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ﬂ OREWORD

¢ decided to develop this book in 2003 with the cneou-

ragement and support of our good friends from the Din-
1sh Church Aid based in Copenhagen, Denmark. Tn March of 2004, our
book took shape on the drawing boards. We wanted to achieve many
things all at the same dme in one project. We thought of something
uncommon and charming like a coffee table book, ar the same nme
that we were interested in an introspective book on surviving and heal-
ing. Finally, we decided that we will have both. With divine help and
the mortal limitations of our own efforts, we were able to sift our aims
and concepts of this book so that in nearly rwelve grucling months,
which have been wonderfully revealing as well, our work came full circle
with more merits than we expecred.

Though 1t gives an impression of being one, this book 15 not
only about torture. While we had liberally mentioned and referred w
such phenomenon in writing its contents, we purposely went way be-
yond. Thus, torrure was used merely as a doorway through which we
entered and strived to walk around more personal reflections on the
positive themes of healing and renewal, among other inputs. fram the
chronicles of torture and detention survivors in the country whom we

had the privilege of interviewing.

We hope we had produced in this book something new and use-
ful and that many would welcome. We believe civil socicty has already
given a good deal of space and attention for the hard facts on the sub
ject of torture and detention all of which could be found in the well-
springs of advocacy literature we have today. We recognize and respect
the initiatives of our colleagues who have built and enriched the printed
resources. In the last few years, their work has significantly leveled the
way for positive developments and is now still shaping the agenda for
human rights issues. Most of all, our past efforts continue o give hope
f0 SUrvIvors.

However, for the time being as well as for a change, we are

reserving the facts and figures about torture and detention. As an alter-



nadve, we have written stores coming from the private realm of indi-
vidual human experience. We believe that the power of storytelling can
still appeal to the interest regardless of what we try 1o treach- from the
life morals we have known in our childhood, to the revolutionary para
digms for social change many of us now advocate as adults. In our humble
capacity, we have used the same formula and simply rerold the sur-

vivors' stories as they were revealed to us.

Even as T want to grab this precious space 1w also wrire my
personal tribute to our torrure survivors, [ have decided nonetheless
to watve the honor of doing so. Having read, root and branch, the
manuscripts, | knew that there 15 little else 1 could add ro its contents
in order to emphasize ¢ven more the courage and willpower of our
tarture and detention survivors, 1 wish to thank them instead far
their kindness and generosity in helping us generatc this baok. Fuv-
ery page was written on the wisdom of their experiences, which were
acquired at the cost of grear pain. Indeed, “our wine comes from the
crushing and pressing of the grapes.” From rhe suffering of our fel.

lowmen, e are able to extract our glittering treasures.

We share this book to anyone who looks forward to the
next day believing that the hope it brings depends on our will 1o
survive the present. Whether we are reformers or revolutinnaries,
scholars or laypersons, doers or dreamers, we must all first and fore.
most survive our own share of crises, in their varying shapes. colors
and sizes, as we carry on with pur respective journeys on the paths
we have chosen to go forward, For survival is a universal experi-
ence, just as struggling to move on in full awareness and with good
purpose, is a collective mission.

To the cynies, we hold no false confidence that the stories in
this book will surcly come anywhere near your heart to touch your life
and change your perspectives. Bur farfetched as it seems, we will always
hope and pray hard for that possibility. May this book be a blessing to
the reader.

Alr Cpon

orena B dela Crue

Esceentive Director
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Life wies survivors and every person alike for u
painters canvass where she can draw {maves of
ber lessons for the rest to see, feel, towch, and inter-
pret, firit with common sense, and with wisdom as
we ncreasingly fearn, Qwr task is to find the Irea-
sieres in ber shketvher af chaos or to see the bhidden

colors in the splashes of ber brooding black paint.



SURV VORS

que practice ﬂf torture is as ancient as
civilization. 1t bas been wnf) bmﬂﬂmkmb
long before social psychology and the velated
fields were born to explain why it seewts natu-
ral for human society to nstinctively turn to
brute force and wiolence in comducting its af-
fairs.

Lven Mew Testament seriptures have documented the knowledge,
skill and active use of torture by governments in early history to punish those
considered as political offenders. One casualty of such practice was a man
named Jesus Christ, a mystical person who healed the sick, fed droves of
people from a few baskets of bread and fish, and brought the dead back to
life, among other wonders.

Based on biblical accounts, Jesus Christ, was not only a miraculous
healer but was also a most profound preacher of social responsibiliry. e
exposed the greed, corruption and hypocrisy of the leaders of that time and
defended the weak and poor from oppression, For his deeds, he offended the
church and the government, and was charged with treason against the Roman
regime. [le was arrested and tortured by the soldiers of Pontius Pilate before

they hung and nailed him on the cross, flainked by two other tortured and
condemned criminals.

It can be said too thar as soon as societies and governments emerged

and corresponding mstitutional and polincal cultures were developed along

1
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with the social and economic structures worldwide, a life-long history
of repression and violence, marked by deplorable practnces like torture,
unfolded at the same time. Where authortarian political systems rose,
the phenomenon of torture also grew The Philippines was not exempt.
It now halds one of the most remarkable records on torture stadstics, in
fact, even after the highly repressive Marcos government was brought
down in 1986

Today as we increasingly understand human rghts, we have also
generated a common language that will help us further understand tor-
ture not only as a word but as a phenomenon that has very serious 1mpli-
cations in the life of our society, and on each one, as open targets and
thus vulnerable citizens. In many of our current literature, attempts have
been made to define torture in the most efficient technical terms. Ac-
cordingly, post-martial law torture has been defined in many books as
“the deliberate, systematic, or wanton inflicdon of physical pain or mental
suffering, by one or more persons acting alone or on the orders of an
authority, to force another person to yleld information, or to make a

confession, or for any other reason.”

Yet, despite saphisticated vocabulary, the meaning of torture es-
pecially to the vietims and survivors goes way bevond words. Even in
the most graphic descripdons of an act of torrure, human terminologics
will be in short supply. To illustrate in depth whar takes place inside the
torture chamber rooms, or w1 know what goes on further in the memuory
of the survivor years after the acrual experience took place, iz perhaps
to invite the curious to go through the same ordeal and learn the rruth
first-hand.

Although gruesome, torture happens to be the order of the day.
It happens on a global scale. We sce it viciously ravaging people and
trampling upon their rghts, especially the rghe to life and to live such hife in
fullness, with dignity and respect. But while it represents ont of the most
outragepus  acts of incivility in a ome supposedly of humanitirian law and
restored democracies, torture has persisted like a virulent virus, which pushes
our soclefics in a state of relapse and sickness. For a long time, torrure has
been a most thought-provoking problem besetdng and challenging the moral
values of humanity.

Why does torture happen?

Torrure happens due to the same reason other crimes leadine to social

problems exist today. Torture happens due to the same reason poverty and




hunger, wars and destruction, racism, drug abuse, incquality, hopelessness

and a host other social and economic afflictions remain in our day. Tormre s

a sign that society is sick and dysfunctional, and in urgent need of healing.

In his book The Road Lest Traveled, Dr. M. Scott Peck concluded that
all human beings have a sick self that constantly challenges the healthy self.
He wrote, “No martter how healthy. ., there is a part that does not want to
exert itself, that clings to the old and familiar, fearful of any change or effort,
desiring at any cost and absence of pain at any price, even if the penalty be

mneffectivencss, stagnation or regression,”

The same 15 very true of our societies. Despite proclaimed break-
throughs in various frontiers of progress, Dr. Peck observed that we have

5 YABAC-PLL
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constantly failed to evolve rowards healing Fearful to parr with their old,

unrepentant and sick selves, societies have continued to preserve .1\.‘{&.’]"'.1"']‘.’ I
norms but decadent ways, avoiding more radical changes, choosing deeay

instead of growth, and consequently repressing their porentials and capaciries

for goodness and well-being ar the highest possible levels.

[ronically, it is the governmenr, the paramount organization in socien,
which has not only exemplified but also frequently cultivated rhis patholog-
cal behavior in various ways. In the case of the Philippines, obscrvers of the
country’s political culture have noted trends in violence and repression as

sigms of an ailing system.

In the article “Understanding Impunity: Beyond a Legal
and Judicial Perspectve” which was published in the book “[Hu
man Rights Treanse on the Legal and Judicial Aspecrs of [mpu-
nity,” author Rebecea Koeller implied that ageression and the
subjugation of the people (a state of affairs which breeds tor
ture) will continue unnl efforts are wken ro address them. She
quoted from human rights advoeate, Mana Socorro Diokno, some
of the problems that contribute to violence and repression which
are: “national doctrines that seek pre-emptive control of ideas in
order to ensure the internal economic status quo that benefits

those in power; the use of law to subverr people’s nghrs; disre-

i

gard for rthe rule of law; lack of political will; lack of an indepen-
denr judiciary; and the rise of the police and military 1 a starus

of privilege”

IKoeller menroned factors like “increase in the cfficiency
and ecapacity of the justice system, equal access to economic,

social and political power: and cultural patterns thar affect per-

cepuon of justice,” as condittons thar would help stamp out 1m

punity in environments of violence and Tepression,

Given the enormity of society’s afflicion, manifestarions®

like torrure and other atrocious crimes and human rghts viala-
[ons may scem permanent woes we are cursed with, and which
we are all born to bear and suffer from undl we find the remedies
to cure and dispel them in time. But on the contrary, sociery 1s

not fated for doom. In the same book where Dr Scott Peck ex

posed the power of the death urge in human beings and the same

downward srrain for society, he also wrote: “No matter how sick,

there §s 2 part that wants to grow: There is the instnet for good

4‘ [l L
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P Redeeming our society from the problem of torture and derennon is
k )

: only one of the many paths towards our wellness. We co-exist evervday wirth
| . ek

soctal malignancies in varlous and constantly changing forms. From rhe glo-

bal scale down to the national and local levels, issues like wars, wenocide.

e —

debts, unemployment, poverty, environmental destruenion, illiteracy, domes

||r tic violence, rapc and b‘LliEleL',_ are \l'L‘iE{hiﬂE{_ down on each one’s conscience.
f The list of our burdens go on and on. Wherever life takes us, thev are like the
l' pangs of guilt relentlessly breathing down our necks.

i - i ~ 1 s

\ ;"1[1[] 0 for our own ]l|u'l'ﬂll11|‘| Trony the 51’,‘:1‘(;[\'1':: of conscience which
:r is the cradle of the purest hopes and poals 10 cach one, we --i1np]1,' choinse 1o
|

f
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act. We choose our journey. The fight against torture and detenton, like all
other journeys for a cause, 1s difficult. We will have to cross the angry scas of
resistance and climb hills of fadgue, as we take up the cudgels for the survi-
vors and thetr families, and as we endeavor to satsfy cur own sense of jus-
oce. However ditficult, cach « I'l"_ﬁ_]t.‘ stepy has to be taken wath resolurion and
without reserve, if we are to succeed in I'L".L':_'l]l[ill,{ the end of our mussion; iF we
are to serve at all the purpose for which we have set ourselves on the

riad.

Our journey will rake us far and wide. But some of our steps
must inevitably lead our attention to this counrry’s lawmaking arena.
Well-taught and learned in the way of justee, we know that the crearion
of a law against tormre, among other ultimate steps, can reuly heal the
wounds of the victims and survivors. We know thar only justce in a
court of law, along with the rehabilitanon of oppressive social structures
and the healing of psychologieal impacts, will bring solace and rest to
those who have walked on rthe shores of doom and have returned o
their families debilitated and half alive, and in many cases withour a
future,

The avowal that torure 1s wrong m principle and in fact, and the
tesolve that those who commir it must be made liable to the censure ol
the law, have long been absent from the comnutment of our policymiakers,
A legislanve acoon that wall comunalize torture and punish perpetrators
has been overdue for years. Defimitely, gerung nd of rormure and deten
ton will mke more than rules to accomplish. It will rake political will,
faithful enforcement, and a vigilant people to safeguard their laws, But
unfil such legislation has been enacred and in place, the vision of justee
remains a dream that survivors would only chase in their fitful sleep:
And undl impuniry s ended and the heads of culprits beoin to roll on the
ground, the losses of those who have survived will remain as permanent

and senseless tragedics,

Along the way, we must march back to the strects and into the

domains of government o press for the freedom of survivors who re-
main in jails to this day. The campaign for their release has slackened
over time. And over time too, the polincal prsoners are betng lost one by one,
to death if nor 1o despair. Government connnues 1o violare their consnu-
nonal freedoms and orther human rghts guaranteed by internatonally observed
legal and formal documents by keeping them in prison as polineal prisoners.
Moreover, tor as long as rhey remain in detenton, they continue 1o be ex-

|1“‘-'“'LI to environments where rormre and other violenr aces abound. The



country’s inferior jails are the worst places for the rehabiliration and healing

of torture survivors. [ronically, the jails have become lifelong homes for miany.

Unless actions are taken to immediately release and  remove them
from the detrimental conditions of imprisonment, the survivors of torture
who have once cheated death with courage that is more than humanly pos-

sible, would have survived in vain, In jail, they will evenrually Be irreparable-

' bl Illln J‘ l‘i|i|i”f|!_ |
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wasting away with those considered the silt of sociery, rebuked instead of
rewarded for what they had stood for, and plunged down to the cellars of our

memory for the rest of tme.

But there are also those who have come back from the depths. Torture
survivors released from jail, are now picking up the pieces and reconstructing
to uscful forms whatever had been left of their lives. They have welcomed
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the opportunity to build anew from the losses and o take on the challenge of
moving on from the ruins. They have accepted the past realizing that, how-

CVeT Pﬂ.i.nf'l.ll.‘ i[’ Was th‘ |1n|!.' Lil']li'll'l.'\".'ﬂ:}' ] TI'IL'i'I' I'IL“L'IHI];_,".

Each day, with the help of those around them, they have srarred shift-
ing back to a life of normaley- rebuilding their relauonships, working with
others, searching for meaning and dreaming their dreams again. They have
begun to make more room for the present and furure in their lives, and less
space for the past. They are taking one step at a ome away from vicumization.
And with every step made, they come a stride nearer to restoradon, They are
turning their half-damaged lives into half-healed ones by tapping into the core

of their beings for the resources they need towards complere regeneration.

The care and support of torture and detention survivors will have
be entrusted to those whom they live with and those around them. Whatever
competencies they possess, the spouses, children, other family members,
friends, relanives, and neighbors, counselors and church ministers, are sull the
most quabified persons to foorm the SUppOrt systerm sinee 1t is only in an ammo-
sphere of deep trust, privacy, and encouragement that renewal of personal

purpose and meaning can be worked out for the survivor.

Other helping parterships can be rapped in the larger community
including those with orpanizations and institutions that have welfare and re-
habilitation as their foremost concerns. Such partners will not be as profoundly
and personally involved in the healing process as the survivor’s closest kin-
folks, but the support they provide is important ta sustain and would comple-
ment the synergy of all existing positive encrgies and reserves of goodness
around them that can be accessed.

The rest of us will also heal from the indirect impacis of torrure and
detention as soon as we learn that the experiences of survivors are not their
exclusive and sole lessons. They are ours as well. When survivors el their
story and when others take heed, badges are bult and fellowships are woven.
We experience life together and life becomes our common teacher. Surely, we
are bound by life’s unwritten edicts: one of them 15 to instruct one another
and to learn from each other. Life uses survivors and every person alike for a
painter’s canvass where she can draw images of her lessons for the rest 1o see,
feel, touch, and interpret, first with commaon sense, and with wisdom as we
increasingly learn. Our task 15 to find the treasures in her sketches of chaos or
to see the hidden colors in the splashes of her brooding black painc

We must learn from survivors the same way we must learn from Life.

