PERSONAL ESSAYS 

This article is all about the question, “Who am I?” or, “What is life about?” Children often ask this question. We, however, are no longer children and perhaps having graduated from school, don’t ask this question anymore.  

The second and third times we ask this question are during our mid-life crisis and towards the end of our life. At each milestone we look back and are amazed at how life has passed us by. In our consternation we find out that we can no longer hold on to the things we were used to: our job, our family, our health and our achievements. Many times we are confronted with emptiness and loneliness. 

Nevertheless there are many brave souls who find the answers. We can discover these great souls in our midst just by looking at their eyes and watching how their eyes sparkle with quiet joy. 

My eyes do not yet have that sparkle but I happen to be a stubborn searcher. I discovered my answers mainly from my disillusionments. 

I am making this effort to write about my life for the reader to better understand the context of the psycho-spiritual therapy I am proposing. The message I want to send across is that everybody, no matter how messed up, has the inner resources and the capability to heal and develop himself into a fully functioning and fulfilled human and spiritual person. I have also written about my “bad” side because I want to demystify I Empowerment Therapy and because I wish to avoid any kind of adulation. 
Who am I? Let me pose this question in the context of my life experiences. I am now 58 (year 2005), old enough to look back at life and learn lessons from hindsight. I see that life, although silhouetted against dark shadows, is a beautiful thing. 

As far as remember, I had been asking the question “Who am I?” ever since I was five years old. My parents were devout Catholics and exposed me early to Catholic liturgy. When I attended the first mass that I could somewhat understand, the priest in his magnificent robes centered his sermon on the life and death of Jesus Christ. I was very impressed with Jesus Christ’s crucifixion. He offered His life for others, showing us the most sublime kind of love. Right there and then I began asking what I was born for. I determined to become a priest. 

I was a very impressionable kid. After the mass there was a procession where I saw angelic girls with white feathery wings. Then I spotted somebody with red horns, red skin and a black pointed tail. I thought he was Satan the devil incarnate! I ran to my parents who assuaged me of my fears. That was my second most scary experience. My scariest experience occurred a few minutes before the procession when the priest in his sermon described the fires of hell where God sent people who were bad! 

Thus began my life journey. 
I do not have the heart to bore my readers about my life. So let me regale my readers with episodes that formed the texture of my life. These stories can be checked against dates mentioned in my resumé. 
EPISODES: 

1. At 50, 1996.


2. Papa and Mommy


3. Childhood and Adolescence
4. Ghosts 



 HYPERLINK  \l "SemPhiloEco" 

5. Seminary, Philosophy and Economics

6. Sierra Madre Mountains


7. Khara 

8. Back to Earth
9. Ads
10. Work
11. Hang Gliding
12. Lubog Cave 

13. Blood
14. Edsa Revolution
15. Mid-life Transition
16. Ateneo de Manila University Sports Hall of Fame
17. Yoga/Meditation 

18. Catharsis
19. “I” Empowerment Therapy  

20. The Spirit of Mount Banahaw
21. My Story
22. Resumé 


Interspersed among the episodes are juvenile verses I wrote long ago when I was naïve, idealistic and immature, plus other letters. Missing among these letters was an inspiring letter from Papa to me when I turned 21. Perhaps I will find it some day. 
JUVENILE VERSES AND OTHER LETTERS 

1.  The Kite (1964)
2.  The Rain (1964)
3.  To Our Lady, the Immaculate Heart of Mary

         
(December 8, 1965)

4. To Mommy, from the Seminary (1965)
5. Questions After the Seminary 1966-67 (1968)
6. Nengneng (Nov. 18, 1967)
7. The Innocent Gumamela / Hibiscus (1967)
8. Prisoner of Love (Nov. 1, 1970)
9. Letter to Josefinos 
10. Ananda Marga Resignation Letters (1971)
11 Mommy’s Letters (1968, 1971) 
12. Mommy’s Goodbye Letter
13. Papa
14. My Letter to Ads on her Birthday (August 13, 2005) 


 HYPERLINK  \l "IAmEnemy" 

15. Mine Own Enemy (January 15, 2006)


EPISODES:

1. At 50, 1996

I am turning fifty in two more months, to be more exact, on October 18, 1996. I am at the height of my youth, considering that I intend to live beyond 100 years old. I look forward to fulfilling my dreams: to commercialize my inventions, to validate my psycho-spiritual therapy, to develop my farm and to spend the rest of my life with my family and grandchildren. I keep myself fit by jogging and pushing weights three times a week. I am in perfect health, except for some minor injuries: my slipped disc that was operated on when I was trying to learn high jump in high school, my broken jaw that locks when I bite the scuba diving regulator when the water is cold - a broken jaw that I got from  a right cross during  my high school boxing intramurals, my broken shoulder that was dislocated from a hang gliding crash after college  and my liver that was damaged by amoebic hepatitis  in India when I swam the River Ganges and swallowed putrid  water - also after college. But I am telling you, dear reader, that at my age I can outrun many eighteen year old youngsters. I do not know what it means to have a headache (unless I get food poisoning) and I do not have any high blood pressure, abnormal cholesterol, rheumatism, arthritis, insomnia and other problems that plague people of my age. At night when my head touches the pillow I fall asleep in less than a minute for a stretch of seven hours of uninterrupted sleep.  How do I do it, you may ask? I run regularly. I never smoked. I drank only perhaps a total of 10 bottles of beer in my life. I avoid coffee and carbonated drinks. I dislike meat and fried food. And I do not take any medicines or vitamins. 

At fifty my lifetime labors are coming to fruition.  Next semester I will finish the academic subjects for my doctorate degree in clinical psychology. I only need to take the comprehensive exams and then do my dissertation.  I want to introduce a new psycho-spiritual therapy that I call "Self-directed therapy." 

I also want to become a real estate developer. But I have a confession to make. I am not that great a businessman. Although I desperately want to make it big to prove that I am as good as others, here I am, still an ordinary real estate broker, trying to make ends meet. 

Nevertheless there is an opportunity before me.  My wife Ads and I plan to develop this well-situated property.  So wish us luck! I was never able to work with Ads because although she is very accommodating, she does not want to be bossed around. This may be the first time we may have to work together. Do you know that she is a very successful caterer? Perhaps it is because she is "Kapampangan" (i.e. hails from Pampanga). Women from Pampanga are usually good cooks.  She caters at weddings, anniversaries, and other big events. Her table setting is very elegant and her food delicious. 

May I add that after all I might just make it big. I invented this board game that I showed to two reputable companies in the USA. They liked it. But that was ten years ago. I have perfected the final mold only now because of technical and financial problems. I do not think the two companies remember me anymore.  My problem is how to patent the invention in several countries – a very expensive undertaking.  I have also invented other board games that are as delightful and complex to play.  I have this talent for inventing. In college I wanted to be a scientist-inventor but my Math was bad and I could not qualify for the Physics Department.  The world is all the poorer because I was not able to become a scientist inventor. As examples of my scientific discoveries: do you know that the eggs carried by the dragonfly on its belly swim and molt in water? Put the eggs in a glass of water and you will witness my discovery. (A scientist friend of mine told me that those eggs are actually parasites). Also, when you are driving on a sunny day, stare at the glint on the stainless steel of the rear bumper of the car in front of you as the rays of the sun strike the steel.  Can you see how the glint forms rays of magnetic flux patterns? Could it be that light bounces off in magnetic flux patterns? Right there are two great scientific contributions to biology and physics!

The latest project that occupies me now is the Federation of Residents' Associations. I organized this group of subdivisions that number 36 today into a civic movement.  I hope this Federation that is non-government, non-partisan, non-religious and non-business can do something about crime and corruption. We cannot just sit down and criticize crooks and politicians without doing anything. We have to act!

My family is doing fairly well. Everybody is healthy. Ads is doing well with her catering and has many friends. Khara is now married. Gem and Marc are still studying. 

So that is where I am at the age of 50 (1996). 

Maybe I will be successful someday with my real estate, my inventions, the Federation and my new psycho-spiritual therapy. Maybe. But I will cut the crap and tell the inside story.  The truth of the matter is that I feel depressed at turning fifty. I am still poor, my inventions have not yet been launched, psychology is taking too much of my time and the Federation is an altruistic non-income generating endeavor. My back pain is killing me because of my weights training and the sole of my right foot is sore because of my running. I really feel depressed! But that does not mean that things will not be better tomorrow. 
Let me now tell you the story of this fifty year old man with premature white hair. 

2. Papa and Mommy

May I describe my parents by referring to an article written by Fr. James B. Reuter, S.J., in his column "At 3:00 AM: in the Philippine Star on Saturday, October 14, 1995:




            
The Power of a Woman

Once upon a time there was a young lieutenant, in the Philippine Army, who fell in love with a girl. 

The girl was beautiful, talented, charming - but she was seriously thinking about entering the convent. (Mommy denies this but the rest of the story is basically correct).

The lieutenant had a genius for military service. He was appointed to Command School in the United States... And the girl was going to Davao.

So the young man went to her and said: "Is there any hope for me?...Is there any chance that you would marry me?"

The girl said: "I am going to Davao... And you are going to Command School in the United States... And I am thinking about the convent."

She said: "When you get back from Command School, if your mind has not changed, and if I have not entered the convent, then we can talk about this."

The boy thought about this...The words of the girl gave him a glimmer of hope... So he went to his commanding officer and said: "I would like to give up my appointment to Command School."

The commanding officer was startled. He said: "You can't miss that! ... You're crazy! Every officer in this camp would give his right arm for this appointment, and you are giving it up?... If you go to Command School, you will be a general! ... This is the biggest opportunity you have ever had in all your life!"

The lieutenant said: "No... I think I have a few other opportunities."

And they crossed him off the list for Command School!

Then the lieutenant said to the commanding officer: "I would like to be transferred to Davao." The officer said: "You can not be transferred to Davao, because  we have no unit in Davao." ...So the young lieutenant said, "I would like to give up my Commission."

So he left the army and followed the girl to Davao. He said, later: "She was teaching catechism in the prison... I never saw any girl who had such an impact on men! ... She had these hardened criminals in death row, who were waiting to be executed, praying on their knees, in tears!"

And so they were married.

He tried working at various jobs, but his real love was the military, so he went back to the army. He had lost all seniority, but eventually he rose to the rank of major. 

Then he was sent to Davao, to investigate the overstaying Chinese. When he got off the plane in Davao, a delegation from the Chinese community met him at the airport. Their spokesman said: "We know that this investigation will be laborious for you, and costly, so we have here a small donation, to help you cover expenses."

They offered him an envelope. He said, "I can't take my envelopes."

After a few days another delegation came to him in his hotel room, saying: "You have been very kind and considerate in your questioning, and in your investigation, so we have here a small gift..." He said, "I can't take any envelopes."

But every night, in that hotel room, he was lying awake, unable to sleep, because he was planning to take his son out of the Ateneo. By that time he had eight children, and on his salary as a major, he could not afford the tuition for this boy in the Ateneo. He himself had gone to the Ateneo, and all his brothers. Ateneo was in his bloodstream, in the marrow of his bones. But he could not afford the tuition. 

Finally the president of the Chinese Chamber of Commerce came to him, with three of the national leaders of the Chinese community. They believed that - when he would not take any envelopes - he was holding out for more. They felt that the price was going up. They said, very gently, very courteously: "The Chinese community has gotten together. We have all contributed. We have a small token of our great appreciation."

The major said, "I can't take any envelopes... I have finished my investigation. None of you are overstaying. Everyone of you is legitimate... Here is a copy of my report."

At the airport, when he was leaving, a last delegation came to him. They said, "We would like to give you a small gift... to show our gratitude." He said, "I  can't take any envelopes."

Back in Manila, his brother - who was a lawyer - said to him (jokingly): "You idiot! ... The next time you go on a trip like that, take me!... When they offer you an envelope, say: "I can't take any envelopes... Give it to my brother." 

Later, in the little cottage allotted to the officers in Camp Bonifacio, he was getting up at night, in the kitchen, with his wife. They were going over their accounts, trying to balance their budget. The children were asleep.

The major said: "You know... maybe I should have taken just one of those envelopes... Just to see what was in it."

His wife looked at him and said: "The day you begin taking envelopes - that's the day you begin looking for a new wife."

When the major told me this, we were riding in a military jeep. He was driving. He laughed, and said: "Yeah... if I took envelopes, I wouldn't live with Bella... She is really very good!"

He was so proud of her! He worshipped the ground she walked on, after all those years of marriage, and after eight children. He said: "If I had gone to Command School, I'd be a general now... But then I would not have married Bella... It was worth it."

The strongest driving force, in the life of any man, is the character of the woman whom he loves.

_____________________________________________________________________________
3. Childhood and Adolescence
My parents are Gonzalo (Chaling) P. Misa and Maravilla (Bella ) B. Misa. I was born after World War II on October 18, 1946. Baptized as Gonzalo and called Gonzalito (later Lito), I am the eldest of eight children. The other children are Gerardo (Gerry), Teresa (Reza), Concepcion (Chita), Lucia (Ciay), Rafael (Bololoy), Roberta (Bobbie) and Martin.  Papa was a good looking army officer known for his discipline and integrity. Mommy was a beautiful woman who devoted all her time to caring for her children. 

Children are very curious and impressionable. At the age of five, on my first communion, I was so awed by the supreme sacrifice of the crucifixion of Jesus Christ that I dreamed of becoming a priest. I was very close to my parents, especially to my father whom I idolized.  As a child and even as an adolescent I was a very curious person. I asked a lot of questions about everything such that I sounded impertinent to my teachers and classmates. When I was older Papa reminded me that when we used to climb mountains I would ask him why it was getting cooler when in fact we were nearing the sun. Papa could not answer me! Papa wanted me to grow up into a man with strong character. The first lesson he taught me was boxing. When I was seven years old Papa pitted me with bigger boys. He would stop the boxing matches only when I was getting beat up. Boxing gloves were my first toys. I learned to fight early. 

Papa, then a lieutenant in the Philippine Army, took a leave to try his hand at agriculture. The family lived near a forested mountain in Davao. Papa would take me and Gerry trekking across the forests. We hunted for birds with slingshots and picked wild oranges. We listened to the "kaw, kaw" call of hornbills and to the chattering monkeys. We tracked down the footprints of wild boar. Papa told us stories about his guerrilla days during the war, how he underwent a profound religious experience when, facing a firing squad after having been mistaken by other guerrillas as a spy, a messenger from the USAFFE arrived just in time to stop the execution. Most of all, Papa would talk about how he loved Mommy. Life was idyllic for us children (there were five of us then in Davao). Papa however decided that he was cut out to be a soldier rather than a farmer. After a year's leave Papa returned to the army only to find out that many other junior officers had filled in the slots for promotion. This miscalculation later cost Papa twenty long and difficult years as a captain, at which time he had to support eight children, all of whom he sent to expensive exclusive schools (Ateneo and Maryknoll). Not once did he complain about his misfortune. Not once did he raise his voice to his wife and children. 

Our family moved to Fort William McKinley, now known as Fort Bonifacio where we lived for 20 years. As we grew up our problems increased. Papa expected us to behave like disciplined soldiers that we were not. "Jump, that's an order!" he would command us.  Then one day when I was about eight years old, because of some mischief I did,  Papa took out his belt and told me, "Son, I love you and that is why I have to do this - so that you will grow up properly.  You have to learn to respect your parents." Papa belted me again and again. I could not remember the mischief anymore, but I remember how shocked I was at being beaten by the father I loved, how the years of intimacy cracked like broken glass and how angry I was at this man who betrayed my trust. I resolved not to cry.  I became hardened at such an early age. 

When I was a teenager I sought my peace in running. In the afternoons when I would feel the cool breeze blowing I could not resist putting on my rubber shoes and running to the hills in time to watch the beautiful sunset. What I loved most was running in the golf course during typhoons to witness the awesome power of nature: the electrical storms, the booming thunder, the crackling lightning bolts, the tempestuous winds, the impact of the raindrops on my skin and the galvanized iron sheets flying from the roofs, the acacia trees falling - while I dashed across the fields like deer with complete freedom and abandon. These escapades thrilled my wild, untamed spirit. In 1964 I wrote about nature and rain.
Like everybody else, I had adolescent problems. Actually when I was seven years old I had wanted to run away and be my own when I realized that I could already count change and therefore thought that I could already survive on my own. At seventeen I had my first big emotional quarrel with my parents over what I thought was excessive discipline. Nevertheless I remained an obedient and idealistic son. 
Despite that fact that I was the model for my brothers and sisters as the obedient eldest son, I started to complain at how Papa would make me think and feel the way he did. "Think of women like the image of the Blessed Virgin Mary,” Papa would admonish me. Because of this I became so afraid of women and at the same time so fascinated with the prospect of tasting this forbidden fruit. Mommy, on the other hand, was more practical. Instead of talking about ideals and values, she talked more about mundane things like our school life.  But because of financial straits and the burden of caring for eight children, Mommy would often shout at us. Nevertheless, we saw how our parents sacrificed for us and were convinced that our parents indeed loved us. Mommy and Papa however were not demonstrative.  

One day when I was twenty years old Mommy was scolding Bobbie for clawing Ciay. (I was like a father to Bobbie and Martin. Like Papa who brought me and Gerry to the forests in the mountains, I would take Bobbie and Martin to the hills around Fort Bonifacio, read them stories like the "Rhyme of the Ancient Mariner" and enthrall them with stories about the forests and mountains). Thinking that Mommy was about to beat Bobbie, I, after aspiring to become a priest, after going to mass everyday, after believing  in the values of love and  charity taught by my parents,  after gladly sharing half of my salary with my parents, I, the model son, rushed to the kitchen, took out a knife and in a blind rage approached Mommy. Gerry took out the 45 caliber revolver of Papa and aimed at me. Seeing the gun, I threw the knife on the floor and went into my room, convulsing in spasms of anger. 
Papa and Mommy brought me to a psychiatrist who assured me that it was natural to feel anger, lust and other feelings as long as I did not let these passions control me.  It was one’s right to think one's thoughts and feel one's feelings, he said. After two sessions I began to understand myself. I stopped seeing the psychiatrist because of the expensive consultation fees and started to read Sigmund Freud, Carl Jung and other psychologists. 

When I was 26 years old Papa died of cirrhosis of the liver that originated from his incarceration in the Capas concentration camp during the war. A few days before his death I was alone with him. I tried to talk to him but no words would come out of my mouth. Years of rebellion and emotional distance stymied me. I had gone through my catharsis but on hindsight I realized that after catharsis a person should actually make amends with people he had quarrels with. This was another great sorrow in my life (besides losing Khara, see below). These days whenever I work out in the gym with my son Marc I would miss the fun and bonding that I could have had with Papa. As for Mommy, it was only this year that we talked about the knife incident. She asked me why I did it when I opened up the subject. I tried to explain but I did not expect her to understand. She said that the psychiatrist told her that I had an emotional breakdown. At least we were able to talk about the incident. When Papa died, Mommy started a handicraft export business and became very successful. She was always around when anybody needed her. Every Sunday the children and grandchildren made it a practice to visit her for dinner. My brothers and sisters became very close to her. To a certain extent I have also become close to her. 

4. Ghosts 

As an adolescent I tried to conquer my fears, such as the fear of ghosts. I would jog at night along the perimeter fence of the American Memorial Cemetery in Fort Bonifacio. I did this at midnight when it was drizzling because this was the time they said that the ghost of a White Lady would come out and haunt motorists and passersby. The perimeter fence at that time was still isolated and desolate. There were no signs of civilization, only kakawati and bamboo trees, thorny shrubs, cogon grass and some small wild animals like snakes, monkeys and civet cats.  Unfortunately during my forays I never saw any ghost. One night, however, I had my fright. In the darkness along the perimeter fence I was met by two big eyes staring at me just a meter away. Upon closer examination and to my relief I saw that the big eyes belonged to a cow curiously staring at me. Another night there was a rustling sound on the perimeter fence. It was a civet cat hunting for birds. I tried to catch it by knocking it out with my shoe but it quickly jumped away to the other side of the fence. Finally one drizzly moonlit night I was jogging in my white rubber shoes, white shorts and white shirt. I must have looked like a white ghost floating on the road. I heard a thud-thud-thud sound.  Nervously I approached. I saw this boy – about fifteen years old - digging something on the ground with a pick-ax. As he saw me (or my white clothes) approaching, he froze and stood motionless. I ran towards him as I stomped my feet loudly on the asphalt road. At the same time I let out a low guttural growl. He swung around and tried to run away but he tripped and fell on the ground, unconscious, with his face up and his hands spread out. I did not want to disappoint him so I left him there knowing that the drizzle would wake him up. I did not want to spoil his story about his encounter with the White Lady!

