          CROSSROADS AT 50

          by Gonzalo B. Misa, 1996

  (Originally written for a book called Primed for Life
)
I do not have the heart to bore my reader about my mid-life transition. So let me regale my reader with tidbits that form the texture of  my mid-life transition. 

1. Tidbits: 

2. At present, 50 years old.

3. Papa and Mommy
4. Childhood and Adolescence
5. Ghosts 

6. Seminary, Philosophy and Economics
7. Sierra Madre Mountains
8. Khara
9. Yoga 

10. Back to Earth
11. Catharsis
12. Ads
13. Inventor
14. Hang Gliding
15. Blood
16. Edsa Revolution
17. The Spirit of Mount Banahaw
18. Mid-life Transition
At present

I am turning fifty in two more months, to be more exact, on October 18, 1996. I am at the zenith of my youth, considering that I intend to live beyond 100 years old. In fact I look forward to my 80th year at which time my wife Ads has  promised to give me a "pink slip" to go womanizing. So I keep myself fit by jogging and pushing weights three  times a week! If it were not only for 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 regulator mouth piece while scuba diving - a broken jaw that I got from  a right cross during  my high school boxing intramural, my broken shoulder that was dislocated from a hang gliding crash after college  and my liver that was damaged by amoebic hepatitis  when I swam the Ganges in India where I swallowed putrid  water -also after college,  I would be in perfect health today. 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, cholesterol, rheumatism, arthritis, insomnia and other problems that bother 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  never smoked. Perhaps I have drunk a total of 5 bottles of beer in my life. I avoid coffee and carbonated drinks. I dislike pork 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 psychological therapy that I call "Self-directed therapy." 

I also want to become a big-time developer. But I have a confession to make. I am not that great a businessman. Although I desperately want to become a billionaire or even a millionaire or even a well-to-do businessman in order 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 she does not want to be bossed around  but this may be the first time we may have to work together. Do you know that she is a very successful caterer? Yes, she is! Perhaps it is because she is "Kapampangan". 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.

And may I add that after all I might just become a billionaire! I invented this board game that I showed to two 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. But I do not think they remember me anymore.  My biggest problem is how to patent the invention in several countries. Very expensive.  I have 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 did not make it to 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 under 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 steel 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 todate.  I hope this Federation that  is  non-government, non-partisan political, 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!

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

Maybe I will be successful someday with my real estate, my inventions, the Federation or my new psychological 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, my psychology is taking too much of my time and the Federation is an altruistic non-income generating endeavor. My back pain is killing me and the sole of my right foot is sore because of my running. I really feel depressed!

Let me now tell you the story of this fifty year old man with premature white hair. Like tourists let us take the liberty of making side trips that are actually more interesting. 

Papa and Mommy

May I describe my parents by referring to the 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 basically the rest of the story is 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."


He 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.

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 was the eldest of eight children. The other children were 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. 

At the age of five, on my first communion, I was so impressed 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 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. 

In the meantime Papa, then a lieutenant in the Philippine Army, took a leave to try his hand at agriculture. The family  lived near a mountain in Davao. Papa would take me and Gerry hiking across the forests. We hunted for birds and picked  wild oranges. We listened to the "kaw, kaw"  call of hornbills and the chattering noise of monkeys  and 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 have filled in the slots for promotion. This miscalculation later cost Papa twenty long and difficult years as 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. 

The family transferred 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 hard 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 sunsets. 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 cracking lightning bolts, the high velocity winds, the impact of the raindrops on my skin, the G.I sheets flying from the roofs, the acacia trees falling - while I dashed across the fields like a deer with complete freedom and abandon. These escapades  thrilled my wild, untamed spirit. 

Like everybody else, I had adolescent problems. Despite that fact that I was the model for my brothers and sisters- 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 the children. We saw how our parents sacrificed for us and were convinced that our parents indeed loved us. But Mommy and Papa were not demonstrative.  

One day 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,  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. I was seventeen. 