As life is the great school where, ironically, there will be no books to learn
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from but pans to understand, survivors are teachers who reach life and how
to live, with stories instead of their woes and ﬂ'iL:l‘n]'uhh. 'l'hrnugh the sorrow
and suffering of survivors, we learn that life puts people in the middle of
storms because humans learn more deeply from the stab of their misformunes
rather than from the pleasures of their comforts and ignorance. Life calls us
all survivors, for indeed, we are. We are all survivors in this planet. And being
so, we must tell and retell our stories. We must reach out 1o cach other for
help. And in the oneness of our grief and overcoming, we create a lasting
reservolr of hope and courage 1o heal the world of its problems,

We owe ourselves the rranquility of mind and soul knowing we have
done our part in restoring our survivors. Our connectedness- our sameness ar
the core, makes healing an act that we do for neighbors as much as for our
selves. In fellowship amidst pain and grief, in the ritual act of communion and
community, we rise above our fractured conditions when we are able ro help
others prevail over their own brokenness. In the same WAY, SUrvVIVOrs sur-

mount their tragedics.

But perhaps more than anything, we must tuke to heart the sk of
hu':t]il'ig totture and detenton survivors as a way of our giving back, as a
gesture of gratitude. These people were plain and simple folks with huge and
selfless deeds. They came from ordinary homes, mosty from poor ones, and
many of them had left their familics to fight and lay down their lives as revo-
lutionaries. Believing that poverty and oppression were mortal diseases that
were slowly killing our society, they have come forth with courage to change

and to heal. They are today’s unsung healers.

The stories in this book are simple acts of kindness and generosity
from torture and detention survivors. This book is a gift that they want us to
keep. It 1s all up to us to use the gifts we receive. What we do with this gift,
how we learn from its message, is the tribute we give our survivars in return.

g
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|_:| She was there the night 1 survived what could have been a

 tervible death in the hands of my torturers. Her sympa-
thetic presence foomed like a warm sheltering place on ny
way back home. 1 can't belp crying whenever my thoughts
drift back to that fateful night. For me, that little act of
kindness from the elderly woman is now a precious memory

fo live by for the rest of my life.
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bey dropped we off near Philcoa. 1 was

just half-alive and, by then, worthless for any
wore thrashing. That was sixteen days after they dragged
wie off from wry own neighborhood and detained e in secret
roomts, where they took turns in beating the daylights out of
we. From the van that transported us after we left the [ast
safef;lnuse; tf;-e;q ditched me, Hinafnfﬂea, famiséea and reekiﬂg
of deathly stench.

Although they were in such a hurry, they remembered to untic me and
to remave the cloth plastering my eves shut. “Don’t turn your head,” said a
voice again. | panicked for the instruction sounded more like a farewell re-
mark before they bowed out of the scene, | imagined myself sprawled and
bloodied on the road as the culprits raced away in their car. T heard firearms

cocked forcefully, I waited for the shots to be fired. But none went off,

When my feet touched the road, I felt very weak and could hardly
support even the diminished weight that was left of my bodv. My vision still
blurred from the pressure of the blindfold. I sensed vehicles speeding past
me. I tried to feel the road with my feet and reached out to the gutters. When

I finally made it to the pavement, it felt like T had used up all my strength, I

11
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looked around at the trees that bordered borh sides of the road. As my eye-
sight began to improve, | got up and hobbled my way towards Philena.

I thought of my children even as T struggled with the disarray in my
mind. I reached for my pocket and was thankful ro find some money in there.
When I reached a bunch of sidewalk fruit vendors in Philcoa who were still
wating for customers, 1 approached one of the stalls 1o buy apples to bring
back home. An elderly woman arrended to me rather tautly. When 1 was al-
ready leaving with my purchase, she called our, “Hey, wait for your change. T
went back to her stall Sall fazed and unable o think well, 1 just stood there
before the woman wordless and looking blank.

“What happened to you? You look like a mess. Are you hurt?” she

asked very concerned.

:mt i

i




“Nothing,” 1 answered. She invited me 1o sit for a while.
“Where would you go home? she asked again.

“Somewhere just near” T pretended to counr the change she gave me.

I did not know her and was trying to be very careful,
*You seem o be in trouble)”
*Yes,” T said to myself weakly.

At that time, everyone at home was already frantic thinking where |
went or what had come upon me. My sister had been asking friends and neigh-
bors she knew to pray for me. They had already gone around I oking 1n morgues
and funeral homes for my dead body. My wife, whose farher had just died, was

away in the province, not knowing whar was happening. When | arvived i our

house at around twelve midnight, there was only bewilderment and relief

from those who received me. My children, who thought T was al ready dead
when 1 failed to come home for two weeks, were afraid to come near me. [ ean
never forget the foul air of wretchedness and gloomy confusion that hung for
dayvs in my home beginning thar night.

Four years had passed since then, Whenever 1 would get to pass by
Philcoa these days, | feel the compulsion o stop for @ moment and search for
a face among the crowd. 1 never saw again the woman from whom | boughr
the apples. Something within me longs to meet her agan up to now. She was
there the night 1 survived what could have been a terrible dearh in the hands
of my torturers. Her sympathetic presence loomed like a warm shelten g
place on my way back home. 1 ean’t help crying whenever my thoughts drifr
back to thar fareful might. For me, that lintle act of kindness from the cldetly

WOMan 1% now a precious memory to live by for the rest of my life,

Prim‘ to my arrest and (orture, [ had been helping the families in an
urban poor community in Kalookan build simple and construenvelhives, |
lived with them in the same community. We faced common problems there
and worked together for selutions that would bencfir cach one of us | cn-
joyed being able to help poar people. T came from a penniless family mysclf
and had remained dispossessed all my life. In Kalookan where we lived, st
like 1n other urban poor communitics, it was necessary for the residents o act
jointly to seek berter terms with the government ageney regarding the pay
ment for the housing units that have been distibured. Ar thar gme, the resi
dents had just been relocated into the place. Most of us lacked employment

and needed some time to look for jobs before we could make the PAVIIEATS.

13
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Thus, we decided to come and work L'ngclhur a5 one L'nmmunir:{ ta agk the

agency concerned to grant a2 moratotium in the collection of the payments.

Our lives went on unremarkably and ['u::wt'i'l_ll]}' unnl one day. | found
myself knocking at the door of Ka Dencio, one of our community members,
to ask for a small loan. T was desperate then. Wo needed the money o buy
food. My wife was away in the province to pay her last respects to her father
who had just died. As a communiry organizer, [ don’t receive allowance repu-
larly from our association. At that dme, the coffers had been running dry.

Most people didn’r like Ka Dencio because he had been asking others
to pay him money if they wanted to acquire a lor in our communiry, Our
association did not authonze the colleerions he made. There was even a ome
when we confronted him so he will return the money he got from some resi-
dents. Anyway, T managed to ger the loan from his wife. But as [ was about to
leave his house, several men suddenly approached and surrounded me. One
of them asked my name and began pulling me away as soon as | confirmed my
identity. T was alarmed and tried o fight back burt they eventually overpow
ered me. They punched and kicked, and hit me with the end of their guns.
When T became fechle cnough, they ned and hauled me in a white van like a
hog ready for the burcher’s block.

Inside the van, they continued to beat me up. I'rightful scenarios came
flooding my mind bur the one thought T prepared myself for was to meer my
death when things got bad enough. At first, T tried to calm down by telling
myself thar perhaps all they wanted was to rough me up and not to kill me.
But then, the other possibility was the chilling opposite— that thev were
really going to kill me. Not knowing which to believe, | already began dying
within me. 4"‘»-[}’ rhuughls raced on what to do, and how pranting [ eould with-
stand the dark days that lay ahead. They kept me for sixteen days since they
took me on the 8 of | anuary 2000, Unol now [ sall ache P]'l‘;u"-"iCﬂ]I:'r' Fear the
beatngs | got. Maybe 1 sull have wounds in my mind rhat need more ume ro
heal.

Tht‘:y brought me ro a room. | could hear aircrafts flying above us.
Sometimes the planes sounded like they were raking off. At other times they
seemed to be landing nearby. 1 guessed they could have brought me in Fort
Bonifacio or any place in the vicinity of an airport facility. 1 could see a linde
outside the window, which was a few paces where they got me hogried. Bur
apart from the small glimpses of the world ourside thar room, there were not

much clues as to where 1 was. I just thought abour the sound of the planes.
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They were loud and the planes passed by often. After some nime, those obser

vanons became uscless. They transferred me to onpe plice after another.

There were mights when they would ke me out for a long nide in g
van. We burned fuel just nding around a bulding in Makati, Then they would
always bring me back in the safchouse afrer the nde, That went on for YRR
nights. [n the morning they asked me guesnaons, which alwavs ended up in

quencs abour a bombing inadent they said happened 10 the bulding we had

23Tk ACEE~
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been visiting for days. They told me suspects had tried to blow up the office
of a gasoline company inside the building and they were simply confirming
my participation in that cnme. 1 had no idea of what they were telling me. Bur
they seemed deadset to prove 1 had something to do with the bombing, |
sensed they had no real suspects to go after and | was jusr being held as a
scapegoat,

Days went by but they continually failed to make me admit anything.
They resorted to other devices including forcing me to identify some persons.
They showed me pictures of persons whose names [ did nor know, though |
did recognize some of them. They asked me where the persons in the phoro-
graphs could be found. I told them [ knew nothing for | have not seen them
for a long time. T dared my tormentors to file a case against me if they really
believed T committed a crime. They told me that filing charges would not
make my situation any better

One day, we rode to Makat again. I sar flanked by rwo men in an FX
van, Our car went around the same building, which they said housed the
office of the gasoline company that was bombed. They showed me TS
supposedly indicating where the building was located in the city, When we
had gone around several nmes, they ordered me to reach out to the outer side
of the car’s window and point to the direction where the building srood. They
also had a video camera ready to take a picrure of me pointing towards the
building. | realized they wanted evidence against me. When 1 refused o do as
ordered, one of them wrested my arm and almost broke it as he forced me to
pose for the shot they wanted. Because 1 was straining hard against them, they
failed to take a convineing shot. They began shouting cuss words at me.

Meanwhile, the guards watching the building seemed to have noticed
our car going past the spot several times. One of the men in the car with us
ordered the one at the wheels to drive away from the building. At some dis-
tance from the building, our car suddenly stopped. They cocked their guns a8
they all got out of the car. One of them said to me, “Man, you ate tough!™ and
began to pull me out of the car. “Let me have this one” said another one of
them. That sounded like he wanted to kil me and was asking for the consent
of the others so he tould shoot me right there. “No, the bosses will look for
him” said the one ar my right. They then began arguing: [ thought tr was all a

311()\‘.'.

There were also days thar they just beat me up. A plastic chair had
cracked when they hit me with it. My wrists bore cuts and bruises from the
handeuffs 1 wore. | once dodged a punch from one of rhern, bur when my

artacker lost balunce and fell down on the floor, he came back at me with il



solid kick on my chest. T flew at the impact, Sometimes my head would hir the
metal part of the bed in the room. Different parts of my body turned purple
from the beanngs. [ sustained a crack on one of the bones of my ribs. They
wrapped my head with a plastic bag. When 1 fainted, they tried o revive me

with 3!;1]'15 on the face. | did not wanr to wake up for more crueldes.

Towards the last days of my detention, they used a2 more subtle form

of torture. They said they had been following my wife and that she will be
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taken too if | continued to refuse giving them the cooperation ther needed.
They further told me my kids are also being warched and that 1 was only
inviting harm to come upon my family by being stubborn, They tried more
intimidations by telling me my children are into drogs and that they could

t::l:til}' be arrested for substance abuse, and even harmed fior the same reazon.

At last they took me away to some place that was near the sea. | was
tied up in the car as they ralked in low voices, almost jusr whispenng o each
other. They carried huge sacks and some tools for dipping. Sumeone vanked
me our of the car into the open. Once I was out of the car, they tied me up
further with copper wires. T felr exhausted. 1 thought 1 was finally going ro dic.
To my confusion, all they did was batter me with mare threars and insulis. A
point comes when one simply wishes death would come soon a¢ mind and
body become unable to bear anymore suffering and begin to Jose arip of the
will to live. Beyond thar poinr, hanging on 1o pain a littde longer and warching
life shipping through is worse than death irself. Death suddenly turns mre a

coveted refuge. The numbness becomes a friend.
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I had survived nonectheless. 1 Live to rell char story. No matter what,
I am thankful T did not get the death wish | had. T still shed tears whenever [
am reminded of what had h;\ppl}ncd. It's [Dugh to think abour torture lmppq:n-
ing to innocent and well-meaning people. My children were badly affected
too. Neighbors told me my eldest son climbed the tree in our yard when T
faled to come home for wecks. Fle stayed there and appeared to be holding
back anger and sorrow for my disappearance. My son knew 1 helped many
people and that [ had no enemies. He was then 15 years old. My other son
even went with neighbors to Camp Crame to look for me. They wanted to talk
with the police officials there and ask for help to find me. He was very young
but brave enough to join the others in the difficult search.

I look at my children now and [ realize how fast they are growing up
and that they need a strong relationship with a father to see them through. No
one else will love and take care of them now the way my wife and [ do. | thank

God in my prayers for having let me live.

The men who tortured me did not come back for me again but | know
they are still watching, Six months after they freed me in Philcoa, a man who
intoduced himself as a police agent once dropped by our house. [ was our that
time and only my wife was there to receive him, The man did not stay long

He told my wife he was there just to ask how I am.

My life is now moving on despite temporary disabilities brought about
by torture and detention. 1 am now still trying to live with the effects of that
expenience. In the carly days after my release, T used to be very cautious and
concerned with safety. I became so fearful. There were times when 1 would
just suddenly ger down the jeep on my way to some place, very afraid and
smothered by my own thoughts and feelings. [ felt my house and neighbor-
hood were being watched all the ume. My wife had to tag along whenever |
had to leave the house. Unnl now she stll worries about me. Bur [ am slowly
learning to shrink my fears into  manageable size. | can now leave the house

ﬂl'ld HU (L8] HT!'IL'!' ]Trl:-'l.t'.[.!,'q [#11] n]_"!.-' OV

Before T began regaining the courage to meet my fears, there was also
frequent tension at home. 1 would easily lose my patience and yelled ar any-
one who upser me. | felt bored and cross because 1 didn’t have a jobs that made
me feel productive and kept my mind busy. White hair grew fast all over my
head. 'To ease myself, T would go out of the house and seck the company of
fricnds and neighbors. T am blessed with good friends in my neighborhood.
Apart from my own family, they are the ones who probably know me inside

out. They were there to lift my spirit when it was caving in. When times
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got bad, it was important for me to have people around whom 1 could trust,

il

people who would stay on and stick with me through the bad days,

I sull have bouts of startde reactons. It takes a long time to ger over
them. They just keep coming back espeaially ar ames when I'm falling asleep.
| jerk back to wakefulness when [ remember whar had h:ppm{:d tr when
something related to that suddenly enters my mind. There ar Js_|lt when |
lose sleep because of that. | know the effects will eventu ally |-. . [ am mak

ing my own adjustments to help myself. 1 am glad we have NGOs d
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which help survivors like me understand the stages one goes through afrer
torture and detention. They help us cope by teaching us to rap into our own
inner resources as we face the testing umes. Without them, the effects will
take a longer time to control and the situation would be more difficult for me
and my family to handle.

Some neighbors and friends were very symparheric. T'hey visired and
hung out at the house just to ralk with me and provide some companionship
when 1 was still recovering, 1 am now doing part-time carpentry job. T sdill
lend a hand ro our community association, shaning my time and skill as an
organizer whenever [ could. All T wish for now is a sustaining job to supporr
my family.