_____________________________________________________________________________
5. Seminary, Philosophy and Economics

At seventeen I graduated from high school where I was given two merit medals as band leader and track and field captain. Without prodding from anybody – not even from my parents, I entered the Jesuit-run San Jose seminary.  With my home grown religious beliefs and values, I thought that priesthood was the most noble profession I could embark on. I aspired to be some kind of saint who would save souls.  As usual, I poured all my energies (and pent-up emotions) into my seminary life. I refrained from calling up or seeing girls I knew from high school. I experienced many moments of spiritual ecstasy and desolation. As a devoted seminarian I wrote a poem both to my mother and to the Immaculate Heart of Mary. As two years passed I noticed that the only woman I saw - an old labandera (laundry woman) - was looking prettier and prettier! I realized then that for me, celibacy suppressed my human nature. Priesthood was not for me. I was shocked. I had aspired to be a priest since the age of five. I thought I could follow the footsteps of saints. I thought people needed me. Wrong!  I could die today and most people would not know the difference. As I was greatly disillusioned at my parents as a child, now as an adolescent I was greatly disillusioned at religion and my religious aspirations. Both disillusionments taught me that to be great one had only to be an ordinary human being. I left the seminary and returned to my former school Ateneo de Manila University for college. Still searching for meaning, I took up Philosophy as my major - only to realize that intellectualization did not give me the answers I needed. I therefore added Economics as another major in order to be more grounded only to find out later that it was too theoretical in the business world. (A wise man told me that academic disciplines are there to try to explain reality and not to define reality. If I looked at academic disciplines this way, I would have appreciated them more.) At nineteen I had gone through several soul-searching disillusionments: my parents, the seminary, philosophy, economics and later, yoga. Perhaps my disillusionments were caused by my illusions – without which I am a better person. These disillusionments sowed the seeds of my therapy. 
In college I again became the band leader and track and field captain. In 1968 I was the athlete of the year. My life was spent between the track oval and the library. 

6. Sierra Madre Mountains
I was 22, at the prime of my youth. That was a year after I was named the 1968 Ateneo de Manila Athlete of the Year. I was practically unbeatable in the NCAA long distance track events.

At 22 I encountered one of the biggest problems in my life. Barely 2 years after leaving the seminary, I got Chit, my girl friend, pregnant. I told her I would marry her because of the child. She asked me if I loved her and I said “yes” but added that I was not yet ready for marriage. I knew we were not compatible. More importantly, I knew I was too immature to get married. She said, "In that case, I do not want to get married." We broke up.

It was December 22, 1969. I could not handle the emotional pressure and I was cracking me up. I needed release. 

I took a bus to Infanta Quezon, to the Carmelite fathers who were my friends. I told them that I was going to run from Infanta to Tanay through the mountains along the Agus river, a distance of about 70 kilometers. They said I was crazy. The whole Carmelite Mission community thought I was crazy.

At 4 a.m. of December 23,  Fr. Ted Centala, together with my young friends at the Mission radio station, brought me to the edge of the forest. The forest was totally dark except for fireflies. It had been raining for days. I found a mountain path and started jogging into the darkness. I kept remembering what my young friends told me: Beware of pythons, wild boars and tikbalangs (giant forest spirits). Early that morning the radio station announced to the whole town that I had begun my run to Tanay.

I wore short pants, tennis shoes and a white t-shirt. I carried P80.00 and a small pack of liniment in a plastic bag that I tucked in waist of my shorts. 

For six hours I was running at an easy pace. Along the way several trees glimmered with fireflies. May tikbalang daw yung mga punong dinadapuan nila, parang malalaking Christmas trees. (People say that giant forest spirits inhabit the trees where the fireflies converge. The trees look like huge Christmas trees.) My plan was to follow the Agus river.  People called it Agus (Tagalog word for “torrent”) because of its fast, treacherous rapids. I had to run on the banks and at each bend I had to swim across to the opposite bank. It kept raining all the time.

At 10:00 a.m. I found myself on a lumber road sloping downwards at a steep angle. I was running fast and could not stop myself. I plunged into a waist-deep mud pool. As I tried to extricate myself, my legs sank deeper in the mud, paralyzed with cramps. Finally I was able to pull out my legs but my right leg was numb and stiff. I had to decide whether to turn back or continue. I decided to continue. I tied my right leg with a vine and pulled it up to lift it. I rubbed both legs with liniment. After a few minutes the cramps eased up, although the pain remained.  I resumed my run, limping along the way and lifting my right leg with the vine. 

It was only when I was handicapped that I started to think seriously about my predicament. I had only seen two men along the way, two “Dumagat” tribesmen in their tribal g-strings. With deep sing-song voice they asked me where I was going. "Tanay,” I said. They thought I was joking because Tanay was too far away to reach before nightfall under the constant rain. They also thought I was drunk because of the way I staggered and limped as I ran. They said it was dangerous to travel at night.

I could hear the resonant whistle of birds in the towering trees. Mountains dwarfed me from both sides of the river. I felt chilly.  People in Infanta had said that many snakes lived beside the river. I was getting hungry.

Luckily at noon I came upon a farmer in a small hut and asked him if I could buy some food. The kind farmer told me that I need not pay. In the mountains, he said, people are used to helping each other. He gave me rice and fish. I felt nourished. But I could not rest long enough because the next day was already Christmas eve. I had to be home the next day. So I thanked the farmer and resumed my running and limping. Fortunately the cramps subsided and I was able to drag my right leg without having to lift it.

The rain started pouring hard in the afternoon. The river was swelling. Measuring some thirty meters at the widest, the river meandered wildly. The water was banging against the heavy rocks jutting out in the river. I tied my shoes to my waist then picked the narrowest part of the river to cross. As soon as I dove into the water, I realized that it was the most dangerous part of the river where the current was the strongest. Torrential waters caught me, pushed and banged me mercilessly against the rocks. I tumbled under the water, disoriented. I was drowning.  Then, for a split second under the water, I saw a branch of a tree a few feet before me. I caught the branch and with all my might I pulled myself out of the water and gasped for breath. How good it felt to be alive! 

I rested for a while and started running again, this time balancing myself on the numerous slippery boulders along the banks of the river. Twice I slipped and almost hit my head on the rocks. Luckily I was fast enough to twist and stop my fall with my arms. There was no time to waste. At about three in the afternoon it was still raining and darkness was setting in. I had to swim across the river several more times but this time I was wiser. I chose the widest part of the river where the current was more forgiving. But my body was getting stiff because of the cold. I rubbed my chest and back with the liniment.

At three o’clock in the afternoon it was still raining and darkness was setting in. Suddenly, out there by the river bank, in the midst of the dense jungle, I came upon a beautiful young woman washing clothes. She had an aluminum batya (wash basin) that looked so incongruous in the jungle. She wore thin silky clothes that clung to her voluptuous body. She must not have been more than nineteen years old. She asked me in Tagalog where I was going. She said it would take a whole day of trekking to reach Daraitan in Tanay. Why don't I sleep in her house, anyway her husband was in another mountain in their kaingin (slash and burn farm), she suggested. (Later she told me that it was the practice of newlyweds from Infanta to work in kaingins.) My heart started to beat fast. I imagined that this was the way those noble knights must have been feted after they won a battle or returned from a hazardous journey. We climbed the mountain and lo and behold, there was a small kubo (hut) with three children and their very strict lolo and lola. That night I was asked to sleep outside on the kubo's porch because the kubo was too full of people.

I was very grateful for their hospitality. I still remember how streaming hot and refreshing the malunggay/corn soup was. I could swear that that newly harvested corn was the most delicious cereal I had ever tasted. I also savored the gabe (taro) and the mountain rice.  Most of all I appreciated the bonfire that restored the warmth to my body. My body had become so numb with cold that I did not feel that the fire had burned my shirt in three spots. 

At break of dawn as soon as birds started chirping I started to run again. This time all my muscles were aching.  The soles of my feet hurt from the chipped limestone rocks that littered the river bends.  I could not afford to entertain seductive thoughts of self-pity. I could not even entertain any emotions. It was still raining for the second day now and the cold was creeping into my bones.  My run became a battle of the will.  Opposing me were the towering mountains and the treacherous Agus River. I was so exhausted but I still had my sheer will power.  I found it difficult to lift my tired legs but I had to keep on running. The most difficult challenge were the numerous mountains. I would pass one mountain but then another mountain would appear. These Sierra Madre mountain ranges never seemed to run out of mountains.  After passing one mountain I would raise my fist at the mountain and mentally cry out, "I have conquered you!,” only to be challenged by another mountain. This was the only time in my life when I felt that it was only my will power that kept my body moving and checked my emotions in place. Not for a single second could I allow myself to think of defeat. It was a life or death situation.  I was running on pure will. 

I did not have anything to eat for lunch. The afternoon sun was fading in the rain. Christmas eve was only a few hours away. I had to be home!  I came upon a lumber road that started to climb along the mountain side. The river snaked out farther away. Chipped limestone rocks continued to cut the soles of my feet. Then the welcome signs of civilization appeared: citrus orchards and trodden roads. Finally I jogged past the last mountain. I looked back at the mountains and shouted, "Ha, talo kayo!" (Hey, I beat you!) I had won, and the Agus River and the mountains knew it. I was their conqueror.

With anticipation I tried to run faster but my legs would not move anymore. I had to drag both legs as I tried to jog. The road extended for a few more seemingly endless kilometers until I saw Camp Capinpin in Daraitan, Tanay. There was a bus bound for Manila, waiting for passengers. Gratefully I boarded the bus that dropped me off at the Crossing on EDSA.  At the Crossing I took a JD bus. I preferred to stand in the aisle because I was sweaty and dirty and my shoes and clothes were muddy.  At Guadalupe I took a passenger jeep to Fort Bonifacio where my family was waiting anxiously for me. I arrived at about 8:00 p.m., just in time for Christmas eve. "You are crazy!" my parents told me as they welcomed me for Christmas. And my friends at Infanta were glad to learn that I did not die in the mountains after all. 

After all the running, I was still not able to escape my predicament of having a love child. It never crossed me, however, to run away from role as father to my love child. I embraced her as my very own. Chit appropriately named her Anna Kharamia, meaning my dear, or Khara for short. Khara became the light and life of our family.  

Gonzalo B. Misa

1980

_____________________________________________________________________________
7. Khara
Khara was born three years after I left the seminary. I was twenty two years old. The traumatic experience taught me so much about life. Like how deeply a woman could love and get hurt. Like how lovely a child could be. Like how painful to lose your child. 
One of my saddest experiences in life was to watch Khara leave for the United States when she was seven years old. Chit had married an American by the name of Dave. On that day as Khara’s new family was leaving at the airport, I watched helplessly as I lost my child. 

I had taken Khara into our family as my very own daughter. Many times we would “borrow” her from Chit who graciously acquiesced. Khara was a bundle of joy to Papa when he was sick with cirrhosis of the liver. She often brought to him his favorite little “Forget-Me-Not” flowers. Mommy constantly looked for her, dressed her up and played with her. Khara brought joy to everybody with her naughty smiling eyes and her affectionate nature. 

I tried to keep in touch with Khara but Chit kept me away from her for many years so that she could be closer to her new dad, Dave. Khara became more and more aloof as years passed by. Nevertheless I kept on writing and visited her twice. When Khara was eighteen I visited her again in New Jersey, U.S.A. We had dinner. There I told her how much I loved her and I broke down in unstoppable sobs as I told her how broken hearted I was when I watched her plane take off.  From then on we became closer.  She is still very much part of our family, the “ate” (elder sister) of my other children Gem and Marc. 

8. Back to Earth



I had given my best twice, in the seminary and in India (see below). Twice I had been disappointed. Priesthood in any form was not for me. So perhaps I was destined to enjoy the pleasures of this world. To become a respectable citizen of this world, I took my masters in business management in 1971 (see resumé). After my first job as an insurance junior executive I put up my insurance agency and thereafter became an entrepreneur for most of my working life. Meanwhile I lived it up as a bachelor. I had softened a bit after my traumatic experience with Chit. Nevertheless because of my pugnacious upbringing I tended to regard men as competitors and women as fair game. I described a touch-and-go encounter in an essay, “Nengneng.”

The life of a bachelor was certainly more fun than that of a priest. Women! I had the whole race of fair womanhood before me to pick from. The mystery in their eyes, the thrill of their touch, the softness of their hair, the promise of their lips, the ecstasy of their sigh!  After Chit I made sure that all my girl friends had plans of going abroad so that I would not get hitched again. I had many flings I care not to remember. Of course I had my share of heartaches. Like falling madly in love with this woman. We meditated together, communicated through ESP and spoke a language that only spirits could discern. But looking back I realize that my romanticism clouded my vision. I idealized her too much. Her heart was somewhere else. She had bigger dreams. 

There was, however, a woman whom I fell deeply in love with. Her name was Ads and fortunately or unfortunately she had no plans to go abroad. 
_____________________________________________________________________________
9. Ads
Marriage was to wait for eight more years. On my 30th year Cupid began to lay his trap. My last girl friend went abroad.  I spent my time talking about my girl friend with her friend Joji. One Saturday on a full moon Joji had to leave me in her house to go on a date. I was left alone with Joji's sister Ads who was also going out on a date. Feeling left out, I asked Ads to dump her date and go out with me. She did! We had our first date on that wonderful moon-lit night. And whoa,  she had no plans to go abroad! We dated for months that stretched to two years. I began to realize that there was no such thing as the ideal woman. But there was such a thing as the right woman who comes at the right time. Her endearing personality captivated me. Ads was loving and tender; I was thoughtless and emotionally hard. Ads was beautiful, intelligent, genuinely affectionate and down to earth. Like a steady flame she melted my scars and defenses. I found myself wanting and needing her. Finally, on her birthday I brought her to the classiest steak restaurant I could afford, took a table in a secluded corner and there I gave her a pearl pendant and asked her, "Would you marry me?" For two years I had wrestled with this fatal thought and expected her to answer, "Wait, this is crazy! Are you out of your mind? Are you capable of monogamy? "Instead she answered, "Yes, with all my heart!" Her response was so spontaneous, so honest, I was devastated. My bachelorhood was coming to an end. "Wait,” I said, you have to accept two conditions. You treat Khara as your own daughter and I continue my hang gliding." "Yes, my love," she answered, "I have already accepted Khara long ago. As for hang gliding, go ahead, but do not expect me to visit you in the hospital in case you crash! (She did visit me when I crashed).  I had no way out! I thought of another excuse. “Oh, by the way, I have to undergo a spinal column operation for my slip disc in order to go hang gliding. If I get paralyzed we cannot get married. Only if I come out in one piece can we get married.” Again she agreed and even took care of me in the hospital. On my wedding day I thought that the world was coming to an end. Instead, to my delight, I found out that marriage was the most wonderful thing that ever happened to me. I simply adore my wife: her depth, her warmth, her tenderness, her strength. Without her patience towards me, our marriage would not have lasted. We have two beautiful children:  Gem who is turning eighteen and Marc who just turned fifteen (1996). Gem has the sensitivity of a mature woman and Marc has the passion of an artist. It is fascinating to watch kids grow into their own. There is an adage that says that every family has a myth to live by. I think our family myth is: "Let us just enjoy each other!" No complicated rules. Up to this point I can say that the past nineteen years of family life have been the happiest years of my life. 

10. Work
Immediately after graduating from college at the age of 22, I was chosen among twenty candidates to work in an insurance agency as a junior executive. After nine months I told my boss that I was going to resign to put up my own insurance agency. For sixteen years thereafter I was a life and non-life insurance entrepreneur and even wrote a book on insurance. With a single commission I was able to buy my family a comfortable house and with another commission I bought a brand new car, both on cash. 

In 1984, after sixteen years in insurance, my business floundered because of a big economic recession. During the martial law regime of Ferdinand Marcos, his political nemesis Ninoy Aquino was assassinated on the airport tarmac and the economy fell into shambles. The Development Bank of the Philippines collected all insurance commissions from its financed projects that included my commissions.  I was left with nothing. 
I went to work as a non-life insurance marketing executive in Bahrain but I resigned after two months because I could not stand the way some Arabs treated their expatriate executives. After my resignation I was alone for a month and had a lot of time to think about my career. I felt that all my working years were wasted because I had this gift for creativity that I did not use. I wanted to be an inventor. I started to invent my board game called Quad. It was easy for me to invent because of my Yoga discipline. I could easily reach the theta state of creativity. But along the way I had marketing, technical and financial problems. It was only after seven years later that I realized what a tunnel vision I had built for myself.  I had entered into a time warp. I lost track of time. I did not mind my financial problems. I could not concentrate on odd jobs. I tried real estate and did poorly. All I had in mind was that there was this big company in the U.S.A. that wanted to buy my board game. I am sure that many painters, writers and treasure hunters have experienced this obsessive urge. These were my lean years, my seven years of famine. 

11. Hang Gliding
As I child I was fascinated with big kites called gurion that my grandfather used to make for me and my brother Gerry. In fact, in high school I wrote a poem about a kite I used to fly. Little did I know that one day I would be flying in a kite!

During my lean years I discovered my favorite sport, hang gliding. Hang gliding has been called the ultimate thrill. I had stretched the limits of my body on terra firma by running as far as I could like a deer and pole vaulting like a grasshopper. I have sailed across the ocean’s horizon and scuba dived in the depths of the sea. I longed to fly in the air like a bird. 
In 1976 Bill and Steve Moyes, father and son hang gliding champions from Australia, came to the Philippines. They trained the members of the first and only Philippine Hang Gliding Society. About one hundred joined. After one year there were thirty. After two years there were ten: Danny, Jack, Butch, Johnny, Nick, Rolly, Albert, Jayme, Rick and myself.  My first flight over Tagaytay Ridge was in March 11, 1979 when winds blew northeast directly from the lake. As I jumped off the 2,000 foot high ridge, 25 k.p.h. winds carried me up 1,000 feet in 10 seconds. There I was, hovering with the hawks, flying into the wind currents, going back and forth from the Petron gasoline station to Taal Vista Lodge, a distance of about two kilometers. The wind was like my brother as we played tag in the sky.  After an hour and fifteen minutes I wanted to pee but people below were watching. I had to go down by landing on the ridge. On that first altitude flight I was unaware of the deadly rotor. Rotor is the turbulence formed by wind that slams into the side of the ridge and tumbles over the ridge like the motion of a lawn mower, creating a sucking vacuum. I was 100 feet from the ground when my hang glider suddenly flipped sideways and fell like lead. Instantly acting on instinct, I dove the hang glider straight down towards the ground to gain momentum. The ground came up fast towards me. Twenty feet from the ground I pushed out the control bar and the hang glider flared out towards the wind. My feet brushed the ground. The wind blew the hang glider sideways, throwing me into a barbed wire fence that slashed my right leg. I was lucky I suffered only a few stitches. 

On another occasion I was not as lucky. My friends and I were doing practice jumps on a 50-foot hill at the Posadas Subdivision in Sucat. Actually this was more dangerous because there was no altitude to recover from in case the hang glider stalled. At 30-35 k.p.h., the winds created froth on the lake of Laguna de Bay. I advised my friends not to jump. I brought my hang glider to the edge of the hill to feel the wind. The wind momentarily subsided. On impulse I took off. I was stalled in mid-air by a strong gust of wind that pushed me sideways to the ground. My right shoulder came off the socket and settled an inch lower from its original position. My collar bone stuck out from under the skin.  My helmet - thank God I wore a helmet this time - was cracked in the middle. After recovering from a brief spell of dizziness I was able to stand up and walk awkwardly while supporting my right arm with my left hand. My hang glider friends brought me to a hospital for surgery but only after a two hour ride through traffic. After a few weeks, as soon as I was well, I went back to the exact spot where I had crashed. Because red reminded me so much of the blood from my shoulder operation, I wore red clothes. I took off and did not crash. I overcame my fear of red. 

_____________________________________________________________________________
12. Lubog Cave
Lubog Cave, Montalban

In Search Of Treasures, They Discover Nature’s Bounty

by Gonzalo B Misa

(Sunday Inquirer Magazine, May 31, 1987)

Many stories have been told by the local folk in Nueva Vizcaya about gold bars and caskets of jewelry that were hidden in caves and sealed by the Japanese with blasted soil and booby traps. Numerous Japanese battalions, the local folk said, camped at Nueva Vizcaya and left markers with coded inscriptions in places where they had hidden the treasures.

Why did the locals not dig up the treasures? They said they could not afford to leave their work that provided for the daily food of their families. Some friends and I decided to try our luck. We hired strong men to dig here and there, this tunnel and that, until our detectors and money went bust. 

On that day of our departure, Mang Erning, a wiry old man chewing betel nuts, came to me and told me a fantastic story. ”Actually, most of the treasures found by treasure hunters after the war were buried across the Montalban River. It takes one hour for me - maybe one and a half hours for you - to cross two small mountains and reach  the enchanted place called Lubog .They call this Lubog (meaning ”to submerge”) because  the streams from the nearby mountains converge there and flow into a cave in the mountain, disappearing inside. Some say the river flows for several kilometers and exits at the Wawa Dam where you can see water coming out of a hole in the wall of the mountain.

Mang Erning continued his story. “Thirty years ago, I was still strong and with a Dumagat friend we ventured into this cave .We chose to enter the cave through a tunnel on the side of the mountain rather than through the mouth of the cave which was full of water then. Immediately inside the entrance was a cavern three houses big and two houses wide. There we found old leather shoes of Japanese soldiers, green whisky bottles and bullets. We brought long strings lest we got lost. The entrance branched into three larger caverns and several smaller tunnels. The cave was full of bats flying over our heads. Deep inside the caverns we found a chasm so precipitous and pitch black that we could hardly see the bottom even with our flashlights. There we heard the thunderous roar of water.

“We spent the next few days making a ladder out of the sturdy vine called yantok ’20 dipa kahaba’ - approximately 100 feet long. We were afraid of the tikbalangs and pythons lurking in the caves but our greed prodded us on.