Papa and Mommy brought me to a psychiatrist who assured me that it was natural to feel  lust and anger as long as I did not let these passions overrule me  It was normal to think one's thoughts and feel one's feelings. After two sessions I began to understand myself. I stopped seeing the psychiatrist 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. This was one of my greatest sorrows in life. These days whenever I work out in the gym with 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 said that I had an emotional breakdown. At least we were able to talk about the incident. When Papa died Mommy started a handicrafts export business and became very successful. She was always around when anybody needed her. Every Sunday the children and grandchildren make it a practice to visit her for dinner. My brothers and sisters have become very close to her. To a certain extent I have also become close to her. 

Ghosts 

As an adolescent I tried to conquer my fear, such as fear of ghosts. I would  jog at night along the perimeter fence of the American Cemetery in Fort Bonifacio. I did  this at midnight when it was drizzling because this was when they said the ghost of a White Lady would come out and haunt motorists. 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 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 of the perimeter fence I met two big eyes staring at me 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 fence. It was a civet cat hunting for birds on the fence. I tried to catch it by knocking it out with my shoe but it quickly jumped away. Finally one fateful 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 sound. He swung around and tried to escape but he fell on the ground, unconscious, with his face up. 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!

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 San Jose seminary.  With my home grown religious beliefs and values,  I thought that priesthood was the most noble profession. I aspired to be some kind of saint who would save souls.  As usual, I poured all my energies (and pent-up emotions) into the seminary. I refrained from calling up or seeing girls I knew from high school. I experienced many moments of spiritual ecstasy and desolation. But as days passed I noticed that the only woman I saw -an old labandera (laundrywoman) - was looking  prettier and prettier! I realized that celibacy vitiated my human nature. 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. 

In college I again became the band leader and track and field captain. In 1996 I was the athlete of the year. My life was spent between the track oval and the library. 

Sierra Madre Mountains

Just before college graduation big problems began to emerge. I got my girlfriend Chit pregnant! I was 22 and she was 19. We were not prepared to get married.  I was willing to marry just for the baby. Chit was too proud to accept this proposition. Amidst all the turmoil and to find some release from the mounting pressure, I took a bus to my friends the Carmelite fathers in Infanta, Quezon. There I put on my rubber shoes, short pants and a T-shirt. I stuck into my waist a plastic bag containing some money and Vicks Vaporub. Then I ran  seventy kilometers through the Sierra Madre Mountains to Daraitan, Tanay. I started running into the dark foreboding forest at four o'clock in the morning. It was raining and all I could see was a foot trail leading into the dark forest.  I had to race against time because two days later was Christmas! My plan was to run along the banks of the Agus river and swim to the other side when the river would change its course. My athletic training paid off. At ten o'clock in the morning I was still running for six straight hours on a mountain path towards the Agus river. I had not  seen a single store to buy food. Luckily, a farmer in the lone hut  along the river offered me food. The towering mountainsides were majestic with their abundant trees and verdant foliage. The birds and animals uttered strange echoing sounds. 

The mountain path led to a lumber road that sloped steeply downwards. I could not stop my momentum and plunged straight into a waist-high mud pool. When I tried to pull out my legs cramps set in on both legs and immobilized  my right leg.  I had to decide whether to continue or abort  my plan. "Go on!" I told myself almost without thinking. Perhaps other people were correct when they called me one track minded. I applied the Vicks Vaporub liniment on my legs. Then I cut down a vine, tied one end around my knee and pulled up my right leg to walk.  After several hours  I approached the swirling rapids of the Agus River. The river rightfully deserved its name "Agus"  meaning "torrent". Agus River was a swift and  treacherous  rapids.  I almost drowned the first time I tried to swim across the river in order to reach the opposite bend. Thinking that the easiest point was the shortest, I dove into the swirling river and immediately was  thrown and bashed against the rocks by the torrential force of the rapids. I could not swim to the surface. Short on oxygen and badly bruised, I sighted an acacia branch under the water a few meters away. I grabbed the branch and with all my strength pulled myself out, gasping for scarce air. A few other times I was again thrown into the rocks but these times the rapids was less vicious because I crossed the wider portions. Another feat that I had to master was to run and balance myself on the large mossy stones covering the banks of the  river. This task was made more difficult by the rains that incessantly poured during my whole journey across the Sierra Madre mountains. At least my cramps had eased a little in the afternoon and I could already drag my right leg without having to pull it with a vine.  The stones were slippery. Whenever I fell, I had to flip sideways  and stop my fall with my hands. 