Good things did happen even in my time of crisis and personal trag-
edy. When T look back to my ordeal, | now realize that despite the dark side,
there was also the challenge in it for me w offer something gond of myself. T
could have made a lot of mistakes in my life but the one thing I know 1s that
I never betrayed anyone despite enormous pressure when I was being tor-
tured. I look back to that and T feel good.

When I came back to my community, | told my neighbors everything |
went through. While before, they seemed to miss the whole point in our ef-
forts to help organize the residents, they now began to open up and see some
sense in what we were doing because of what had happened to me. Members
of my family like my in-laws are also now treating me better, They sort of
frowned upon my work before but have accepted its worth when they realized
I was risking my life helping other people. Problems will come bur the best
staring point to understand them and work our solutions is to have a stronp

family and to know who vou are and the resources you have within youw

[ have learned ro ler go of things that are no longer necessary in my
life. T have also accepred the events, both good and bad. 1 hope that someday
| can learn to forgive. Some people-can be very cruel because that goes with
the jobs that they perform. Burt things change. | have survived and T hive now:

I wﬂ] jilSl ].lﬂ".-'i.‘ o maove on.
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I Part of the game is sacrificing one’s pawns and even giving up

other chessmen while retaining the most important pieces and
moving them well across the board in order to win, In the
same {ight, 1 had to pare down all the excess siuff that was
cluttering my mind and the way 1 fived. I bad to reduce every-
thing to the bare essential. I beld fast to only the things that

really counted fo me. I just made things plain and simple.
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bad the feeling we were being followed, but
I waited to be certain. When the car suddenly
turned right, T knew somtething was wrong. There was 1o
traffic to avoid, but a car from somewhere suddenly cut
across our way. Burly and stern- looking men descended
upon ouv ca. Hrgb -powered firearms paraded around .
Although 1 had [ ong prepared myself for a woment [ike thyis,

1 still struggled to remain calm.
One of the men opened the door and called out o me, “Come with

us, Ka John.”

| had rehearsed that scene in my mind many times before, Yet some-
how 1 wanted a litde more chance to brace up myself. I mustered enough
strength to feign a trace of surprise in my voice.

“Why? What is this all about?” I asked.

“Come on, let’s get serious now. We've been hunting you down for a
long time,” the man replied half-mockingly.

[ got out of the car and quietly gave mysclf up. My sister-in-law, who

was riding with me, was ready to go, too. Everyone who was there understood
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what was going on, what that was all about. When | jomnced the underground

movement in 1976, 1 had already considered the likelihood of my arrest, if

not getting killed, within two vears. My anticipation withered because neither
death nor caprivity came soon. T considered the extra years a bonus, a new
unasked for lease on life, Bur the long wait ended on that day_of December
1998, the day of my arrest.

My captors brought me to a jail in Novaliches. They kept me there
from 1:00 in the morning ro %00 in the evening of the following dav. No
formal charges were filed against me. I was made to stand in the roiler where
newcomers are usually dispatched. That was the place for the one considerced
as the jails lowest ranking member. At first, some of the inmates were trying
to close in on me but they backed off when one of the police on dury warned
them I belong to the Alex Boncayao Brgade (ABB). ITmmediately, they eans-

ferred me to the front, side-by-side with the old timers. There were around

-
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fifry of us in that small chamber where we stood under each one’s nose. T was

lucky not to have received the regular welcome treatment.

Before 1 entered the jail, three members of the ISAFP and army intel-
ligence officers grilled me one after another, in a room just ourside the police
station. The interrogation took many hours, beginning in the afrernoon to
very eatly morning the following day. The officers questioned me just the way
I had expected, which was only to confirm information they already knew.
The whole ime that we were in that reom, I thought of the moment as only
the conclusion of the things that [ have done in the past and the events thar

they led to: they were all Just cmch.ing up on me.

Berwccn 1994 and 1996, the military feverishly tried o capture
me, along with some of my colleagues. Iaving assumed a responsible role in
the underground movement, [ worked with much more responsible people
who were very much in the military’s order of battle. And so the military also
targeted me to have a lead on the others. However, my colleagues were seized
ahead of me, so that by the time my arrest came, the intensity of the erack
down had subsided. At the time that 1 stood face to face with my huntsmen, |
was ready

The ISAFP agents had a subtle way of breaking their prisoners. They
did not beat me black and blue, bur they purposely dumped me in jail together
with common criminals, Political detainees like myself used to be confined in
Camp Crame or Camp Bonifacio, separated from the ordinary felons, When
the anti-subversion law or Republic Act 7300 was rescinded in 1992, polirical
offenses were no longer recognized as such. The state began criminalizing
acts and activities linked to any ideological agenda. Instead, arrested political
personalites were charged with regular crimes. By pitching me in a pack of
common felons, the ISAIFP was probably sending a tauntng message. 1 knew
that my colleagues who had been arrested before me did not get the same
affront and humiliation.

I felt strangely comforted when [ was finally detained in the Novaliches
police station. From 1:00 to 5:00 in the afternoon before | was thrown in jail,
we shuffled from one unknown place to another. All that tme T was blind-
folded. | agonized at the thought that something bad would be done to me,
When I was finally taken to the police staton, 1 said to mysclf, “My rime 1sn't

up yet. At least, not right now.”

From then on, the ISAFP agents regularly visited me. They wanted

me to cooperate with them, in exchange for monetary assistance to my family,
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Later on they became morc insistent that I help them. They began 1o threaten

that if T would not enter into a reciprocal arrangement with them, my wife and

other members of her family would also be drageed into very difficult siua-

tions. That was their way of saying we could be wiped out, Fven before, |
knew they were already monitoring my wife -—— where she worked, wherever
she went. [ also knew they could and would make good their threar if they
had o do so. Bur 1 would nor take their offer. Serving as a stare SpY was
certainly out of the question. 1 told them there was northing [ eould do to stop
anyone from arresting or making things difficulr for my family, if that was
what they really wanted to do. | made it clear thar if they went ahead with
their foul actions, T would take no blame. They will have ro face up 1o the
consequences of their own deeds. However, decp down, [ felr very concerned.
The government was in full control and [ was powerless. 1 tried to comfort
myself with the thought that the military knew they didn’t have much 1o Jiin
from what they were trying to bargain with me. It was just a futilc matching of
nerves and wills. Mental harassments like that were done o me in the carly
part of my detention.

At thar nme, I was also in a stage of denial. 1 was still emononally
unable to accept the reality of my being in prison. | continued nurrunng the
hope that my stay in jail will be cut short and I will be released soon. At the
same tme, the military was relentless about getting me to work for them. At
one time they hinted a warning that my being stubborn could land me in
solitary confinement in Camp Bonifacio. No one would want to be thrown
into a solitary cell. Although the place where 1 stayed together with common
criminals was cramped and spoke of poor conditions, it was certainly better
than solitary confinement. It offered a more normalizing day-to-day set-up
rather than being alone with no one to live with. In solitude, one becomes
more vulnerable to loneliness. One can easily crack up. Thar was how 1 started
to sce the beauty of fellowship even with supposedly hardened enminals,
With the inmates, we were like in a small community of our own.

In the Quezon City jail where I spent the nexr rwo years, life was
not pleasant, but there was still a ray of hope. While at first 1 felt somewhat
denigrated getting shacked up with common eriminals, 1 learned to look and
find pleasant things abour them despite the reasons why they were there. 1
realized that the city jail is an exact microcosm of an urban poor community
where all kinds of people converged. We shared life together, warts and all. |
thought our lives were different with the rest of society only because ours
moved behind bars.
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When T first came to the ciry jail, I slept with the orthers on the cement

floor. The cell was so small we had to rise our legs against the wall or bend
them up so there will be space for everyone. Before jail, | develaped w sleep-
ing-and-waking routine of my own and as much a3 possible T wanted the lease
interrupton in thae. Bur with the lack of space for sleeping, my life felr like i
was in shambles the first few days. Tt was very difficult for me physically. The
inmates treated me fine. There were those who were sizing me up but, overall,
it was okay. They shared hot water for coffee and 1 baught cigarettes for all of

us.

I'was miserable for abour five days, Later when [ was transferred to
the nest cell, things improved a bit. We were all political prisoners in the next
cell. They were my men in underground political work, We still slept on ce-
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ment floor, but ar least there was enough room to stretch our legs. After one
month, T was able to buy my own cubicle. That’s how life in jail is, we bought
everything that we needed. We were allowed to make our own cubicles. Cu-
bicles are just partitions on the side of the cell where inmates can have a

space for his own bed and a curtain for a little privacy.

The most expensive cubicle was about the size of a medium-sized
toilet. There is a bed in it and a small table at the center. Payments for cu-
bicles become common funds for the cell. The cubicle T had was not very
expensive. It cost about five thousand only. The “mavor” of the cdll where |
stayed donated P2,000.00. [ shelled ourt only P3,000.00 1o pay the total amount.
Usually, enly appointed officials of the cell are privileged to build cubicles,
but later on, portions of allotred spaces were also sold to other inmates. In-
mates who have their own cubicles can lie down and sleep anytime they want.
Those who sleep in common sleeping areas follow time rules, which is from
9:00 pm to 5:00 am. After 5 am, the quarters have to be cleancd so everyone
rises up.

When Christmas and the New Year came, sadness seemed to return to
my little chamber, That was my briefest and gloomiest Christmas and New
Year’s holiday. My children came to visit me, together with my nieces and
nephews. However, visiting time was restricted ro untl 900 pm only. A frer
that, I was lefr on my own with the inmates. Merrymaking outside the jail
meant blasting of firecrackers. Ventilation inside the jail was poor and soon
smoke filled up our cells. It was almost suffocating, I did not feel like moving

around much, so 1 did not jom the others and just lay down quietly in my cor

When sadness seemed to want to stick around for a while, T did nor let
it overcome me. I avoided thinking about ir, The only thing to do was to
survive the moment. When six monrhs had passed, 1 was also pust the srage
of denial. T realized that my stay in jail could be longer than | hoped 11 would
be. There were times that 1 cried easily. Just watching a television scene where

someone was crying made me cry too,

Scon, T came to sce something redeeming in the way my life had rurned.
Bir by bit, I started getting accustomed to life in jail. 1 came to know all kinds
of people and 1 learned a lor from them. T realized most of them have maore

hearthrea king srories o “rell.

"The nayores holding the cell where I belonged signed me up in his
rancho. There were about forty of us and we were divided inro UTOUNS OF Fangs.
It was much like joining a fraternity proup in school. Ramdar only serve as 4

group for meal privileges or arrangements. When you belong to one, you get to



i g G
'I:"ll", | -"""HWW W u
e |

i
||]I|II1 l

'I‘_:I I;;_ | II-I 1 i | I
A
(T LT
car meals prepared by the group. Thar means your group buys and cooks s

own food. Otherwise, vou sertle with wharever is served from the kirchen.

While swaichor function to UI'H’.'IE‘I;;?A.' the jail's meal system, there are also
inmates who form themselves in groups based on the commonality of the
crimes charged agunst them. lhu are called maska-Eosa. In prison, vour Lo
will supposedly fight to death with vou. There were other political prisoness
who came in ahead of me in 1995, They were already adjusied with the way
of life including the typical dynamics among the gangs. They helped Irrr1r_' fisee]

my way around and to learn the ropes.

Life mn jail also allowed managing and tending of little stores for live-
lihood purposes. 1 solicited money from friends and from the amount we rised,
I donated a I-'l.'f!’lgi'l".‘lmr for our use in the cell, We sold iec |'|'.1L'l~:~c and soltdink
beverages. It was a big help for inmates to have something to keep them busy
and productve. Fspecially for those who have been there a long dme, having
something else to do other than the routine helped. They welcomed anvthing

to forper how bored they were.

PHILRIGHTS
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My wife and two daughters visited me every week. 1 knew my kids did
not come willingly and only felr obliged to tag along with their mom. T tried o
play with them and get to know them better. | was an absentee father and my
elder daughter barely knew me as her dad. Tt was slightly difficult to ger along
because she was then between pubescenee and adulthood, a period typically
marked by aloofness and defiance, Tt was just fine with me thar we tried to
work out our relationship mostly during the times they visited. We were there

for each other despite the limits of our situation, but that was enough for me

In detention, 1 found my biggest anchor in the support given among
inmates. From the start, they helped me know the house rules. espectally
those on privileges and amenities, My fellow political prisoners, who were
also my former colleagues, never knew that they were also a source of strength
to me in a specific way. The truth is, they got arrested because of a tacncal
policy the party leadership had previously decided on. I was one of those
responsible for that decision. 1 feel responsible for that decision which sace-
ficed some of my men. Joining them in prison and sharing the suffering some
how absolved me of some of the guile | felt when ordinary members oot
arrested while those responsible roamed free, Tt was also the only hunorable
way to face my guilt and perhaps get sid of ir ev entually. OF course 1t was sdll
best for all of us to be able to get out of prison. Bur while thar was sdll nor
pussible, I tried to cope by ascribing some meaning, some acceprable purpose
for our detention.

Looking back 1o all the things 1 have done for underground work, |
know I have done well and it was fine to retive in jail. | got my training in the
context of the ideological mould of the 1970s, the height of youth activism.
Anyone in that mould is a toral idealist wanting to serve and make a differ-
ence in the world. Idealists give their utmost. They give their all, even ex
treme sacrfices. There is no middle ground. Before 1 took the Party oath in
1971, T also had my own moments of disguiet. | thought abour it for a weck.
I was then only 14 vears old. But when the dme came. 1 did vow kay down
my life for the cause,

In character, T am basically an optimist. When | appraise people, |
try to find what is good in them. Hach of us has a gift we could offer o
mmprove the way humanity lives, to make the world a better place. Fven the
worst among us can yield good things from the core of his or her person, |
have that kind of artrude about people. In my relationships, 1 look for that
goodness within the other person. [ always have a space for what 1 can dis-

cover in them. That is one reason 1 don’t get casily upset and impatient,



That he 111 cd me Igt along with all the fellows in jail d{.‘:‘;pih:: the ghasily

side of their char: when T w still in h h_'rgrc rund, I have de

velaped arud h{‘mcd some useful slalls .-zuch s lJcmg able to hsten to others

talk abou that matter o them. ]qu]‘}lt have- different temperaments.

Whether one i.'i devious, stern, 51‘10{1[}'_ rhc always a way ro hit it off r]g]1T
rhh 1. There is abwa g positive that you can work on togerhe
that from the Fnlhl!![kifpp]
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There was plenty of chance w apply my skills in juil. 1 did wharever
part 1 could in helping iron out interpersonal conflicts among the inmates,
When there were inmates having a tough nme, 1 made myself available o
help shore up their courage. 1 barcly thoughr about my own concemns hecause
[ made myself busy helping others sort out their situations Getting my arren
ton diverted from my own problems somehow cased the burden, Tt was im
portant to deflect stress when it built up.