“We returned to the chasm after a few days. We tied the ladder to a rock (a large stalactite) inside the cave and threw the other end down the chasm. The two of us could not hear each other because of the defeaning noise of the water I want ahead of my companion. The ladder was twisting and turning as I went down, It was very strenuous going down that ladder. Hallway down on my left I saw a river gushing out of a tunnel and cascading down into the abyss. On my right I saw a long truck of a tree mysteriously suspended on the side of the chasm. Below I could hear the water rumbling like thunder. Behind the waterfall was a rock formation so round on the sides and flat on top it had to be an alter. Then down there where surely there was no life I heard the neighing of a horse and the crowning of a rooster. I got so scared  I immediately climbed up as  fast as I could and never went back after that.” 

Mang Erning finished his tale by admonishing me to beware of the spirits and the snakes guarding the cave. 

An underground river and waterfall in Montalban! I mused. I remembered the stories of my father about the beautiful underground river of Palawan. But in Montalban! This would make a nice resort!

I paid Mang Erning two days’ wages to make a ladder out of nylon rope and branches of hard trees. In no time I was at Montalban with Cris, an American friend. We hired eight strong kaingeros  (slash and burn mountain boys) who used to dig for us during our treasure hunting days. We followed the same route that Mang Erning described, found old Japanese boots, a rusty clock, green bottles, some bullets and broken china. Two hundred Japanese soldiers could have lived in those caverns. Panicky bats flew all around us. We ventured deeper and deeper into the cave. Then we heard the thunderous roar of water and saw the yawning chasm. The mountain boys did not want to go down for fear of evil spirits. So I volunteered. 

I held a miner’s lamp in my left hand. A flashlight was wrapped around my right shoulder. A thick nylon rope was tied around my waist and was anchored onto a stalactite rock. With my right hand I held an autofocus camera in a pouch tied to a nylon cord pulled by Cris.  We practiced: one tug on the nylon rope – let go more rope. Two tugs – pull up the camera. Three tugs – help! Pull me as fast as you can, maybe I am being eaten alive by a python! Those signals were necessary because it was impossible for us to be heard in the infernal noise. 

Nervously, I went down the ladder into the pitch-dark chasm. Since it was not fastened at the bottom, the ladder twisted and turned with my every move. At every step I had to pause and rest my arm on the rung of the ladder because of the strain. Then I had to push my toes against the ladder to stretch the tendons so as to stall the cramps that were creeping up my legs. Relax, I told myself, as the cramps slowly eased up. I continued my descent. Halfway down I saw the awesome waterfall spraying crystal-clear drops of water that reflected against the flashlight like jewels. To my right was the long trunk of a tree. Below was the angry froth of the waterfall and the underground river flowing into some mysterious tunnel. All around me was the thundering noise pounding on my senses. I dissolved into the majesty and dread of Lubog cave. 

With my left leg wrapped around the ladder, my left arm dangled in the air. I stretched out my right arm and clicked the camera, taking what must have been the first pictures of Lubog cave. I tugged the nylon rope twice and up went the camera. Next I tied the miner’s lamp and flashlight onto the ladder. There was only one way to find out what was under the water. I jumped. To my relief there were no water creatures that bit me. And the water was only chest high although heavy rain could easily inundate the whole chasm. Down there the water was cool and the current mild. I looked up and reckoned that the chasm fell 60 feet vertically. Since I was full of mud, I dove into the water, swam around and took a hard shower (hard on my head) under the waterfall. Behind the waterfall was the table-like alter, about four feet tall and four feet in diameter. Then I swam to the other side of the underground river leading to a tunnel that resembled the corridor of a monastery. Suddenly I had a nervous premonition of danger. I got out of there fast. 

As we left the cave we saw that it was storming outside. Tons of water were starting to pour into the mouth of the cave. I could have died inside like a cork screw plugged into the mouth of same dark tunnel. 

I waited impatiently for summer. I had to know where the underground river led. It was March of the next year when I returned, this time with my friends, Rick, Ring and four mountain boys. Upon reaching Lubog, we were told courteously but sternly by a certain Ka Nardo Roque that we were trespassing the 22-hectare concession owned by Iglesia ni Cristo followers. We had to look for another way outside the concession into the mouth of  Lubog cave where, Ka Nardo said, many explorers have entered but never returned. We pretended to go home but as soon as we were out of sight of Ka Nardo, we went around the mountain to look for a side entrance. We found a small tunnel and went in for some 50 meters but only found a dead end. We were about to give up when I felt cool air coming from a corner. Our boys dug in but stopped when one of them thought that he heard an infant wailing inside. I ordered him to continue digging even if he had to dig out a Tikbalang baby. Embarrassed, the boys continued digging till they pulled out a three-foot log out of the wall and lo! It was an entrance to a much bigger tunnel. We squeezed through and after a few feet found ourselves on top of the waterfall. Everything was dry except for some puddles of water on the floor below. The waterfall was only 25 feet high. We negotiated our way down the path of the waterfall easily. 

Somehow the cave looked completely ordinary compared to the first time I saw it during the rainy season. We eagerly followed the underground river for about 30 meters. At the end was a pond strewn with debris of twigs and branches. The pond was deep and could lead somewhere else. But we had done enough digging and were in no mood to do more. We went back home, our curiosity more or less satisfied. 

I had the pictures I took during the rainy season developed. The cave tuned out to be made of beautiful marble lined with flowing brown, yellow and red colors. What struck me was the semblance of a face on the wall resembling a venerable gorilla with tears streaming down his cheeks. I fondly called him the Guardian Spirit of Lubog cave. His tears were running because men had discovered the cave. So please, if anyone wishes to enter Lubog cave, please be respectful of the Guardian Spirit and preserve the cave. Keep it clean! To those who wish to explore the cave, please ask the permission of Ka Nardo Roque. It would be advisable to bring a Petromax lamp. And go during summer. For those who wish to hazard it during the rainy season, be sure it is not raining hard when you are inside. Should you decide to enter through the mouth of the cave, look for a canopy rock formation at the end of a tunnel and to the right of this is a three-foot log that bars the entrance to the waterfall. Please return this log in its place because it stops the debris from coming in. Do not forget your camera! I will lend my ladder only to a professional mountaineering group. And please answer my three questions. Did you find some treasures? And where does the underground river lead to? Did you see the Gorilla Guardian Spirit? 

I would not die to know the answers. 

__________________________________________________________________________
13. Blood

The color red, the color of blood, was already imbedded in my psyche even before my hang glider crash. Just before I got married I was driving at night along EDSA Highway in front of Camp Aguinaldo. There was this old man tottering like a drunkard on the side of the highway. I slowed down. When he saw me, he stood still. Thinking that the road was clear, I sped up. Suddenly he threw himself into my path. His body hit the front fender and bounced upwards as his head crashed against my windshield. I carried him into my car. He was semi-conscious, moaning and dripping with blood. The blood dripped all over my clothes and over the car seats. At the hospital the doctors opened a hole on his nape as big as a peso coin to prevent the blood from clotting. I was there beside him, staring as his brains spilled out of the hole while he moaned to death for an hour or so. My insurance company posted my bail bond and I was able to leave the hospital in the morning. I came home in near panic. I had to preserve my sanity. With my training in yoga and catharsis, I sat in meditation and confronted all the gore and blood that flashed in my mind. As the deathly images appeared, I held them in my attention for as long as they were there. I assured myself over and over that I was not at fault. Slowly the intensity of the trauma diminished until the deathly images disappeared. That morning I was able to sleep peacefully. (I learned later from the police that some old folks deliberately hurl themselves at oncoming vehicles to collect insurance for their destitute families.)

14. EDSA Revolution (Mr. & Ms. Magazine, May 23-29, 1987)

During the lean years  I had a most memorable experience that I wrote about in the May 23-29 1987 issue of the Ms. & Ms. Magazine. I would like to reprint my version of the EDSA revolution, the first People Power movement in the Philippines against the dictator President Ferdinand Marcos. 

zLike thousands of other usiseros (kibitzers), there was this urge that prodded me to go to Ortigas in the afternoon of August 23, 1986. There I joined Tito Guingona, a political oppositionist and a family friend, who was pleading with Marines Brigadier General Artemio A. Tadiar Jr to desist from attacking Camp Aguinaldo. With Tito Guingona was Bren Guiao, another oppositionist  politician. As I arrived, they had to leave in order to bring a message from General Tadiar to the rebels Vice Chief of Staff of the Armed Forces Fidel V. Ramos and Defense Minister Juan Ponce Enrile who were holed up in Camp Aguinaldo. They said that they would come back immediately as soon as they had any reply from the rebels. Thirty minutes passed. I requested for more time from General Tadiar. Ten more minutes passed and General Tadiar announced that he had to proceed to Camp Aguinaldo. He said he had kept his part of the bargain. He had listened to everybody's arguments. He had to move his troops before dark because otherwise many civilians could get hurt. He had come from Davao, he said, where he and his soldiers had the reputation of not hurting civilians. So he assured us that civilians need not worry; he was only going to bring his troops behind Camp Aguinaldo. When I tried to argue General Tadiar shot back, "Will you take it as your personal responsibility if many people get hurt when my troops move in the dark? You keep on delaying me! I hesitated, then answered, "Yes.” Somebody get his name," ordered the general. I gave my name to one of the colonels. But that would not stop the general. After a few more minutes of anxious waiting, General Tadiar muttered  to himself, "I have to go." Maybe I was the only one who heard this final decision of the general. He told me to tell the people that if they wanted to prevent bloodshed they could proceed to EDSA between Crame and Camp Aguinaldo to act as a buffer. Or we could walk beside the tanks towards the back of Camp Aguinaldo to ensure that he, General Tadiar, would not attack Camp Aguinaldo. Since nobody else was organizing the crowd and seeing that there was no other choice, I told General Tadiar, "Yes, I will talk to the crowd. Please lend me your megaphone." I climbed the nearest tank, an LVT (Landing Vehicle Tank) and made my first public speech. 

There were several things that flashed in my mind:

a. This was a most critical moment. Any delay should be encouraged to avoid a civil war that was likely to happen if the Marines reached Camp Aguinaldo;

b. I could see in the eyes of the general that he was painfully grappling with his conscience whether to obey his orders or serve the will of the people. I should not antagonize him, otherwise there would be nobody to stop him from advancing to Camp Aguinaldo. This engagement, especially that afternoon, would be a psychological war of winning the Loyalists (Marcos followers) to the side of the people. 

For a brief moment as I stood on top of the tank, I asked for divine guidance, then blurted out extemporaneously: 

Misa: I am only an ordinary citizen.

Crowd: Tagalog! Magtagalog ka! (Tagalog! Speak in Tagalog!)

Misa: Ako ay isang ordinaryong mamamayan lamang tulad ng lahat ng tao dito. Hindi ako KBL, hindi rin ako oposisyon. Nandidito ako upang ipaliwanag ang sinasabi ni General Tadiar at upang hingin sa inyong lahat ang inyong desisyon sa sinasabi ni General Tadiar. Mayroon lang akong isang tanong sa inyo.

(I am just an ordinary citizen like everybody else here. I do not belong to the KBL (Marcos) party or to the opposition. I am here to explain what General Tadiar wants to say so that all of you can decide what to do. I only have one question to ask.)

Crowd: Cory! Cory! Cory! Itanong mo na! (Somebody throws a stone at me but misses). 

(Cory! Cory! Cory! Ask your question! Somebody throws a stone at me but misses.)

Misa: Huwag! Huwag nating pagalitin sila. Sa lahat na panahon ng historia ng ating bayan, seguro ngayon na ang pinakaimportante at peligroso! Ang kailangan natin ay mag-isip! Magisip tayo! Maupo muna tayong lahat! Kayong malalayo diyan pumarito kayo at maupo! (I deliberately asked the crowd to sit around the tanks).

(Let us not provoke them. Of all times of our history, perhaps this is the most crucial and dangerous period. What we have to do is to think! Let us think! Let us first sit down. Those of you who are out there, come and sit down! I deliberately asked the crowd to sit around the tanks)

Crowd: Tama! Huwag nating murahin ang mga sundalo! Huwag murahin! Ano ang tanong mo?

(That is right! Let us not curse the soldiers! No, let us not curse them! What is your question?)

Misa: Sabi ni General Tadiar na ako ang may responsibilidad kung may masaktan sapagkat dumidilim na at baka maraming masaktan kung gabi sila sumugod. Ako lang ba ho ang may responsibilidad? Hindi ba tayong lahat?

(General Tadiar told me that it was my responsibility if anybody gets hurt because it is already getting dark and many people may get hurt if they attack at night. Am I the only one who is responsible? Aren’t we all responsible?)

Crowd: Oo, oo! Tayong lahat!

(Yes, yes, all of us!)

Misa: Sabi rin ni General Tadiar na siya ay galing sa Davao at doon kilala siya at ang kanyang mga  sundalo na hindi nananakit ng mga civilians.

(General Tadiar also said that he came from Davao and there he and his soldiers are known as respectful of civilians.)

Crowd: Clap. Cheers.

Misa: Pakinggan natin kung anong sasabihin ni General Tadiar...

(Let us listen to what General Tadiar has to say.)

General Tadiar climbs the Landing Vehicle Tank (LVT) and I give him the megaphone. I press the siren button unknowingly and the siren sounds an alarm. People laugh at this comic relief.

Tadiar: Mga kababayan, ako'y isang sundalo lamang at kailangan kong sumunod sa mga utos sa akin. Huwag kayong magalaala, wala kaming sasaktang mga civilians. Pupunta lamang kami sa likod ng Camp Aguinaldo. Kung gusto ninyo, sumunod kayo sa amin o kaya humarang kayo sa EDSA sa gitna ng Camp Crame at Camp Aguinaldo. Paraanin lamang ninyo kami!

(My fellow citizens, I am but an ordinary solder and I have to follow my orders. Do not worry, we will not hurt any civilian. We are going to proceed to the back of Camp Aguinaldo. If you want, you can follow us or you may want to form a barricade at EDSA between Camp Crame and Camp Aguinaldo. Just let us pass!)

Crowd: Boo! Konsiyensiya! Konsiyensa, Konsiyensiya!

(Boo! Conscience, conscience, conscience!)

General Tadiar goes down shaking his head and Misa asks for the megaphone again.

Misa: Eto na ang tanong ko!

(Here is my question!)

Crowd: Sa wakas!

(At last!)

Misa: Alam natin na mayroon pang mga Reformist na naiwan sa Camp Aguinaldo at kung pupunta ang mga Marines sa likod ng Kampo at dala ang mga mortar nila...

(We know that there are still some reformists left in Camp Aguinaldo and if the Marines go there with their mortars…)

General Tadiar: Wala kaming dalang mortar!

(We do not have mortars!)

Misa: Kahit na artillery, siguradong magbabarilan sila, di ba? At siguradong gera na! Digmaan na! Pababayaan ba natin silang tumuloy?

(Even if they do not carry any artillery weapons, surely there will be shooting, right? And surely there will be fighting! There will be war! Do we let them through?)

Crowd: Huwag, huwag!

(Don’t, don’t!)

Misa: Ngayon, ito po ang itatanong ko pa sa inyo – kung alam nating magkakadigmaan, handa ba nating pigilin ito?

(Now, this is the question I pose before you. If we know there is going to be war, are we ready to stop this?)

Crowd: Oo, oo!

(Yes, yes!)

Misa: Kung gayon, may hihilingin ako sa inyo at hindi ko ito hihilingin kung hindi ko rin gagawin. Handa ba tayong lahat mamatay? 

(If that is so, there is something I will ask of you and I will ask this only because I am also willing to do it. Are we all ready to offer our lives to prevent war?)

Crowd: Oo, oo! (Then they burst out singing "Bayan ko")

(Yes, yes!)

Misa: Halika kayong lahat at maupo tayong lahat sa harap ng tangke! Magrorosaryo tayo! 

(Come here, all of you and sit in front of the tank! Let us pray the rosary!)

The crowd starts to kneel in front of the tanks and people point to an intense-looking man sitting in front of the tank. "Butz Aquino!" they cried. I called Butz Aguino, the brother of Ninoy Aquino,  to climb up the tank and handed him the megaphone.

Aquino: Sabi ni General Tadiar dapat niyang sundin ang mga utos na ibinigay sa kanya. Itanong nga natin, kanino ba galing ang mga utos na iyon, kay Marcos o kay Cory? Cory! Cory! Cory! (The crowd flash the Laban (Fight) sign and chant Cory! Cory! Cory!)

(General Tadiar said that he has to follow the orders given to him. Let us ask, from whom did these orders come, from Marcos or Cory? Cory! Cory! Cory! The crowd flash the Laban sign and chant Cory! Cory! Cory!

Piqued, General Tadiar ordered the tanks to rev their engines in preparation for moving forward. Butz Aquino jumped down hastily. But nobody else moved out of the way. Some brave men and women even positioned themselves in front of the tanks. The people who were kneeling in front of the tanks merely bowed their heads and began to cry while praying. Prayers grew louder and louder against the deafening roar of the engines. The tanks attempted to move forward. But they could move only a few feet because the people did not budge. Then the engines stopped. People looked at each other. Almost everyone had tears in his eyes as they shouted in jubilation. After a few minutes, General Tadiar ordered the tanks to move back to a clearing away from the road. People then started chanting, "Tadiar, Tadiar, General ng Bayan! Sumama na kayo! Sumama na kayo! (Tadiar, Tadiar, general of our republic! Join us! Join us!) 
Thus ended the episode when People Power was able to turn back formidable tanks for the first time during the Revolution. The phenomenon of People Power was to be repeated in the next two days by millions of Filipino civilians manning barricades at EDSA, Quezon Boulevard near Circle Theater, Channel 7, Fairview Radio Veritas and at Libis and Santolan Streets. This episode can be verified by BrigadierGeneral  Artemio A. Tadiar himself. 

I am proud to say that at Ortigas I found my brothers Gerry and Martin; Gerry was a lieutenant senior grade in the Navy. He was in civilian clothes undertaking the dangerous mission of bringing messages from General Fidel Ramos and General Galang to individual AFP officers for them to change sides. Martin was beside me at the tank together with Javi, his brother in law. I also learned that my mother Bella and my sister Bobbie were at that time manning the barricades at Camp Crame. But my greatest surprise was to see my wife Ads beside the tank, hysterically calling me to go down. It was a family affair. I also saw my uncle, Atty. Joaquin Misa who was there with his children, taking pictures.

As for the episode at Ortigas Avenue, I had risked the lives of so many people based on what I saw in the eyes of Brigadier General Tadiar. I saw that he was a soldier, but above all he was a decent man. I was certain that upon seeing the millions of Filipinos expressing their will, the Loyalists were only looking for a valid excuse to disobey their immoral orders. That was how the war was won - not only by People Power but also by Reformists and Loyalists who, at the moment of truth, rose above themselves to return democracy to the Filipinos as a gift to themselves. 

_____________________________________________________________________________
Version of General Artemio A. Tadiar (Sunday Inquirer Magazine May 25, 1986)

Editor: On May 14, 1986, 78 days after the Revolution, Misa visited Tadiar who was under house arrest in his quarters at Fort Bonifacio. Tadiar remembered Misa and agreed to an interview, his first since the Revolution. As he told Misa, “It’s only to you I will bother to tell these things.”

Tadiar: There have been so many unfair and inaccurate news reports being published. The book, The Quartet of the Tiger Moon, for example, states that I gave an ultimatum of 30 minutes to Mr. Tito Guingona and that marines were firing into the night to make their presence felt. You were there and you know. Tito Guingona was the one who asked for the 30 minutes which I granted him. And my men never fired a single shot. If we did, there would have been chaos. Perhaps it’s a miracle that in all our movements, the marines did not encounter even an accidental fire, nor did we bruise anybody or scratch any civilian vehicle. Let me tell you what really happened. 

The military should have acted on the eve of Saturday, Feb. 22, 1986 but did not for some reason I still do not know. Early Sunday morning, Major General Josephus Ramas, the commanding general of the Philippine army, was designated as the over-all commander to undertake the operations against the Enrile-Ramos group. But surprisingly, instead of utilizing army troops, he called upon the marines to undertake the mission. So initially, I designated my deputy, Brigadier General Jose R. Paez to command the Provisional Marine Brigade which was hastily organized for this purpose. 

However, as intelligence reports poured in regarding the presence of multitudes of civilians forming human barricades at EDSA and at the vicinity of Camp Crame and Camp Aguinaldo, I took it upon myself to lead my troops personally lest innocent blood be shed. My instructions were clear: “Do not fire unless fired upon and unless I personally order you to do so.”

On Sunday afternoon, Feb. 23, 1986, we left Fort Bonifacio for Camp Aguinaldo with a troop strength of three battalions (about 1,650 soldiers) on 10 LVTs (landing vehicle tanks), 26 M-35 trucks, four V-150 commandos, and a number of Mini-Cruiser jeeps and Land Rovers. When I saw all those civilians at Ortigas Avenue, I ordered my troops to stop. Those 45-tonner LVTs could have rammed through anything or anybody. I mustered all the moral courage I could. I did not want my hands to be stained with the blood of innocent people and go down in history as the “Butcher of Ortigas.” You know I could have advanced but did not because I did not want to hurt innocent, unarmed civilians. The miracle of it all was that during those tense moments, not a single provocateur was present because he could have easily exploded a firecracker and pandemonium would have ensued. It was also a blessing in disguise that the NPA (National People’s Army) did not take advantage of the situation to create trouble – it was then the perfect time. 