Dusk was setting.  After a day of running, swimming and limping it was getting clear that the situation was a turning out to be a matter of life or death. The Carmelite priests had warned me that there were many pythons living in the dead logs and among the rocks along the river. The old folks also warned me that tikbalangs (nature spirit monsters) lived in the forest trees, especially those inhabited by fireflies. What made me nervous was that so far I had not seen any other person along the river except the farmer who had fed me and two Dumagat tribesmen in their G-strings who, in their singsong intonation, told me that they thought I was drunk because of the way I limped while running. They could not believe it when I  told them that I was running all the way to Daraitan. They warned me that not even they would dare to walk to Daraitan that late afternoon because they would surely get caught in the jungle. Cautiously I slowed down my pace.  I was beginning to learn that to survive I had to put aside all my emotions and depend on pure will power. Then the unexpected happened. There, in the depths of the Sierra Madre Mountains, so out of place, by the treacherous river, was a palanggana (wash basin). Beside it was a  young, fair skinned woman washing clothes. Her wet cotton dress clung to the curves of her body. It was enough to make me instantly forget about the dangers that lurked in the forest. I also forgot the pregnancy problem that in the first place drove me to run across the mountains. Her face was lovely and she spoke to me in Tagalog! She told me that it was too late to go to Daraitan and that I was welcome to her house! She said it was a practice for young couples in Infanta to make a living as kaingeros (slash/burn farmers) in the mountains and that her husband was several mountains away that night! I pushed aside thoughts of her husband attacking me with a bolo. I happily followed her up the mountain trail to her hut.  There to meet us were her parents and her three children! Well, at least I was not going to die in the cold, rainy jungles of the Sierra Madre mountains. Her parents boiled hot malunggay /corn soup for me and I could swear that this was the most delicious broth I ever tasted. They invited me to warm myself by the fire. Because of the numbness that had set into my body from  the wet chill of the river and the constant rain, I sat too close to the fire. It was too late for me to realize that the fire had burned my my shirt and skin in several spots without me feeling it. That night  I was thrilled that I was still alive even though I was asked  to sleep outside on the porch.

 As soon as day broke I was again on my feet running. This time fatigue took its toll. I could barely lift my two legs. I slowed down to a jog. My feet ached as I ran over the mountain paths  that were now strewn with sharp pieces of chipped  limestone. As I ran past one mountain another mountain would appear before me. It seemed that the Sierra Madre mountains were endless. With my body aching and my energy spent, there was only one thing that moved me: my sheer will - the will to conquer the Sierra Madre mountains, the will to survive. I passed mountains upon mountains. Finally, late in the afternoon, I passed the last mountain barrier. Before me was an open field. I had won! I clenched my fist at the mountains and shouted, "Ha, I win! I beat you!"  Dirty and weary, I arrived at Daraitan and boarded a bus to Fort Bonifacio. I rode standing, too embarrassed to sit with cleanly clothed passengers. I arrived at home at 10:00 PM, just in time for Christmas celebrations. Unfortunately my problem with Chit remained. We decided that marriage was not  the solution to our problem. Chit gave birth to Kharamia. I signed the birth  certificate. When Khara was a little girl I introduced her to all her cousins as my own. Khara became close to Papa, Mommy and the family. When Khara was seven years old Chit married Dave, an American and the family immigrated to the United States. As I watched the plane take off at the airport tears filled my eyes. This was one of the few times in my youth that I cried.   

Khara

Khara was born three years after I left the seminary. The traumatic experience taught  me so much about life. Like how deeply a woman could love or get hurt. Like how lovely a child could be. Like how painful to lose your child. I tried to keep in touch with Khara but Chit kept me away from her so that she would be closer to 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. 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.  

Yoga

Something in me kept me going and searching. After college I discovered Yoga in an organization called Ananda Marga.  Two years after practicing Yoga I thought I found the truth. I  decided to go to India to become a guru. 

Approximately  seventy of us lived in a small ashram (a house turned into a training center). Most 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, 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 country and family. Like priesthood, we embraced the vows of poverty, chastity and obedience. This time I was not worried about chastity because there were Yoga exercises for sublimation that actually worked! (The gurus wondered how the Catholic priests were able to keep their vows despite the fact that they drink intoxicating wine everyday and do not practice meditation and sublimation exercises). We were forbidden to write or receive letters from the Philippines. 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 that I had my deepest 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 identity.