Although 1 had that sort of training reparding people, T sdll saw to ir
thar I retained some control. Even when | opened my time to others, T avoided
giving them all. I made sure 1 was able 1o shut off when conditons became
trusive. Te wasn't healthy o go all our, Thars exhausting 1 gpared some of
my resources for me. It was important to realize you can help athers anly as
far as it was sull within your own capacity. Beyond that, it could do more
harm than good so 1 just had o stop. T pur in the right place the helping
relationships [ had with other people,

I needed support too, and 1 had my wife, family and frviends for thar 1
was also nice to know that barchmates from high schoal were still there 1o
sympathize and lend a hand. My classmates and T had gone our separate wavs
in college, and there were abour 25 long vears that clapsed berween us: Yet
they were there for me, Fven those batehmates with whom | was not cose in

high school helped and extended their assistance,

When I stepped out of prison, my most INPOITAND Concern was 1o
rebutld my relationships. | wanted to make it up 1o my farruly. My prigney was
ro put my life back together and have some distance from my former life to
rethink things. All of these vears, the focal point of my lite had been other
people. 1 thought it was time thar T should be kinder 10 mvself and establish
personal life with my family. T was concerned about our econemic SECUTILY.
My wife was the sole breadwinner at the fime. | had a year to oo in school and
I hoped to find work in the field of polcy and development research to help
explore other avenues for cffecting change,

By retring from the movemenr, | wasn’t just chilling out and purtng
my feet up on an easy chair. On the eonteey, T owas facing o dilemn. Aparr
from the emorional ersts of leaving my tevolutonan work, 1 did nor Prissess
any markcrable skills o live on. Yer. 1 did not want to séll my skills i revedly
tionary work. Others have done that. Not for me. 1 decided o g bkt
schoal. T considered ir as my sabbarcal from all the mess I vot m. [or the
meantime, | wanted 1o study and ger a job later on. By going back to an
academic institunion, 1 was also excited abour eatching up uand picking ap

where 1 lefr off in collepe.



| consider the present G transinon rme, o shoreternmn ['~c'|_'|_l_||;| orper-
sunal reflections and planning before | go full swing again. 1 am the 1vpe ot
person who will go all the way when 1 have made up my nund on something.
In other words, if | finally decide to rejoin revolutonary work, | will be one
hundred percent there. Otherwise, | won't be there one hundred percent also.
Righr now I soll wane to serve our ['IL'-"I|'I1':: but not anvmere o the wav T served
them before. | am now considering operating within the legal framework. Al
though [ still believe 1n a vanguard party with all the clements of 2 revolunon

ary orpamzaton. | hepe someday 1t will be possible ro come up wirh less

bloodspattering and more efficient and cffective strategtes ro achieve the

changes thar people wanr.

I am expenencing inner changes. T think T have lost my idealis pro-
egramming, | have already let po of some of mv momantic beliefs abour the

revoluton. | am now oynical and eadeal of both the revoludonary “eround
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plans” being talked about in the underground as well as the personal motives
of some people. I don't know, maybe T am just wiser now: 1 am in the process
of discovering the beauty of a simple life. T used o be someone whe will only
find my happiness when the revolution has finally defeared the rotting sys-
tem. T think T am becoming someone else, and going through a process thar
started eatly on when I broke up with Joma, [t is a process that continues
today but is still not complete. I am now capable of happiness aver the small
things. | believe hig things come from lirtle improvements, from very smuall
changes.

Fope lives as long as life goes on. T admire and feel pood about today’s
young, They are very brilliant and creative, They have thar fire of idealism
burning within them. They are in search of wavs and means 1o help muke
berrer our world. It feels good to know there are snll mmnds thinking rhar way,
As long as we have them around, we have hope, The voung can do 2 lon they
are good in many things, They are discovering grear things ro improve Tife on
carth. And there are countless ways to do so. The revolution is quite simple,
in a sense. As long as there are sincere peaple, people who are ready toex-

plore new ideas, we will move on.

Spending one's time in jail s a2 tough and testing experience. In my
case | had to look hard within me for the things thar 1 considered the most
basic, the most important, and 1 elung fghty o them in order to endure. That
was my formula for survival. T just tried  simplify my situation when things
got complicated. | compare that to a chess game, which 15 4 contest of strat-
egy. Part of the game is sacrificing onc’s pawns and even giving up other
chessmen while retamning the most important pieces and moving them well
across the board in order 1o win, In the same licht, T had 1w pare down all the
excess stuff thar was cluttering my mind and the wav 1 lived. T had to reduce
everything to the bare essentials. [ held fust to omly the things that really counred

to me. 1 just made things plain and simple.

Before my arrest, that was already the rule governing the kind of life
| had in the underground. [n the mosr distressing times, | regularly applied the
same technique. Even in dealing with my colleagucs when 1 was often com-
pelled to make even uncomfortable commitments, 1 had leamed to back down
from complications. | focused on the simplest and most mmpertant demands
of circumstances. Issues will never end, Tomorrow, more will alw avs come

alon o

People do not have to burden themselves with problems they don’t
have the power to solve. One can only look to the issucs that are most essen-

tal, most connected to life, and simply draw the Line. As for myself, 1 will



F[]IL']". Iy lle' l'L‘i:'I.l'iDi‘jRil.i}! \1'iti'| ITI}’ fﬂrﬁjiﬁ,' m‘p;{ Cﬂl'liil'l.LlL' ;thqring L my Pn'n.
L‘i]')ll.‘s. That 15 all 1 need now in order te stand up and carry on. It is alse
||1'|p1:*1‘.'!1"[‘~'r.' toy search and find Jnf.-“.-'u:’:lf, know who ] 1'1*-,1]!3' am and look for my

own separate kind of peace.

My peace 15 knowing that [ had siven myself 10 a cause 1 believed will
benefit my fellow men and that T did everything | could to be true to that
belief. 1 don’r remember having purposcly damaged anvone. T tried 16 help
those t!I;-i:t.ling encouragemnent and supporr, To those whom | had disappoinred
hecause they were expecting help further than whar 1 could possibly give, T
hape they realize that everything comes to a point where it just ends because
thar 15 all there is to ir. If ever 1 had mishandled cerrain situations because of
my own personal weakness, that did nor happen because 1 wanted to ruin
them intentionally. T did not wanr harm o come to anyone. If ever T had been
a part of an act against some colleagues, that was an obligaton that had to he

done. We only acted based on what we deaided as correct ar thar fme.

I continue to bear the burdens from my past. In my heart and mind,
there 15 a restless part that needs comforting and quicting down. 1 continue to
hurt for some of my colleagues who remain in prison with no obvious furure
beyond each day they wake up behind the cold jail bars. T suffer for them but

there is nothing much T can do now: There is much healing 1o po through.,
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( ur visitors could have been there crouched

in the shadows and flitting furtively all night.
Like nocturnal animals sta[ﬁing and {ying ™ wait fm' their
prized catch, they [ingered for the right time to pounce on
wie, [ike T was some wild gawe.

I had no premonition of what was about to happen. It was still hours
before dawn cracked that day. The houschold members at Bagong Barrio,
Kalookan including myself were fast asleecp when the stillness of the new
morning was rudely broken. Police agents made quick, sharp knocks at our
door. At once they forced their way in even as Tiva Elisa, franght with sleep,
was still asking our unexpected callers who they were and what they wanted.
They entered and rummaged around. When they found the room where I was,
the police agent donning a dark-colored ski mask pointed his finger at me.
That was to be the cue for the others who promptly swung their puns towards
my direction. | was the one they were after. Pairs of sturdy hands and fists
were soon pounding me as I rose shakily to my feet

Early that week, members of the Alex Boncayao Brigade (ABB) had
killed two cops in Bagong Barrio for extorting money from local cockfighters.
The police were looking for suspects on whom to trump up charges for the
killing, T was one of the leaders of a vouth organization in our community at
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that ume. MNelson, o CE}llC;igUL' of mune, called ro warn me rhar rthe authornes
were swooping down on activises in our area. Confident thar T wasn't respon-

sible for H11}’t1‘|iﬂ:£';_. 1 L{!Hrt:g:tri.]t‘d the WArTUngE and 5|:L:.t~Li home.

My relatives held their ground and tried to protect me when the police

came, but the raiders and their daunung weapons were more than a march for

them. I was dragged our of the house 1nto the dark alley where two cars were

\\railing. Awakened b}.’ the din of commoton, some neighors were roused from

L
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sleep. | shouted out my name and called for help. My captors warned the
residents to remain in their houses, Overcome by fear, no one dared o come
ot

Realizing that no help was forthcoming, T tried to resist arrest. But the
police became more incensed and ficreer. They carried my slender frame quire
effortlessly, gripping me by the hands and legs. They started to beat me up as
soon as | was inside the car. Fear wrapped me up as we drove to an unknown
destination. In between their blows and curses, they asked me to admir in-
volvernent in the killing of the two policemen. They wanted o know who
else were part of the killing and how many other policemen we have suppos-
edly chucked out. Somebody tried to strangle me when | failed to give the
answers that they wanted. They said that if [ didn’t confess, a neighbor of

mine, who happened to be a government agent, would restify against me.

We drove for hours around Manila. Finally we stopped in a secluded
site. We entered a place packed with piles of softdrink cases. It was like an
old warchouse. There was a kitchen and a long wooden bench. There were
men guarding the place. T realized thar the kitchen we had entered led 1o 2
door where the police held one of its city stations.

Immediately, my captors forced me to lie down on a wooden bench.
They restrained me from all sides as they began pouring water on my face, |
felt like my lungs would either burst or collapse. 1 tried to pluck up courage at
first and struggled to withstand the drowning sensation. When they noticed |
was able to bear the torture, they made the ordeal more painful by mixing
crushed chili pepper into the water. They spread out a rag on my face while
my head down to the neck hung limp ar one end of the bench. Two of them
sat on me, one on my chest and the other on my legs. Sure that [ was securcly
pinned down, they began pouring the hor acrid mixture down on my rag-
plastered face. The potent fluid concoction gushed through my nostrils and
into my nasal passages and the sting suffused my brain with a piercing, searing
pain. The stronger sting of the peppered warer made the warer cure technique
many times worse, 1 gnashed and thrashed, but that was all that T could da.
With every effort to resist, the fear in my mind increased the physical pain 1
felt.

]

When they were done with the “water cure” they brought me into
another room. As [ reeled rowards the room, they kepr punching rhe side and
back of my body. They tied my hands and feet with wires, and then left me
under a sink untl daylight came. My body stayed in a contorted pose the
whole time. I could not flex nor stretch a muscle. The strain felt numbing,

heavy and painful. Somebody soon turned the lighrs out and for a while |
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thought the ordeal had come to an end. But someone would enter the room
cvery so often and kept on harassing me. One of them kicked me on the
chest. The others came in ranting out depraved remarks.

When morning came, the police introduced me to the media as a mem-
ber of the ABB. But before that, the head of the police station took me in his
office and showed me a fabricated diagram. He instructed me to rell the me-
dia my exact position in the diagram and to also pinpoint the spots where my
alleged colleagues had stood as we supposedly aracked the policemen 1n
Bagong Barrio. They wanted a whitewash for the wrongful arrest and were
implicating me instead. Only with words running along the lines of their own
version of the story was how they wanted thinps to be told to the press. In a
last ditch effort, I pleaded innocence and told the police chief | could nor
confess to the crime. Infuriated rather than sympathetic, he grabbed a small
ceramic décor that sat on the top of his table and pummeled it hard on my
head. He said he would have my head chopped off and sent to my morther if
I refused ro do as ordered.

In the afternoon, | was transferred to another detenton center in Camp
Bicutan. I was taken blindfolded in a room that was freezing cold. [ could hear
other people in the room laughing and jeering as 1 enrcred. 1 heard foatsteps
and then the sound on the floor of someone running rowards me. A loud
assault cry, much like the way martial arts fighters would sercam in the mov-
tes, tore through the room, That was followed by a powerful kick thar landed
hard on my chest. As my punishment intensified, 1 shut our all thoughrs of
names and faces of other activists I had worked with. | wanted to erase even
the names of my own parents from my mind. T wanted to lose memory of any
detail that would give away and thus harm anyhody 1 know. [ just focused on

what was happening — the time of day, the blows, the kicks, the pain.

They took me out of the room and threw me into a dug hole after
wards. [ stayed there for some twenty minutes, just waiting o die. Down at
the bottom of the hole, I couldn’t hear a sound anymore, as if time stood sull,
[ tried to take comfort in the thought that when the guns are fired. thar would
be the end of it all. Oddly, my fears were just melting away. 1 waited for the
gunshot bur nothing came. Later on they scooped me our from the hole and
removed the blindfold, untied my hands and feer, and gave me food and wa-
ter. My eyes felr raw and my vision blurred from l]{:ing nghty covered for long
hours. I could take only very litle of whar was served as 1 was hurting all

OvVer,

In the da}'.ﬂ that tli'.unn'-.".-‘cd.' | Expcricncq:d more acts of malirearment.

Whenever one of the CAPCOM on duty got drunk, 1 would get a visit in my

Tyt



| ‘ll'||!"‘ |

toom any ame of the day and be tousled up, Sometimes the pohbice on dury

would ask me to come near him and when [ have come within his reach, he

would grab my head and slam it hard against the bars,

One night, 1 felt despondent. 1 was already withdrawn for days and
had refused to carry on conversations with the other derainecs. Since the day
of my arrest, I was never given time to wash myself even once nor provided
fresh garments so 1 could change my already grubby clothing, Since the Colo-
nel hit me on the head, the top and back of my head seemed to have dead-
ened. T lost ability to control my body’s balance. T felt that kind of effect more

when my body shifted from verrical to horizontal position. Every ame T tred

R, ROCAMORA-PCILI
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ro lie down on the floor, | would somehow fall sideways: 1 had ro lie down on
my side first and slowly shift to supine posidon to keep myself from rolling
sideways. Somehow, that was beginning to concern me. My body ached all
aver and T was beginning to be overcome with self-pity. 1 had been mussing at
home for half a month. [ could no longer pur up with the twrture inflicred on
me almost every day. 1 was at breaking point and already wanted to commit
suicide,

With an improvised electnie heater left unattended by the watchmen
ane night, | contemplated on electrocuting myself to death. T thought my
captors would kill me very soon anyway, Stll not found after two weeks, my
chances to survive were already nil. It seemed that my relatives failed to track
down the place where | was taken. 1 would have easily succeeded with my
sutcide plan had Maneng Pilo nat woke up and stopped me. Also a derminee,
Manong Pilo was a soldier who had served in Mindanao and was arrested for
illegally selling military firearms. The guards on duty were soon alerted. They
took the heater away along with other items that may be used agun by prnson-

ers to kill themselves.

Before 1 was finally transeferred to the national penitentiary, T had
been through other dark moments. At one ume, | had to be put in an isolanon
cell rogether with three other political derainees. Though our political belicts
have trained us not to depend on religion, we tried o find strength by praving
[ used the rosary that my mother gave me. That moment, 1 could not reeall
anymote the prayers we used to recite in the church before 1 was nmroduced
to Maoist and socialist doctrines as an activist. [ven so, T just said my prayers
in my own words, and when there was 11::T!'|ir|g I could 5y, I pr:tj.'ud without
the words. That provided us wath comfort and calm. When we were finally
taken out of the barfolivg, we all gasped for fresh air and thanked Ciod v was
all over, Since then, | sought spiritual inspiration to hold on to durnng nu
detention. There must be a right moment in a lifenme for every person 10
return to an orgin or a source. When 1 was being tortured with rhe water cure,
I screamed in pain and fear, and cried out loud only two words: “God™ and

“mother’”.

It was my good formune [ bungled on that night in the safchouse
when I planned to kill myself. Life is not perfect but it 1s good o be snll alive,
T nced nime to compensate for lost dme and to restore especially the relanon-

ships I hold dearest in all my life.

Before my arrest, I was steadily drifting away from home and farmuly. 1

stayed out of the house most of the tme. I went home only to change my
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clothes and pack clean ones to take with me to wherever [ went. My family
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did nor know what sort of actvities | was into. [ v § using various code
names and sangers wi Llld ome to our house looking for me but asking for
someone with a different name,

An elderly neighor once came to our house and rold my maother thar |
was a good reacher. My morther said 1 wasn't a teacher. She did nor know yet

that the youth leaders of our organization in Bagong Barrio including mvself
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occasionally gathered the neighbors in local meetings and discussed with them

the social and community issucs of the nme.

