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Mo:lcla}u June 04, 2007, My beloved won Carlo passed away. He
was fourteen vears old. His battle against Hodgkin's disease was
fmally over. The sufferings, pains and agonies he endured for thirty three
months had ended, Bravely he faced his death in grace at 12:40 in the

afternoon in the Pediatric Intensive Care Unit of St. Luke's Medical

Center m (uezon Lity, where he was confined and treated.

An hour before my son breathed his last, the doctors m the [CU
called to tell me and hiz mother Nancy ahout their prognoais, They
wanted us to come immediately in caze anything happened.

Earlier we were in the [CU when the priest arrived to perform the
]mlj\' nite for the sick. [ told _\:an:y to go ahead, and when she came back
she told me that [ needed to S1gT S0ME PAPETS.

The walk on the aisle from our private room to the [CU seemed to
last a lifetime. [ held Nancy's hand. Her eyes were swollen from lack of
sleep and tears. As we walked towards the ICU, [ could not help but
weep deep inside me for this woman, the mother of my dying son. She
had spent most of her time with our son. Ever since he was stricken with
the disease, she never left him alone, | had witnessed her devotion to our
son, how she cared for him and comforted him to ease his pam and
suffering,

Unwittingly, she had neglected herself, Now pale and bent, she had
turned into some kind of slave who was always on her knees, pleading
not for her own freedom, but for deliverance of her son from the grip of
pain and agony. She had often prayed for 2 miracle m exchange for his
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life. A simple daughter of a poor but righteous farmer, she had no desire
for fame, wealth and money. Her only joys and treasures were her
children.

I had often shared her sadness over things she loved and lost, [ had
often told her that those t]l'.l'.-g;'- could be N]J]RCECI. But this time, how
could [ comfort her when [ too was in 20 much pain and grief? [ could
not do al:yt]ling for her Anymore, [ could not DUy another life to 1'eplace
the loss of our little boy. [t will be a long and endless agony for her and
for me.

When the door of the [CU closed behind us, doctors, nurses and
the unit staff appmched us with solemn faces. The}' Were :-;Jeakjng- toug
one after anather n medical terms, My mind refused to hear and com-
prehend what they were saying, [ seemed to have developed a firewall in
my bram to protect myself from overwhelmmng mformation about my
son's condition,

From where | stood six meters away, [looked at my 300. For the first
time in many days | could see him lying on his back in deep, calm sleep,
The ahsence of struggling for air, the serenity on his face, and the nor-
mal movements of his chest sent me l'ipp]es o 10¥ and comfort, [t was so
refreshing to ses him at peace, asleep.

“...Cardiac Arrest,” [ heard one doctor 53V a5 he blurted out Icng
and scholarly statements of hazy “ifs” and “whens”,

They were aski:lg me to decide onan aggreszive mode of treatment,
Breathlessness could lead to respiratory fatlure which would cause
cardiac arrest, etc. Indeed, the hos;Jital boasted of thiz most advanced
treatment to kee]J someone alive,

Butt why should I be the one to decide?

Ttwas the most difficult question I everhad to answer m my hfetime,
In all hus treatments and confinements, it was al ways a question of whether
or not we will pmceed with routine treatment p_ﬂot:wcn]-:-, ]ahol‘atcry tests,

&I'.C] mecl:ca] |3l'\3CEE:.1.'.]'EE‘. .\-O‘n'r' 1t was very E:..l.:fiif‘el'.t.
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Why did they have to ask me this?

Cod had surely abandaned me. He did not hear my prayers and
devotions, Was he punish‘.r.g me for the grave sing | committed against
hum?

In 2 long moment of ternfying and pamful loneliness, I was con-
fronted by my personal sinfulness. One by one the laws of heaven flashed

before me na \o:lg checklist that categorized my inequities.

“Oh my God, ] bez You. Please spare me from this! My sreatest fear
aside _r'rom the scorchir:g,-‘ire of hell iz the auareness that You are not with
me twhen [ most needed You to be with me.”