After our confrontation at Ortigas Ave., I ordered my troops back to Fort Bonifacio. Early morning the next day, the marines were able to reach Camp Aguinaldo through the AFP Logistics Command entrance. There were two rifle battalions, three LVT-H6 tanks and four V-150 commandos. That morning, the 150 mm. guns of the three LVT-H6 tanks were already bore-sighted on Camp Aguinaldo. In addition, more than a dozen mortars of the battalions were already set and ready to fire. General Josephus Ramas gave orders to my regimental commander to fire, but my commander did not respond because the orders did not come from me. When this happened, I was then told to order my commander to fire. Well, everybody knows that there were no shots fired. 

I consider myself a professional soldier and I am apolitical. To my mind, what General Fidel Ramos and Minister Juan Ponce Enrile did on Feb. 22, 1986 was merely a case of political defection because initially no mention was made of a rebellion or a coup d’’etat. They only announced that they were withdrawing their support from President Ferdinand E. Marcos. It was then a matter between them and President Marcos to solve. Besides, I deeply respect and admire Minister Enrile and General Ramos and they have not done me or my unit then any wrong. As such, I cannot in conscience shoot them or the people shielding them even if ordered to do so. 

As a soldier, I had pledged my allegiance to the Constitution and the duly constituted authority, who was then President Marcos – until the time he left the country. 

For me, two kinds of people emerged in those days: the constitutionalists and the moralists, not loyalists and reformists. I did what I was supposed to do as a professional soldier during the critical days of February, 1986. And I have nothing to hide or be ashamed of. 

I am a professional soldier, so President Corazon Aquino is now my Commander-in-Chief. 

Misa: Why are you under house arrest? What is your crime?

Tadiar: Frankly, I do not know. But that is okay, it is part of the game. And I am willing to accept whatever is given me. 

Misa: Were you General Fabian Ver’s favorite?

Tadiar: No, I don’t think so. If I were, I should be rich by now. But I am still a poor man. To tell you frankly, I do not even have a house of my own. In all my years of association with General Ver, my dealings with him were official in nature. I have not asked him a single personal favor. 

It was late in the evening when I finished my interview with the general. I left the general’s house with one unanswered question in mind. Brig. General Tadiar has not committed any crime. The top communist leaders like Jose Mari Sison and Bernabe Buscayno have been given general amnesty together with hundreds of political detainees. The NPA is wreaking havoc in the countryside; so many corrupt balimmbing (turncoat) generals and government officials still wear their rank. Why is Tadiar still under house arrest? Perhaps our magnificent rebels, Minister Juan Ponce Enrile and General Fidel Ramos can answer this question. 

By Gonzalo B. Misa 

15. Mid-life Transition

I have tested the limits of my body on the ground, on water and in the air. I have pushed the limits of my mind and my spirit to understand myself and other people and to peer into the mysteries of life. I have shared the joys and pains of my loved ones. The past fifty years have been lived life well like a pair of running shoes.  

Because of my vision in the cave of Mount Banahaw (see The Spirit of Mount Banahaw, below) I decided to take my doctorate in clinical psychology. I wanted to relay the message of the vision in modern language. It is also the message of my life. 

All my life I had been searching for meaning. I was curious and idealistic. Along the way I met all kinds of disillusionments. I aimed so high and fell so low. I rebelled against my parents, my religion, Ananda Marga and against my education (philosophy and economics).  I was shorn of all dependencies, ideals and illusions. I had nothing left except myself. Although the events in my life seemed to meander, they inexorably led to my "self.” It was like my experience of crossing the Sierra Madre mountains, where I was bereft of all physical strength with only one thing remaining: my will. I realized that the fulfillment of a person comes when one is simply human with his own thoughts, feelings and volition.   

My life has been a life of catharsis. When I tried to confront my fear of ghosts in the cemetery, when I confronted the trauma of running over a man, when I surrendered the hardness of my soul to my daugher Khara, my wife Ads and my children Gem and Marc, and when I administered to myself the therapy of catharsis and meditation - I was able to unload most of the negative thoughts and feelings from my psyche. Of course I still have my emotions of fear, anxiety and anger but these emotions are now grounded on real situations. In fact I can give full rein to my feelings because now I am anchored on my "self.” This is not to say that I am fully healed and no longer need catharsis. Catharsis is a lifetime's work and has to be resorted to whenever a person is confronted with emotional pains. After my catharsis I was ready to receive my personal vision in Mount Banahaw without distortions or projections. 
My life has also been a life of search and meditation.  I was not afraid to dream and make mistakes. With meditation I was able to reflect and understand my experiences. My working material was my own life with all my mistakes. My great discovery was that understanding my own life showed me my purpose in life as illustrated so vividly in my vision in Mt. Banahaw. So will anybody else discover his own unique purpose and vision by working on and understanding his own life material. This path leads to a greater "self" resplendent with new spiritual vistas.  

The hypothesis I want to make in my dissertation is that people are naturally good, like the natural child who is confident, curious and adventurous. People are naturally gifted with "higher consciousness" or, in psychological terms, a high level of sustained awareness and understanding. However, with pain and conditioning comes neurosis. With the intervention of catharsis and meditation, a person is able to resume the goodness and growth of the natural child. In this state, a person is open to grace in the same way that I was inspired to meet the marines at the EDSA revolution, receive my vision at Mount Banahaw and write my Self-Directed Therapy. 
Throughout my life journey I always had to ride two horses: one mundane and the other, spiritual. In college I took up Philosophy and Economics. After school I took up my yoga and MBA. Lately, I have been developing my therapy for my Ph.D. and doing real estate brokering. 

What lies ahead for the next fifty years? I want to go hang gliding again. I want to buy a motorized hang glider and call my hang glider buddies to fly with me.  I also want to dance on the frothy seas in a sailboat. I want to see Khara, Gem and Marc grow up happy. I do not have to do any wistful thinking about my married life with Ads because I am quite contented. I know that my board game will succeed one day because I have always achieved what I set my mind on (except getting rich which I have to keep in mind). I want to pass my psychology comprehensive exams and finish my dissertation. And lastly, after a few years, perhaps I can take up physics again and become a scientist inventor. And run the marathon. And a million other adventures and I am sure, misadventures!

I am somewhat embarrassed for having revealed some intimate parts of my life. I only want to show to the reader that "self-directed therapy" can by done by anybody in a systematic manner, no matter how difficult one’s life experiences have been. There is no mystery to it. The outcome is a bright, new world. 

                                                                   -------------

26/12/2005: I am now 59. Ads and I have a profitable business selling health salads and sandwiches (www.gemmarcfoods.com). I have finished my PhD oral exams long ago.  I am organizing my IET website and giving workshops in preparation for my dissertation. I am still very healthy, jogging every other day and joining 10 km. races for recreation. My family life is even better. However, I already have to take Saw Palmetto supplements for my prostate, virgin coconut oil for general health and watch my alkaline-acidity balance to prevent kidney stones. I also take reflexology massage for my aching bones and muscles. 2006 is my year, the year of the dog. I am still good for another 41 years. 
_____________________________________________________________________________
16. Ateneo de Manila University Sports Hall of Fame

ATENEO DE MANILA UNIVERSITY 

SPORTS HALL OF FAME SOUVENIR MAGAZINE 2003


When Lito joined the track and field team in his first year in high school (1960), he was asthmatic and anemic and was one of the shortest and scrawniest members of the team.  To even up things, Lito joined the pole vault event because he thought that he could hold the pole as high as any other athlete could. During his first year in the team, for the first five dual meets with three allowable qualifying jumps per meet (a total of fifteen attempts), Lito tried to jump over the bar but did not quite make it. On his third and final attempt during the general meet he flew over the bar but upon coming down his lips hit the bar that came crashing down with him. As he walked dejectedly towards the benches, he was surprised to hear the loudest ovation from the audience – the loudest ovation in his seven years of his track and field – for his sheer grit and determination. 

Fortunately Lito loved to run and with daily rigorous practice, Lito grew up to be one of the finest long distance runners of Ateneo (interrupted only by his first two college years at the San Jose Seminary). 

As a trackster, Lito won bronze and silver medals in the high school NCAA 800 meter run (2rd  year to 4th year) and gold medals in the high school 1,500 and 3,000 meter run (2nd year  to 4th year). In his third to fourth year in college, he won mostly gold medals in the 800, 1500 and 3,000 meter run, except for his fifth year in college 1969 when he was sick (although he still garnered a gold in the 800 meter run).  

Lito also earned bronze and silver medals in high school and silver and gold medals in college pole vault. 

In 1964 Lito was high school track and field team captain and in 1968-69 he was again the college track and field team captain. With his performances, he helped his team win NCAA championships from 1960 to 1963 (high school) and 1966-69 (college).

As a cross-country runner, Lito was the Ateneo champion in his third and fourth high school years and also champion in his third and fourth college years. 

In 1968 Lito was voted as Ateneo College Athlete of the Year and was chosen to receive the NCAA overall championship trophy in behalf of his Alma Mater. 

Besides being an athlete, Lito was also bandleader and cheerleader in high school and bandleader in college. 

After college in 1971, one of his memorable feats was running alone through the rugged Sierra Madre mountains along the treacherous Agus river (across which he had to swim many times) from Infanta to Tanay for two continuous, rainy days. Another memorable feat was being one of the first to fly a hang glider for more than an hour over the ridges of Tagaytay in 1979. 

Until now at the age of 57, Lito still runs recreational 5K and 10K races to keep fit. He also competed in the Magnolia walkathon races. 

At present Lito is pursuing a clinical psychology doctoral degree at Ateneo de Manila University where he is introducing a new psycho-spiritual therapy called “I” Empowerment Therapy (www.geocities.com/i_empower). 

True-blue from grade school to Ph.D., Lito exemplifies the slogan mens sana in corpore sano. 

17. Yoga / Meditation

Something in me kept me searching for answers to life’s riddles. After college I discovered Yoga through an organization called Ananda Marga.  After two years of practicing Yoga I thought I found the truth. I decided to go to India to become a guru. Two days before I left for India (where I stayed for six months) I wrote this letter to the seminarians of San Jose Seminary where I had spent two years in 1964-1965. 
Approximately seventy of us lived in a small Ashram (a house turned into a training center) in Banares. We were in our teens and twenties. Men and women lived in separate quarters. Most trainees were Indians. There were several Americans, Dutch and five Filipinos. We were tested with physical and mental deprivation: no milk, no cold water, no soft drinks, no sweets, no pork, beef or chicken. Only vegetables, fruits, rice and ruti (bread). We surrendered all our possessions for safekeeping and did not have any money to spend. We knew that to become a guru meant that we had to renounce our family and country. Like priesthood, we embraced the practice of poverty, chastity and obedience. This time I was not worried about chastity because there were Yoga exercises for sublimation that actually worked for me. (The gurus – called Avadhutas - wondered how the Catholic priests were able to keep their vows despite the fact that they drank intoxicating wine everyday and did not practice meditation and sublimation exercises). We were forbidden to write or receive letters from our home country. We were told that we would never see our country and family ever again. We rose above the physical, mental and emotional deprivations through meditation. 

It was in India when I had my most profound spiritual experience. I meditated four hours a day for four months. Compared to my seminary years where my emotions swung daily from ecstasy to desolation, in the Ashram I was able to rise above the deprivations and achieved a state of mind that was consistently and increasingly serene and blissful. We were taught that the only fitting object of meditation was the Infinite. I discovered that indeed deep within us lies an infinitely enriching spiritual universe. I experienced how human consciousness merged with divine consciousness, similar to a droplet of water merging with the ocean. I realized my true spiritual identity and destiny. Words cannot describe this experience but maybe I can try. 

In this state I felt eternity that William Blake described in his Auguries of Innocence: 

To see a World in a Grain of Sand

And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,

Hold Infinity in the Palm of your Hand

And Eternity in an Hour.

This experience was not only for a moment or an hour. It lasted for several months. I can still attune myself to this experience up to now. 
I felt I could relate to celestial bodies and creatures of nature who could speak to me across species, time and space. I felt that I was one with the Source. I was a co-creator to whom destiny opened its pages. I discovered that I was much greater than the human being I thought I was. I was filled with spiritual bliss. Parapsychologists call this a higher state of consciousness that is serene and blissful versus psychosis that is full of inner conflict and self-doubt.  (This transcendental state of mind is not really rare. People communicate with their pets. Inventors, writers and painters lose track of time when they focus on the “eternal moment.”
I had many profound and extra-sensory experiences in my meditations, such as hearing music and seeing visions. But all those were only fringe benefits. What was important was that I experienced the indescribable meaning of union with "God.” 
I was the first in our batch to be allowed to train as an Acharya, a teacher (before becoming an Avadhuta, a guru). As part of the training I had to go on a two week begging test. I had to beg from the poorest of the poor. I was not allowed to eat anything other than what I was able to beg for. I had to go around in an orange robe carrying a small tin can and proclaim, "Hari Ohm Tat Sat" - i.e. "God is everywhere / God is the essence of everything" and the poorest of the poor would give me a piece of banana or a biscuit. Actually this arrangement suited me because at last I was able to taste sweets that I could not eat in the Ashram. I learned to respect the poorest of the poor. What a sure-fire way to learn humility!
One day a group of Indian teenagers beckoned me in Hindi to join them under a mango tree. I did not understand Hindi because we were taught to read and write in Bangla (Bengali) and Sanskrit. They laughed as they called me. When I joined them they suddenly grabbed my arms and one of them brought out a pair of scissors. Waving the scissors in the air, this Indian threatened to cut my hair and my beard! (Since we were not allowed to cut our hair, my top hair had grown down to my shoulders. I parted my hair in the middle and tied my beard in three knots. Through all the hair pierced my meditative eyes). These Indians wanted trouble! Like a true Filipino I wrested myself away from their hold and took the stance of a boxer. Luckily Indians in general do not have the slightest concept of boxing. (And they are the only race on earth who shake their heads when they mean "yes" and nod when they mean "no"). When they saw that I did not find their prank funny they let me go. They already had their laugh for the day. 

On another day as I begged I saw thousands of heads bobbing up and down the streets of Banares. Millions of devotees were going to the River Ganges for a festival. Curious, I went with the crowd to the Ganges. Seeing the mighty Ganges, I tried to swim across the two - three hundred meter wide river. I was already sick and weak from amoebic hepatitis. I swallowed a lot of water as I swam. Feeling weak after swimming halfway, I turned back. On the shore I was wondering why there were so many fat vultures. Only later did my companions at the Ashram tell me that although bodies of adults were burned on pyres, bodies of children were considered sacred and thrown into the Ganges River in rigor mortis. Yes, those fat vultures could barely walk! 

During the last days of my two-week begging trial I met two philosophy professors from Sanskrit University. They called me aside and told me that although it was not their custom to talk to sannyasins (spiritual students), they had the sudden urge to talk to me. With a common background in philosophy, we understood each other easily.  They said that Ananda Marga did not have a good reputation in India because the organization had political and financial ambitions. The trainees were being exploited. They added that a real guru, like Krishnamurti, never organizes a following. A real guru does not allow his students to be permanently dependent on him. He allows them to grow and leave.  After a short discussion I immediately saw the other side of the picture. How hypnotized I had been all these months! On the very next day I submitted my resignation. I was asked to meditate on my resignation but the more I meditated the clearer it became to me that true spirituality lies in freedom and in autonomy. 
I wanted to hike across Europe like other young tourists in India but by then my chronic amoebic hepatitis prevented me from even standing more than five minutes without vomiting. I hated the smell of curry and mustard oil that the Indians used in their food. Whenever I ate Indian food the curry would assault my nostrils and the mustard oil would burrow into my esophagus like acid.  It made me burp all that gas. I developed the habit of burping every two minutes. Sick and jaundiced, I sent a cable to my uncle Joaquin Misa, the Philippine lawyer of Pan American Airlines, to send me a ticket (as he had offered before I left for India against my protestations, saying that he did not believe that I would not come back). I took the earliest Panam plane to Manila and went straight to the Intensive Care Unit. My doctor, the late Pedro Chanco, head of University of Santo Tomas (UST) microbiology department, was ecstatic at seeing the rarest specimens of the worms, bacteria and viruses I brought back from India. "I shall never forget you,” he told me, "nor will my class.” (Several years after India I went to consult a doctor in the Massachussettes General Hospital, U.S.A.  The doctor told me that the way to stop burping was not to inhale too much air only to let it out as a burp. Not wanting to waste the $200 I paid him, I followed his advice and immediately stopped burping). 

Looking back, I am able to appreciate different kinds and stages of meditation that I would now like to describe and demystify.

Samatha meditation is simply being aware of one’s breath going in and out of one’s nostrils. The objective of this kind of meditation is merely to relax a person and to give him focus. This phase is preparatory to other stages of meditation. 

Vipassana meditation is self-observation. In the relaxed state of Samatha, a person observes his own physical, mental and emotional processes. In this way, a person gets to know himself objectively. In this stage of meditation, there is still the distinction between the observer (I) and the observed (it, me, self). 

Vipassana meditation alone may take years before its fruits can be reaped because this activity is basically mental while suppressed feelings are emotional and are covered up by mental denial, rationalizations and projections. It is therefore logical to combine Vipassana meditation that utilizes mental observation and understanding with catharsis that touches and unearths suppressed feelings.

Yoga meditation means “Yuj,” to yoke one’s consciousness with divine consciousness. It is also called absorption meditation. When a person has cleared himself of his mental garbage, then he is ready to do yoga meditation. Otherwise, he might be projecting his own expectations into what he thinks is enlightenment. 

Yoga meditation allows a person to reach high levels of spirituality when he surrenders his human consciousness to divine consciousness, the Source. This wordy description is difficult to understand and easier to experience. When a painter is awed by a flower, he sees the beauty of nature itself. He experiences Beauty. He feels beautiful feelings and becomes Beauty itself. This mind-blowing experience of insight and enlightenment is common among artists and inventors. “Gifted” is what we call them, not knowing that there is a systematic way to attain this peak experience. Imagine the experience of constantly being one with the Source, imbibing inspiration, strength, enlightenment and love! 

Zen meditation is enhanced awareness of the totality of life, of reality. There is no longer the distinction between the observer (I) and the observed (it, me, self). Zen meditation may be compared to pre-cognitive sensory experience with enhanced awareness. Conceptual barriers seem to disappear, such as time and space. This experience is common among meditators whose state of awareness is so constant that changes in time and location do not distract them, Hence the feeling of timelessness and “spacelessness.” This experience also allows meditators to focus and appreciate the “here and now.” This Zen experience is described in this famous Zen saying: 

“Before a person studies Zen, mountains are mountains and waters are waters; after a first glimpse into the truth of Zen, mountains are no longer mountains and waters are no longer waters; after Enlightenment, mountains are once again mountains and waters once again waters.”

In IET, the “here and now” principle of Zen meditation is applied to distractions. If, during meditation, distractions arise as they likely would, a person should pay attention to the distraction that is the “here and now” subject matter. A distraction is an unresolved thought and calls for attention and resolution. Only after a person deals with distractions by understanding it and better, by making a plan on how to resolve it, should he go back to his original object of meditation. 

To reap the fruits of meditation, a practitioner has to meditate regularly morning and evening for months and years (just like jogging, biking, sailing, etc). Deep meditation is very enriching. The fruits of meditation depend on how serious a practitioner is. No amount of reading about meditation will compare with the experience of meditation. 
18. Catharsis

 Trauma / pain (stimulus) may be inflicted by one’s parents or loved ones or by others through outright harm, rejection or condtional love (I will love you only if you please me). Trauma may also be situational, such as a death in the family. Trauma may also be imbibed (learned) in an adverse situation, such as in the slums or by watching TV. 
To cope with pain, a person adopts defensive behavior called defense mechanisms in order to isolate and lessen the pain especially if the person (child) cannot accept that he is unloved. It is one’s reaction to pain (stimuli) that characterizes the defense mechanism. For example, a person may rebel, become angry, submit or deny his situation by rationalization, justification/self-blame and even by amnesia. Defensive behavior is also called stimulus-response behavior. A person, through instinct, automatically reacts to a situation by rebelling, submitting or escaping from the pain without confronting and resolving the pain. Stimulus-response (S-R) is different from (S-O-R) which means stimulus-organism (who thinks and proacts) – response. 

When a person habitually repeats his response to a certain stimulus, he becomes conditioned to the cues of the stimulus. Condtioning – classical, operant or learned - is described in www.geocities.com/i_empower IET therapy manual. This repetitive habitual response emanates from a fixated response to a state-bound traumatic experience (stimulus).  Conditioning starts during the most sensitive age of childhood when a person is so trusting, innocent and vulnerable to any trauma that leaves its indelible mark. 

Neurosis (psychological disorders as described by DSM IV-R - please see IET Therapy Manual in www.geocities.com/i_empower) develops when inner conflicts create defensive mechanisms in a person who is confronted with situations that he has difficulty in resolving. Most often, his predisposition is not congruent with reality situations (I think I have to do it but I don’t feel like doing it; I think and feel like doing it but I don’t do it; I do it without thinking or against my better judgment.)
The conditioning of a person presupposes a pre-conditioned, natural state. In IET, this state is called the “natural child,” i.e. the pre-traumatized conditioned child. The natural child is spontaneous, curious, loving and adventurous. The conditioned child is therefore not natural, not normal. 