My family was finally able to trace down the detention center | was
taken to, 1 cried like a child when my mother came to see me. [ noticed she
had lost a lor of Weight with age. That night, she looked even skinnicr be

cause of sadness and concern for me. Bur she scemed to beam wirth new life
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when she finally saw me. She said a lawyer came with her and assured me that
we will get legal help. T held her tight, unmindful of the cold iron bars standing
berween us.

I had gone a long way on my own when 1 joined the movement. Prior
to my arrest [ was becoming a stranger at home. But while I kept my distance,
my family never really left me on my own when 1 needed help. Despite my
neglect and shortcomings, my mother especially was._ there for me no marter
what. She used to take and pick me up after school when T was a kid. She took
good care of all her children. These were suddenly very touching memories
for me that brought hope. It was for my mother and my family that T tried to
survive the rest of my days in detenton,

I spent five years in prison and have absorbed the way of life there.
My fellow political detainees were also a strong source of hope and strength
during those years in detention. Regardless of the kind of environment we
had in jail, it was still possible to build cohesive tes, even enduring friend-
ships. It would have been difficult to recover my sense of purpose and hope
withour them. When 1 got ourt, | condnued going back to visir the mmares

Before the released political prisoners could rune in to the mainstream
again, they usually went to a halfway house, Some had to see crisis counselors
and therapists to help them cope with the detention effects. | did not want to
go through all that. From the penitentiary in Muntinlupa, T went straight home
to spend with my own family the whole dme | needed to adjust and come to
terms with my experience. They were there for me through the pits. T pre-
ferred regaining my balance and direction with the people T could trust.

I started moving on one step at a time. There are those who would
come 1o help, one way or another. Some NGOs welcomed torture and deten-
tion survivors who were retutning into the fold and gave them temporary
jobs. With whatever functional skills we still possessed after torrure and de-
tention, they made room for us within their organizations so we could start
life agnin. Inunally, I worked as a volunteer in an arganization of former poliri-
cal detainces and their relatives, There, helped orgamze the case files of
victims of human rights violatons during the Marcos government. Lhe vie-
tms and their relatives needed the proper documentation to obrain reparation
claims from the government. I stayed for several months in my first job.

Not long after, another organization hired me to help administer its
loan cooperative project for the relatives of political prisoners. They pur me
in charge of payments collection, Afrerwards, I became a volunteer, and larer

a fulldme staff, 1o a human rights organization supporting political prisoners.
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[ was in some sort of a limbo in my first few monrhs ar work. [ was
still terrified of prisons and detention centers. | eringed ar the sight of police-
men. | worried compulsively that | would be arrested again. But since part of
our job was to document illegal arrests, 1 knew 1 could not steer clear of the
jails forever. One day, I had to go on my own to a derention center ro follow a
student actvist who was brought there by the police. It was the first tme |
had to enter a detention center again after my release. [ feared 1 would not be
able to leave the place again once I stepped in. Conversely, if 1 shirked my job
and did not push past my fear, I knew [ would be haunted by a morbid terror

of these places all my life.

To get in, [ had to coax and somewhat made a mental dialogue with
mysclf. T said it would be interesting to know how it will feel like to enter the
place again, not anymore as a prisoner there but as a freed human rights advo-
cate. That somehow steeled my nerves and T got our safely afrerwards. The
experience was like a healing balm. Later on, when I had gone back many
times to Muntinlupa, that helped further loosen fear’s grip on me. In time, 1
got used to having policemen around me and 1 even talked to them again,
Detention centers began to feel just like any other ordinary place [ know. OFf
course the bad memories will not compeletely go away. But they have dimmed
and quited down over time.

Every time [ went back to Muntinlupa these days, I would think abour
how I longed in my heart to get our of that place when T was sdll a political
detainee. That gives me a comfortable perspective. T would feel some kind of
overcoming. It’s important to go back. When you expose yourself again and
again to that place or situation you dreaded the most, it produces a desensitiz-

ing effect. Fear gradually becomes manageable.

Pcrhaps, some survivors will live scarred for the rest of their lives
because of torture and deterition. But 1 try to find something edifying and
valuable in that experience. I want to believe that there was a meaning to
everything that had happened to me. Every event must be part of the whale
story. Just like a book, every page is important. When vou remove even just
one of them, you lose that one indispensable part that makes the message
complete.

When I was still a teenager, | used to hang around with kids who
robbed jeepney drivers plying routes around Bagong Barrio. Some of these
kids were also junkies and thugs. Whenever fraternity brawls broke out, they

were ready to get hurt and to hurt their enemics as well. Bagong Barrio was



just like Tondo. The degenerate neigshorhood eonditions and influences af

feeted kids and adules alike, making them spitfires and hotbloods. 1 would

have been another hardened crminal, save that 1 chose o do a good tum as a

social activist. Some of my childhood compantons’ became activists like me
and died fighting for what they believed in. 1f we had grown up to become
toral villains and lawbreakers, we would have heen up agamst not only the
crooks in government but ordimary

When we became activists,

That was berter,
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My father used to be an employee in a governmenr agency. He left o
work abroad because he did not earn enough here to support oar family. He
was among many other Filipinos who have had o bear separanon from their
families and staked life, imb and their last hopes in faraway lands. Missing a
father had opened my eyes to the failings of governance and the disparities in
our soclety in general. My father had been working abroad for 25 vears now
and wants to come home this year for Christmas. e has grown old and frail
but stll hesitates to end his work there because of economic uncertauntios
here at home. That was one of the reasons [ developed a rebellious SpLt in

my younger ycars.

My past holds u lot of heartbreaking memarics. But they come handy
whenever T get into a scrape. | have tasted the ultimate pain and had recov-
ered from it anyway so why would I flinch over a little prick from life cvery
now and then?

I am stll the same person | was before torture and detention. | am
basically a quiet person. | am always eager to learn. [ want o spend happy and
carefree imes with friends. But I need to open up my life to changes now. I'm
consideting marriage. [ want to raise a family of my own. I wanr o stay for
good with someone who would back me up in my political work even she

hnppens to be not a militant herself. T want to have four children at the most.

I need ume to make up with my parents for the losses in our lives
when I was imprisoned. Bur I am not quite ready vet to give up my work as an
acovist. It is not easy to just watch at the sidelines when you see so much
poverty and hunger all around you every single day. When opportunity comes
along, 1 want to work abroad where there are prospects to cam more money
than here at home. The OFWs (overscas Filipino workers) are increasing in
number across the world. That should pose a challenge to activists in the
country like myself to ger employment overseas and help organize and build
support systems for the migrant workers ar the same time. | graduared in
college with a diploma in electrical technology. Mavbe 1 can stll find work in
a foreign country where [ can use what | know in that ficld.

Snmc of my young nicces and nephews live with us ar home, They
have become my inspiration. When T march in the sireets with other activists
in mass rallies, whether for oil deregulation or to Oppose price increases, |
think about the children like them. They look toward a bleak furure without

us grown-ups taking decisive actions now to change life’s course for them.



I try to be a good example to the voung people in my life now who
scem to want fo follow my footsteps and duplicate the things I did. My younger
brother joined the same fraternity T got into as a kid. Tle has also joined a
militant student organization in school and seems as eager o learn about the
issues of the poor. As for my nieces and nephews, they have caught my inter-
est in music. | play the guirar and spend long hours at home amusing mysclf
and my nephews and nieces with my music. They have develaped a liking for
it and are now also playing.

Survivors of torture and detention need continuing support. There
should be confinuing opportunities for us and for those who are sdll in prison
to get together and ralk about our past. Whenever we talk abour our experi-
ences, whenever we dig deep into them for energy and strengrh, we move
farther away from the pain. Sometimes we just laugh them off. Mow we are
able to find humor in what happened. We can tease each other. We have
transformed something that used to be tragic and depressing into funny jokes.
It is a sign that we have gone past our crises and are my wing on. That is parr of
our healing, That 1s our way of dealing with our pain. We rub off coutape on

each other when we laugh our rears away.

Being able to face the trauma of the past by going back to it uver and
over again Is hard work. Survivors must decide to do the hard work and not
be stopped by fear. Dare to repeat the story no matrer whar, ‘The mightmare
will come rushing back at times. Bur you know they're not for real anvmore.
When you are able to look back and live with the memory of the pain, that 15
the only time you can move on. lgnored and unattended, the pain will find a

way to manifest itself. It’s like a stiff neck. It prevents vou from laokme back.
¥ P ! g

I don’t have any regrets. They will only hold you back from moving
on. Other survivors wallow in deep remorse and get stuck in it. T just foeus on
the good things that came out of the expetience. | know there is a purpose.
But you discover the purpose only when you begin 1o tackle your problems.
Come to think of it, there were no real losses. You sl get something out of

what you gave away in torture and detention.

I'am like a bamboo. Bamboo is pliant. It bends when strong wind
blows and knocks down anything on its path. It bends so it would nor break.

Ir’s strength Lies in that quality. 1 am like that, too.

1
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come frﬂm a family of vevolutionaries. We

fnught the ﬂictatinrsbip nf Ferdinand Marcos Our-

ing the grim years of martial [an- a time of great disaster

for buman vights, and a gateway as well, in the bistory of

our conntry for winning the people’s war. My siblings have

suffered tovture and detention in each ome’s time. My hus-

Eam’.ﬁ Rico, was also a vadical activist and he underwent the
sawle experience upon his arvest in 1008.

Torture has been a part of the military’s standard practices for ar-

rested dissenters. But some go through worse times than the others. One of

my family members was arrested, detained and tortured more than once, while
the one most severely “grated” of us narrowly came out alive from his own
ordeal. Beyond the mardal law years, our family continued to work for sweep-
ing reforms through extra-legal means as injustice and oppression in the coun-
try remained.

I am an activise, too. | had been involved in the revolutionary move-
ment long enough. I somewhat retired in 1995 to work full time in a mare
legitimate environment where [ continued serving the revolutionary cause in

my own terms. I had a different fate from the rest of my family in the sense
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that 1 did nor experienee arrest and detennon. Bur even so, | consider myself
a survivor for at least two reasons. L"ﬁ'f].‘ first reason 15 based on my behef that
those who suffered torrire as well as those who did not are equally survivors.
They are both survivors in their own right. My being a survivor has to do wirh
having risked as much and devoted as many years as the others did trving to
overhaul the status quo. 1 am also a survivor for the second reason that mem-
bers of my family, my own loved ones, were the ones who had faced and bore
the harm. Needless to say, [ shared their pains and strained with each of them

through their dark nmes. That way, [ have survived with them.

My expenence of survival, for the most part, meant being an indirect
victim and a fellow burden-bearer to another person in my fanuly. | played
this role again when Noel, my brother-in-law, was arrested and rortured in
2004. 1 accompanied my sister, Sonia, the whole time she had to seand by her
husband in Camp Aguinaldo untl his release after close to a week. We staved
at the camp for as lnng as we felt it was NCCCRRUry to dey so, 1o prevent the
mulitary from having a free hand in torturing Noel and the rest of the group
that was captured along with him. We kept tight guard of the siuanon to-
gether with our lawyers, some representatives of a local NGO for polineal
detainees, and the relanves of some of the other suspects who were arrested.
We failed to ger results on the first day. It was strictly a part of military SOP
(standard operating procedure) to hold their ground and not to concede to any
of the demands of the relatives. We felr heartbroken bur we were determined

tor save Noel and the rest, so we came back the nexe day.

[ knew that torture in its most vicious forms were commirred like
was a normal and expected consequence when one gets arrested for political
charges durning the days of martial law. But 1 stll felt shocked when | saw the
victims of torture finally allowed 1o come out of the torture chambers, They
were livid: their bodies and faces were covered with patches of blue and
purple from repeated and very severe blows. They all looked feeble and sleep-
less. One of them was bound in chains like a dog. Another slumped almost
lifelessly on the floor and already looked lame from the beatings. [ have never
openly cursed or uttered profane language in all my life. But when 1 saw the
trampled bodies of those people, 1 swore fiercely o myscelf i anger. 1 was
completely overwhelmed with sympathy for them. That day, T shed tears for

people I didn't even know because, somchow, 1 knew their pains

My sister and brother-in-law were lucky ro have been spared from
physical torture unlike the rest of the arrested people. But the stress of men-
tal and emotional anxiety they felt was perhaps just as intense. While Noel

and his companions were kept in a room for the interragation, we smyed
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nearby and heard screams emanatng from rthe other side of the walls from
nme to time. Worned for her husband, my sister would rush o the door and
bang it hard with her fists. She shouted warnings to the people inside to stop
assaulting the detainees at the same time that she issued threats of legal ac-
tion. The prisoners who were taken there without company of families or
relatives were the ones most badly beaten up, They were raken into separate
rooms and once confined there, no one else knew what brutalities were done
to them.

Our lawyers took steps to fasttrack the procedures for the detainees’
transfer to the provincial jail. We wanted to take them away from the [SAFP
(intelligence service), which has heen stretly enforcing the government’s iron-
fist policy against suspeets arrested and tagged as rerrorist operatives. Under
such policy, the military has been inclined to exploir the ant-rerrorist mania
and political offenders like Noel could be easily linked 1o terrorise operations
and pinned down with less legal question. The ISAFP being unopposed, de-
tainees will be charged as common criminals, without distinction as to the
nature of their offense and lacking the protection and recognition given them
by the country’s Constitution. We were made to understand that the revival
of torture in arrested subversives was a natural conscquence of new dey clop-
ments in national security. T was totally aghast. | knew that war, threats of
war, or any condition causing national in.«"r;lbi]it].' could not be used a: jusifi-
cation for tormre, under any circumstances. In fact, there 1s no pusslhiu [s -
fication for torture under the Constitutional Bill of Rights and international

statutes recognizing human rights.

Wl‘ltt‘l iy hllsh:iﬂﬂ, Ricoy got arrested and HE'.,!}'L‘IJ m jatl, we went
through the difficult times togerher. He had to deal direetly with the condi-
tions in prison while I stayed close and provided moral supporr. My biggest
pressure was the economic side of surviving, | had to be resourceful m pro-
vide for all our family obligatons including the pleas for help from orher in-
mates that came our way every once in a while, But with o many frientds; we
managed to survive. Even through the tmes of scarcity, there was always a
source of help that would open up and find their way into our hands, Larecly
through the bigheartedness of friends, my children were able to conanue ther
studies. There was always something too that could be shelled out for Rico’

provisions while he stayed in prison and until he got our.
The mast serious decision we ever made was regarding Rico's plans in
pr:mr—:jummsun life. Rico gat released in 2002, Tt was a h]i-: question for us

wherher he wanred to po hack o revalutionary life or nor. Rico was already
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mulling over the range of possibilites including renring like me, Bur he
took dme to consider other options once he deaded to. rerurn 1o main-
stream life. | urged him 1o go back o school and connnue studying. He
was third year in college when he lefr school o join the movement. He
wanted the same and so we planned together how to do . Ar the ourser,
we knew I had to be the one to make the extra sacrifices for a while, [
WU-LLI:J hl.' “."i.]]']':jng SIJ]U r[.]]' rhE‘ means o .‘iU.‘itﬂj['l m}‘ t.amil:..'15 [.'LiL'ICEl[iHrI.
But we also agreed that in the long term, that arrangement will serve its
purpose and we would then be able to help each other financially. Tt would
be just like investing time and effort to Rico’s college educanon, m addt

gon to our daughters’ schooling.

One thing very positive in our relationship that helped us survive
together has been an open and constant communicanon. There was never
a time that situations bogged down because we failed ro communicare.
We rackled every problem, especially those concerning the children. [T
there were difficult adjustments that had to be done at all, they were
largely in relanon to Rico’s relatonship with the children. [le had to make

the bigger adjustments, 1 think he exerted his best 1o do that.