It had never crossed my mind that one day [ would be asked to
decidz on whether :omeone was going to lve or die, God must be very
angry, forif it were not so, He could have healed my son after those long
and painful treatments. Or He could have taken him m his sleep or
through some compazsionate way. He could have spared me from this
misery.

1 scanned the room and stared at the ]Jig- and small contraptions
attached fo ]ife-g'.r.r.g machines, Plastic tubes were attached to my won's
nostrilz and one was coming out of his mouth, A fube was piercing hiz
left arm and the other was running toward his left foot, Botles of
dextrose hung on the left side of the hed, A ;J]astic ]Jag under the bed
sagped with 2 small quantity of hazy urine,

Although asleep his eyelids were half-open just Lke when he tned to
wake himself up in the early howrs of the moming to go to schocl, He
hated to be induced to s]eep: n fact he cl&sp:aed slr:ep. Even with his
ailment my s0n remained ambulant. He loved to move about and lie;nt
humzelf busy all the time,

His hreathing began to be erratic again. The machine beside the
bed was doing the breathing for him, supplying fresh oxygen on one tube
and tah:lg out catbon dioxide via the other one, He was going thmugh
another episode of dysprea or breathlessness,
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From what I percetved as [ looked around him, I came to a decision.
[ was seeing two different scenarios, The first was my son, peaceful and
tranguil in his sleep. He lay there free of the disease and its pains and
AgOnies. The second one was him with all the tubes and artificial fe-
lines. Even if he woke up from one aggressive treatment, those tubes
were what he would agamn feel and see. My heart bled Just to think of
letting him go. But I would die each day sering him suffer.

“WHll T revive him only to let him suffer in unabated pain, or will |
let him go now tn the serenity of his sleep? Oh my God, pleaze look down
on me and show me the way,”

1 looked away from my son. With a calm voice, loud enough to be
heard h\' EVEryone in the room, [ said “Doctor, if You can tell me that
after c]oir.g your best to revive my son in the event of a cardiac arrest, that
scmec]ay he would then walk out of this room and this hosjaital free of the
dizease, then by all means doctor, please do it. But if you revived him
after cardiac arrest, and he would still feel the same paine and sufferings
after the j.n':ucec\'m ]J]ease let him go. We don't want him to come back
for more rounds of torture, Coming back, he would only be Iving an
artificial life beyond the will of the Almighty. We would then be
encroaching on His power to give and take back what He has given.”

The doctor nodded and said, “You have to zign the DO NOT
REVIVE form”,

Joshua, “classmate” of my son, was also being treated of cancer by
the same doctor in the zame ]‘.ospzta]. Hiz mother app]'a:«checl me and
said, “You are right; you made the right decision.”

Joshua, fourteen years old, had been suffering from cancer of a
different kind for more than three years. He had been confined in that
]w-:-pita] for one and half years, spend:r_g the last five months mn the [so-
lation Room of the Intensive Care Unit. He was being kept alive artifi-

cially, but he was inconscious
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The boy had suffered much
in the operations, injections znd
chemotherapy sessions, These
suppasedly curative procedures
had ruined his body and shat-

tered his spirt.

His condition had left a

heavy toll on hiz loved ones.
Theytoo, had hoped and prayed
for a miracle,

Tronically, man’s wisdom
no matter how advanced and
sophisticated is stll umable or
incapable of treating many
dizeases. Most men of science
and medicine stll do not under-
stand the mystery of lfe—that
in the mieroseopic world of our
bady, not anly the cells exist but
also the spint, the breath of life
that Cod has gven us. 1 4

Avatlable treatments today My son Carlo in April, 2004 six
offer only  short lfe extension,  months before he stated hacing calds
a hit- or-miss a;mmach that does and _r%;iers
not guarantee total cure, With
conventional treatments, such as c]1en1ol]zerapy and .“ac]:otherap}-'. the
patient suffers great emotional anguish. These treatments c]estm}' the
bodies even of those who aren't that il to start with—how much more
the bodlies of those who are truly sick? When the body iz destroyed the
spint is likely o be destroyed also for the two are inseparable and closely
fuzed tcgethet‘.



