	[image: image1.jpg]Things began jelling in their young
minds. At home, they saw their father
welcoming streetsweepers and_ fellow-
doctors to a cup of coffee with the same:
genial smile. Papa would be treating the
mailman who had tuberculosis or the
knifegrinder complaining of ulcers. There
were those who came bearing fruits,
vegetables, wood carvings, shells and
native delicacies giving thanks with the
words “‘pagpalain kayo ng Diyos’".
Others arrived in Mercedes Benzes and
elegant limousines. Always, rich  and
poor were received equally and carefully.
ministered to. In sum, knowing people:
from all rungs of the social ladder was not
new to Bobby and in the liberal at-
mosphere of UP, his heart sank even
more deeply for the poor.

In December of 1963, a few days
away from Christmas, Papa died. Bobby
was eleven years old. The responsibility
of caring for the family fell on the
shoulders of Alicia (Bobby’s godmother
who was fondly called by all the children
“Ninang”) and myself. But this task
became easier as Bobby and the rest of
the children took it upon themselves to
share in the family’s problems. We tried
our best to be a ““father’ to them, know-
ing that such a family figure was impor-
tant in the rearing of children especially in
their formative years. We poured
ourselves out — emotionally, physically
and spiritually — in order to nurture their
souls and nourish their bodies. The
children rewarded us with their mature

sense of responsibility.
They took better care of their weekly
| allowances. To save on fare, Boying

would rest on Bobby’s lap during jeepney’
rides. They would use their savings to
buy fish to stock their small aquarium.
They also gathered empty soft drink bot-
tles left lying around the school grounds:
and exchanged them for deposit money.
It was a rule at home that within certain
limitations, what the boys saved, they
may spend freely. They appreciated thrift
and the proper value of money.

At the Don Bosco Technical Institute,
Bobby qualified for electro-mechanics
shop work. He was very, very eager to
begin creating things. But, no! The Sale-
sian Fathers instilled self-discipline by re-
quiring the first year boys to file away at
a piece of metal for one hour of every:
2-hour session. | can imagine the strain
on the restless and active Bobby.
Nonetheless, Bobby survived that ““fur-
nace" and finished high school as much a
“tempered steel”” as his teachers could
make of him. His first finished product
was a paperweight in the shape of a

marlin. He received a separate diploma as
a certified electro-machinist (aside froma
regular academic diplomal.

At the University of the Philippines,
Bobby felt unfulfilled with his academic
load. He was forever seeking, searching
for that “‘unknown’" ideal. He was the
classic picture of a young man under-
challenged and whose mind and nature
found schooling irrelevant. Bobby main-
tained that as long as one is willing to
work hard enough and long enough, one -
can survive even without a college
education. College may lead to a more

luxurious future, but not necessarily a
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«In the end, I am very proud of him . .. proud
that he served his people unstintingly . ..”

—

Bobby with wife) Sylvia, enjoying a weekend in Matabungcay.




	


	[image: image3.jpg]At the College of Medicine, he breezed
through the four years aided by his good
memory and analytical mind. He was
notorious for leaving the schoolroom first
at every examination time. It was, |
believe, in his internship that he began to
respond to that inner calling and thus pur-
pose to his life. After the Board Exams,
he was sent to Samar for mandatory rural
assignment. The rest is now history.

My oldest son, Bobby, is dead. No
words can truly tell you how a mother
feels. Here was a gift, given to a mother
to care for, to rear, to teach, to discipline,
but more than anything else, to LOVE.

I like to believe that Bobby will never
die in the hearts of many, not only
because of the sympathy his tragic death
generated but also because he touched
many lives with his unselfish devotion to
duty and his sincere and unfailing love for
his fellowmen. | feel his loss very, very
deeply and | grieve for him endlessly. |
have no more tears to shed . . . maybe.
But in the end, | am very proud of him,
proud that he grew up to be an upright
citizen of the country he so loved, proud
that he served his people unstintingly,
proud that he saw his duties and fulfilled
his goals in life. | have dreams that one
day, his little son, Yayo (Ramon Daniel)
will understand and acquire that deep
love and commitment that his father lived
and died for.




	