Rico and 1 have survived many things together. We owed that o
putting honesty in our relationship Aght from the very beginning. We have
clearly defined our parameters and goals. We knew the things that were
most important in our relationship. We knew whar we had to do to pro-
teet them. One of the 1ssues we took care to sort out and agree O wias
respect for each other’s personal growth and beliefs. Ar some pomnt in our
life as partners, we remained being individuals ton. Rico and | once be-
longed to different groups in the rejectionist spectrum bur that never was
a problem. When we had differences, we toed to hold on to our sameness.
We survived that because we respected each other’s independence: It was
good we saw that issue in the same way. Otherwise, it would have been
difficult. Once you get lockéd on the basic issues, vou just start to crode
and lose the basis for staying togerher

Regarding our children, there was a lot of reaching out to do. Be-
ing the one that bridged my husband and daughters to cach other, [ took paing
to introduce Rico to our children, 1 told them about his fine traits, especially
the ones [ liked best. 1 let them know who he is as a person, the way | knew
him. But Rico and [ had to define the scope of mv own role. [ did not want o
overdo it as their go-berween. | helped them connect to cach other ar the
onset of the process but my role had to end somewhere along the way. Where
my role ended, Rico had to take up the rest of the work, It was all up 1o him

ABAC-FCILI




what steps to take to get close and re-establish the bond with his children. It

wasn't hard for their relationship to jell in time because there was one hobby
they shared and really squared with: computers and tinkering, They chimed in
really fast because of their common interest in both software and hardware.
While Rico became very engrossed with his computer nnkenng, the children

were able to keep up with him, They easily dovetailed into each other’s worlds.
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Rico and 1 did nort treat the children like they were too young and
immature to understand. We have defined specific ways to deal with them as
co-cquals, We encouraged them o voice their opmions and to crncize con
structively anything of relevance to us as a family. Theresa and Sandra have
mdeed developed critical and questioning attitudes, which arc very positive,
Rico and T realized we are also learning a lot from our children.

Lo regain our family life, we never did anything our of the ordinary.
We just made full use of the day-ro-day conditons thar could factlitare the
work of reaching our and strengthening the relationships. Somehow, we sort
of jibed together, parricularly in the stuff that appealed ro our common cun-
osity. Like when we found out thar Theresa wanted to try our some sports like
billiards, the rest of the family also wied o learn ir. We taught cach other unril
we could already play double or as a team. We challenged and played againat
cach other and rallied whoever won. Sandra soon nurtured an inrerest in soc-

Cer s0 we HI\\.-':‘I.E.‘H went to see her gil]'ﬂ[':‘ [{B[e 8

Cither than the adjustments we have made in general, T am nor very
sure 1f there are any more specific issues that have ta be resolved. | don't
really know if Sandra and Theresa rake well the idea that we are no exactly
normal as a family in terms of economic roles and functons. In this regird,
their father s stll not able to tke the lead role regarding thar concern. 1F ever
this bothered the children, there hasn’t been any artculation of such problem
from either of them. It is never manifested in the way they have been relating
to their father. The only basis for such possibility 15 the faer thar they auto
matically come ro me specifically for their financial requirements. Bur even
so, the children could see their father is doing his best to help even just with
the lirtle money he could make for the time being. With the carnings he gers
from his part-time job in computer repairs, Rico would always find way o
save up and buy simple things like Inrernet cards that he knew would deligh
his daughters.

I make it clear to Theresa and Sandra that our family went through a
difficult period. Our own experiences have formed a different background for
all of us, which is not neeessarily the same with whar other familics have, The
girls do not have any problem aceepting that. They know that whatever role
arrangements we have now, these are only temporary and thar we are abiding
by them like an important investment for each one’s furure. We told the chil
dren Rico and 1 have to secure our educaton now and get sufficient jobs later
on so we would not lean on them when we get older. We are preparing at
present for the time ahead when we are already graying and advancing in
years. It is up to them to help us if they wanted to, bur we do not wanr to
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remain their responsibility forever. It 1s up 10 them as well to help other mem-
bers of our extended family. [ helped send 1o school some of their cousing bur
I am not really passing on the responzibility to them. They have the berry for

other opuons,

The family knows | am not having an easy tme as sole breadwinner.
Rico is always sympathenc but he has his own kind of reasoning about what
we face at the moment, He just sticks to the fact that we have agreed to
pinpoint our priorities and how we planned to do them. If there are hirches,

they will be momentary and will eventually pass when we have reached our

t‘:’lthtS. e tries to S]'mp!ifj.' our lives and rells us not o make ['th:ul:',vm:': ol of

situations when there 15 lirele thar can be done abour them for now. He be
lieves many of our problems don’t get solved overnight and will take time and
patience to overcome. He is cool and keeps himself within bounds. Thar way
he keeps his peace. In his own modest ways, he tries to lessen my load. He
saves up and scrimps on his own needs. Larely, his semesteal fees in school
have been practically coming from his own reserve. lle tells me not ro bother
with his tuition fees anymore and 1o make allotments just for Theresa and
Sandra,
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We take our life one day ar a time. All have agreed o accepr the fact
that it would be really quite difficult for our family undl Rico and Theresa are
finally able to graduate and finish their respective college degrecs. When we
have clinched everything and pushed our plans to the hilt, then things will
improve. Sandra will then be the only one needing support for her studies,

Eventually, 1 can also return to school for my masteral depree,

I don’ want to think about anything that could possibly block our
plans. I don’t want to entertain neganve thoughrs or fears of porential srum-
bling blocks. While we are still working toward eur dreams, it would not help
to look at the limitations, [ have adopted the mindset that we have the facul-
nes, whatever it would take, to make happen our plans. There will be trials
and difficulties, but we will ger by. Rico once said that our only problem is
money, which is the most simple of problems. Maney problems will always
have solutions. There will be doors and roads that will open up to lead us
towards answers. Others who have money are beset by other kinds of prob-
lem. Their problems are more complicated.

We are happy in general terms. As to the furure, our security 15 in
doing whatever we can now. We do not want maore than what is enough, We
have no obsession with getting wealthy. 1 have always been alert and WALTY
about what material possessions could do o my character, | believe there is a
big relationship between social staus and consciousness. | don't want o spoil
my character with so much money and material gonds. There is the risk of
getting very attached to your wordly treasures, 1o luxury. You lose vourself.
Whatever is enough for the family will do. If there is a litte more, we will

gladly share them wirh others.

We have ticd to teach our children the moral values behind the chonees
we make in the family. Without pre-empting their own judpement, we make
them understand the circumstances we faced and the life perspecrives held
and pursucd by each one. Wherher they accept our point of view or nor i
beside the point. It is more important that they are able to absorh goed values
and a posinve interpretaton of life regardless of the difficult times on our
chosen paths. We hope that these are the fundamental things they could hold
on to as they begin to choose their own personal direcuons larer on. We el
them they cannot live for themselves alone. They have to help others the
same way that they need other people to fufill some other needs in their hves.
Someday, they could work as professionals and engage in careers of rheir own
choice. Their lives could be very different from ours. Bur even in their chosen
field, they could sull serve with the skills and capabilities they possess ro-
wards civilizing and humanizing life in this world. The ssue 1s always how

and for what purpose to use cach onc’s talents



Pcrhaps part of growing is when you begin to see things differently
from the way you used to. At rhus point, T don't see myself .\'pvnrjmg e
hundred percent of my time in political work. T don’t believe rhat positive
changes can now be made only in the sphere of the socialist agenda. When
you have dared to move on and had gone beyond extremist polines and para-
digm, you realize that the most simple things in life are the ones that sit at the
heart of the true revolution: family and self, When vou give vour utmost to
these two, you are also able to wage the revolution righr ar the center of
things. We need to devore time to take care of our families and ro nurture our

own personal growth.

There are inevitable pains when one begins to make important adjusr-
ments specifically in outlook in straregies and interpreranon. There are the
pains of feeling separated from your old self and from the ongins of your
beliefs. For some time, | alse hurt over having gained some kind of liberty, of
breaking away from my family’s long-held concepts of how o bring abour our
dream of development, and the social reforms indicarive of such. | want to
think that [ am not going up against the family wadition. Up 1o now, my broth
ers and relatives still give their lives and time altogether to their brand of
pohtical work. T would like to believe thar I'm not going apainst the tradition.
My work now in an NGO requires that we provide services to communitics,
That way we strengthen and empower the mass base. We engage with both
the Tocal and national gavernment agencies because that is part of the job We
operaie in the legal mode. Over the years, we have achieved a lot. Work in the

communities has its multplying effects.

I don’t think our work in the NGOs has less beaury and brilliance
because we are supposcdly safer in what we do and more comfortable where
we work. Actually the issuc regarding sceurity 1s not ar all true. 1 will always
respect the family's continuing revolutionary tradinion and each one’s endur
ing behefs. I admire their sense of commirment and discipline. 1 continue o
honor that in my own way.

I suill believe in radical changes. But while now 1 nor the tme to make
them happen because conditions are too erratic, there are other wavs 1o carry
out changes. We can move forward with every little or big step we make.
There 1s always a positve implicadon to whatever you can share in terms of
knowledge, skill, time and talent. Actually when you ralk of implications,
there is nothing that is considered small. We are trying other paths but thar

docsn’t mean we have renounced the goal.

I have a stronger, more positive, and more tolerant outlook now: There

15 now much storm and strife in what used to be a people’s movement. 1 rake
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them as openings for improvements and for replacing strategies wirh more
comperent ones. 1 stll believe in the revoluton and the prnpul.lr CALEes 11
embodies. [ never doubted or abandoned the basic tenets. We are [H'I]:-.' ]nrul-:ing
for new ways to wage them given the peculiar condittions that contnue ro
unfold not oaly domestically bur also in global rerms. Despite the mistakes,
there 1s so much more we could do. The revolunonaries must stove hard o
consider re-inventing the revolution in such a way rhar the interpretanon of
1ssues would not be constricted and limited to the pomt of view of 4 fow
cadres. Some of the misunderstandings come not from defecrs in 1deas bu
from the attitude of the leaders who rend ro rranslare them in a very parochial

and Fanadcal way.

The revolution 1= sl very much valid up o now. Injusaee prows each
day that we sit fnircering tme away and letung the grass grow under our feet
It 15 impossible to do an overhaul of the system without the mulitary aspect of

it There 15 always a cost to it in terms of human lves. Precisely because of
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that huge cost that the military solution must be deferred untl it is needed as
a last and only one remaining resort. T believe in human rights including the
tight to live as much as [ believe the rationale for a hardline and more radical
means to overthrow the system. But there is now the need o balance our and
qualify my beliefs. The kind of work that [ do now which involves helping to
rehabilitate war-torn communities teaches the importance of saving lives,
Maybe that is one reason why I am now for radical and sweeping changes that
mifigate shedding of blood at the same time. 1f only each one of us would
break out from our own fundamental laziness and begin the reforms in our
attitudes and practices, the sum total in terms of societal effects could be
staggering. The need to give up lives may not at all be necessary when we

have shed our depraved and corrupt selves instead.

I feel more whole as person now that 1 have survived difficult times.
My significant relationships are stronger and 1 have a clearer grasp of my
bearing in the larger sociery. My family would always be at the focal point. But
the concentric circle just tipples on and on outwardly to others. T realize that
my self-identity and the meaning of every stage in my life unfold always in
relation to my relationships. Indeed, life is meant for sharing with others. When
you have survived the preat stresses of storms together with the people in
your life, you realize that it is only when you are a part of other people that
you becomne whole as a unique person.

I plan to pursue higher studies because when [ grow old, T sl want to
be able to contribute to community. T want to remain useful and to put in
every last drop of my blood to help make better life for the human race. When
I have learned more from formal education, | can continue in my own small
way ta teach what T have learned to others and thus multiply the benefits of
my education. 1 dream about teaching in a university and of trying my ralent
in social research projects. [ am sure boredom and stagnation will fast kill me
if I stopped or become idle. One's real task is to contribute to humani ty's
progress by continuing to grow as an individual and to continue to share his/

her gifts as a person.

I may be not as wounded as the other survivors 1 know but [ have had
my own time of struggle in my own dire straits. | get my healing from doing
things for other people. T experience empowerment when 1 am able to listen
1o people | know who feel distraught. Tt feels good when I could come up with
good advice or just a caring opinion about one’s lot. When there is an oppor-

tunity to help and T know I am able to respond to that, my coffee cup is
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somewhat refilled. My cup scems to run over with joy and contentment. People
are always the ones who come to me and not the other way around. Thar is
the stamp of my reladonship with the people in my life, T blossom and thrive
in that. When 1 come home ar the end of the day, 1 would tell Rici abour the
day’s transactions- the persons | have met, things we ralked abour and how |
provided comfort as usual. He would tease and comment thar my CUp 15 again
overflowing. Among smokers, that is just like gerting a high from nicorine,
Listening helped me realize that each one has a burden o bear. People’s bur
dens are either lighter or heavier in relation to the other person’s own experi-
ences. The problems are easier or more difficulr in relation 1o thetr problem
solving attitudes, too, 1 have stopped comparing, | try to be thankful for whar
[ have as well as what [ don’t have.



When T wenr aboveground in 1995, thar was the year 1 was surviving
many things in my life including going through a personal transition and fac-
ing the possibility of Rico's arrest [t was also during’ thut period of survival
that growth in my life had seemed so enormous. | joined an NGO and rhen 2
private firm from where I gained a lot including broader perspectives and new
skills, The challenges increased my coping abilities and likewise bonsted my
self-confidence. Plenty of doors opened and there were loads of opportun
tics coming my way. It was a tug of war in some way because T had ro make
chotces including some difficult ones. But whatever my deetsions were, they
later brought forth very important lessons and gave me the drive 1o work
harder,

I needed to learn many things in order to survive including forbear-
ance. | used to be very impatient and wanted things my own way, 1 agonized
just like other wives did when Rico was arrested and derained, but that expe-
tence was worth my salt, When you know vou can’t control things and there
was only so much that you could do as a person, that has a rempenng effect.
Following through Rico’s court case proved 1o be a task thar tried my pa
tience. [ was ar my wit's end complying with the procedures and pushing our
lawyers to make shortcuts. But my lawyer would always say | am sugpesong
the impossible and that we were not gods. If [ were the one in charge, 1 would
have wanted a swifter way. | would have done something decisive even if that
had to be a drastic action.

There is a reason behind every crists, Once we know this, we work
harder to learn from every problem. 1 can only be thankful that the pans | had
to go through and survived did not include the loss of a loved onc through
death. I have prepared for the worst to come, but if that had been the sce-
nario, the grieving process would have taken a longer time before it can be
possible for me to bounce back. When one has prepared for the worst possible
event of death, having a loved one back in your life and cven very much alive,
is a most wonderful gift. As long as there is life, there is the hope of recovery
and regeneration from whatever happened in the past. Life i< a n:!1:1||!r_"r_1g;r., n
big and small scale. Problem-solving situations would never stop. Tt builds

character and it pulls us closer to the real meaning of life.

03

+ =333k €=



04

r =333k 4EKD-

1Lkt

i
il

1114
T .r ,]J

el
58
il ™ i

I |||: 'If|i| i ." I
\I]l ‘IR

T L L

i

W hether we remain in the Mmovement or move on fo

safer ground, we will face our own share of difficul-
ties. Our bomework is fo draw inspiration from each
experignce and to rive above them. We can always
reshape and recreate onr lives based on what we bave
tearned. We can ahways choose what to feave bebind

and what to carry with us toward the [uture we wan,
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y the [ook of tbings}, I knew wty arrest was
)impeming. In 1989, the government toughened
up its campaign to capture left-wing wilitants and suspected
guerillas operating in Metro Manila. As they cracked down
on State enenties, the wilitary spared few suspects. Many
activists and community organizers have begun falling into
tbe fmni}s ﬂf tbe autbﬂ?ities one after tbe other. Most nf
those arrested were very young radicals whose sense of
justice amidst unjust times was being tried and transformed
into rage and vesistance against those who held the veins of
power. |

When they finally came for me, they arrived in the hours berween

daylight and darkness. Their heads and faces were hidden beneath woolen

masks like malevolent ghosts afraid of recognition. When they burst into our

house, they promptly jerked and thrusted their long heavy guns toward me, I

was snuggled fast asleep on a eouch in the sitting room and woke up surprised

even as news of recent arrests have foreshadowed that instance. The rest of

my family were also roused from sleep and at a loss from shock. From where
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I lay down, the raiders easily tugoed and hauled me out of the house. They
shoved me into the celd air of the outdoors as [ stugeled against both the

drowse i my head and the dread in my heart.

