification of resilience often
masks injustice. To call suffering a virtue is to excuse the systems that cause it. The future
Filipino must be critical, informed, and unafraid. They must question authority and refuse
comfort when it comes at the cost of justice. The first step has always been, and always will
be, invention. They must stand fervently for what they believe in. They must continue to
speak names that want to be forgotten; they must let these things disturb them. They must let
the lives lost haunt them, and they must heed the call. After all, an archipelago built on
imagination cannot stand without it, and it shall never thrive if these visions are not acted

upon.
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