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Yes, Lord, why not me?

(God works miracles through people of science, medicine and faith)
By Ma. Ceres P. Doyo

Philippine Daily Inquirer

 “Weeping may last through the night, but joy comes in the morning. 
                                                                                                        -Psalm 30:5
Maayong hapon sa inyo tanan, dear sisters! 
From Oct. 2007 to May 2008, I quietly battled a dreaded threat--breast cancer. I had lived a relatively happy, healthy lifestyle for many years. And then for some strange reason, I was going “lo-batt”.  An enemy had struck.  Suddenly I found myself next door to the pre-departure area.
Only a select few knew about what I was going through then. Ayokong pagusapan o pagkakaguluhan. Makakadagdag pa sa stress yun, sabi ko. 
Hinding hindi ako nagtanong ng, “Lord, bakit ako?” Ang sabi ko pa nga, “Bakit naman hindi ako. Ano ako, siniswerte?” Pero umiyak din ako sa umpisa, hindi dahil sa takot. Na overwhelm lang ako sa mga dapat gagawin.

 Tanong ko sa isang doctor ko, “Am I dying?” Sagot niya kaagad at tumawa pa, “Of course not!” Di ko pa alam kung ano kalala. But I decided swiftly.
My case was not in the early stage. So I had surgery, chemotherapy, radiation therapy – the so-called slice, poison and burn procedures. And---stem cell therapy. I was determined to get well, whatever it takes. Mamaya ko na i-explain yung last one, kung kakayanin.
God is the ultimate healer, one of my doctors reminded me. Indeed God worked through close family and friends, and in an amazing way, through persons of science, medicine and faith. 
Kung minsan akala natin, gumagawa ang Diyos ng milagro deretso o galing sa langit. Na magdasal na lang tayo at maghintay. Sa karanasan ko, maraming  paraan ang Maykapal para gumawa ng kababalaghan, sa paraan ng makabagong medicine, science and technology (katulad ng mammogram na lang). Kailangan nating magresearch, magtanong o maghanap ng impormasyon. Kailangan desidido tayong gumaling, maghanap ng paraan.

Sa umpisa I said, I’d be the cheergiver in the chemo ward, that I will cheer up everyone. Kayang kaya  ko ‘to. Girl Scout ako, e. Kasi… habang nagpapagaling pa ng sugat, that is, before I began my chemo, meron akong naranasang kakaiba. While driving one day, I suddenly experienced a surge of joy and wellness that I could not comprehend.  Wow, ano ito, thank you, Lord. I felt so good. It was brief but the peace lasted for days.
Then nag chemo na nga. Around the time of my second or third chemo in Dec. 2007, darkness slowly crept in and before I knew it darkness had fallen over me. Ano ito, Lord! I did all I could to find the sunshine but my efforts were for naught. Chemo-induced or whatever, I knew I was going through the so-called dark night of the soul. Still, I sought help—in the form of prayers, and most of all, I prayed the prayer of the helpless. I was reduced to a pile of rubble, but I did not show it and only a few knew. Sabi ko, ito yata ang tinatawag na depression. Hindi kasi ako malungkutin na tao.
Sabi i-tackle ko daw how I faced my mortality. Na as a journalist and single woman has been known to be dauntless and daring, na maraming kung anu-anong dangers ang naranasan lalo na noong martial law years. (Hanggang ngayon may nag iniinterview pa sa akin tungkol doon, I feel old tuloy). 
The dark night… Akala ko maka draw ako ng strength from my spiritual background (maraming theology na inaral etc.), o sa aking academic training man lang—psychology major . Wala. Dapang-dapa ko. There was only one way. Kapit lang. At kanino pa.