It was 3:00 in the morning, As we stepped our, it became obvious thar

the i,“]j.-__-,_. Werey Zchtﬁill.{ out neigborhood and had rounded up all the male

1Ak AECE= -



residents. [ was among those herded our in the dark. We were made o stand in
line on one side of the street. There were about fifty of vs. A man Wearing i
ski mask soon emerged from the shadows, He scanned our faces one by onc as
we stood and waited nervously in a single file. When my turn came, a man
peering from a car yelled “positive” They hurnedly set me apart from the rest

and at once locked me in handeuffs. They forced me into a waiting car,

I faled to rec Jgni:*.t: immudiﬂt&l}' the man who pave mooaway | nos-
ticed however that he walked with a bad limp and was almost being carried |y
the police agents so he could move around. T was still thinking who the
squealer was unril he sat in rhe car with me and spoke in 4 voice | remembered
well. It was Jun,

For several months, Jun and T had worked together teaching urassroots
empowerment and self-reliance in poor urban communities. Jun was bigger
and more muscular in built than me. fle had a sun-tanned skin and he ralked
with a full voice thar equaled his physical strength, e was ane of the few
young colleagues 1 knew who spoke fluently and powerfully as a communit \
worker, But ar that moment, haplessness had replaced that image. |le looked
just bartered and bruised. From his appearance, | knew he had been forced o
come clean, We were able to speak to cach other in hushed words inside the
car. [ told him not to say anything more to his torturers. T assured him my
relatives would call a lawyer to negomate for our release as soon ag possible, |

told him help would come our way.

The car carrying us was soon moving but it stopped along the way and
some of the policemen with us alighted. They set foor in another community
in Sampaloc where they arrested another young male suspect whom | recog-
nized as also an associate in orpanizing work, He was in the same circle of
persons [ worked with rogether with Jun. Sansfied with the day’s harvest, our
captors proceeded to a private safchouse in Bicuran.

Somcone wrapped a cloth around my eyes as we entered the building,
In a few minutes, I was standing in that room, like a rabbit that had stumbled
into a den full of ravenous wolves. Every one who came in asked questions,
punched, slapped, and kicked. Different voices spoke to me. When they faled
to make me confess with just the brute force of their hands and feer, they
used other things to hurt me,

With live bullets inserted berween my fingers, they tried 1o crush the
bones of my hands as they ]-:L-pr on with their questons. They wanted me 1o
own up the klling of a certain Coronel Sanoago. IFrom the bits and pieces of

whart they had said, T learned that the slain officer was connecred with the
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Judge Advocates Government Office (JAGO) and was ambushed by the Alex
Boneayao Brigade (ABB) in Galas, Quezon City.

When still they could not get me to admit anything, they removed my
blindfold and prepared to set me up for Russian Roullette. One of thern slid a
single bullet into a 38 caliber handgun. Tle spun and locked the wheel car-
tridge, aimed straight at me with one swift movement and fired pointblank.
Perhaps the cartridge stopped at an empty chamber and missed the one that
was loaded. The gun did not fire. 1 sat there sdll alive but too dazed ro move
or say a word.

For a ume that scemed interminable, they played the Russian roulette
on me. All the while, death was chinging at the fingertips of my tormrers who
pulled the trigger as they would with a toy gun. They ook rurns spinning the
cartridge and firing. Depending on chance, 1 could he lving on the floor and
bathing in my own blood in the next few minures. The dme it ook for thar
entre ordeal seemed to grow longer and the pain tn my mind became more

unbearable each time one of them pulled the trigper thar never acrually fired.

We stayed in that cramped room where the smell of fear and AEony
rising from my body and drifting through the small space seemed o have
whetted the appetite of my tormenters, The punches, kicks and nl;tl’lh’ Connn-
ved. At one point, somebody made me stand in a corner of the room. He
walked to the opposite end and suddenly sprinted towards me with a flying
kick. He attacked me twice. My head reeled in terror but, alas, 1 did not pass
out.

Shortly, a certain Coronel Matiano entered the room. 1o ordered the
others to stop and to leave me alone. He said he was taking over. Then he
began asking me questions. When he failed 1o get the answer that he wanted

he took me inside a very filthy toilet. The bowl was already filling to the vim

with waste. The walls were sullied and pasty with grime. [ felt sick with nau-

sea.

Col. Manano ordered me to sing the natonal anthem and 1o recite the
people’s pledge to the motherland. He was obviously amusing himself and
treating me like T was a plaything, He asked me to sing other patriotic unes
especially the ones we sang in protest rallies. When | continued o defy his
instructions, he kept me longer in the toiler where the stench was becomng
unbearable, Suddenly unable to pull his punches any longer, my rormentor
grabbed my head and foreed it down rowards the bowl. Tlowever, he did nor
push it all the way into the muck. He abruptly stopped when my face was jus

a breath from tcuching anything, He drnggcd me out of the woler, furtous ar



having to end that torture episode empty handed. But without any confession

from me on the killing of Coronel Santago, they were not quite ready vet to
stop.

Afrerwards, they brought me face to face with Jun. | sat on one side of
a table and he was on the other side. They had removed our blindfolds. They
had been eavesdropping through a listening device in the car the day 1 was
taken from the house. They mocked and taunted us about our being col-
leagues in the movement.

“Were you together in killing Coronel Santago?” someone asked.

Perhaps dred of the beatings, Jun was already gomng along. [le readily
said, “Yes.”

09
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“So you know each other?” one of them faked surprise as he pursued
the questioning,

They challenged both of us to throw the first punch on the other to
prove which one was tougher. They egged Jun to hit me. While he was sup-
posed to be already wobbly and dazed from the beatings, Jun snll had strength
to slap me hard. T hit him with force too. | thought that if 1 didn't, I would only
be confirming what our torturers already knew—that Jun and [ indeed worked
ogether. And that would make us more vulnerable to theit schemes.

From what I heard, some rorture survivors have said prayers for help
in their darkest moments. When my tme came, | did not go as far as really
praying to a God for help. In the first place, I did nor know how. But the
possibility of the truth abour the hereafrer, when the body had died and whar

ever is left of it supposedly crosses over to another realm, did pass through
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my mind. | did not pray the typical way. Bur, yes, I considered the chance that
a supreme being might indeed be real. 1 knew [ wasn’t a perfect persan, but |
wasn't 50 bad ecither. If God does exist, he would have known thar. He would
have known my heart all along. [le would have known all the things 1 had
done in my lifedme. 1f God were right there watching me, 1 knew he would

have taken me somewhere nice if 1 had died.

Thu jail is not an easy place 1o be in. Torture-like conditions are in
ctfect in more reserved and controlled forms. During rorrure, there are no
problems beyond the moment to think about anymore. Death 15 the nearest
truth. Bur in prison, torture-survivors pet all the time to think about probilems
and the hardest part is having ro deal with them. The one gond thing thar
offsets feelings of wretchedness in jail is the ream spirit among the politeal
detainees, When I entered jail, T knew no onc there and fele totally ruined and
alone. But the political derainees who got there ahead of me became my
friends and they soon looked after me like a real brother.

We tend ro think it is sameness that brings us close to cach other, In
prison, that is also true but it is respecr for differences that is more Important,
Among the political prisoners, our political convictions are perhaps the only
things we had in common. Apart from thar, we were widely different in per-
sonal backgrounds and in the character they had shaped in us. Bur that did no
prevent us from weaving an atmosphere of comradeship among oursclves.
Over time, we were drawn further rowards that bond as we eontinued shar-
ing, through carefrec and sometimes introspeetive talks, the bright as well as

the gloomy side of our past and present lives.

The one gond thing in being a political derainee among common crimi
nals was heing able o use what T had learned in organizing. During our nme,
we worked out ways to pacify the parties hostle to each other. Whenever we
arganized cvents, we invited them all and even the rival gangs agreed o come
wgether on some occasions as co-sponsors for common activides. We wanred
some kind of a truce among the groups so that there could be peaccful co-
existence for everyone. We organized small discussion groups wherein they
shared opinions about issues like the death penalty which were very relevant
to them.

I was snll in jail when my family had split up. My mother had left the
country to work abroad thinking that more money might help 1o cxpedite the
appeal for my release. With my mother away, however, myv Eather decided 1o

live with another woman and soon had a new family. My brother and only
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sibling had also started his own family. Shortly, my gelinend lefr me too. My
fellow political detainees were the ones who tried 1o cheer me up and helped
me get back on my feet during the lowest points of life i detennon, In jal,
problems opened the door for friendships. It beeame just noemal and auro
matic for us to help and encourage cach other in times of ditticulry. Whar |

wanted most was to get my family back rogether,
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When I got our of prison in 1993, I didn’t know how to start over
again. Healing took time. Like most survivors, unstructured time afrer jail life
was holding me back. When my mother learned abour my release, she sent me
money so | could start a small business. [ went into buying and selling card-
board boxes, which was what we did as 4 family to earn 2 living before | LT
arrested. [ was moving on bit by bit. At some point, my life scemed normal
again. Fven as each of my family members had preferred to live separately,
we tried to keep the family relationships intact. We made ourselves available
to one another especially when one of us needed help. They were still there o
help me go on with my life. When my mother came back to the country, she
had to move in with me for a while. After some time, she wenr to live with my
brother. Much later she went home to our province in Leyte and stayed there
for good.

T worked in an NGO and had another romantic relationship. It was
good for a while, but it did not last. It was the second time that 1 had to nurse
a broken heart and it was quite difficult to handle. There came a point when |
felt there was no one who wanted to help me work things out anymore. My
colleagues in the NGO and my activist-friends were busy minding their nwn
business. Although I needed help badly, I did not expect other people to be
the ones to solve my own problems. T just wanted to open my heart to another
person. 1 needed a sounding board. I needed another point of view besides my

own. [ felt more alone than ever and thought of quitting my work with the
NGO.

But after 2 while, some colleagues began showing concern. They be-
gan listening. They offered advice. Some extended support through small sums
of money to tide me over, others gave their friendship. Realizing other people’s
effort to help solve my own problems made me think twice about quiteing,
Finally, T gave myself another chance to go on with my work in the NGOs, |
tried to sustain my passion for helping organize urban poor communities so
that more people can have the benefit of secunty over their land. [ also started
to entertain new relationships. Now, | have a wife and children of my own.

There is stll plenty of work to do now. I owe my freedom to the
efforts of human rights organizations, which campaigned against the torture
and imprisonment of people espousing radical politcal beliefs. [ think, all
released political prisoners should reciprocate the efforts that took us our of
the jails. There is a need to revive and intensify rhe campaign for the release
of other activists who are sdll in pnson today. There must be away to stamp
out the practice of torture and to break the cycle of impunity. During our

tme, the efforts were more alive and bustling, There were more sectars sup-
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porting the campaign. The impact was greater. Releases eame i succession

because of that Fveen while we were in prison then, we conmribuied much 1o
L'UJH;‘?L't government decision to release political prisoncers. But of course, con

lition work was always crucial.

We will never run our of things ro do in the movement. The crrors and
the eventual breakup have delaved if not weakened the movement, “”d. rhese
have to be addressed swifilv. Concrete actions thar will help the movement
Ecover are now a pressing need. v is importane for all cadres and even ordi-
nary citizens who have opened their minds to social responsibility to do what-
ever 1 possible to help revive the movement. Organizing and educarion work
remain as the kE].' steps o counterace the decline and prevent the movemenr

from further |:_'15i11lﬂ grou ud,

Nevertheless, [ beheve that the conflicts have paved the way for use
ful realizations. .-".n‘u:lng SOIme ]]l.‘lﬁﬂtﬂ] groups, the Famuly has now been re

stored to its proper ]?ll;lL'L' as a basic unit of the social organizanon, and for




that reason, the groups want to strengthen it and give it first prionty. Thosce
who now espouse the family are focusing on giving balanced time berween
personal and political concerns. Unlike before when partisan interest was su
preme and unquestionable, more and more colleagues are recopmizing the
i.l'l'l]]Di‘tﬂﬂCE of mrellectual indvpcmfcncu, The recagnitim‘m of human nghts as
a framework for advocating change is another result of the imdanves o re-
think the doctrines. Within this new definition, the revolutonary individual 15
entitled to think and reason more freely. The movement has evalved from an
aging force Into a regeneranng social actvism with a humanise standpomt. We
have also begun speaking our and carefully fileering our interpretation of party

concepts so that democracy in its true sense would govern our beliefs

Thctc are many things to learn from torture and detenton. You
cannot let the pain go o waste. You have to dip deep into the experience and
find the lesson, 1 understand myself better now after torrure and detennon. |
have a stronger identity. 1 have acquired a braver stance towards life. There
are good as well as bad things tha happen i prison life and there are always
good things to learn from both, | harness the good things and always find
anchor in them as I work through the big and small knots that happen in my
life everyday, Torture and detennon have encched my work as an acrivisr and

as a family man roo.

When you have survived a difficult erists and were still able to bounce
back and take control of your life, thars big deal. That gives vou the will and

grit to go on. It is all a matter of amitude. Surviving means acceprance of the

consequences and fortmde to see good lhin__gh‘ even in l.mph*:l.-:nm thungs: I

torture and detention are the woods and forests we have to go through in
helping society to become better, then we should be ready to go through them.
It 15 not painless but even if one were to die, it will be a pood death.

When you are lucky enoughiio remain alive, you become wiscr and a
bit more cfficient with living your life well. Problems will go on far as long s
we are alive regardless of what we do in life. Whether we remain in the mowve-
ment or move on to safer ground, we will face our own share of difficulnes.
Our homework is to draw inspiraton from each experience and to nise above
them. We can always reshape and recreate our lives based on whar we have
learned. We can always choose what to leave behind and what to carry wirth us
wward the furure we want

l am now determined to keep and preserve my family life. 1 have
realized that the role I have in society is very much entwined with my role as
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husband and father. They po together and are mutually reinforcing | have
realized that anyone who wants change in the larger society should also work
for them at home. At the same time, one who works for the good of humanin
helps create a good life for every family in this planer. When this became myv

new puiding priuciple_ I somehow managed o resolve my big 1ssues.