Conditioning and neurosis can be extinguished and resolved by removing the stimulus or reinforcement. Inasmuch as the traumatic incident cannot be removed, it is the traumatic conditioning that is resolved. This presupposes that like the theory of conditioning, a person can return to his “natural” child state and resume his growth.  
There are other kinds of pain, for example: the pain of finding life meaningless or the pain of not having fulfilled oneself. These pains are also the subject matter of IET.  
IET enables a person to become congruous i.e. his thoughts, feelings and behavior jibe with each other. A conditioned person is incongruous because fixated conditioning and inner conflict prevent a person from responding to a situation spontaneously. Without inner conflicts, a person fuses his thoughts, feelings and volition into one. His word is as good as his deed. He acts on his convictions. He is a person of wisdom and action. 

The other kind of congruity is when a person fuses his neurotic thinking, feeling and volition. This state is akin to extreme psychological disorder. 
While the age of seventeen was significant to me as the year I rebelled, twenty four was the year when I came to truly understand myself. I was deeply influenced by the book of Dr. Arthur Janov entitled “The Primal Scream”
. Dr. Janov described how people purged themselves of their neuroses by undergoing regression and catharsis (called abreaction by Freud and Brueur who used hypnosis to induce abreaction, although IET does not use hypnosis to maintain full awareness and understanding). A person has to come to terms with himself by going back to the source of his fears and pains. He has to relive them in order to understand them fully as past fixations and let them go as things of the past.  After years of cover up, suppression, rationalization, denial and other defense mechanisms, catharsis is difficult to achieve.  A person has to identify, relive, accept and understand the layers of covered-up pains and painful feelings in order to resolve and purge them. Defense mechanisms are nature's way of isolating painful feelings so that they become temporarily bearable. Unfortunately, painful feelings fester like poison when suppressed. Sooner or later this cauldron of painful feelings will explode i.e. a person goes into a psychological breakdown and commits suicide or shoots innocent people. Nevertheless people who have been conditioned to conditional love resort to these defense mechanisms with the mistaken notion that if they think and act the way others want them to, other people especially their parents would accept and love them. A sadistic parent, for example, would want his child to act like a masochist in order to "love" him. Or a successful businessman parent would want his child to study business management as a condition to "loving" him. This is called conditional love. And for the child to survive, he thinks that he had better act the way his (neurotic) parents want him to. Catharsis enables the person to throw away all that is alien to one's thoughts, feelings and volition.  A person rids himself of all unreal fears and anxieties. Conditioned behavior falls off like dead branches. After catharsis a person is able to both resolve his internal conflicts and think, feel and act himself again.  

                                                         ------------------

Case Studies
It takes courage to go through the deepest phases of catharsis. I talk from experience. After reading the book of Dr. Janov, I locked  myself in my room for several days. I confronted my pains one by one. Spasms of emotions racked my body. I was fortunate to have had a background in meditation because I could somewhat distance myself, reflect on and understand the cathartic process. Otherwise I could have easily identified with my paid and ended up more traumatized as happened to many people in the United States in the seventies when regression and catharsis (primal scream therapy) were very popular. They were called the “walking wounded.”
When I was able to release my defense mechanisms (mostly anger), I experienced the exhilarating feeling of freedom and wholeness. (Without this release I would probably be in prison now.) No longer was I divided, an enemy to myself. With no psychological obstacles, the world was there for me to conquer. I felt that I could now pursue my childhood dreams before I was stymied by my traumas. I also felt that at last I had achieved emotional stability to take on serious relationships and responsibilities. I was mature enough to get married. I thought that if 50% of marriage partners (me) had solved their problems, marriage  already has a 50% chance of succeeding. 

Of course the memory of my traumatic experiences still lingered but no longer had complete control of me. Catharsis is a continuing process. In the course of my life, I continued doing catharsis as memories of my early trauma slowly lost their compelling and intrusive control over me. However, when I would carelessly expose myself to cues and stimuli, I would still backslide. I have to be very vigilant. I guess this is the situation that faces every person who wants to rid himself of old habits such as smoking, drinking and drug addiction. I can honestly say that if it were not for catharsis (and meditation), I would probably be in prison now. 
Allow me to give another example of a person who underwent catharsis and transformation. 

My friend Hubert, a security specialist then, brought to me seven men for therapy. He did not tell me that they were vigilantes. I gave a sample session to their chief. I guided Cito (not his real name) through Samatha and Vipassana meditation. Then I guided him to his earliest trauma. He was sobbing, shaking and cursing. After an hour he heaved a sigh. Later he told me that he relived the time in his childhood when his father was molesting his sister. In his helplessness and anger, he could not do anything to help his sister. From then on his migraine headache tortured him. It was a very painful experience, he said, but after letting out all his feelings with the objective of letting these out of his system (and not to get back at his father), he felt much lighter. His migraine headache was gone. He said that finally he was able to acknowledge his denied feelings of helplessness and anger and accept the painful truth about the incident. 
In a person’s developmental life, he has to go through catharsis/cleansing before embarking on spirituality. Without catharsis, a person is held captive by his defense mechanisms such as denial, projection, anger, etc. His soul (psyche/consciousness) would still be full of garbage and in this situation, it would be hard for him to open up himself to God/ Higher Consciousness/Source/Life in meditation. He would find it difficult to distinguish between spiritual enlightenment and his own mental projections. Of course he can participate in many religious rituals but these are mainly external and emotional. God can be reached directly in the silence of a non-polluted soul. 
Other case studies would be the feedback of drug addicts of the Dangerous Drugs Board Rehab Center and M.W. as shown in the website www.geocities.com/i_empower.

________________________________________________________________________________
19. “I” Empowerment Therapy (IET) 
IET is another name for Self-Directed Therapy that is a combination of catharsis and meditation. Inasmuch as I have undertaken IET by myself, I am confident that others can also undertake their own self-healing therapy provided they are not seriously handicapped psychologically. It would help a novice, however, to be initially guided in meditation and psychotherapy by competent specialists. 
Catharsis and meditation are ancient healing arts that have given solace to mankind for thousands of years. These therapies are patterned after human nature and are therefore accessible to everyone. Catharsis and meditation enable a person to be less concerned and defensive about himself and embark in a genuine manner on the greatest healing art, love. Love is the foundation of the extension of IET that is family therapy.
 A person does not have to be afraid of undertaking IET by himself. There are two ways to deal with pain: 
a. Breath control: If a person wants to slow down or stop the pace of catharsis, he can slow down his breathing. This will calm him down. 

b. He can shift his focus on his role as observer or to another object, thus distancing himself from pain temporarily. 

In all activities of IET, it is the “I” that is master of the process. A person can accelerate or slow                 down and pace his progress. 

The “I” is the most important ingredient of IET. The semantics of language can bear out the importance of the “I.”
“I” is the subject, the doer. “Me” or “self” is the object. “Me” or “self” is a language construct referring to a concept about oneself. This concept is a thought. Thought has to be distinguished from the thinker, the “I.” 

“Me” or “self” is an accumulation of thoughts about oneself.

As soon as a person thinks of something, it becomes a thought, a fixed concept that is archived in memory. A thought belongs to the past while the process of thinking that produces thoughts always belongs in the present (current) act of thinking. The thinker manipulates or modifies concepts to express an idea. 
Since “I” produces and manipulates thoughts, the “I” can change and modify his thoughts. The “I” is the creator, maintainer and destroyer of his own thoughts. A person can therefore change his thoughts about his “self.” The self-concept is an accumulation of one’s thoughts about oneself and may be very low and negative. If a person realizes his power as “I” capable of changing his thoughts about himself, he is empowered to change himself (Hence the name of this therapy, “I” Empowerment Therapy).  If drug addicts, alcoholics and other people who have a very negative idea of themselves realize this power within themselves, they can change their lives. 
The thinker is not the thought. The thinker is “I” thinking, witnessing, being aware of one’s “thinking thoughts,” “feeling feelings” and “doing things” (processes) and also thinking, witnessing and being aware of other people and objects. Thinking does not exist in a vacuum; a person always thinks about something. 

“I” is not only the thinker. He is also the feeler and the doer. He feels feelings and can change his feelings. He is the doer and can change his actions and habits. He is the master of all his physical, mental, emotional and spiritual processes. He emerges as the “I” only after he is able to rid himself of his reactive thoughts, feelings and habits that have been conditioned by exposure to outside influences (conditional love, peer pressure) or learned in limit situations (death in the family, illnesses, etc.)
The transformation of a person from a conditioned “self” enslaved by his reactive habits to a proactive “I” marks the first metamorphosis of a person during the first phase of IET. 

The first phase of IET is psychotherapy characterized by catharsis and Vipassana meditation. This phase enables a person to resume his growth that started when he was a natural child, a pre-traumatized / unconditioned person before he was conditioned and stunted by his state-bound fixated neuroses. This rediscovered freedom enables him to metamorphize into a fully functioning whole and healed person, full of passions (joy, ambition, lust, anger) under his control, with no inner conflict and with the confidence and courage of a natural child to develop his innate talents and pursue his lifetime dreams. 

The second phase of IET marks his second metamorphosis into a spiritual person. Here spirituality does not necessarily mean religiosity because religiosity connotes devotion to external rituals, although a spiritual person can be religious and a religious person can be spiritual if the inner life is dominant. 
The IET term “spiritual” derives its meaning from the first phase of IET where a person gets rid of his conditioned thoughts, feelings and behavior and functions as a “natural child” with his own unconditioned thoughts, feelings and behavior. He can be angry, lust, aspire, cry, i.e. he is fully human. At the same time, without his illusionary mental projections, he is able to be in touch with the Spirit (i.e. Source) of his talents, strength and inspiration during meditation. At this point the distinction between human and spiritual begins to disappear. Humanity and spirituality merge. The more spiritual a person, the more human he becomes and vice versa. 

Spiritual development is accelerated with Yoga and Zen meditation. Yoga plugs a person into the power Source. Yoga inspires a person to develop his innate talents that emanate from the Source. He becomes a co-creator. Zen on the other hand enables a person to dissolve the barrier between “I” and “others” into “we” and “all.” He shares his world and his life with others. 

Frequently Asked Questions: 

1. Is IET a cult?

No, IET like Krishnamurti, encourages participants to become independent and autonomous. IET does not attempt to organize a following. 
2. Is IET psychotherapy?

Yes and no. Yes, in the sense that IET speaks the language of psychotherapy and respects the science of psychotherapy, especially experimental psychotherapy where hypotheses have to be proven scientifically.  

No, IET is not psychotherapy in the sense that IET does not espouse a therapist-patient relationship where transference and counter-transference take place. To IET, transference and counter-transference connote dependency. IET discourages dependency and espouses an adult-to-adult relationship where the therapist (i.e., guide) and the patient (i.e. student), like allies, respect each other’s views and feelings and where the student is encouraged to think, feel and act on his own. Except in the case of a psychologically severely handicapped person who may need temporary transference relationship – IET encourages an immediate shift to an adult-to-adult relationship as soon as possible. 
3. Who may teach IET? 

An IET therapist must be well grounded in psychology before teaching IET because he has to deal with psychological disorders. An IET therapist may however enlist the help of students to assist him in his sessions. An IET therapist must furthermore be well grounded in the various techniques of meditation before he can talk about spirituality. 

4. Is IET a religion?

No, IET is not a religion. IET talks about God only insofar as a person experiences the manifestations of “God” as the Source of enlightenment, beauty, courage. In fact, the author of IET confesses that he has never seen God, much less talked to Him. To Buddhists God is not even a person but total reality. God is experienced and in this sense has no name. But this does not negate the fact that the most powerful force that touches the hearts of men is love and IET sees love as personal human language coming from the Source. 
5. Is IET a money-making enterprise?

No, IET is not a money-making enterprise as can be seen in the incorporation papers of “I” Empowerment Institute Inc. (please refer to www.geocities.com/i_empower).
6. What then is IET?

IET is an ancient healing art comprising catharsis and meditation that IET describes in a modern layman’s language. In addition to catharsis and meditation, IET espouses the supremacy of the “I” in all life activities such as rest, creativity, sports, business, love and so on. In other words, ‘I’ is not limited to psychotherapy or spirituality alone. “I” participates in life itself and is as big as life itself as long as the “I” is aware. 
As much as the author wants to claim IET as his greatest invention, he cannot do so because an invention presupposes that there is no prior art and furthermore, an invention should be novel. Catharsis and meditation are certainly prior art. And the activities of the “I” are as common and as usual as activities seen in daily life. 
7. How do I attend IET workshops?

IET workshops will be announced in the website www.geocities.com/i_empower.
20. The Spirit of Mount Banahaw
Perhaps my lean years were meant to bring me closer to my own self. I had time to meditate and explore my creative nature. These lean years were climaxed by a deeply spiritual experience in Mount Banahaw. Never have I narrate this episode to the public. It is time to reveal it now. 

In 1991 I joined a three-day Hatha Yoga group workshop conducted by my sister Ciay (pronounced "shy") in Mount Banahaw. Ciay had been doing Hatha Yoga for ten years in the United States. Through her "soft belly" breathing she could relax her whole body and reach an altered state of consciousness. But I was very cynical of Mt. Banahaw. 

Folk rituals, superstition, animism… So much prejudice did I harbor against Mount Banahaw until one morning I found myself meditating in the small cave of Santissima. The silence was deafening and the only sound I could hear was the whistle of a songbird: a clear, hollow, dancing tune. It reminded me of the forest outside. 

I sank into meditation, wondering what Mount Banahaw was all about. My breathing was deep and slow. With each breath I felt my body expanding and dissolving into nothingness. In my imagination I wrapped my physical body in its etheric cocoon, including all mental distractions. Soon I was free of my physical body and in the next moment I was floating in pure consciousness. 

Pictures flashed before me like a movie. In my mind I saw the ancient rain forest of Mount Banahaw, its thick foliage wild and foreboding. The trees stood like pillars reaching up to the stars. The rivers and waterfalls of Santa Lucia glistened in the cool night. 

I felt a strong presence, as if somebody was watching me. Like a video-camera, I scanned the mountain ranges. Far away, on a barren mountain top, was an old man meditating. I could not see him clearly. I returned to the rain forest. There in the deepest recesses, stood a dark-brown stag, still and motionless. His build was muscular. His head was held high. His antlers interlocked like autumn branches. He gazed at me intently. Darkness slowly engulfed him as he disappeared into the wilderness. He reminded me of the call of the wild that beckoned wolves and deer to leave their human masters and seek the wilderness. 

I looked around and I saw the old man again. This time I was closer. I saw that his face was gaunt, his skin loose, and his shirt tattered. Still I did not recognize him but I felt I knew him. He seemed to be calling me. 

An eagle swiftly glided from the barren mountain top to the deep ravines below. His wings were extended and his white feathers quivered in the wind. 

My attention was drawn again to the old man. There was a trail leading to the barren mountain top. On foot I followed the trail and approached the old man. I saw that the sockets of his eyes were empty. He seemed lifeless. Somehow I felt drawn to him, and in a split second I was drawn into his body. Immediately the old skin shuffled, tightened and became smooth. The old shirt fell off, showing a body that was young and vibrant. My eyes filled the empty socket and glowed.

With my new vision I looked above me and saw the glorious sunset torch the sky with multi-colored rays that streamed across, bursting and cascading into the night. I looked around and saw that the stag's eyes were also glowing. 

I began to really see and understand. I realized that I was the old man. I remembered how in my college days I would meditate on top of a barren hill to watch the sunset. Like the stag, I would run half-naked to the hills with total abandon, the sun warming my face and the wind blowing in my ears. I remembered how, like the eagle, I would soar over the ridges of Tagaytay in my hang-glider, the sail quivering between the battens as I played with my brother, the wind. Tears began to well in my eyes. I choked, overwhelmed with awe and reverence. 


The pictures kept coming. I knew the eagle's eyes also glowed even though I did not see them. Above was a firefly but when it came closer its flickering light tuned into glowing eyes. Nearby a butterfly fluttered, also with glowing eyes. Their eyes shone with knowledge and understanding. Farther to my left was a large panther, also with glowing eyes, striding over big boulders. I realized that this was my sister Ciay who was then teaching us, a group of yoga enthusiasts, the secret of the yoga breath. Then all around me hundreds of eyes began to glow. Behind the eyes were shapes of forest animals that transformed themselves into people: children, fathers, mothers, brothers and sisters, all of them in joyous adoration. The mountains, trees, rivers and waterfalls joined in wakeful prayer. 

The silence of the rain forest, like that of the cave, was deafening. All the creatures were worshipping. Their fervor vibrated in heavenly decibels and filled the rain forest with a high-pitched hymn of praise that only angels could hear. Then in this hush, in the emptiness of the night, a cricket trilled, "ki-li-lig." The clear note glowed. It floated up and reverberated throughout the rain forest. Out of the darkness the eagle swooped down and gingerly took the pulsating note in his beak. The eagle glided throughout the rain forest as the clear pulsating note awoke the forest creatures who opened their glowing eyes. The eagle flew to other rain forests and to all the corners of the earth.  Millions of lights filled the earth. At last the eagle returned to the waterfalls.

In the clearing where the towering trees surrounded the waterfalls, the eagle dropped the note in mid-air. Slowly, like a consecrated host, the clear pulsating note rose towards the stars. The stars danced in ecstasy. The note kept rising to the galaxy above and to higher galaxies. The whole universe convulsed in joyous celebration. All of creation pulsated, as if breathing, as if alive. The hymn of creation was as deafening as the silence of the cave.

Now I know. The Spirit of Mount Banahaw is far greater than the mountain. It is the light in the eyes of all creatures that understand and know. It is the rhythmic hymn of the universe. It is my breath, it is the breath. It is creation breathing. It is life itself. And the creatures of the universe - the eagle, the stag, the forest animals, the people of the earth, myself included - are all called to join the joyous celebration of creation in the silence of their souls.

21. MY STORY  1994-2006
By Gonzalo B. Misa 
It is my time.

It is time to write my book. 

Just as the stars move along

Their celestial spheres

And waves lap 

On waiting shores,

Just as wolves follow

The call of the wild

And cicadas rise 

From years of burrowed darkness

To grasp the bark of a tree

And trill their song

As the sunset ends their dying day;
So must I follow my path

Wherever it leads me.
Funny, I thought it would lead me

To the ends of the earth

And to the mountaintops,
Only to find out that it has led me

Back to myself.

How many years have passed

Since I had so many schemes, 
Made so many mistakes,

Wasted too much time

Looking for something else. 

I knew but did not care

To find my kingdom within.

Looking back I watch 

A thread weaving the years 

Into this moment,

Transforming mistakes into lessons,
Weaknesses into strength,

Despair into solitude, 

And solitude into hope; 

This thread of understanding 

Woven by a mighty hand,
Making me see

That the moment is now,
And now is eternal.

An invitation to a great adventure

And how are you, my friend? 

Would you like to read my book?

I am sure that you too 

Have your story to tell. 

Do not be surprised if you discover

That my book is also yours.
Its pages speak of human weakness, 

Of pain, of shattered dreams, 

Disillusionment, death and rebirth

And emerging life within.

Its pages point to a path

Neither to sainthood nor to martyrdom,
Nor to heaven nor hell,
But to a place called earth

Where we can be ourselves,

Simply human,

Here and now.

The path leads to a door

Where all students of life must pass

To unlearn 

Myths and rituals,
Magic and fantasies,
And learn

That the raindrop is the ocean

And the morning dew, the sun.

Imagine knowing

Who you truly are, 

Why you are here

And where you are to go. 

To live a life

With no enemy within,
Where the world is yours

To conquer and enjoy!

What, you are too busy

Watching TV?

But time is life’s conductor,
Hear her overture!
There is a love beyond all loves,

A light beyond all lights,
Beyond the far horizon -
In the deep unknown! 

The greatest adventure awaits;

Pack up your bag, dear Captain, 

Your ship is set to sail!

Bring an ounce of irreverence

And a ton of good humour;
Throw away that piety,

Disbelieve until you know.

Marshal all your courage

For storms will buffet you; 

Have faith in yourself,
For death will stalk you. 

If you wish, dear Captain,

I can be your guide

But only for a while.

For you must choose your path

Where I cannot follow,

You must go alone

Where no one can save you. 

The inner voice is your torch,

Common sense your companion, 

Experience your teacher, 

And eternity your prize.

Let us sail, dear Captain, 

To forgotten lands;

Steer the ship 

And I will trim the sails.  

You will enjoy the journey

And fulfil your odyssey

If you scan Polaris 

And not my prose. 

The power of life

Our first port is a humble seed -

Tiny, inert, unsuspecting 

That one day its leafy branches

Will shade people below.

What force steels the trunk against the tempests?

What guile guides the roots to the soil?

Who unfolds each leaf and flower,
How does the seed become a tree?

How does a baby learn to walk,

Who guides her steps along the way?

Who opens her eyes to wonder,

Why does a child ask why?

Is life pulsating within the seed

Or does life draw the seed to fullness?

Likewise we keep on searching

Until we find our answers.

Is there in us an infinitude

That draws us towards infinity, 

Or is there in us a plenitude

That, half-tasted, leaves us in misery?

Terror 
 The winds are whistling, dear Captain,

Darkness is spreading fast;
Close your eyes and listen

Amidst the turmoil in your mind! 