I was the first foreigner to graduate 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 would go around in an orange robe carrying a small tin can and say, "Hari Ohm Tat Sat" - i.e. "God is everywhere" 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 do in the ashram. I learned to respect the poorest of the poor. 

One day a group of Indian teenagers called me 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 hair had grown down to my shoulders. I parted my hair in the middle and tied my beard into three knots. Through all the hair pierced my meditative eyes). These Indians wanted trouble! Like a true Filipino I wrestled 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 street. Millions were going to the Ganges River for a festival. Curious, I went with the crowd to the Ganges. This was the time when I tried to swim across the two hundred meter wide river and swallowed all that water filled with micro-organisms. Back on the shore I was already wondering why there were so many fat vultures. Only later did I learn that bodies of adults were burned on pyres but bodies of children were considered sacred and hence thrown into the Ganges River. Yes, those fat vultures could barely walk! 

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 "God". I discovered a wonderful spiritual world within me. 

During the last days of my begging task I met two philosophy professors from Sanskrit University. They called me. They said that it was not their custom to talk to sannyasins (yoga students) but they had the sudden urge to talk to me. Having a common background in philosophy, we understood each other easily.  They said that Ananda Marga did not have a good reputation because the organization had political and financial ambitions. The trainees were only being exploited. They added that a  real guru, like Krishnamurti, never organizes a following. He 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 years! On the next day I resigned. I was asked to meditate on it but the more I meditated the clearer it became to me: true spirituality is found in freedom and in autonomy. 

I wanted to hike across Europe but my chronic hepatitis prevented me from 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 ny 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 took a plane to Manila and went straight to the Intensive Care Unit. My doctor the late Pedro Chanco, head of UST microbiology department, was ecstatic at seeing the rarest specimens of 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). 

Back to Earth

I had given my best twice (in the seminary and in India). Twice I had been turned down. 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. After my first job as an insurance junior executive I put up my insurance agency and thereafter  became an entrepreneur for the rest 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 challenges to conquer. 

The life of a  bachelor was certainly  more fun than that of a priest! Women, women! I had the whole race of 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. I had many flings I do not care to remember. Of course I had my share of heartaches. Like falling deeply in love with this woman. We meditated together, communicated psychicly with each other and spoke a language that only spirits could discern. But looking back I realize that romance clouded my vision. I idealized her too much. She was never there. 

Catharsis

While the age of seventeen was significant to me as the year I rebelled, twenty four was the year when I came to understand myself. I read this book of Dr. Arthur Janov, The Primal Scream
. Dr. Janov  described how people purged themselves of their neurosis by undergoing  catharsis. 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 exorcise them. After years of cover up, suppression, rationalization and defense mechanisms, catharsis is difficult to do.  A person has to identify, relive, accept and understand his pains and painful feelings in order to resolve and purge them. Defense mechanism are nature's way of isolating painful feelings  so that they become bearable. Unfortunately, painful feelings fester like poison when suppressed. Sooner or later this cauldron of painful feelings would explode. Yet people resort to these defense mechanisms with the mistaken belief 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 parent would want his child to be successful as a condition to "loving" him. And for the child to survive, he 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 think, feel and act himself again.  

It takes courage to go through the deepest phases of catharsis. I did it by myself. I locked  myself in my room for 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 reflect and understand the cathartic process. When  I was able to let go my defense mechanisms (mostly anger), I experienced  the exhilarating feeling of freedom and wholeness. No longer was I divided, an enemy to myself. With no psychological obstacles, the world was for me to conquer. I felt that at last I was stable enough to take on the responsibility of taking other people into my life. I was mature enough to get married. I thought that if 50% of marriage partners (me) had solved their problems, marriage has already a 50% chance of succeeding. (I also realized that  statistically, the longer a person waited to get married, the shorter the period of quarrels and controversies, the greater the chance of success in marriage. If for example a person gets married at the age of 60 and dies of heart attack at the age of 65, most probably the marriage would still be intact!)