http://www.pdfonline.com/easypdf/?gad=CLjUiqcCEgjbNejkqKEugRjG27j-AyCw_-AP

Btk rf/ an .'I/z_;;r'/ '

Without faith we wall never understand and appreciate that death is
3 cure ]J}.' itself for the spint and evenh:alh' for its mortal ]J{I(:.}.'. Thcugh
the body s, the Spint remains alive, As we look heyond our hodies
and into the realm of our Spirtts, we will begin to understand the mys-
tery of life. Death is mereh' the door towards a com]:u]ete [BCOVery of the
whole Eeingﬁ Toenter that door is to be comp'l&telj.' healed.

This was the reason | agreed to agn the “DO NOT REVIVE”
form. By doing so, [ was allowing my son's body to enter that door of
eternal healing.

While walking back to our room, a nurse beckoned us, “Your son i
in a critical sttuation. He will go any time now.” [ froze and for a mo-
ment, [ could not mave, Those words were like bulets which disabled
me instantly, At that time, my son's brothers Luis, John Gerald and
John Angel arved. | mationed them toward the ICU.

Atthe ICU, doctors, murses and hospital aides formed a circle around
my son's bed, A man stood ata foot stool above everyone else, his palms
pressing my son's chest at regular pace and pressure, At the time, |
could see that my son's vital $1gm was stll ﬂuch‘.ati:lg.

A murse approached me and handed me a chart and a pen. Almost
]mlh\'a;' toward the :ec], | ngnec] it—the Do Not Revive form.

In an mstant, the monitor went flat., My son was dead.

Everything seemed to stop. Silence, then crying and weeping flled
the room, | moved to my son's bedside., [ held his cheek on my left palm,
There was only a thin layer left between his bones and skin, Emaciated,
he had gone through an mvoluntary cleansing, I had wondered where
the dark and murky stools he was expelling were coming from since he
wasn't eating anything,

Later | realized thatit was physical punfication—he was ridding his
|’)B[§.‘ of earth'lﬁ' nourishment, to piepare him for another set of treat-
mente, But this time a very effeetrve one for it was divine treatment; not
developed or made in America, Korea or India, but prepared in heaven,
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My son Carlo in Febraary 2007, after his radiotherapy

[ brought my lips close to his ear. Tears were rushing from my eyes,
finding 1ts way on hiz left cheek, “Cood-bye my son, [ am sorry for the
things I may have or have not done to spare you from all these, Good-
bye.”

Then I blamed my-:-e]f for thiz fateful end. He trusted me wath his
Iife. ] made most of the decisions m all his freatments, medical fests and
procedures, | dropped most of my daly activties, including my job to
spend full tme with him m our search for finding the cure, I spent many
11ights up to the wee hours of the MOInINg SCANnINg the mternet for
clircal information, stories of success, and of new drugs and protocols,
Butall my efforts pm‘:e(i futlle.
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For his part, he followed religiously all directions and adwices, took
the itter tastes of medicines, and endured the pains of mpections and
operations. Most ofall he willingly submitted hisfral body to eight months
of chemotherapy plus two months of radiotherapy on. Unafraid to die he
was ather aftaid of the harm his death may ]Jring to me and his mother.
He ]Jemverweci L‘n:mng that we weren't ]Jre;Je.recl to let him 0.

He bravely endured al long and mmediate side-effects of these
treatments i}y looking forward to the ha}-' he would be delvered from the
disease and makes us happy. My tears flowed unabatedly as [ ushered
his wailing mother and weeping brothers out of the [CU.

In the passing minutes after he was pronounced dead, [ was ina
state of shock, wailing and erying profusely. Mixed emotions envelaped
me s 1f an enormous blanket of dark cloud: embraced my being, | shook
uncontrol abl)' trying to comvnce myself [was a:-ie&;n. [ told m}-'-:-e]f that
all these events happening were mere parts of a long bad dream. [ must
wake up from this :lightmare and move to a ha;:p:.‘. altered state of real-
ity [ tred to flee from this gm ﬁeal:t}‘ but [ could nat.
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