Can you hear a distant voice, 

Calling for somebody, 

The voice is getting louder, 

Calling your name! 

The clouds are gathering low

Over the frothy sea, 

Can your ship survive

The terror of the night?

The storm is howling wickedly, 

Beware the monsters of the deep!

Alack, O luckless Captain, 

The rocks have wrecked your ship!

Ghosts and skulls wash up your feet,

Fiends and devils lurk and screech,
Blood and venom spill and spurt,

Caught and caged, you have no escape!

Split in half, your guts fall out,
Clumps of maggots crawl about, 

Fear and hatred choke the air,

Below, the ocean groans, despair!

Are you so cold, you cannot feel

The numbness of your heart?

Are you so blind, you cannot see

The sparkle in people's eyes?

Are you so tired, have you forgot

Your passions and your dreams?

Are you so smart, would you rather say, 

"I like to be this way!"

Deja vu, this second port

Is the prison of your mind!
If your eyes do not see

And your ears do not listen, 

If your mouth only curses

And your tongue only lies,

If your nose smells no stink

And your heart knows no feeling,

Then die, dear Captain, 

For you are already dead!

And yet you do not know,

No, you do not care

That life has passed you by

And buried you among

The living dead.

“Weep!,” the angels whisper, “weep!”

For the love you never tasted 

And the life you never lived.

 “Mourn!,” the monsters moan, “mourn!”

For the fitful laughter 

And the empty years.

Do you wish to die

And end this misery

Or cling to life 

Amidst laughter and tears?

Nobody can tell you what to do;

Your fate is in your hands -

 A simple yes or no.

If you wish to go,  

Let me bid good bye;

If you want to stay, 

Let me show the way.

Leave your wretched ship,

Climb the hilly port,

Sit beneath a tree

And meditate. 

Initial attempt at meditation

Behold a stone, a pebble stone,

And tell me what you see.

“Stonehenge and the pyramids!” 

Look again and see.

 “My aching back ...my sleepy eyes...”

Isn't it amazing

That the stone you did not see!

Now, try this, as distractions come, 

Hold them in your attention

One by one.

Leave the pebble stone,

Return when you are done,

For distractions demand

Instant resolution. 

 “Feeling tired, feeling low...”

 Follow your feelings, 

Go with the flow. 

Confront each problem

Till it’s understood: 
Whence is the source, 

What is the outcome,

Have you thought enough

To draw up a plan? 

Then back to the stone

And you can see 

The stone and nothing else - 

Your mind is conflict-free!

 “Grains of sand and crystals,

The roundness and inertness, 

Compact agelessness;
This is not just a stone- 

This is such a stone!”

Isn't it a wonder that 

When the mind is garbage-free,

A person can see the essence

With precise objectivity? 

Now, with perspicacity,

What more can you see?

 “Eons of formation,

In the womb of Mother Earth,

The chemistry of creation

Of the universe!”

Creation is beckoning,

Its mystery unfolding,

The stone is drawing you,

You have to let go!

Yield to the Source,

That is all you have to do. 

But then you question: 

“Is this a vision 

Or my mental  projection?

I have seen ghostly apparitions, 

Heard their voices and admonitions; 

Is it God who speaks

Or are these the devil’s tricks? 

I am sure and yet unsure;

Where lies the truth, 

Is it within, or

Is it without?” 

Aye, Captain, you wonder

What wise men have long pondered,
Like these questions unanswered: 

How does a person see

The beam in one’s own eye?

Can one love 

Unconditionally?     

Must one die to oneself

To find rebirth? 

What is man or woman,  

Who am I?

You will know that you know

That which you have always known.
.

Childhood 
Close your eyes and view 

The port of childhood years.

Remember the sweet laughter,

Your little hands and feet, 

The loving kisses, 

Your Happy Birthday gift?

You played with carefree ease, 

You were invincible and brave; 

At night they tucked you in bed,

You slept in their loving embrace.

One day the hand that held you

Let you go.

The voice that comforted you

Was heard no more.

Monsters crept into your sleep 

In a prison cell enclosed. 

Around and around they chased you,

There was no escape. 

People laughed and jeered

At the child unloved;
You bowed your head in shame,
Your smile soured into a sneer. 

Yet you sought solace

From those who once held you;
You choked your thoughts and feelings

To act the way they said you should. 

Hoping they would love you still,
You stifled your anger and your pride.
You became what they had wanted,

The apple of their eye.      

You dreamed their dreams

And thought their thoughts;
You heaved their sigh

And cried inside.

In your youth you ran away

To live your life the way you should;
You grew in height and girth,

Read books and gathered wealth,
You married to find the love

You longed so much but never had.

Your children laughed and played

And loved you like the way they should,
They obeyed your every wish,
They were the apple of your eye. 

The time must come when they must go,
When partners leave and so must you;
When sight grows dim and steps are slow,
When people pause to bid adieu. 
Before you go might you not ask

What life was all about?

It’s not too late, dear Captain,
To dare and find the answer.

Trauma and conditioning
The answer lies buried long ago,
In the age of innocence and joy,
When you slept in their loving embrace,
Invincible and brave. 

Go back, little child, to your first surprise, 

When the hand that held you aimed to strike.

When unkind words cut you up 
Like a knife that sliced your heart.

When a slap sounded like a thunderclap

That shattered your trust like broken glass.

Or perhaps was it neglect 
That taught you what rejection meant? 

You learned that tears had a salty taste,  

So young, you came to fear and hate.

To keep their love

You quashed your thoughts,
Quelled your feelings

And squelched your will. 

Conflicted and fragmented, 

You thought that to survive 

You had to run away and hide
Or fight cruel tyranny

Or pander to authority.
Conditioned by fixations,
You lived out your reactions
In paranoid hostility, 
Gut-wrenching anxiety, 

Obsessive compulsion, 

Suicidal depression, 
And substance addiction. 
Did you think you could leave behind
The prison of your mind?
Or would fate be denied
To visit your sins upon your child?

Excuses

“Nay,” you say, “I was well provided, 

Provided their will I accepted.
Why stand up when you could be shot down,
Why swim against the tide and drown? 

Dead heroes do not appreciate
The perks of conformity!
No one knew I lost my soul;
I was not a man but a mole.” 

“I had all the love they could give,  
I grew up confident and aggressive,
A workaholic and party fanatic,
A pathetic peripatetic. 

In those quiet moments I sensed
A sea of senselessness,
An expanse of emptiness,
Panic and loneliness.”
“I had an idyllic childhood

And a fulfilled adulthood; 

I have no pains I can recall,
I am in perfect control.”

Mister or Ms. Denial,

Your symptoms are not normal. 

Your lungs are shrivelled from smoking, 

Your liver is jaundiced from drinking. 

Your migraine is acting up, 

Your high blood pressure is not letting up. 

Your marriage is tenuous, 

Your children resent your views. 

When will you ever espy 

The beam in your own eye?

“Leave me to my desperation

To suffer eternal damnation,
My hands are tainted with blood

Of innocents and my loved ones.”
The sun that is setting 

Tomorrow will be rising; 

The darker the night,
The brighter the moonlight.

“O Jesus, Mohammed, Gotama, 

Liberate me from this karma!
Save me from this valley of tears
And the folly of my yesteryears!

Grant me eternal life
And the pleasures of Paradise!”
Must I invent some heaven
To ease the pain?”
You cannot escape, dear Captain,

From confronting your pain; 

From the latest to the earliest 
You have to relive the tempest!
The child in you, have you forgotten
His clear wide eyes and carefree laughter?
His thoughts, his joys, his youthful dreams

Have all succumbed beneath the pain. 

“But ah, can I take it

To relive the excruciating hurt?

Would it not suffice 

To just remember it?”

The mind cannot feel

The passions of the heart;

The heart cannot read

The concepts of the mind. 

“What if I pray,
Will the pain go away?

Can positive thinking  

Provide the medicine? “

Stack up dominoes

As straight as a post;
If the base is unstable, 

The whole pile will crumble. 

“Time heals all wounds, ‘tis said

And problems solve themselves;

Why look at the dark and dismal side 

And not at the bright and sunny side?”
Dam the river without a sluice, 
Hydraulic pressure will break loose; 
Heed not the poison in your colon,
Expect contagion and putrefaction. 
Self-confrontation

“Must I face the monsters deep
That entered my quiet sleep,

My mind ensnared, my heart enraged,
And my troubled soul enslaved?”
Aye, Captain, if peace should last,  
Confront the demons of your past.
Your days will be full of tears

Unless you resolve your yesteryears. 

Try the ancient healing arts

To resolve your trauma,
Heal yourself through
Rest, Samatha, Catharsis and Vipassana.
Discover spiritual reality 

In Yoga and Zen,
Find love and happiness
In selflessness. 

Rest
Are you stressed out, weary and tired,
Do you need the rest you have long desired?
To seek respite from work and worry
And find refuge in peace and tranquillity? 
Repose your body upon the floor
Relax like you never did before. 

If your eyelids want to close, let them close.
If you want to hear my voice, hear my voice. 
Rest through Progressive Relaxation and Yawning

Contract your muscles as you yawn-inhale, 
Stretch your muscles as you yawn-exhale. 

Breathe the deepest, longest, loudest yawn, 
Ten times more till tears are drawn.   

Rest through Samatha Meditation

Use Samatha meditation
To relieve agitation; 
Breathe in, breathe out effortlessly

Focus on your breath steadfastly.
Let your limbs go limp and loose, 

Let the world dissolve its hues. 

Like clouds, let distractions pass, 

Like a rock, stay focused on your task. 
Samatha brings about one-pointedness,
Calmness and mindfulness;
It cultivates clarity and inner strength

If you practice it at length. 

Rest through Imagery

Feel a moonbeam kiss your forehead,
Let it massage and soothe and heal. 

Inch by inch let the moonbeam dwell
On every muscle, tissue and cell. 

Let it calm your mind and soothe your eyes,  

Massage your heart and cleanse your lungs;
From head to toe let the beam traverse
As each body part fades and disappears.  
Restful Sleep

Here comes sleep so gentle and sweet, 

Garbed in raiment so still and deep;
Its mantle spreads with soft embrace, 

To ease the strain of stressful days. 
Lay yourself upon her bosom -
Her cradle that your soul calls home; 
She will cast you in restful stupor

And entrance you with dreams galore. 

Stay as her guest for as long as you want
Until you are refreshed and exuberant;
Stay in her mystical twilight zone,
Sense the presence that is your own. 
Imbibe the energy in your inhalation,
Relax your body upon exhalation. 

Awaken your consciousness as you inhale,
Put your body to sleep as you exhale. 

Do you feel like you’re dancing in space?
Are there familiar sounds and colourful rays?
If distractions come to bother you, 

Acknowledge them and let them go. 

Remember your favourite place -
Was it a beach, a garden, a terrace?
Linger in your timeless memories,
Relish each moment and feel the goodness.

Self-Confrontation

The time has come to reclaim the goodness
Long lost to pain and sadness.
Take courage to face your demons,
They are only your creations. 

Your demons have many faces

And speak in hundred voices.

Call them by the name they hear, 

Their common name is Fear. 

Fear that prods you to give excuses,
Fear that makes you run away,

Fear that locks you up in despair, 

Fear that urges you to kill. 

Fear and pain grow side by side

Encrusted on an empty shell inside.
Grab, possess, manipulate or bribe, 

Escape, party, work or be occupied,
To fill the emptiness inside.  

Touch the pain and call it your own,

Face your fear and learn to be alone. 

Break the chains and the crutches,
Feel your hope rise from the ashes.

Take heart, for you have the power

To heal yourself this very hour;

Like the sun that nurtures the flower, 

You are the sun and you are the flower.

Vipassana and Catharsis

Breathe in, breathe out, as you observe 

The thoughts and feelings that emerge.
Open your heart and admit the pain,
Expand your mind and watch the scene. 

While two eyes stare outwards, 

The third eye looks inwards; 

It is easier to count the galaxies
Than to see the beam in your own eye. 

Like a mirror that reflects the world, 

Be the observer, not the observed; 

Like a physician who cures the illness, 
Locate the pain and understand the sickness. 
You are the feeler, not the feeling,

You are the thinker, not the thought; 

You are the doer, not the deed, 
You are the creator who can change your creation. 

Revive the feeling, little child, 

That you buried years ago 

When you muted your cries

Lest they reach the skies.

Revisit your pains, little child,

That you tried to hide; 

Like ghosts they haunt you,
You have to let them go. 

Pour out your pains, little child,

That you have kept inside; 

Like venom they poison you,
You have to purge them out. 

Release your pains, little child, 

That you have long denied;

Like a bomb they will explode, 

You have to unload. 

Relive each painful moment,

Hear each word of torment,
Remember those cruel lips and glaring eyes, 

Or your victim’s pleading cries.

Does pain now throb in your head,

Grip your heart and gag your breath?
Does it bore like acid in your gut,

Singe your skin like a soldering rod? 

From silence to a stuttering sigh,
From a sob to a mournful cry, 

Let the torrent gush, let the torment blow; 

Unburdening and liberation will follow. 
Fear not, for you can pace 

The self-confrontation process.
Just slow down your breathing

Or detach from the feeling. 

But why delay the healing, 
Why prolong the suffering?

Like all people on earth, 

You deserve joy and mirth. 

Let it go, let it out! 
Cry it out, shout it out!

Like the river fed by rain,  

Let it flow, let it flow. 

Listen to what your body says

That memory suppresses,
Give voice to the secrets
That your soul wishes to express.
Watch the movie of your life unfold -  

How the adult was born of the child. 
You must understand your neurosis, 

Your crutches and dependencies. 

Are you self-conflicted?

Your mind, heart and will fragmented?  

You think so but do not feel so,
You act so but do not know why so?
To know yourself you must touch 

Your inmost pains and watch

The formation of your reactive personality
With detached objectivity.

Once you realize that childhood fixations 

Are obsolete childish reactions, 
You can leave behind the conditioned child,
And resume the growth of the natural child. 

Like a seed that sheds its coat,
Takes root and springs its shoot,
Die to your old and useless ways

And live a life of hope and grace. 

Take note that Catharsis
Takes years to completely accomplish; 

But once the primal pain is confronted,  
Other pains are easily uprooted.
Joyous wisdom is the gift of life

To those who have overcome their strife;
Let the child laugh and dream again

After he is healed of the pain. 

What a beautiful day, 

To be free from the chains of yesterday! 
O God, I may know you not,

But I can feel you in my heart!

This is the genesis 

Of human metamorphosis:
From neurosis to humanity, 
From humanity to spirituality.

God / Spirituality
O God, often have I invoked Thee
But never have I seen Thee!

I trace You in Your Creation 
And call You in my tribulation. 

When I gaze at the galaxy

Or watch a cooing baby, 

I heave a sigh of wonder

At God’s divine order. 

Scientists call You Energy, 

Artists call You Beauty, 

Romanticists call You Love; 

I surmise that You are all of the above? 

What about death and disease,

Tyranny and injustice?

Is evil beyond Your reign

Or within Your clever design? 

Are You the Creator, 

Sustainer and Destroyer,

Hidden behind Your Creation,

Wordless and Unknown?

Are you God, Allah, or Brahman? 
Are You the Nameless One? 
Must faiths wage war to claim Thee,
Must one belong to a faith to know Thee?
What futility for man to ascribe
The attributes of God;
Do preachers claim to know Thee

Just to demand fealty?

Prophets have echoed 

The holy teachings of God,
Churches have decreed
Theirs is the only creed. 
Does one gain salvation 

If he believes like an automaton? 

Does one enter heaven 

If he kills a heathen?

If I question the faith, 

Am I the devil incarnate?

Must religion be so ruthless
While preaching love and forgiveness?
Must faith be blind and exclusive 

Or it is not faith at all?

Must truth be blind and exclusive 

Or it is not truth at all?

Like rivers that seek the sea,
Let me search, let me be

A rivulet meandering,
To its source returning.  

Yoga Meditation
The storm has passed,

The tempest’s hushed, 
You have survived

The terror of the night!

A thousand times you cried, 

A thousand deaths you died.

You are reborn

Like the glorious morn. 

No fear shall ever strike you,
Death shall no longer faze you. 

You have found, dear Captain, 
Wisdom in your pain. 

Your pain shall be your gift
To heal other people’s grief; 

Remember the turmoil of the past 
Lest complacency numb your heart. 
I leave you with your Creator
Who called you to adventure,

Your destiny is in store 

As His co-creator. 

Whence come your inspiration, 
Your genius and your passion? 
Whose mighty hand contrived 
The fabric of your life? 
Like an empty cup awaiting

For red wine inpouring, 
Yield to the Source of your being
Be filled with the Spirit of becoming. 

In prayer man talks to God,  

In meditation God talks to man;
Have you ever kept quiet 
To receive enlightenment?

If distractions still persist, 

Do Vipassana and Catharsis;
The only worthy receptacle  

Is an empty vessel. 

The fitting object of meditation

Is the infinite;
The window to the infinite 

Is the finite. 

Focus on an object of creation,
Cease all cogitation, 
Let it exist in its objectivity
Beyond the pale of subjectivity. 

Let the busy mind sleep 

And keen awareness keep; 

Let the object express

Its essence and existence.
Behold the world beyond your mind,

Revealing objective reality behind

Mental constructs and projections,

Impressions and distractions. 

Beauty appears beyond the ken

Of self-awareness and concern; 
Beauty is unveiled

When cosmic reality is revealed. 

Then let the object draw your attention,

Let it exude its emanation,
Let it absorb your concentration,
Merge in total communion. 
Close your eyes and retain the image,

Its former lucidity envisage;

From an iota to the universal, 

From a moment to the eternal,
From believing to perceiving,
From perceiving to knowing,

Yoke your human consciousness 
To divine consciousness.
Experience the spiritual unity, 
Know your true identity; 

You are the morning dew and the sun,  
The raindrop and the ocean.
Fathom God’s design,
You are human and divine. 

Like the seed that has grown
And the flower in full bloom, 

Fulfil your destiny,
Begin your odyssey. 

 Zen Meditation
A monk named Baba achieved Nirvana  
In an ashram by the slums of Calcutta;
He saw through Maya
And freed himself from Samsara.

Enlightened, he found his mission 

And preached the path to liberation; 

He taught detachment

From all things impermanent. 

One day, a disciple blocked his way.

Baba asked, “What koan would you hear me say?
The disciple answered, “O Master Baba, 
Can you spare me a banana?”
Sit with your spine erect, 

In a posture that relaxes you best. 

Apply Samatha and Vipassana
And focus on your breath. 
Be mindful of the incoming breath, 

Be mindful of the outgoing breath; 
Be mindful of the incoming breath, 

Be mindful of the outgoing breath. 

Practice sitting-breathing mindfulness, 

Practice walking-breathing mindfulness

Practice working-breathing mindfulness

Practice all-day-long mindfulness. 
Go back to sitting meditation,
Let the breath hush all cogitation;
What remain are the breath and nothingness,

Let the breath give way to nothingness. 

Only the Spirit/Atman/Buddha-in-you remains 
To witness the impermanence; 

Mental constructs like time and space 

Give way to timelessness and presence,

Heightened awareness and higher consciousness.
Now comes Zen’s inscrutable question: 

Do you have Christ’s love or Buddha’s compassion

For all kinds of people, 

Even the obnoxious and the hateful? 

The height of people’s repulsiveness
Is matched only by your hatefulness; 

You have to discard
The barriers of your heart. 

Use Samatha for focusing,

Catharsis for purging,

Vipassana for reflecting, 

Yoga for understanding,

Zen for loving. 

Remember the acts of kindness

That filled your life with gladness, 

Remember the acts of forgiveness
That saved you from disgrace. 

Open your heart to the ones you love, 
Feel the fullness of their love; 
Receive their love when you inhale,
Return their love when you exhale. 

Let the breath permeate your being, 
Let the breath segue into loving;
Like the sun that shines on all creation, 

Spread your love and compassion. 

Be a vessel of love

Imbued with grace from above, 

Rise above quid pro quo, 

Let it flow, let it flow.   
Zen is morning, growing and building,
Zen is noon, succeeding and achieving,
Zen is night, finding meaning and detaching,
Zen is here and now, enjoying life and journeying. 
Zen is seeing 

That all things are passing,
Zen is awareness 

That you are the witness.
Zen is 
Unity in diversity: 
The beautiful and the ugly,
Good and bad, 

Love and hate,

Joy and sorrow, 
Justice and injustice, 

Life and death,

The present, past and future,

You, me and them, 

Attachment and detachment, 

The observer and the observed,

Meditation and action. 

The mind divides; awareness unites;
One cannot exist without the other.
Zen is not 
What you think it is. 

Nor are you 

What you think you are. 

Nor am I 

What I think I am.

Zen is not belief,

It is knowing. 

Zen is reality 
And being real. 

Many books have been written about Zen

But you cannot learn Zen from any of them. 

Zen is

“Ouch,” not painful,

“Wow,” not wonderful,

“Yuk,” not dirty, 

“Aha,” not insightful.  

If you have practiced Zen 

And still do not know Zen, 

Have somebody cut off your hand
And perhaps you will understand. 

“I” 
I am, 

Therefore I think.

I am, 

Therefore I feel.
I am,
Therefore I act. 

I am, 
Therefore I think, feel and act altogether. 