Ads

Marriage was to wait for eight more years. On my 32nd year it happened. 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. I asked Ads to dump her date and go out with me. She did and she went out with me on that wonderful moon-lit night. And wo! - 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. Ads was loving and tender; I was thoughtless and emotionally hard. Like a steady flame she melted my scars and defenses. On her birthday I brought her to the classiest  steak restaurant, took out 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! Monogamy? Are you out of your mind?" Instead she answered, "Yes, with all my heart!" Her response was so spontaneous, so honest. I was devastated. My bachelor hood 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! 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 in my life. I simply adore my wife: her depth, her warmth, her tenderness, her strength. And we have two beautiful children:  Gem who is now turning eighteen and Marc who just turned fifteen. 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. 

Inventor

Immediately after graduating from college at the age of 22, I worked in an insurance agency. After nine months I told my boss that I was going to resign to put up my own insurance agency. For sixteen years I was a life and non-life insurance entrepreneur, even wrote a book on insurance. With a single commission I was able to buy my family a comfortable house. On the sixteenth year in 1984 my business failed because of a big economic dislocation in the economy. During the martial law regime of Ferdinand Marcos, his 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 went to work as an insurance marketing executive in Bahrain. I resigned after two months because I could not stand the way some Arabs treated their expatriate executives. In Bahrain I was alone and had a lot of time to think about my career. I felt that all those years were wasted because I had this gift for creativity and I did not use it. 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 company in the US that wanted to buy my board game. I am sure that painters, writers and  treasure hunters have undergone this experience. These were my seven years of famine. 

Hang Gliding

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 terrra firma by running as far as I could like an antelope, pole vaulting like a grasshopper,  sailing across the horizon of the ocean and scuba diving in the depths of the sea. I longed to fly in the air like a bird. In 1976 Bill and Steve Moyes, hang glider 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 April 1976 when  winds blew south-east 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 30 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 all those people on the road were looking up. I had to go down by landing on the ridge. On that first altitude flight I was unaware of the deadly rotor. This rotor is the turbulence formed by the 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. When I was 100 feet from the ground my kite suddenly flipped sideways and fell like lead. Instantly, acting on instinct, I dove the kite 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 kite flared out towards the wind. My feet brushed the ground but the wind blew the kite sideways, throwing me into a barbed wire fence that slashed my right leg. I was lucky  I suffered only a few stitches. 

At another occassion I was not as lucky. We were doing  practice jumps on a 50-foot hill at the Posadas Subdivision in Sucat. Actually this was more dangerous because there was no height with which to recover the kite in case it 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 kite to the edge of the hill to feel the wind that momentarily subsided. Immediately I jumped. In mid-air I was stalled by a gust of wind that pushed me sideways into the ground. My right shoulder came off the socket and was an inch lower than its original position. My collar bone was sticking out.  My helmet - thank God I wore a helmet this time- was cracked in the middle. After a brief dizziness I stood up and had to carry my right arm for two hours to a hospital for a surgery.  As soon as I was well I went back to the exact spot where I crashed. Because red reminded me so much about the blood from the operation of my shoulder and from the man I ran over, I wore red clothes. I jumped and did not crash. I overcame my fear of red. 

Blood

The color red, the color of blood, became significant to me. Just before I got married I was driving at night along EDSA in front of Camp Aguinaldo. There was this man swaying by the road.. I slowed down and he stopped swaying. As I sped up he threw himself into my way. His body hit the front fenders and  his head bounced off my windshield. I carried him into the car. He was half conscious, moaning and dripping with blood. Of course the blood dripped all over  me and the car seats. At the hospital the doctors opened a hole in his nape as big as an old peso to prevent the blood from clotting. I was there beside him, staring at the hole and the brains spilling out as he moaned to death after an hour or so. My insurance company posted my bond but I came home in near panic. I had to preserve my sanity. With my training in yoga and catharsis, I sat in a meditative posture and confronted all the gore and blood that would flash in my mind. As the deathly images appeared, I held them in my attention as long as they were there. I told myself that I was not at fault. Slowly the power of the trauma diminished until there were no more deathly images.  I was able to sleep peacefully. 

