	[image: image1.jpg]hospital. At 5:45 p.m. she saw a ma
being rushed to the emergency entr
ance, his shirt soaked with blood. I
was her husband, still conscious. H
was mumbling, “It is a bad dream.
Sylvia sent for Bobby's mother.

In Catbalogan, all aircraft ar
grounded at 5:00 p.m. It was too lat
to airlift him to Manila. There wa:
no choice but to try to save him ir
the pitifully underequipped provin
cial hospital.

Bobby was conscious long enough
only to give his mother and his wife
a description of his attacker, and to
ask one anguished question, his
eternal question — “Why?"

In the deepening darkness, a cor-
don of Philippine Constabulary men
silently surrounded the hospital.
Bobby's mother tried desperately to
contact someone in Manila to send a
light craft for Bobby. Inside the
emergency room, Sylvia labored be-
side the other doctors, as stoically
as though it had been someone else
on the operating table and not
Bobby.

Their efforts were futile. Bobby
died at 12:55 am. on April 24, of




	[image: image2.jpg]cardiac arrest due to severe hemor-
rhage secondary to-multiple gun-
shot wounds.

At3:00am., a well-built, bemous-
tached man in shorts, with a gun
bulging at his hip, coolly walked into
the hospital and inquired whether
Dr. De la Paz was dead. Upon re-
ceiving an affirmative answer, he
asked, “Where is his wife?"

How was an obviously armed man
able to penetrate the security cor-
don without being stopped? If he
was the assassin, what authority
gave him the cold-blooded audacity
to swagger into a heavily secured
area to make sure his victim was
finished? And what did he want with
Sylvia?

The last question chilled Bobby's
mother. Fearing for the safety of
her son's family, she ordered Yayo
and Sylvia, whose clothes were still
encrusted with Bobby's blood to
“board the aircraft that had been sent
to bring Bobby’s body back to

Manila.

The elder Mrs. De la Paz and her
sister remained in Catbalogan
several days after Bobby's death,
waiting to be informed about an
investigation. No one approached
them,

With the help of a lawyer, they
went to the PC/INP station to inquire
about the case. They were told that
an investigation was indeed  going
on, but that details could
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Sylvia, Bobby’s widow

disclosed without clearance from
superiors. This in spite of the fact
that barely 12 hours after Bobby's.
death, a military intelligence officer
had announced over the radio that
Dr. De la Paz had been killed by the
NPA.
As of this writing, investigations
are at a standstill. The authorities
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	[image: image4.jpg]claim there is no suspect and no
apparent motive.

‘Bobby was buried in Manila on
April 30. Except for his grieving
family and friends and the poor folk
of Samar who knew him, it is as
though he had never lived or died.

It is a sad reflection on our socie-
ty, and on the state of Philippine
mass media, that the addition of two
points to a bar examinee’s score can
raise up such a storm, while the
brutal murder of a young man who
only wanted to serve his people
should stir not so much as a ripple.

Bobby’s last anguished question
— “Why’?” — demands an answer.
Why do these things happen? Why
do we quietly let them happen?
Finding the answers will require
great courage, and these are times
of great cowardice. Yet people like
Bobby, with the courage to ask ques-
tions and face the answers squarely,
will continue to live. God grant they
do not continue to die.

In the April 29 issue of the Leyte
Samar Forum, which carried an
account of Bobby’s death, the ban-
ner story blithely reports tha "@.ll
military checkpoints in Samar have
been removed, a sign of the return
to normalcy of this once dissident-
infested province.” It goes on to add







