	[image: image1.jpg]bullets made certain he wouia
never again go to the market, to
cook, to display his pro-
wess, what other pain can there
be? What will those market stalls,
that hospital, these streets mur-
| mur of a man's history? What il
the objects say to her— his shirts,
| books, the clinic wall he painted
himself, these lifeless objects that
| strangely breathe the memories of
| 2 life? Yes, she breaks her silence,
'm scared. They may hurt too
| much.

But once down from the bus and
‘then the tricycle, she finds no time
for her own pain. There are far
too many people come to see her,
wish her well, hold her hand, cry a
fittle. In_a_while, the memorial
service will be held, a mass offered
by those calling selves

| Friends of Bobby in Samar-Leyte,
and given approval by the parish
priests because: “Like us, Bobby
‘made serving the people his voca-
tion.”

Minutes _before, residents had
tom down posters on
the church walls and fence, pos-
ters screaming: Mrs. de la Paz,





	[image: image2.jpg]not to thelr bodiss!
ed: Anti-Communist
Samar. A last poster
strack the PCHR team: it gpelled
out the very same names of mur-
der victims that Col. Figueroa, just
| the aftenoon before, had spelled
out as “probably more important
than the de Ia Paz murder.”

¢ srailed, they’re so crude, They
make me sound so unintelligent.
age, I ought to know when
cing used! Then, indulging
welf, she goes on: What a han;
on 2 small word. As  thor
5 lbhm of us were wslli/heabk to
© things without using the things
2vailable to us, our friends’ help, |
our family’s support. Why fear
'8 wed? I'd rather fear not
Seing useful. We have to use
selves for things we believe in.

is to i 3 !
wedﬁ):ﬂwboumgwhmuwhw‘

ow what we're. w; #
7 i

VAL that yay?.







	[image: image3.jpg]fumns her emotions over to Jie 0.1 |
compatibly with her reason? ita)
coldness? A lack of proper senti-

ment? 5
Bul this is what Bobby must
have seen: a woman with little feill
and strajght sense. Taong-bato e
once called her. She was just the
kind to attract him. He could
never have settled for a woman |
who had only her femininity. For '
Sylvia even then, at 5’67, 120
pounds, with hair past her waist-
fine, in her minis, Was a_IO-NON-
sense girl. He did not bother to
court her with cards and choco-

‘Iates; she would haye . preferred

books anyway. That one Valenr|
tines Day he came with roses, she

{was largely pleased beeause thig)

unconventional man bothered at|
2l with form. But in a day or twol
the roses wilted, dry remindess of,
a flecting moment, @ moment

‘made dear only because it led to

stronger momenis, of nice conver-
sation, of conversion into each
other’s beliefs. (—}X ks
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ey
OR BOEBY was an agk

tated young sman. He was
obsessed with  beconiing
useful He stood unfulfilled
Dbeside his ‘comforts. And so
their’ courtship went: endless talle
of plans, of meaning, of reason, of
existence. They skipped the
dancing she wus good at but that
He never enjoyed, they ate a Iof,
they so loved food, they watched
the sun sct on Masiila Bay. And
always the quistest moments Glled

with meaning and commitment
and passion.

Sylvia sometimes sat there won-
dering what made this man so
restless. He had everything: a
‘beautiful old house, an intelligent |
‘mother who understood his ques-|
tions about life, wonderful rela-|
tives, a career ahead of him: She,
Sylvia, had less behind her. She
didnot _even know sentiment the
way Bobby knew it. She had
grown contained, past the years of
sceing_parents grow cold before
her eyes, of staying under the
wing of grandparents who con-
trolled everyone the way the old
sometimes did with fierce grace,
she had suffered, had known lack.

They were so different and no |
clearer than that day Bobby found | |
himself finishing of? the salads and.

Iy left uneaten in a fastfoods
store. He ate like a scavenger,

| beer some foreigners had careless- | |
|






	[image: image5.jpg]walked home the same way,
troubled was he. And she llldnt
even known! She was chastised
then, brought herself to under-
stand that people could need peo-
ple so badly. She herself could
not imagine admitting such a need
to someone else, not even a boy-
friend. Emotions were something
the roughness of years past had
taught her to hide, they were hers,
why reveal them, is anyone really’
interested?

Time and again, sentiment was
something she has had to defer.
That day the news came'about her
father being declared missing in
the MV Don Juan tragedy, she was
past tears before they even fell.
Her mind raced then to the mind- |
lessness of it all. This is what
happens. she secthed, when people.
don't care about others. They|
cheat on the number of lifevests,
the ship captain is not in com-
mand, hundreds die. She searched
for her father, asked other survi-
vors, went to the authorities. But
he was never found.

Now, retuming to this place,
sundmg in this church, sentiment
was something denied her once
more. She has to concentrate on

writing  her - praveeatmse





	[image: image6.jpg]Already, nine priests stand at the
altar, the choir is leading the
congregation. One by one, a bars
rio woman _from ~ Ginsorongan,
from _Canlapwas, old _man
Lucio from Zumarraga, a doctor |
friend of Bobby speak. Time and
again visitors from Manila catch

Bishop Sincero Lucena' signs
posthumous plague izi
the doctor’s work in the commu-
nity of the poor, an award made
doubly important being so
ringly given. X

The mass is aired on the radio
and Sylvia half-expects people to
stay home. Some are said to be
afraid still. But the pews fill with
old people, girls in uniform, nuns,
mothers, sons, most of them in
slippers, a few in rubber shoes.
The church fills up in the heat of
the two o'clock sun. Many dab at
their eyes, push back water that
fall cach time Bobby's name is
mentioned and again _when
Bobby’s portrait, smiling, big and
generous, stares back from beside
the altar.

The service over, some towns-
women stay to wait for Sylvia.
They hug her and their eyes water.
One said Bobby treated her child
one night the child had high fever.







	[image: image7.jpg]Another said her husband had
gone to the doctor without any
money and he wasn’t turned
away. Wala na si Dr. Bobby, a
woman sobbed. Di bale, nandito
pa_tayo, Sylvia answered her. Oo,
tulong-tulong pa rin tayo, she
cried. When they wave goodbye to
her, their eyes wide with water
unshed, their handkerchiefs cover-
ing their mouths, it is not water
Sylvia throws them back but-a
clenched fist salute.

Long, brave, even funny at parts,
Sylyia’s -prayerresponse is very
like her: straight and without frill.
She does not forget to thank
everyone, including the hospital
janitors who cleaned up for hours
after and Funeraria Gomez for a
“significant, simple coffin.” Her
words roll on, in Waray, but she
speaks not of the abstractions of
lost happiness and marriage and
love -but of:.“Samar, the third
largest island in the Philippines,
very rich in natural resources, fish,
‘mines, copra, abaca, nce and corn.




	[image: image8.jpg]And yet all around us, we saw
hungry, malnourished children,
underweight adults with dry dark
wrinkled skin. There were some
healthy ones but these were the
minority. We asked ourselves why,
why is this province so rich in its
natural resources but the people
are so poor? ... Why should
children of farmers and fishermen,
producers of food on our tables,
suffer from hunger. The reasons
are clear. Samar is rich with natu-
ral resources but these are ex-
ploited only by the multinationals
and their local counterparts.”

- She'addressed the congregation:
“We saw all these things and it was
difficult to close our eyes on
these.”

Still without tears, ending with
Long Live the People!, a clenched
fist raised in salute in church,
Sylvia steps down the altar steps,
and that church, old, Catholic,
solemn, resounds with clapping.

7 To be concluded)