[ want to grow old with my loved ones just like any other ordinary

person. 1 want to be a grandfather who has spent his years well and will rerire



in a modest house located in an wdvllie place and where there are siens of
} & H

abundance like plants and fruit-bearing trees around it T want to be able w
rell good stories to my grandchildren. T will not die a rich a man so the anly
legacy I could hand down to my family and their offsprings would be the
perseverance I had set forth in my entire narural life a5 one who had shared
ume and self to help other people. Taking care of my fanily and raising them
well would have been enough to look back to in my twilight vears, But when
1 think again, that doesn’t scem to be the way things must happen in ths
world, which can only be saved by compassion and care for fellow humans.
When I think about the people in dire need, or the poor folks in the cities who
live in squalor because of poverty, T know | need 10 do more than bring home

food to the table for my family and contentedly warch my children grow

We all have a vision of hope. Mine is scene where 1 happy bur quicr
celebranon ar home in Leyte is taking place. We are in an ancestral house. Al
parents are there together with my own family and our relanves from horh
sides. The generations meet and mingle in thar momentous event. There is
plenty of food to cat and stories to share. Tr is a picture of abundance and
peace. It 1= some kind of a reunion where everyone has come to for no spe-
cific oceasion bur just to celebrate ft]_luw_\:h[p and the joy of belonging o a
family. This 15 only a personal vision but perhaps it can be a close representa-
tion of the collective hope we hold for the future- a time for peace and re-
union with those we left behind as we departed from the ordinarn and beaten
road and took- the path of the revolution. Families must be able 1o spend nme
together, They must be secure in their togetherness, and happy in a stmple bt
adequare life. That is the succinet pieture of all our revolu HOnary aspiranons.
If only government would begin truly taking care of the people through sound
policies, that would redound to the wellbeing of the families

I have no regrers. T think 1 have gone over the hump in relation o the
past conflicts in my circumstances and poliical beliefs. | just needed tme o
go through them, to find answers and learn the lessons. | eontinue 1o work
towards stability.
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il’l The lush garden that sat at the
fop af the mountain, which rose

bigh in the clonds at the fringes

of the village, is indeed only a leo-
end. For in truth, the real garden

of hope and bealing rests in the i
goodness of your bearts,
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A._ B_ALM 18 an “aromatic medicinal oil or ointment

derived from the sap of spicy, fragrant plants usually of the mint

|-'| I‘ ””| -I' i 'farr'lilj? . The concoction of resin products to make balms for

LU II|

i Hétl'apemlc puIposes is an ancient technique based on the be-
i ||| |||I|'|]I '. fi hef -:pf the; narlleht healers that nature keeps its own reservoir of

s lanﬁduttﬁﬁﬂr every human sickness. In this book, balms denote
il IILI!Dm almost anythmg that had been significant and remarkable to the
JREEHI

5 sp.d?f valland healing of those who suffered torture and deten-
||| | . .|:r1" “fﬂ“' “tion, including its often hidden afflictions.

i'-'?'!"i e A feat® gl In our time, it will take a painstaking scarch through the vast
| ML :,'I!|!|i-' ] i . { d 1:' PR [ ] AT d
| j A wilderness and in the ecpest recesses of uncultivated, rarely visited,
L and ourt of the way places on earth, to track down oil-producing saps to

LT |

make our balms. Likewise, finding the metaphorical balm for the heal-

ing and soothing of the soul is a task that faces torture and detention

survivors as they follow the trail forward to their own personal peace.

But as in all the processes that every human being gocs through
5 in the grand mosaic of existence, the journey forward to peace is not
' easy and pain-free. The challenge of accepting the pain, going through
the pain, and working through the pain, calls on every survivor equally
and invariably. But the courage to choose, to take a risk, to fail, and o
triumph, is in cach one of us, too. It is a gift from the great cosmos,
I along with love, hope, friendship, poetry, and all other things of great
wonder and beauty, that all may know the secrets of life and of how to
live.

It is presumpruous of anyone, including the writer of this book,
to describe in his or her own personal words the way forward which
survivors of torture and detention have taken, much more write a con-
clusion on their healing. The way forward will always be a story that

. unravels right in the mouths of the survivors themselves, an experience
that rules out the judgment and opinion of outsiders, for the simple
reason that we are all just seekers of truth and wisdom in this planet.

The way forward is not a physical road; it is an inward path lead-
ing o the purpose for our being. The way forward never ends. It is a
continuing journey. It is a task in progress.

The following story is only a humble attempt to capture in lan-
guage and its symbols the survivors’ continuing effort to heal. It does
not contain the answers to our deepest and most disturbing questions

on survival. Tt simply wants to impart a message of courage and hope.
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ar away, over rich green wiountains and
acvoss Oeep spavkling oceans, rests a
cf;!m’mfng 'c.'f“age without a name. The sun
would bless the willage du ving the day and the
moon shone at night [ike doting, gentle guard-
ians to a child. B{]I;{,} sunshine and vain visited
L[;Ia [and E}utifnﬂy all tf-,rrﬂug{,: the vears, watclh-
ing every plant grow to fullness and every [iv-
ing being born to safety and sufficiency. well
cared for and [owed by nature, the village soon
grewr very sturoy and strong and its J"fr:[-mé; he-
came move plentiful. The people were happy and
{Jea[t[?y.
I'he day came, however, when the peace and abundance, which
gently embraced the life of the village was suddenly broken byva fierce

storm. [leavy u_lm'-.'np:,nl_u' awelled the avers and soon flooded the roads,

[Towling winds broushr down the houses and the people fled with noth




ing bur the sandals on their feer and the clothes an their hacks. From m g
until nighr, the storm rip}‘:ud the vi"ﬂgc apart and left little else n irs p;lrh e
sustain rhe villagers in their hunger, and to comfort them from their loss. A
deadly virus followed and c_]11_1'L‘H}' spread too. Tr struck one person after an.
other, sowing fear of a fierce epidemic thar could fast demolish the whole

village unless cure was found as soon as possible.

Weary and on the verge of defeat, the villagers gathered ropether to
talls about the crisis they were facing and ro call each one to rask. The meeting

had gone halfway through and would have ended too seon because no one

satd anything that held promise of cure for the virulent virus that had plapued

the orthers.
e
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The oldest man in the village finally strred from where he had pa-
dently stood listerung while the others droned on with their speeches. Tenta-
EiTn"Dl_'x‘, he cleared his throar before "151-;i:|1g tiy be allowed to speak. When he
was permitted to do so, he ambled his way at onee to the spot where his
fellow villagers could hear him loud and clear. Ile began speaking about a
long forgotten legend about a lush garden that sat at the top of the mountain,
which rose high in the clouds at the fringes of the village. “It is full of magical
plants,” he began. “The most verdant one sitting next to the bed of yellow
ferns holds beneath it the balm we need to cure our sick. Bur to get there, pne
has to go through a deep, dark forest at the foot of the mountain where,
legend also says, heinous demons dwell and molest anyone who was brave

enough to come through” the old man said under his breath.

The villagers went home dishearrened. The men were especially dis-
traught. No one wanted to leave their sick to find the enchanted garden and
te obran the strange balm. For them, these rhings existed only in the figment
of an old legend and in the dreamy head of the stooping old man. No one

wanted to leave his family behind or to venture on the road for a dubinus

journey. No one was ready to take the risk. On the other hand, the armck of

the virus had been MIning from bad to worse. Lnnl :-:tm‘m!hing was done o
stop its further havoc, the only other fate that loomed ahead the village was
permanent defeat, and endless days of mourning for the unburied carcass of
the villagers” fallen hopes.

When the sun began to peep from the east the next day. courage had
returned to the village. All the men from the households had deaded to go
and search for the magical balm. They quickly bid their fellow villagers fare-
well, packing no provisions but the sad tears of their families and friends, and

hushed prayers of protection for the long journey ahead.

But as they were about to set forth, the oldest man in the willage ap-
peared to them again. “There 1s another road our there thar vou can ke he
said. “Tt 15 a small bumpy road that rolls along the outer ridges of the forest
into the other side of the mountain. If you take that road ar the edge, 10 will
lead you to a sleepy town far ahead northward where you can deade mw settle
for good and start new lives. Go and escape. Leave this sick village if you
wish. Although the magic balm is the only cure, there s little chance that it
could be brought back from the rop of the mountains through the treacherous
trails of the forest. Save yourselves, The road at the edge will lead you saftly
away from here.”

The men fell silent with whar they had heard. But shortly, the old man

spoke again. “Those among you who will enter the forest to laok for the

e —
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healing balm must look into your hearts memories and find the happicst trea-
sures there. When you have reached the darkest pits of the forest, your most
noble thoughts and purest wishes will be the torch thar will light your path
and the potion thatwill comfort vour souls. For your own good. find the strength
within you.” As he said these, the old man fumbled into his marered cloak and
brought out an old scroll parchment. “If you lose your way, you must use rhis.
Take this parchment for it contains 2 map thar will show unto vou the path-
ways to every desunation.” [aving said this last cryptic message, the old man

turned his back and slow] v walked away.

And so before all the roosters in the village had stopped erowing with

the c:}m'mg of daylight, the men of the village began to march onward for

5. YABAO-PCL
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their quest. For hours on the road, they went without a word 1o each other. In
truth, some of them had given up the will to go on in the journey. They
grumbled in their hearts for the fate of the village and the thoughr of flecing
burned fervently in their minds. When noon came, half of them had murned to
the road that led to the outer ridges of the forest into the other side of the
mountain where the sleepy town awaits them with a safe furure, and half a
life. Deep in their hearrs they mourned for their choice. Meanwhile, the other
half of the men from the villige contnued o plow through to the foresr. The
sun had sunk over the mountain slopes and dusk was veiling the carth with
darkness when they finally reached the grand threshold of the forestlinds.

Inside the forest, the men from the village admired what they saw. In
the fading rays of the sun, the forest dazzled with unspeakable beaurv. | luge
primordial trees soared above their heads like wrinkled wianrs in garbs of
golden brown and bright green. Exquisite rocks and houlders jurted our from
the ground. Plants and animals of all kinds moved and breathed evervwhere
in friendship and peace with every living thing. The sounds that they made
echoed through the rch vastness of the woods like one shrll voice of nature
proclaiming their right to exist. Every creature in the forest was throbbing
with a cause. In their simple way of life, they calmly and firmly nurtured and
defended the spaces where they stood and in doing so gave quiet mibute to
the majesty of life. For a while, the men from the village embraced the bliss of

oneness with the things of the forest and went cheerfully on their way,

When evening came, however, the rulers of darkness ascended from
the depths and swiftly took control of the whole forest. The winds began 1o
moan and sigh mournfully among the trees, and rhe spirits of destrucnon
hovered restlessly in the air. The demons of the forest, which the old man had
spoken of, had risen from their tombs to hunt for their prey. And when they
saw the men from the village, they whipped and lashed their thorn-covered
tails and spewed out black fire from their ugly cavernous mouths. Thewr knife-
like claws tore deep into tender human flesh and their thick viscous tongues
licked the warm blood that cozed and trickled down from gaping wounds.
When their feast was over, they rubbed their stomachs and picked up some
spoils as they headed back to their cerie huding places before sunnse of the
next day.

The men from the village were left in the remains of the grucsome
assault. Many of them were killed and many more were wounded. Tt was
warst for the few who were taken away. But those who survived were nor anv

luckier, Some had lost a limb; some had lost more. But alas, all had losr their



hearts in great fear. For many days they gronted in pain and groancd n rheir
grief. They were hungry, weak and dying. The search for the balm had come o

naught, And the yoke of defear weighed down upon them.

Finally, they all agreed that the only other way for them to go was the
path back home to their village. But they knew that even the journcy back
would be tough. They had lost their way in the thick forest and their fear of
the demons marauding at night was dashing their hopes and crushing ther
gnt. As they brooded over these, they remembered the scroll parchment, which
the old man had urged them to use in the event they got lost in the forest. It
had been tossed aside when the demons arracked but they found it at onee
among the bushes. As they rolled it out on the ground for all to see, they were
surprised and at the same rime disappointed to find sketches of scenes and
images reflecting the happy life that used 1o be in their village, instead of the
weird brittle map the old man had siven.

At the sight of the beautiful imprints on the parchment, the men of
the village were filled with longing and love.

They thought about their children, their laughter and their joy, and the

pureness of their innocent passion for life,

They thought abour their wives, the gleam of light in their kind smile,

their warm affection, and the wonder of the birtersweet taste of rtheir ab-

sence,

They thought about their friends and neighbors, and how in the times
of caring and companionship, great stories had been woven among them in

laughter and tears, triumphs and defears, births and deaths.

They also thoughr abour the splendor of the forest and the deep true
morals they evoked, about unity and justice, dignity and freedom, goodness
and peace. They marveled abour life, its cup of joy and sorrow, its purpose
and its meaning,

As they held on to their kindest and purest thoughts, the men of the
village suddenly felt nourished and revived again. They rose to their feer,
buckled on their gea-rs, took a long deep breath, and headed back with no
fixed direction towards the village. Without the map to lead them out of the
forest, they followed instead the footpath where the soft shaft of sunlighr
gushed downward through the foliage above their heads and the sound of the
birds and crickets humming and buzzing along the way. Wherever they sensed
the good signs, the men of the village went. And where they went, the de-
mons surprisingly never followed again. They traveled on and on for days
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until at last, when sun and moon had mer rowards dawn, they reached the

outskires of the village, into the portal of dear, dear home.

The men strode watchfully ahcad and exactly at daybreak they had
finally set foot on their village. “What had happened?” they suddenly exclumed
in chorus, as they caught sight of their children and their wives, therr neigh-
hotrs and friends, teeming down in the streets and calling out 1o them. They
looked at one another in both bewilderment and gladness as the whole willage
were dancing and cheeting happily to welcome their rerurn. They wenr closer
and saw that everyone looked hale and hearty despite the termible squall and

the nasty discase that had swamped their shores. Even those who were once

_——
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dying are now up and well. “Could anyone have ferched down
the magic balm from the mountain tops?” rhey all asked

wordlessly in their wonder.

[lardly had they uttered the question than, strange
to tell, the aldest man of the village came forward 1o rhem
onice more with his erstwhile sro . and now wiarh -'r1mrr|‘:i|1_:_‘

else, which was a wide and knowing grin.

“You have done as you knoew your must,” he began
again. “And for your love and courage you have earned the
g'ifL of 114::|.1i!1g For our '-.':l]u.l{::. The lush ;_r-.n'dcu that =ar ar the
top of the mountain, which rose high 10 the clouds ar the
fringes of the village, 1= indeed only a legend. or in truth,

the real garden of hope and healing rests in the poodness of

your hearts. A le‘lg time ago, this I‘..j“_.llL"IL' wis once cursed for
its laziness to grow in wisdom and purpose, by the detties
that guarded the rruths of this world. The gods decided that
tragedy shall befall our people ar an appointed ume and the
cure will be in a beautiful garden which only our finesr men
and women will be able o find. But in thelr merey, the gods
have planted the garden with the healing balm within the
hearts of each one of us. Only the froes of pure love such
as kindness and courage shall kindle 15 power. And now
vou have brought home the balm of life. You have nsked
and given so much, and for doing o you have urleashed the
full mighr of its gifts. Come, claim your bives back and lwve
them in peace. The curse has been lifted; we have been set

free.”

When they heard this, evervone in the village began

to rejaice. In the days that followed, and in the many years
; further on, the people of the village worked quietly in rthe
maorning and sang and danced at night to celebrate each day thar brought
more blessings in their homes and new hopes in ther hearts. ‘They contnued
to serve each other in love, And l]1::],' abways thanked God for another day
that was lived well and locked forward to the next day’s dawn. Life for the

‘.'jilﬂgc was stll never pcr?cct. But it was better, Far better than surrender,
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The word Balay, in many Philip-
pine dialects, means house, shelter or
home. That 15 how we envision the
people that we serve to repard us —
their partner that works for psychoso-
cial and development relief and reha-

bilitation.

Since its founding in 1985, it assists
survivors of organized political vio-
lence, including torture survivors, po-
litical prisoners and traumanzed per-

sons displaced by armed conflict and

violent demolitions.

Aside from providing counscling ser-
vices to torture survivors, Balay holds
jail visits to provide direct service as-
sistance to political prisoners, and as-
sist their relatives in secking justce

for their detained kin.

Balay supports the campaign to ban tor-
ture and punish its perpetrators. As a
member of the United Against Torture
Coalition (UATC), it 15 part of the civil
society initative for the enactment of

an Anti-Torture Law
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A WALK FORWARD TO HEALING