Sa kadadasal, pagsusurrender at pagiiyak—wala na e, madilim talaga--isang araw, aba, nawala yung maitim na ulap at punong-puno na naman ako ng pag-asa. The dark cloud lifted at last. Tinesting lang ako, pero ilang buwan din yun. Kung tatanungin nyo ako, yun (!) ang pinakamahirap na parte. Hindi yung medical procedures. 
Earlier, di ba I shared with you that surge of joy and wellness that I experienced before chemo. Later, I realized that, ah that was like the transfiguration before the agony in the garden. Isang aspeto ito na pwedeng punuin and isang libro, na mas kakaiba sa physical challenges na dinaanan ko. Pero mahabang talakayan yan.
So balik tayo sa medisina. Kasi yun ang topic na sabi i-share ko daw. 
A novel therapeutic option, cellular therapy, was what I had in addition to the three standard therapies or the so-called “slice, poison and burn” procedures. 
Cellular therapy, a biological intervention (not pharmaceutical ha) utilizes living cells to activate the body’s own immune system to fight cancer. It was not cheap—is all I can say. But, as they say, you can’t take your possessions with you to the grave.  
Ang consuelo de bobo ko ay ito. Sabi ko, at least I had participated in the advancement of molecular and regenerative medicine. Regenerative (napakahirap pa i-pronounce) means binabago, binubuhay uli, tama ba? Balang araw, sabi ko, maging mura din ito para sa marami, katulad ng mga gamot at procedures ngayon na dati mahal. Pero bago mangyari yan, may mga mauunang sasampulan.
Siyempre feeling guilty din ako sa out-of-pocket na iginastos despite my medical insurance. Papano na lang ang walang wala? But as one of my doctors said, God is the ultimate healer. And so I continue to hope that cellular therapy would someday become affordable for many ailing people, the poor especially, of the developing world. 
Everything was done at The Medical City. Its regenerative and molecular medicine laboratory is indeed something to marvel at. Yung isang photo kung saan naka gown, mask at head cover ako ay kuha sa lab yun kung saan maraming proseso ang ginagawa.
Noong 2009, two years after my bout with cancer I wrote a four-part series on stem cell therapy which ran on page 1 of the Inquirer. I also wrote a personal account in my Thursday Human Face column. Doon lang nalaman ng marami kong kakila na may pinagdaanan pala ako. I was on leave while I was going through all the medical procedures but I continued to write my columns and a few features, I even went out of town for a story. It was my way of staying sane. I gardened, listened to music. The writing continued. I was never bedridden.
 ***********************10 minutes**************************
With stem cell therapy, I was led into a brave new world that only the Great Almighty can make possible. Para kang astronaut na tatapak sa buwan. May ganito pala sa loob ng katawan natin. Kayang pagalingin ng sarili nating katawan ang may sakit nating katawan. 
With stem cell therapy, I have indeed stepped into a new frontier, a brave new world of science and medicine.  Hindi pa ito mainstream at marami pang nagdududa sa bisa nito. Iba-iba ang application—pwedeng mag grow ng heart muscles, ng diseased organs, etc. Ang sa akin ay dendritic,  para i-boost and immune system ko at labanan ang mga natitirang cancer cells. At ang ginamit ay ang sarili kong stem cells.

May isa pang tawag sa prosesong ito—customized, ibig sabihin walang kapareho, para sa aking lang. Kasi ginawa tayo ng Diyos na ibaiba. We are all different from one another down to the smallest particles of our bodies. 

In no time I was back on my feet and I hit the ground running, climbed hills, went out to sea, traveled far.

Since 2008 I have been having tests every three months and lately every six months na lang. And so far so good. Last month I again went through a series of tests. So far, no signs of cancer. I am on my fourth year. Glory to God.  I am very well.  
Binigyan ako ng Diyos ng breast cancer. Binigyan din Niya ako ng makabagong paraan para gumaling. Kung ang tanong ko noon ay, Lord, bakit nga naman hindi ako? (Why not me?) This time, makakapagtanong na ako with joy and thanksgiving, Lord, bakit ako? Indeed, why me?
I am Ma. Ceres P. Doyo, journalist. This is my story of hope. #
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