I think my thoughts and my thoughts are mine, 

I feel my feelings and my feelings are mine,
I do my actions and my actions are mine,
I am accountable and responsible 
For my thoughts, feelings and deeds. 

I am the thinker, not my thoughts.

I am the feeler, not my feelings. 

I am the doer, not my deeds. 

I am the Maestro -
I can change my thoughts, feelings and actions. 

My thoughts, feelings and deeds, 

Once thought, felt and done, 

Belong to the past,
Stored as concepts in memory. 
My thoughts, feelings and actions about me

Are concepts about my “self.” 

Like my reflection on the pond, 

“I” am not my “self”.

I am “I”,  

I can change my “self”
Despite the past. 

I do not exist alone;
My life, my dreams and inspiration,
My talents and intuition 

Come from my Source. 

In emptiness I yield to my Source

To fill me with grace,
A vessel and co-creator. 
Still, I am I, 

The thinker, feeler and will-er.

No one can tell me how to think, feel or act. 

I am the decision-maker.  

I am the Captain of my ship. 

I do not exist alone;

Other people are co-creators.
They teach me the great lesson
Of loving and being loved.
In humility I open up to others

With whom I share 

The gift of life and love.

I attach, I detach,
I suppress, I express,
I observe, I merge,
I decide to think or not to think, 

I work, play, party and meditate,
I decide the seasons of my life.
I am. 
Epilogue

So, dear Captain, 

My story has been written,
But the end is just the beginning,

Your journey of a lifetime is awaiting.

I can no longer guide you in your trip, 

For you are now truly Captain of your ship;

Launch your vessel against the tempests,
And after your odyssey, write your story.

 Be a story teller or a balladeer,

A writer or a film maker;  

Some may pause and ponder

And ask you to guide their way. 
You are the medium and you are the message,

Your greatness is in your selflessness; 

Free their minds, their hearts and will, 

You have no business to keep them subservient. 

Are you ready, dear Captain preacher, 

To impart to others what you have learned?
Without intensive Catharsis and long meditation,

What empty words are you going to say?

Stop preaching and start doing,

Meditate and cleanse the vessel;
Search not for others but for yourself, 
Search for “I” and not the “self”.

After years of practice, you may have been enlightened,
You may have found truth, beauty and tranquillity.
But are you aware of conflicts in your family,
And poverty, corruption and injustice in your country?

“I” is awareness of 
Other people’s hunger and thirst,  

Justice and injustice, 

The abuser and the abused,

The predator and the prey;
Are you aware that to think is to feel and act accordingly?

If you are ready, 

Then heal with love;
Without love there is no healing, 

Without healing there is no love. 
Love out of love’s abundance, 

Not out of the need to be needed. 

Love is the greatest adventure
Knocking on your door!

How radiant the sun when it nourishes the flower!

How happy the mother when she suckles her baby!

What joy it is to give to others; 

How peaceful it feels to have God in your heart. 

Lito Misa
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     JUVENILE VERSES AND OTHER LETTERS
The Kite

1964
The noonday sky was empty for a while – 

Then higher, higher, higher climbed a solitary kite 

And ruled, a mighty monarch in exile. 

It winged about its hallow castle like a swallow

And dove and roved and roamed in freedom measureless to men

As suffocated cities seethed below.

It whispered to the winds its wistful plight – 

And sang a strong and vibrant song of joy about a boy

Whose heart, unleashed, meandered with his kite.  

___________________________________________________________________________
In high school and college I liked running in the golf course during typhoons and watching the wind blow down trees as lightning crackled. 
The Rain

1964

The sun dims, 

And acacias sway

Against the gloom of the sky.

Heavy thunders roll

Beyond rushing clouds; 

Flashing lightnings strike. 

The heavens part

To unleash the groaning rain, 

Drowning even the sea. 

Thunders fade

And the sun smiles

On nestling birds, dead. 

      ____________________________________________________________________________
In the seminary (1965) I wrote this poem and letter (below):

 To Our Lady, the Immaculate Heart of Mary

 December 8, 1965

 Hush, hush, high heaven, 

 Ye saintly angel hosts!

 Your pealing praises soften 

 And hear this sinner’s notes!

 But lo, must I begin

 This song to my celestial Queene?

 My courage fails, the devil rails –

 This rotten lowly self!

 Yet ‘tis a song to Mary…

 Hark then, bright company!

 Wing upwards, earthly ditty, 

        For she herself stoops to hear me!

        “Tis a sinner who has wronged her

        And fell the blow upon her Son; 

        O pure and silent loving mother, 

        Pray God forgive your son!

         Hark then, again, O happy throng

        “Tis what I want to say: 

         Heaven’s Queene this very day

         Smiles to hear my song!

         ________________________________________________________________________
To Mommy, from the Seminary

Tears of her heart 

I have known before;

But never as much as 

When my footsteps left her door. 

Mine was the challenge

And hers was the chalice; 

Of her son she sighs proudly, 

Of my mother I boast loudly.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

After the seminary I felt so disillusioned. My idea of God changed. 
Questions After the Seminary and (1966-67):

April 2, 1968

The question of God seems to be the fulcrum of man’s existence. It is the prime factor to man’s selfishness or generosity. And the mysterious key to this question of God is faith – a most baffling puzzle. For how can man know that that “voice,” that “calling” to belief in God is true or not? I have once responded to that “voice” when I entered the seminary, but I found out later that there was no real voice. 

Now I believe that questions of ideals concern man’s freedom and decision to freely mold himself. There is no voice out there; there is only his own urge. To put it in the extreme, the existence of God depends on man’s decision to make God exist or not, as he does to the existence of love. 

Two courses are open to man in his self-formation: ego-esse or co-esse. Ego-esse is to enjoy the world for oneself, to inhale the sweet perfume of women and caress their smooth body. It is to go out with friends, laughing, singing. It is having a car, a lucrative job, so that one rises above the subsistence level and enjoys the Good Earth. 

But on the other hand, I would not want to give up my ambitions and this inner urge to slice a spicy portion of destiny. There have been Napoleons, Churchills, and Kennedys; why can’t there be a Lito Misa? Ah, this demands sacrifice, and that is the tricky part of it. It demands conviction that one is called by destiny, that there is a caller named God. And if there is, and if He owns the world, then I too shall own the world – if I respond. Or to say it in another way, this self-election demands that there should be a basis for sacrifice. For I just can not mold myself after an ideal if the ideal is merely an illusion or has no solid foundation. 

There may be, or may not be, a God. He may be this or that, or some other concept different from mine. Or maybe He should not be conceptualized; nor should he be created. And maybe this is faith – to venture forth into the world, knowing that God is offering that spicy portion of destiny. One voluntarily makes this self-election and heads on, knowing that the other course is co-esse, the unpleasant effort to consider other people. It means contributing something to the family, maybe sending one’s brothers and sisters to school, when saying good riddance to the family is much easier. For who would like to go back to the family when one should already be independent? Who would like to return, remembering all those “utos” (biddings)? 

In other words, the decision is between a man of the world and a hero. This decision involves factors like sacrifice, the Good Earth, and God. 

For one thing, I’ll never give up the Good Earth, maybe not necessarily including raw flesh pleasures. (A businessman once told me “Later you’ll learn that what they call love is really pleasure.”) But laughter, company, adventures, escapades, the great outdoors... never will I give them up. As for women, I will have to decide on that yet. 

After the seminary, like Siddhartha, I wanted to learn the ways of the world and of women. This is one brief encounter I had, the only salacious story I ever wrote. Other stories are unprintable.  
Nengneng

November 18, 1967

Last night I was in a night club in Lucena with Nengneng V. I had asked for a girl who allows herself to be kissed and so on. The club manager brought her to me: she was in a black and white polka-dot dress, stood 5’2” and was shapely and soft (though at first she had halitosis before she drank tea). Anyway, Manila met Manila and the two immediately felt at ease. She came from UE III Commerce, she told me, and upon touching my smooth palm, confided that she had served as a housekeeper. Then she remarked that on Nov. 12, she turned 21. Of course she received a kiss for that. 

We became fast friends. It was cold and I held her close to me to give her warmth. I kissed her and embraced her – though not taking advantage of her. 

“Lito Gonzalito demoňito,” she whispered, “Manhid na ako (I am numb). I’ve had four boy friends but now I no longer know how to love. Turuan mo ako (Teach me).”

“Nengneng?” I exclaimed, it’s not hopeless! You are such a sweet girl, you can learn to love again!” “I’ll remember that” she said as she snuggled closer. She closed her eyes and laughing, said that she would pretend that I was her boyfriend and she, my girlfriend. “I don’t have any,” I told her. And she wished me success for my post graduate studies. 

The music became louder and we danced a bouncy boogie number. Each time I pulled and turned her, I kissed her and we laughed each time. Then came the waltz. She must have felt like a princess when I taught her the waltz elegante. But we’d cut the formal dance and embrace each other and laugh. 
“Lito Lito bonito banana bana bonito demoňito!” she cried softly as I held her tightly in my arms and kissed her. She closed her eyes and cherished every moment. For the moment she found a friend and remembered how to love. 

“Oh, you had crabs and milkfish for breakfast. Me, I’m thin and hungry. Demoňito! She cried and said, “I’ll write you, huh? But you might not answer me.” “I will,” I answered. 

She was going to take off her stockings when she thought I asked her to. She had such pretty thighs. But I did not touch them. “Gusto mo magburlesque ako? (Do you want me to strip?) she asked. I said no. “Hindi, nagloloko lang ako (No, I was just joking),” she said. 

“Come back tomorrow,” she said. But she did not pursue the request because perhaps she thought that she was demanding something more than lust, that is, friendship. She did not know how much of a friend she had become to mean to me. She did not know how much I appreciated the value of a girl, be she a hostess or an innocent collegiala (college girl). She did not know that she was talking to somebody who was not numb.
It was time to go and it took many minutes and kisses and embraces before I reluctantly let her go. When I looked back she was going back to her room without looking at me, as if nothing but commodity business took place. Maybe I am wrong. And I still remember her earnest please, “Write to me.”

We took a banca going back to the palaisdaan (fishpond). The water was still and the breeze was cool. The soft night stilled everything. I was singing wistfully, “O Ilaw, sa gabing madilim…” “(Primero y ultimo (first and last),” I resolved. 
____________________________________________________________________________

The Innocent Gumamela (Hibiscus)

Forest  nymphs in morning glory 

Rouse the sleeping Cinderella; 

Like a graceful ballerina, 

She spouts in blushing ecstasy.

But evil has not forgotten, 

No joy has it forgiven; 

As the day’s last lonely flame puffs out,

The lusty Grendel lurks about…

At last the nymphs return to rouse

The sleeping Cinderella – alas!

Cold cheeks lined with dewy tears

Betray a soul that fled from fears. 

After a heart break in college this hopeless romantic wrote:

Prisoner of Love

November, 1970

Listen, my lonely heart 

Besieged by cliffs of sorrow

That hang upon my past

Echoing sadness that wash away

My wounded soul, -

For the long and distant memory 

Of my ever-present beloved

Departed and lost

Into the longest twilight of eternity,

Weighing upon my days

And eroding away my joys, 

Surging with feelings

That waft me back to the lonely shore

Of a barren love;

Oh, how I wish to walk into the sea

And drown the world with me!

Yet perhaps there is a chance, a light, 

A guiding hand

That calls within my prisoned self, 

This prisoner of love

That would rise and hearken 

To the shafts of sunshine

Piercing into my cell                                                                                                                                                                                                                          

And waking the birds 

To rouse the music in me once more; 

A gushing current of excitement, half forgotten

Now would pour and rush

Into the sea of life

To where children laugh

And lovers walk and-in-hand

Together with the unceasing tides

That lap on the timeless sands

Where lives and loves

Are lived and lost 

And found again. 

_____________________________________________________________________________
In 1971 I decided to devote my life to yoga. To me, this was just like entering the priesthood ahead, although in another form. I wrote this letter to my friends in San Jose Seminary.

March 8, 1971

Dear Josefinos,

I am re-entering the priesthood on March 10, Friday a.m. I’m leaving for India to become a guru. 

Actually, I have never left your side. With you, I have been humming the beautiful song, “Benditasea Immaculada,” even up to this moment. With you, I have always searched for God. How I envied you that you had found your vocation!

To be a guru one also takes the three vows. To be a guru is to be a priest

- to spill your blood on the alter of sacrifice so that people can drink of it and be strengthened – and to reach out for the infinite. 

I shall leave you physically for a while – but I shall come back to share with you the mystical experience of Yoga. 

Yours in Christ, 

Lito Misa 

I was surprised to find this old letter tucked away in my files. This was my resignation letter addressed to my mentors in Ananda Marga and to my Ananda Marga associates in Manila. 
Ananda Marga Resignation Letters

July 31, 1771

Ac. Prakashananda Avahuta

Ac. Pragyananda Avadhuta

Ac. Nirmalananda Avadhuta

Dear Dadajis, 

I have long meditated on Baba, Ananda Marga, and my role in it. Now I strongly feel that:

1. Nirguna Brahma that Taraka Brahma fundamentally does not have to interfere in world crises as “Mahasambuti.” Nirguna Brahma is always beyond the influence of relativity and form. It is philosophically and theologically absurd to believe in an anthropomorphic Absolute.  

2. Besides, Atman Parama Purusa is already in complete control over everything and does not have to come to the world in human shape to save it.

3. A genuinely holy Saddhu “always walks alone” and as Indian history testifies, never personally organizes a formal following nor demands complete obedience and fealty from his disciples. 

The danger of a spiritual organization lies in this – that in the name of a holy cause it can kill people, just as Christianity and Mohammedanism did. Ananda Marga with its Prout is such a militant organization that is supposed to fight “immorality.” The slogan “Kill immoralists” is not rarely heard in the training center. What reason is there to hold back Ananda Marga later on when it is mighty from abusing this slogan whenever it faces any kind of opposition? 

4. My personal pran dharmah or self-expression or creativity is highly endangered since I am not allowed to even “think my own thoughts” because my superiors are supposed to “do the thinking for me.” 

For these reasons I hereby renounce all my relationships with Ananada Marga as of this moment. 

I regret that we have to separate ways because I have come to love you so much. 

Sincerely, 

Gonzalo B. Misa Jr. 

____________________________________________________________________________
August 13, 1971

Dear Brother Latinazo and Ananda Margis of the Philippines, 

Last week I handed in my resignation letter to my superiors in the training center despite my having successfully passed the preparatory course. Here are my reasons that I feel concern all Ananda Margis in the Philippines and which therefore should be known by all concerned: 

1. ON BABA BEING TARAKA BRAHMA:

In the Ashram it is repeatedly taught that Baba is Taraka Brahma and fundamentally Nirguna Brahma. But how can the infinite changeless, shapeless, timeless and absolute Nirguna Brahma  step out of his infinitude to take the human shape? Isn’t this a diametrical contradiction to the concept of Nirguna Brahma? Tell this to any sensible man and he will smile and ask, “Does he sport a grey beard?” Dada Sumitananda clarified this saying 1) The concept of Taraka Brahma is only a devotional sentiment and not a philosophical teaching. 2) That he is Nirguna Brahma is also a devotional sentiment. 

Still, for almost everybody, from Avadhuta to whole-timer to ordinary Margi, to believe that Baba is Taraka Brahma and fundamentally Nirguna Brahma must have meant a strong movement behind it. What could this movement be?

2. ON SPIRITUAL ORGANIZATIONS AND FANATICISM:

“Be fanatics to your ideology” is their answer. “Be Bhakti (devotional) thoroughly; Jinana (intellectual) will only make you proud.” If a person is enclosed in an atmosphere where this theme is constantly repeated or if he allows himself to be exposed to this feeling, he will inevitably dance to the music. Doesn’t this happen in a very subtle way when we dance ourselves into frenzy during the Kirtan? But even up to now that we have been dazed by the Kirtan, let me ask you, do you believe that the infinite, absolute and changeless Nirguna Brahma is now walking the earth with two feet? If you don’t believe, then the Avadhutas and almost all the other Margis in India are crazy; if you do, then you are just like them. The Greeks could very well join the company with their “Deus ex Machina.” 

Fanaticism occurs only when there is an organization inducing its members to completely abandon common sense and embrace extreme or unreasonable faith in the leader. Spiritual organizations are very prone to this. The Christians and Mohammedans thought they were doing spiritual works of mercy when they slaughtered each other. This is the fallacy of spirituality, that it has to be organized. Organize it and the mind of the individual and his self expression are lost forever to the monolithic mind of the organization. In the Gita it says that real Saddhus always walk alone. In Indian History never has a genuine holy man organized his following formally. In Banares spiritual organizations are looked upon suspiciously and only lone Saddhus are respected. But how to fight immorality, you say? Once again, the province of spiritual struggle is not in organizations. Besides, why have that messianic complex? Remember, in the world of spirituality (Buddhism) there is no good and no evil. The world has always been the same and will always be the same. If the eye is wicked, then the world is also wicked. If the eye is beautiful then the world is beautiful. And the struggle is within ourselves, not without. Imagine if the Ananda Marga were already powerful and wages war with immoralists and exploiters: first, how would one determine who the enemy is? Second, what will stop Ananda Marga from becoming like the Inquisitors or the warlike Moors who exterminated all kinds of obstacles that came their way in the name of their holy cause? Not only will the “exploiters”  fall to the sword of the Proutist Margi who is by nature militant if not more militant than that Moor or the Crusader. Do you think that the members of the board of Sadvipras will balance each other’s judgment? But won’t all of them be “fanatics to the idealology?” And won’t there always be a leader who will sway the group?

In the training center this group psychology is very strong. Not seldom have I been rebuked thus, “Why do you think your own thoughts? We are here to do the thinking for you.” And if you think you can remain Catholics here, you are very wrong. When Raymundo, Alan and myself asked if we could go to Easter Sunday mass, our superiors answered me (since I asked in the name of us three) that I either leave the Ashram or forget my religion. There is absolutely nothing good in religions and all they have done is harm, Nirmalananda used to say. And, as mentioned above, the oft repeated slogan was, “Be fanatics to your ideology.”

3. ON SELF EXPRESSION AND SELF DETERMINATION: 

As constantly stressed above, the whole-timer, once in the training center and for the best years of his life after that, will have surrendered his mind to his superiors. “No logic, no reasoning but compliance to order” is the second commandment of the Worker’s Rules. Of course there are those who want to submit their will and mind to authority and thereby feel secure. But those who think independently, those who want to preserve their option for self determination, and those who cherish creativity, beware lest you sink yourself into any group psychology be it a political or spiritual organization. Certainly one has to give up a part of his freedom when he joins an organization – but remember to preserve man’s gift of self determination. But if one feels so insecure as to find nothing in himself to cling to, then it is understandable for him to look for this security in an organization or in another personality. 

4. CONCLUSION: 

I came to join Ananda Marga wholeheartedly and left for India without anybody coercing me. I had given up my family, my friends, my own corporation to sacrifice my life to the suffering humanity. 

After four months is the Ashram, however, and after finishing the course and reflecting on what I had learned, I came to the conclusion that I was in the wrong boat. Therefore, with the same clarity of decision I submitted my resignation. The meditation may still be genuine but all the rest I cannot accept. (Something good may be used for something not good.) I shall continue experimenting  with saddhana (meditation) in my private life, but psychologically I cannot join the activities of the organization. My arguments may be valid or may not be valid – think your own thoughts – I am not  out to interfere with that valuable exercise of thinking, nor am I out to save your souls. My only advise is, be very cautious; you will not know how much you have immersed yourself in the group psychology until an outsider points it out to you. If you come to India, talk with outsiders and you will learn that many yogis can give Samadhi, appear in dreams, and that the people of Banares who have a sense of detecting genuine spirituality regard spiritual organizations suspiciously especially the militant Ananda Marga which is quite unpopular in Banares.

As for myself I don’t know where I shall proceed from here; all I know is that I have managed to preserve man’s valuable gift of self determination and independent thinking. I would like though to be with you again and enjoy your company. Difference in beliefs doesn’t necessarily mean hostility. 

This letter is solely for the sake of truth; pare down the rhetorics and look at the substance squarely and judge for yourself. Since this letter concerns all the Margis there, I hope that you will be brave enough to let them see the other side and do their own thinking. 

Regards to one and all. 

Cordially, 

Lito Misa

Ex-presidnt

      AMPS Youth Chapter
_____________________________________________________________________________

 August 15, 1971 Mommy wrote me this letter (portion) when I was about to come home from India:  

Mommy’s letters

August 15, 1971

Dear Lito –

Yesterday Tito Joaquin called us about your cable. We’re still trying to guess what brought it up. Whatever it is, I trust it’s for the better and will bring you home to us. 

Did I write you about Khara? She’s practically owned all of us. She comes here weekly – and for the past 2 weeks she stayed overnight with us. Chit sends her over – she’s very generous about sharing her with us. Lolo and Lola are staying until Lolo is fully recuperated. Khara has bowled Lolo, Lola and Papa over. She’s ever so gentle and can warm herself into the hardest heart. She calls Chit - Mama and me - Mommy. Papa – Daddy… Papa has still his amoeba.  Chit, I am finding out, is a wonderful girl – a real trooper with guts. Enclosed is Khara’s 2nd birthday celebration picture – July 22.

Well, Son, you have to fact facts and start walking on terra firma. 

