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    This book is dedicated to...
To everyone who has ever carried more than they let the world see.
To people who left home for a better future.
To the patients who entrusted me with their stories.
To my cats, who quietly taught me that home is not a place, but a feeling.
To my dad in heaven, who I wish I heard him say, "I'm proud of you."
To my mom, who until now, consistently supports me.
And to every stranger who may one day hold this book... may you remember that behind every face, every phone, and every passing life is a story worthy of being known.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "A phone remembers what a lifetime forgets. If these pages have found you, then perhaps they were never about me alone... but about the stories we all leave behind." - John Patrick B. Castillo
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If You Found My Phone
The life I left between the screen and my phone.
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If you are reading this because you found my phone, then chances are I am no longer here to unlock it myself.

You probably do not know my name, my story, or the countless moments that shaped the person whose life quietly lived inside this device. To you, I am just another stranger. But if you are wondering who its owner was, then let me tell you about him.

Within its glass and metal rests a man who laughed, loved, questioned, failed, healed, broke, rebuilt himself, and never stopped searching for meaning. Every photograph tucked away in its gallery is a memory that refused to be forgotten. Every note, every unfinished paragraph, every bookmarked article, every late-night search, every playlist, every conversation archived in silence — together they form a map of a life too vast to be measured by years alone.

If they looked closely enough, they would realize that this device is not a collection of files.

It is a museum.
A diary.
A confession.
A library.
A garden where ideas were planted, heartbreaks were buried, dreams were cultivated, and hope — despite everything — continued to bloom.

If they asked me who this phone belonged to, I would tell them it belonged to a man named John Patrick Barba Castillo.

He was born in the Philippines, a nation of more than seven thousand islands scattered across the Pacific, where children are taught from an early age that family comes before self, sacrifice is a language of love, and resilience is not celebrated because it is extraordinary, but because it is expected. It is a country where people learn to smile through hardship, where laughter often fills homes that possess very little, and where faith quietly accompanies people through every triumph and every tragedy.

Patrick was one of those children.

He did not grow up believing life would be easy.
He grew up believing that if he wanted a better future, he would have to build it with his own hands.
Even as a young man, there was something different about the way he observed the world. While many people accepted things as they appeared, he was endlessly fascinated by what lay beneath the surface. He asked questions that rarely had simple answers. He wanted to know why people thought the way they did, why the human body could heal itself in some moments yet fail in others, why consciousness could produce beauty, grief, imagination, memory, and love from a mass of cells weighing barely one and a half kilograms.

He was not content with appearances.
He wanted to understand the architecture hidden underneath. Perhaps that curiosity was always destined to shape the course of his life.
His first calling was nursing.

In 2013, he completed his Bachelor of Science in Nursing at Chinese General Hospital Colleges. To most people, nursing is a profession defined by medications, procedures, and long shifts. Patrick saw something else entirely.

He saw proximity to humanity.
He saw frightened families waiting outside hospital rooms.
He saw hands trembling before surgery.
He saw mothers refusing to sleep beside their children's beds.
He saw elderly patients apologizing for becoming burdens to the very people who loved them.
He learned quickly that illness rarely affects only one person.

It ripples through entire families.

Every diagnosis changes more than a body.

It changes futures.

Nursing taught him something no textbook ever could — that healing begins long before medicine is administered. Sometimes healing begins with a conversation. Sometimes with patience. Sometimes with nothing more than sitting quietly beside someone who is terrified of tomorrow.

Yet even then, something inside him continued asking deeper questions.

Healing was only one side of the mystery.

Understanding was the other.

That hunger led him toward another discipline.

In 2016, he earned a second bachelor's degree — this time in Radiologic Technology — from St. Jude College in Manila.

Many people would have considered two healthcare degrees enough.

Patrick did not.

Radiologic technology allowed him to look beyond the skin. X-rays, CT scans, fluoroscopy — these were not simply images to him. They were stories written in shadows and light. Every fracture spoke of an accident. Every lesion hinted at battles taking place inside the body long before symptoms appeared. Every image represented a life paused in uncertainty while waiting for answers.

He discovered that medicine was, in many ways, an act of translation.

The human body is always speaking.

The challenge is learning its language.

But even images were not enough.

Photographs of anatomy answered the question of what.

Patrick wanted to understand why.

He wanted to follow the invisible electricity racing through billions of neurons. He wanted to witness thoughts before they became words, seizures before they became movements, memories before they became stories.

He wanted to study the invisible.

While building his clinical career, he continued climbing academically, refusing to believe education ended with a diploma.

In 2018, he completed his Master's in Hospital Administration at the University of Santo Tomas. While others focused exclusively on patients, Patrick also wanted to understand the systems surrounding them — the policies, leadership, logistics, ethics, and administration that determine whether healthcare succeeds or fails long before a patient ever enters an examination room.

He realized that saving lives required more than excellent clinicians.

It required excellent institutions.

By then, colleagues had begun to recognize something unusual about him.

He was never satisfied with simply doing his job well.

He wanted everyone around him to become better.

He taught.
He mentored.
He supervised.
He challenged younger professionals not merely to memorize procedures but to understand principles.

He believed competence could be taught.

Character had to be lived.

Eventually, his journey brought him to one of the country's most respected medical institutions: the University of Santo Tomas Hospital.

There, surrounded by generations of physicians, specialists, researchers, and educators, Patrick found the environment that matched his relentless curiosity.

He immersed himself in clinical neurophysiology.

Day after day, he interpreted the silent electrical conversations taking place inside the human nervous system.

Electroencephalograms.
Nerve conduction studies.
Evoked potentials.
Transcranial magnetic stimulation.
To most people, these words sound intimidating.

To Patrick, they sounded like another dialect of the human story.

He watched epilepsy reveal itself through rhythmic spikes dancing across EEG tracings.
He saw damaged nerves whisper their injuries through delayed electrical responses.
He witnessed diseases announce themselves long before they became visible to the naked eye.
Every waveform represented a person hoping someone could finally explain what was happening inside them.

Patrick never forgot that.

Because behind every graph was someone's father.
Someone's daughter.
Someone's husband.
Someone praying that the next consultation would bring good news instead of devastating news.
Medicine taught him precision.

Patients taught him humility.

It was during those years that another side of Patrick quietly emerged.

He became an educator.

Not because he sought recognition, but because knowledge felt incomplete unless it was shared.

Students remember facts.
Mentors shape futures.
He stood before classrooms not to impress them with what he knew, but to remind them that medicine was never about machines.

Machines assist.
Knowledge guides.
But compassion heals.
Many years from now, countless healthcare professionals may forget individual lectures.

They will not forget how someone once made them believe they were capable of becoming exceptional.

That was Patrick's gift.

He saw potential before people recognized it within themselves.

And perhaps that was because someone, somewhere, had once done the same for him.

As his reputation grew, so did his responsibilities.

He became a leader.

A department head.
A mentor to junior technologists.
A
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