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To the children and adolescents whose resilience reshaped my understanding of dignity.

To those living with HIV who taught me courage without applause.

To my wife and children, who continue to refine me in love and humility.

And to every person who has ever walked difficult roads quietly — may you know your worth was never dependent on recognition.
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The Province That Changed Me

“The Lord has shown you what is good. And what does the Lord require of you? To act justly, love mercy, and walk humbly.” — Micah 6:8

Masbate is a province.

Not a concept.
Not a statistic.
Not a case study in development reports.
A province.

And it was there that my understanding of life — and of myself — began to change.

When I was assigned as an NGO worker with Plan International, I was hopeful and quietly confident. I believed I was ready. I had education. I had preparation. I had vision.

What I did not yet have was perspective.

The roads were muddy in many parts of Masbate, especially during the rainy season. Travel required patience. Water was scarce in certain communities. Access to health services demanded distance. Children walked kilometers just to reach school.

Kilometers.

I remember standing one morning watching children walk together. Worn slippers. Simple uniforms. Books carefully protected from rain.

And they were still laughing.

That moment unsettled me.

Because I realized something that no classroom had taught me:

Dignity exists even in scarcity.

In Masbate, poverty had faces. It had names. It had children who showed up daily despite limitation.

And I asked myself quietly:

What does it mean to serve here?

Service could not be performative. It could not be imposed. It had to be shared.

So we coordinated.
We collaborated.
We planned with communities — not for them.
Month after month.
Year after year.
Children remained at the center.

Masbate did not make me feel powerful.

It made me feel grateful.

Grateful that I was allowed to see what many overlook.
Grateful that I was trusted in spaces where resources were thin but dignity was strong.
And it made me humble.

Humble enough to understand that I was not arriving as a savior — but as a learner.

Masbate became the foundation of my leadership.

Whenever recognition would later come...
Whenever responsibility expanded...
I would return in memory to muddy roads and walking children.

That province grounded me in gratitude and humility.

And it planted a question that would follow me into every season of my life:

If dignity exists without recognition...
Then who am I beyond what I carry?



THE JAR

More Than What You Carry

Made for Love When Everything Falls Away

Miel Nora, MD, MBA

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PART I

[image: ]


The Story: Identity Formed in Real Seasons
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When Fear Entered the Room

“When I am afraid, I put my trust in You.” — Psalm 56:3

Masbate formed humility in me.

COVID tested it.

When I tested positive, my first emotion was not strength.

It was fear.

Not dramatic panic — but quiet fear.

The kind that sits with you at night when the house is still.
The kind that makes you listen to your own breathing.
There is something disarming about illness.

It removes noise.

Meetings stop.
Schedules pause.
Momentum slows.
And you are left with yourself.

In isolation, I asked a question I had not asked so directly before:

If my work stopped here... who am I?

Not what programs would continue.
Not what reports would be submitted.
But who am I — without motion?

Fear and uncertainty became teachers.

I did not know how my body would respond.
I did not know how long recovery would take.
I did not know what leadership would look like afterward.
And I realized something uncomfortable:

When you are physically weak, titles feel irrelevant.

When your strength is reduced, achievements lose their weight.

You begin to see clearly what remains.

Recovery came slowly.

And when I stepped back into public space, the community was still wrestling with vaccination hesitancy. Misinformation was loud. Doubt was visible.

I could have returned quietly.

But fear had already visited me.

And something in me refused to let fear dictate the next chapter.

So I began organizing.

Volunteers stepped forward.
Health workers committed extra hours.
Believers stood beside me.
There were doubters, yes.

But there were also those who trusted.

Within three months, more than 10,000 individuals were vaccinated through coordinated effort.

Recognition followed.

Local.
Regional.
National.
But the defining moment was not the award.

It was the isolation.

Because it was in that room — alone with fear — that I confronted identity without applause.

Awards are decoration.

Obedience is identity.

COVID taught me that fear does not erase dignity.

It reveals what anchors it.

And if identity is rooted in grace, then even weakness cannot steal it.
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