This is all for now and God bless you – 

Mommy

Days with the Lord (April 6, 1968)

My Dear Son – 

It was just like you: to announce to the whole world you were going into Days with the Lord and asking for Palancas. You were your funny self, naïve, with the simplicity of a child. 


This is supposed to be a Palanca from your mother. What is Palanca for: to tell you how much I love you. But don’t you know already how much you are loved? You especially, being the First Born? Perhaps I take it for granted that you know, that you don’t have to be reminded. That in spite of all my blusters (my safety valve) you can always count on me? Through thick and thin. 


Lito, you being the eldest, have a special responsibility. You know that the load your father and I carry is very heavy, almost at times impossible. We have to have faith or we would break. Not that we want you to earn or help us financially. But I want to feel your moral responsibility to your brothers and sisters. I want to be assured that you are someone I can count on not only when the big moments come – but in the every day little moments – The more the responsibility, the more the sacrifice – Once you start – the chain reaction is inevitable. Not that you are lacking in sacrifice – but I will appreciate more of your awareness of the family as a whole. 


I am confident, I also had faith in you – that your old difficulties are just a passing trial. I don’t even have to dwell on it – I have commended you long ago to our Lady – she will not fail!


I would be a little harsh about expecting the best from you – Forgive me- but isn’t every mother’s dream to see her children successful?  I pray to God to enlighten me about my children’s “success” –and I pray that it shall not jeopardize their heavenly success!


Pray for me – I need so much of your prayers –

Your mother

_______________________________________________________________________________
Mommy’s Goodbye Letter 2000
My loved ones:

I thank and praise God that you are all there on Mother's Day with Fr.

Armand. It's all so symbolic and fitting.

I raise this day to our Mother, our dear Mother Mary, who has always been

so close to us-- her mantle of love, protecting and preserving us for her

Son, who dearly loves us.

Each of you , in you own individual ways ,is so precious, each a special

jewel in my heart . I am so filled with great joy that you are all united

in love on a day especially dedicated to Mothers. For here is where you

find your roots.

To you, my children, I gave you and will continue to give you my life, with

all its imperfections, guided by God's love, in my second chance, to reach

God.

To you, my grandchildren-- the little ones, the teens, the not so teens--I

embrace you with all my love.  Each of you is so precious in your own

individual selves.  Life is so exciting and beautiful as it unfolds. 

And for you who are grappling with the mysterious things they call

hormones:  life is like a painting bursting with colors-- so full of the

reality of God's gifts that will form you into the men and women  you are

meant to be. There will be the searchings, the joys, and the agonies.

Live it!    With Jesus in the midst and  trust in your parents.   

To you, my dear Fr. Armand, thank you for being with my family, where you

belong in my heart.

Please accept my family.  This family is sometimes hard to understand. It

has been tempered by the uncompromising discipline of a father who lived

his life for them and a mother who, to her chldren, was always at wit's

ends on how to cope , but on hind site, without having realized it

consciously,  never lost faith in God's providence.

And to you, my family, please accept this good man. He is a gift. You both

need each other.

To you all, thank you for the unconditional support and love, a living

force that  gives me the extra strength to go on,  roll up my mat, and

praise and thank the Lord.

Gerry, don't worry about the silver platter. I still need time to cast the

metal to mould it.  So let us gather all the gifts and graces God has

showered on us collectively through the years--- and as Eric says, use them

up to save the day.

I embrace you all, and I am with you.

Love,

Mommy\Lola
________________________________________________________________________________

Gonzalo P. Misa (Chaling)
By Joaquin Misa

GONZALO (CHALING)

Chaling was the third eldest in the family.  My first incident involving him had to do with my circumcision.  I was nine and he thought it was high time it was done. To overcome my refusal he promised to give me a can of Jacobs’s biscuits, which he knew, I wanted very much. So I agreed.  He accompanied me to the hospital to see that I did not run away.  The thing was done by Dr. Perez (I forget his first name) and Chaling came through with his promise.

I don’t know why only Chaling, Bert, Nena, Nits and I were left in Iwahig.  Papa and Mama and the rest of the family were in Manila because of Papa’s new position as Assistant Director of Prisons.

A couple of days after my “surgery” we received a telegram from Papa instructing us to take the M.S. Fortuna the next ship out to Manila.  My wound was still bandaged.  It was a 5-day trip to Manila, so the doctor instructed Nena how to dress the wound.  We three were placed in the care of Captain Marruri, who let us occupy his cabin.  The trip was uneventful except for a small incident which every body considered a mystery.  I went into one of only two toilets in the ship.  When I was through I could not budge the latch, which locked the door.  In desperation I saw that the gangway was just below the porthole. So I got on the toilet tank and was able to squeeze through the porthole and on the gangway and up to the deck.  Fortunately, the sea was calm and nobody saw me.  Soon there was a long line of people waiting to use the toilet. I just kept quiet.  Finally after more than an hour of banging at the door they decided that whoever was inside must have died.  They then broke the door down and of course they found no one.  This started the rumor that the toilet was somehow haunted.  I never let a pip out, not even to Nena who faithfully and very carefully changed the dressing or my dingaling everyday.

Hey, this segment started out to be about Chaling.  Sorry I was side tracked by his urging me to have my circumcision done.

Anyway, sometime later Papa assigned him to a place called Napsan, about the Southern most portion of Mama Cris’ vast lumber concession.  One day a batel of “Moros” (that is what they were called before they began to be called Muslims).  They challenged him to a game of blackjack. Soon he had won all their money, the cow they had on board and when they bet their batel, Chaling noticed them sharpening their krises.  He decided it was time to begin losing and shortly they got back their cow, and all their money and happily departed.

It was about this time that he seems to have lost his innocence.  The natives (Tagbanuas) held an after harvest festival called, “tabad”. This was a 3 or 4-day affair where rice wine flowed freely.  He attended and soon found out that with strong drink and the dancing free sex followed.  Chaling never admitted that he went into the bushes with one or two of the girls.  After that tabad, he apparently lost his earlier interest to become a priest.

Whenever he and George became interested in the same girl, he always won out despite the fact that George was more handsome and had more sex appeal.  How did he do this? While George would be wooing the girl, Chaling concentrated on the mother with his wit and his charm.  In the end, the girl went for him.

One day Papa was honored by Ateneo with a parade and review on the initiative of Col. Gonzales, the Commandant who had been a Junior Officer under him when he was still in the Constabulary.  Chaling was the Commander of the ROTC battalion, Bert commanded the high school battalion and I commanded the grade school battalion.  At the “Officers Center” all the officers went to the center and marched toward the reviewing stand where Papa, the Rector and Col. Gonzales stood.  In front were Chaling, Bert and myself.  When we gave Papa the salute, I could hear at least one button of his shirt pop off.  He was so proud of the moment.  So were all three of us.  George in the meantime passed in review with the band.  He was “playing” the trombone.  Actually he was just apeing the guy next to him.  How did he end up in the band?  Because he did not show any interest in the cadet corps.

Chaling was the socialite in the family.  In Manila, he moved about with Manila’s 400.  He could do this because had a small income from acting as the purchaser for the needs of the operation on Mama Cris’ concession.  In Cebu where he was first assigned by the Army he again became the butterfly hopping from one beauty to another.  One day when he was really broke and had to gift a birthday celebrant, he got a big box and put a smaller one in it and still another box and so on until the last box where he placed a card which read: “There is no present, there is only the past and the future”.

Shortly after graduation Chaling joined the Army as a 3rd Lieutenant, a rank that does not exist now. Just before the war broke out George also got himself commissioned also as a 3rd Lieutenant.  From December 8, 1941 until about October of 1942.  We heard nothing from Chaling who was caught by the war in Cebu, until one day a boy went to the Paredes residence (the parents of Glory, Llilli’s wife and Jess, Titang’s husband) on Alfredo Street with a brief message from him. It seems Chaling was in the former prison hospital facing the park (now the Central Market) where some boys were playing. He threw a stone at the boys with a message wrapped around it to go to Alfredo Street and deliver the message for Papa. The message simply said he was to be taken to Tutuban station at 5:00 next morning to be transported to Capas where George and Bert had been.

Of course, Papa and all of us boys were at Tutuban well before 5:00.  We saw Chaling pass by and threw him a package of food because we were not allowed to approach him.  From Capas he wrote us that he was well and expected to be out in a month or so.  True enough he was back in Muntinlupa before Christmas.  Before all the celebration for the coming home of all our soldiers died down, news arrived that Filibert had been killed and that his widow Neling with all of her six children were in the island of Cuyo.  Filibert was the eldest son of Mama Cris by her first husband.  Without another word Chaling was off on a batel for Cuyo and safely brought back Neling and her brood.

After his Cuyo caper, he became restless again.  He took another batel ride to Cebu.  What for?  I don’t recall but I heard the he wanted to dig up the stash of currency that he had buried before the surrender of Cebu forces.  Apparently he found nothing.  So he proceeded to Mindanao where he was arrested by guerillas headed by some civilian Americans.  He was assumed to be a spy because he came from Jap occupied territory.  So they tortured him and beat him up so badly that it cracked  his palate and left him with a permanent lisp in his speech.  This was done mostly by a fellow by the name of Brown.  Lets move fast forward a bit.  Later after Chaling came to the hands of the regular American forces, he was restored to his rank.  One day while walking in the forest with a carbine in his hand, he met Brown who was unarmed.  Brown turned pale and was just waiting to be shot.  Chaling waited for a long time before he held out his hand in friendship.  The man was aghast with incredulity.  He could not believe that a fellow whom he beat up mercilessly could be so forgiving.

Back to his captivity by guerillas they concluded that he was indeed a spy so he was sentenced to death.  Two sergeants armed with Tommy guns escorted him to the end of the pier. Offered him a blindfold, which he refused.  So they positioned themselves a few yards away and counted, ready, aim and just at that moment a shout was heard, “hold your fire”.  One of the sergeants had pulled the trigger of his Tommy gun but was able to deflect his aim upwards.  The rapid fire of the Tommy gun went harmlessly above.  The day was February 17 the death anniversary of Mama.   

Chaling’s humor was unmatched in the family.  One day he made me a proposal, “Let’s you and I go into the pugo or quail business. Let us each buy 500 eggs and with my incubator we will have 1,000 chicks”.  Fine, so we went to Malabon and bought 1000 eggs.  After two weeks he called me to say that I was really “malas” because half of my 500 eggs did not hatch but his 500 all hatched.  Hmm…  After two more weeks I got another call from him saying, I was really malas because all my chicks died but none of his 500 chicks died.  After 2 more weeks he called again to say that all of his 500 chicks died.

Because he honestly lived on his Lt. Col’s. pay, he could not afford to have his broken down Ford repaired.  But he knew he could always borrow one of my mine.  One day after that super typhoon Yoling devastated most of Manila, he called to ask how we weathered the storm.  When I said we had hardly any damage he said that they too were lucky because that big acacia near his house whose girth could not embraced by 3 men did not fall on his house otherwise they would all have been killed.  Unfortunately he said it fell on the other side right on top of my big Dodge station wagon.  I could only rejoice with him on his good fortune, but shook my head on the loss of my station wagon.

Many have asked how he got promoted from 3rd Lt. to Captain. – overnight.  I suppose he had confided to Papa how it happened.  Maybe he told his wife, Bella.  But as far as I know I was the only brother to whom he told the story.

This is how it happened:  After the Japs landed on Cebu island the Phil-am forces retreated to a secret base known as “Basex” (a most imaginative name to conserve secrecy).  One night when all were asleep probably secure in the secrecy of the base, all of a sudden, the Japs were all over them.  Those who could, ran out to regroup some distance away.  The Command General, an American named Zynowith or Chynowith asked who had the codebook.  Nobody had it.  It was ascertained that it was under the general’s pillow in his tent.  Chaling volunteered to go and get it, but first he asked for several sticks of dynamite, which he strapped around his body while he crawled back to the camp.  He lighted and threw the dynamite on the gasoline depot and the ammo. dump.  With that commotion all the Japs ran toward the explosions leaving the area of the generals’ tent clear.  He then got the codebook and crawled back and presented the codebook to the general.  A few days later the general pinned the captain’s bars on his collar.

After the Jap surrender, Chaling’s General with is staff were flown from Manchuria where they spent the war years to Manila. When Chaling heard that he was in the Alabang replacement depot where all returnees were being processed.  He went and invited him to Muntinlupa for coffee and merienda.  He came with a Colonel.  Chynowith said he would recommend Chaling for the Congressional Medal of Honor for his retrieval of the codebook.  But this did not happen because those civilian Americans who mistreated Chaling were afraid that Chaling would get back at them with the prestige of the Medal of Honor to back him up got to the general and persuaded him not to recommend the Medal of Honor.  Well as the saying goes blood is thicker than honor.

The Colonel who accompanied the General to Muntinlupa was the same person who had encountered Papa and Chaling on two separate occasions.  When that Colonel was a shave tail from West Point, he arrived in Manila bragging that for 4 years he was the best swordsman in West Point.  He wanted to know with whom he could cross swords in the Philippines.  Everybody pointed to Misa who was Provincial Commander of the Constabulary in Zamboanga.  He then wangled a travel order for him to go to Zamboanga, and went straight to Papa.  After the amenities he said he would like to test his mettle in a fencing match.  Papa immediately accepted and asked what fencing sword he preferred.  The American, who was bigger than Papa, chose the saber, the heavier sword.  Papa then suggested that the event be held in connection with the Red Cross fund raising campaign to raise funds for the Red Cross.  A large crowd came to witness the event.  When the match began, after a brief skirmish the saber of the American flew off.  Llilli who at about 4 years was at ringside, shouted “mata le papa, mata le”.

The American was handed back his sword.  After again another brief skirmish the American lost his saber.  He tried for a third time but with the same result.

During the war, in Cebu, Chaling needed supplies for his men.  The supply officer told him he could get all that he was requisitioning except the cigarettes because only the Colonel could authorize the issuance of cigarettes.  When he went to see the Colonel he was given a once over and said under his breath “Misa”, perhaps remembering the match in Zamboanga, which Chaling knew nothing about.  He promptly okayed all the cigarettes requisitioned, to the great surprise of the supply officer.

When they had their reunion at Muntinlupa the Colonel was too embarrassed to mention the Zamboanga incident.

Chaling integrity was so firm that even in the face of his family’s urgent needs, he never wavered. Once he was assigned to look into the legitimacy of the vegetable farms operated in Baguio mostly by Chinese. He made his investigations and when he was about to return to Manila, a Chinese friend of ours, a fellow named Wong who was a resident of Baguio visited him at his hotel and told him his friends were ready to pay him one million pesos for a report favorable to them. He told Wong that it was not necessary because he already concluded that there was nothing illegal about their operation. When this was reported to the planters, they guessed that the proffered bribe was not enough so they doubled the offer. He again refused the offer with the warning that if they did not stop it he would have them arrested for attempted bribery. He came home with a small sack of potatoes that he was able to buy out of his savings on his meagre per diem. Bella, his wife, could not believe that he turned down P2 M, seeing that they were facing the problem of raising money for the tuition of the children. The vegetable farmers were not asking him to do anything illegal. “Don Quixote”, she said and I seconded her. His children could not understand why they were so deprived while his contemporary’s children had it so good. Of course, it made him sad that his family could not see things his way. Later, I learned that he became cross and short tempered at home.


Chaling joined me in treasure hunting in Montalban. Every Saturday we drove to Montalban to supervise the digging. After sometime the tunnel we were digging horizontally hit the main Japanese tunnel where we were told and hoped the gold would be found. We only had two men digging so to help bring out the debris. Chaling devised a make shift contraption. He laid cheap lumber two feet wide, and then built a sort of toboggan on which he fitted casters. On this could be place two pails of debris, which was pulled out with a rope. Our tunnel was less than two feet in height and about 20 meters long, so we had to crawl on all fours to get where the digging was. Chaling would not allow me to crawl because at that time I already had a bulging belly, making it hard to crawl. So he made me ride the toboggan on my belly while he pushed me along.


One night there was an earthquake. Fortunately, no one was in the tunnel, which collapsed completely. Chaling was more disappointed than I because he had placed most of his hopes for a better life for his family on the success of the enterprise. I am sure that not because of that, his health began to deteriorate.


Chaling a true horseman was naturally assigned to the cavalry. Col. Jocobo Zobel, the head of the cavalry unit was an avid and accomplished Polo player. He therefore encouraged his Officers to play polo, however, their horses were not trained for polo. But Zobel insisted. For one thing they were not used to sudden stops. One day when they were playing at the Polo Club, Chaling’s horse collided violently with the horse of Col. Napoleon Valeriano. Both of these were unhorsed, Chaling got up quickly but the Col. Could not get up because he had broken an arm and leg.  I ran to the field and tried to help him up, but a stretcher arrived soon enough. Both their army horses sped away from the Polo Club to their stables in Bonifacio. That was the end of polo for the Army and Chaling. By the strangest coincidence, Col. Valeriano was buried right near to Chaling in the Libingan ng mga Bayani.


Chaling and I became closely bonded by our weekends at the beach.  Maligaya for him was truly that – Maligaya. There I learned most of what I have written about him above. 

__________________________________________________________________________
This is one of the last letters I have written so far: 

August 13, 2005

Dearest Ads, 

Happy Birthday, my One and Only! 

You are now 55, on top of the world! Finally we are

doing better financially, your two year old salad

business is chugging along, your family is in good

health including Ralph our dog, you have lots of friends and

your husband is still so much in love with you!

Well, your husband is still so much in love with you

because you have not lost that deep love that you

always have for others. That is why Gem and Marc love

you so much. That is why your household help and

employees stay with you. That is why your Yaya friends

are treating you to a special bash for your birthday. 

It seems that it was not the fateful twists of fate

that carried you to your happy shores. It is your deep

and genuine love for others that has colored your

world with hues of trust, affection and loyalty. You

are like a small sun radiating warmth to those who

revolve around you. 

I think it is also your deep faith in God that has

carried you along. Somehow Providence has been there

to pick you up from misfortune and cast you into the

world where you live now. 

I join you on this happy occasion to thank God for

these blessings: 

♥ Our beautiful children: Gem who flies on her

own wings now, carrying with her the ambition,

determination, integrity and affection that she

learned from home and Marc who has struck out to

pursue his passion for the arts and for the meaning of

life through his own insights; 

♥ Our Goolai Salad venture which is now giving me a

chance to develop my games that will make us

millionaires!

♥ The people around us who are collaborating with us

in achieving our earthly dreams; 

♥ Our friends who care so much about us although, as

you point out,  I need to have more friends; 

♥ Each other for the unconditional love that we have

given each other all these years through thick and

thin. 

So if we now peer into the periscope, what do we see?

♥ Our children venturing into their own worlds where

we cannot live in;

♥ Admit it - old age that will bring to us both

trials and tribulations and also gentleness and

wisdom; 

♥ Our Goolai Salad spreading out into retail outlets

and brining us handsome returns;

♥ Pinugay being titled and turned into a hydroponics

farm / resort; Octo lots being sold and distributed,

my games and inventions going international, my

commissions on Antipolo properties becoming a reality;

♥ Your traveling to the US and South Africa and

hopefully to Vietnam and London and other countries

where Gem will have a villa.

However, all predictions are subject to the vagaries

of fortune.  No one knows how kindly or unkindly

fortune will treat us. 

We have been together for 28 years now, having faced

whatever fate bestowed on us. With hindsight, we can

see that what is important is not the end of the

journey but the journey itself. And in this journey

the common denominator is the two of us. Of course

there are our children, our brothers and sisters, our

friends, but in the beginning, in the middle and at

the end of our journey there are the two of us,

holding hands, embracing, kissing, hugging. Fortunes

may come and go; children came and will go. But there

will always be the two of us. 

Towards the end there will be only one of us. Nonetheless,

At that time you or I will not be alone. We will be

accompanied by memories of our journey, the ups and

downs, and the holding of hands through the years, the

joy, the sadness, the loving imbedded in our hearts.  

Destiny therefore is not the product of the journey.

Destiny is how we, one in body and soul, take

life by its horns and together, laugh, cry, sigh and

tease each other for being so overly worried about

what the end will bring us. Destiny is how we define

each day with love and happiness while we are in each

other’s arms. We craft our destiny as we look into

each other’s eyes and say, “I love you.” 

The years are getting better, my love, and our dreams

are coming to fruition. We have laid our eggs,

incubated them, and they have hatched into our 

beautiful children, a viable business and a loving

home. We do not have to be afraid of the unknown,

because we already know that all these years, and here

and now, and in the years to come, we are so in love

with each other. This is our sculpted reality. Nothing else

matters. 

And so, my love, let me kiss you a Happy Happy

Birthday! We do not realize it, but right now it

cannot get any better than this. 

And let us pray in all humility and faith in God and

in each other that it will even get better than this,

for we have several more golden years to hold each

other’s hand. 

I love you, M’Love!

Your One and Only,

Lito 

________________________________________________________________________________
Mine Own Enemy 

2006

He shatters the dreams I nourish

And destroys the loves I cherish; 

He fritters my wealth and ruins my health

I am sick, destitute and lonely. 

He fills my heart with hatred

And poisons my mind with fear; 

I regret the past and dread the future, 

My joys and hopes are gone. 

But why should I blame the world 

For my malaise and misery;

His thoughts are mine and I am he,

I am mine own enemy. 







� Janov, Arthur. The Primal Scream. Delta Publishing Co. NY. 1970.
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