EDSA Revolution

During the lean years I had a most memorable experience that I  wrote about in the May 23-29 1986 issue of the Ms. & Ms. Magazine. I would like to reprint some excepts about my version of the EDSA revolution, the people’s revolution against the dictator, Ferdinand Marcos. Like thousands of other usiseros (kibitzers), there was this urge that pulled me to Ortigas in the afternoon of August 23, 1996. There I joined Tito Guingona, a family friend, who was pleading with Marines Brigidaire General Artemio A. Tadiar Jr not to attack Camp Aguinaldo. With Tito Guingona was Bren Guiao. They had to leave and bring a message from General Tadiar to the rebels General Fidel Ramos and Juan Ponce Enrile in Camp Aguinaldo and were supposed to come back immediately.  Thirty minutes passed. I requested for more time from General Tadiar. Ten more minutes passed and General Tadiar announced that he had to proceed. 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 to proceed to EDSA between Crame and Camp Aguinaldo since we said we wanted to prevent bloodshed. Or we could walk beside the tanks towards the back of Camp Aguinaldo to ensure that 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 amphibian tank and made my first public speech. 

There were several things that flashed in my mind:

1. 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;

2. 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. His expression was that of fatherly kindness. 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 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! Speakin 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 lahat sa inyo and inyong desisyon sa sinasabi ni General Tadiar. Mayroon lang akong isang tanong sa inyo. 

I am an ordinary citizen like everybody else here. I do not belong to the KBL party nor am I in the opposition. I am here to relay to you the request of General Tadiar and to ask all of you for your decision about his request.

Crowd: Cory! Cory! Cory! Itanong mo na! 

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

Misa: Huwag! Huwag nating pagalitin sila. Sa lahat ng 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! 

Don’t throw stones! Let us not anger them. Of all times, this may be the most critical and dangerous in our history!  We need to think! Let us all sit down in the meantime. Those who are far, 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? 

Yes, let us not curse the soldiers! 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 ho lang ba ang may responsibilidad? Hindi ba tayong lahat?
General Tariar said that I am responsible for whoever gets hurt because it is getting dark and perhaps many people could get hurt if they attack at night. Am I the only responsible one? Isn’t everybody responsible?

Crowd: Oo, oo! Tayong lahat!
Yes, yes! All of us are responsible!

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 they (marines) came from Davao and there they were known for not hurting civilians.

Crowd: Clap. Cheers.

Misa: Pakinggan natin kung ano'ng sasabihin ni General Tadiar...
Let us listen to General Tadiar. 

"General, would you come up?" (He climbed the amphibian tank and I gave him the megaphone. I pressed the siren button unknowingly and the siren sounded. People laughed 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. Pupuunta 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 only a soldier and I have to obey my orders. Do not worry, we will not hurt any civilians. We are only going behind Camp Aguinaldo. If you want, you can follow us or you may want to may want to barricade yourselves at EDSA between Camp Crame and Camp Aguinaldo. Just let us pass!

Crowd: Boo! Konsiyensiya! Konsiyensa, Konsiyensiya!

Boo! Conscience, conscience, conscience!

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...

Do you know that the reformists are holed up in Camp Aguinaldo and if the Marines will go behind the Camp and with their mortars…
General Tadiar: Wala kaming dalang mortar!

We do not have mortars!

Misa: Kahit na artillery fire, siguradong magbabarilan sila, di ba? At siguradong guerra na! Digmaan na! Pababayaan ba natin silang tumuloy?
Even if they have only artillery fire, surely they will shoot each other, won’t they? And surely it will become a battle! It is going to be a civil war! Are we going to allow them to proceed?

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 what I am going to ask you – if we know there is going to be a civil war, are we prepared to stop this? Do you know that the reformists are holed up in Camp Aguinaldo and if the Marines will go behind the Camp and with their mortars…

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 the case, I am going to ask you something that I will not ask if I cannot do it myself. Are we all ready to die?

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

Yes, yes!

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

Let us all sit in front of the tanks! Let us pray the rosary!

(The crowd started to kneel in front of the tanks and then the crowd pointed to an intense-looking man sitting in front of the tank. "Butz Aquino!", they cried. I called Butz Aguino to come up 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 flashed the Laban sign and chanted Cory! Cory! Cory!)

General Tadiar said that he has to follow orders given to him. Let us ask our ourselves, from whom did those orders come from, Marcos or Cory? 

Piqued, General Tadiar ordered the tanks to start their engines and advance. But nobody moved out of the way. Some brave men and women even positioned themselves in front of the tanks. The people who knelt in front of the tanks merely bowed their heads and began to cry while praying. A woman cried out to the heavens as she led the rosary. 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 opened their eyes, looked at each other and shouted in jubilation. Almost everyone had tears in his eyes. After a few minutes, General Tadiar ordered the tanks to move back to a clearing away from the crowd. People then started chanting, "Tadiar, Tadiar, General ng Bayan! Sumama na kayo! Sumama na kayo! (Tadiar, Tadiar, the Nation’s General! 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. This episode was going 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 Brigidaire General  Artemio A. Tadiar himself. 

I am proud to say that at Ortigas I found my brothers Gerry and Martin. Gerry was a lieutent 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 with 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 Brigidaire 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. 

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 that I wrote down. Never have I revealed these memoirs to the public. It is time to narrate them now. 

In 1991 I joined a three day Hatha Yoga group seminar 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 felt I was floating in pure consciousness. 

Pictures flashed before me like a movie. 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. At Santa Lucia the rivers and waterfalls 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 entered 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 hill 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 forms 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.

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 peer into the mysteries  of the universe. I have shared the joys and  pains of my loved ones. The past fifty years have been lived life well like a pair of old jeans.  

Because of my vision in the cave of Mount Banahaw I have decided to take my doctorate in clinical  psychology. I wanted to relay the message of the vision. It is also the messsage 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 and ideals. I had nothing left except myself. Although the events in my life seemed to meander, they all inexorably led to my "self". It was like the experience of crossing the Sierra Madre mountains:  bereft of my body strength only one thing remained: my will. I realized that the perfection of a human being comes when one is simply a human being with his/her own thoughts, feelings and volitions.   

My life has been a life of catharsis. When I tried to confront the ghosts in the cemetery,  when I confronted the trauma running over a man, when I surrendered the hardness of my soul to my daugher Khara and to my wife Ads and when I administered to myself the therapy of Primal Scream - I was able to remove most of the negative thoughts and feelings from my psyche. Psychologically speaking, my experiences enabled me to confront my pains and eliminate non-real fears, anger  and anxieties out of my psyche. Of course I still have my emotions of fear, anxiety and anger but these emotions are now grounded on reality. 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 and has to be used whenever a person is confronted with emotional pains. After my basic catharsis I was ready to receive my personal vision without  distortions or projections. So will anybody else who takes this inner journey. 

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. So will anybody else discover his/her own unique purpose and vision by working on and understanding his/her 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 gifted with "higher consciousness" or, in operational terms, a high level of sustained awareness and understanding. As an intervention a person only has to get rid of mental  garbage (conditioned thoughts, feelings and habits and defense mechanisms) from his psyche through catharsis and meditation. Reliving the pains without understanding however is mere regression and will only make matters worse. One has to reflect and understand.  Just like when I purged my mind of the bloody trauma I had when I ran over the man, I had to confront the pain while meditating. I had to connect my feeling to the trauma while standing back with awareness and some detachment to understand the process. Only then can the "self" get healed and continue to grow after having been stunted or fixated by traumatic pains. And only then can a person  receive the "force" as I received the force that led me to the tanks in EDSA to participate in one of the most significant moments of Philippine history. 

What lies ahead for the next fifty years? I want to go hang gliding again. I really want to buy a motorized hang glider and fly with the wind again 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. Even now I enjoy every moment I have with Ads so I do not have to do any wistful thinking about my marriage. I know that my board game will succeed one of these days because I have never set my mind on something that I did not achieve (except getting rich which I have to remember). I want to pass my psychology comprehensive exams, finish my dissertation and prove my theory that people discover their natural faculty of  higher consciousness given the intervention of catharsis and meditation.  And lastly, after a few years, perhaps I can take up physics again and become a scientist inventor. And run the Boston 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 that reader that "self-directed therapy" can by done by anybody. There is no mystery to it. The outcome is a bright, new world. 

�Kalaw-Tirol, ed. Primed for Life, Writings on Midlife by 18 Men. Anvil Publishing Inc. 1997 


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





26

