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Dedication

For those who lost a part of themselves—and discovered they were still whole.
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A Death I Didn’t Wish For, A Life I Still Carry

When I first heard the news, I had no strong emotions. The driver of the jeepney—the man behind the accident that cost me my leg—was dead. I don’t know how. I don’t know the details. I only know that he was gone. And as the words reached me, I found myself in a strange silence inside. Not anger. Not relief. Not even sadness. Just... silence.

For years, his name and his face had been woven into my story. He was the one people asked about. The one whose actions changed the course of my life in a single, irreversible moment. Whether I liked it or not, he became a character in my journey—one that I never chose.

And yet, with his death, something shifted. His absence didn’t erase what happened. The scars remain. The struggles remain. The missing leg is still missing. But it felt like a chapter I didn’t expect to close had finally turned its last page.

I didn’t wish for his death. But I realized in that moment: life keeps moving forward, with or without the answers we want. And sometimes, healing is not about finding the “right” emotion. Sometimes, it’s about making peace with not knowing what to feel at all.

Reflection: Have you ever felt conflicted about someone’s absence? What did that teach you about life?

This is where my story begins—not with the crash, not with the hospital bed, not even with the pain of losing a part of my body. My story begins with this moment of reflection, years later, when I realize: Every life, mine included, is not just about what was taken away, but about what remains. What we carry. What we continue to live for.

This is my life—a life shaped by loss, yes—but also by love, by faith, and by the stubborn strength of life itself.
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The Day That Changed Everything

Every life story has a hinge moment—a day when the door of before closes forever and the door of after swings open. Mine came on an ordinary day. No warnings. No sense of the storm that was about to hit.

I remember the sound first—the screech of tires, the sudden chaos, the scream of metal colliding. Then darkness, confusion, pain tearing through me like fire. A blur of voices. Strangers’ hands lifting me. The rush of being carried into a hospital.

And then, the words no one is ever prepared to hear: “We can’t save your leg.”

In that single sentence, the world collapsed. My body was no longer whole. The life I had known—the simple rhythm of walking, running, standing tall—was gone in an instant. I thought I had lost everything.

The hospital walls became my prison. Tubes and needles. The sterile smell of antiseptic. And one question pounding relentlessly in my head: Why me? Why now?

I was angry. Afraid. Drowning beneath the weight of what I believed was the end of my story.

But here is the truth I couldn’t see then: Sometimes endings arrive disguised as beginnings. The amputation was not only the loss of a leg. It was the opening of a path I never imagined I would have to walk—a path that would break me, rebuild me, and slowly teach me what strength truly is.

That day was the day I lost a part of myself. But it was also the day I began to discover everything that still remained.
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The Hospital Days: First Battles

The first days after the accident felt like a fog—thick, heavy, and impossible to escape. The pain was relentless. Sharp. Unyielding. As if my body needed to remind me, every second, of what had been taken away. But even sharper than the pain was the silence—the moments when visiting hours ended, when the doctors moved on, when I was left alone with the hum of machines and my own thoughts.

That was when despair spoke the loudest. I remember staring at the ceiling, wondering if life still held any meaning. Wondering if I was still the same person. Wondering if I was still me.

There were moments when I wanted to give up. Moments when I wished I could close my eyes and not wake up again. The thought of living with one leg felt unbearable. Even imagining tomorrow felt like a burden too heavy to carry.

And then—something unexpected happened. One night, between the beeping of monitors and the ache that returned as the morphine wore off, I felt a presence. A vision. My father—long gone from this world—stood there, looking at me with steady eyes.

He said nothing. But his gaze carried strength. As if he were reminding me of something I had forgotten: This is not your end. The force of life is still in you. Hold on.

That vision carried me through. It did not erase the pain. It did not restore what had been lost. But it gave me a thread to hold onto when everything else felt as though it were slipping away.

And slowly, almost imperceptibly, I began to understand something simple and profound: Survival itself was already a victory.

Those hospital days were not only about learning to live without a leg. They were about learning how to live again—period.
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Is the Soul Amputated Too?

After the hospital nights, when the world fell silent around me, I would lie awake and ask the same question over and over: If a leg can be taken, can a soul be fractured too?

I know the soul has no shape, no physical form. Yet, the absence of my right leg made me feel strangely incomplete. The phantom limb reminded me daily that something I had always relied on was gone—but its memory lingered. The body forgets slowly, if at all. Pain whispers. Muscles ache for a weight no longer there. Presence and absence co-exist in a strange, uneasy harmony.

And in that same silence, I felt the presence of something larger. My father, who had passed long before, appeared in those nights between beeping monitors and morphine’s ebb. His gaze did not judge. It did not mourn. It reminded me: This is not your end.

I realized then: the soul does not follow the leg. It cannot be amputated. It remains, whole and waiting, even when the body falters. It is the part of me that dreams, that questions, that loves—and that carries memory of what was lost without being diminished.

The loss is real. The grief is real. And yet, the soul expands around the wound. It grows into the empty spaces, weaving meaning from absence, turning suffering into understanding.

I have learned to honor both. To mourn the leg that ran, that carried life, and yet to recognize the spirit that endures. In this balance, I found a quiet truth: Even when the body changes, even when part of me lies buried, the soul whispers, steady and certain: You are still complete. You are still whole. You are still becoming.
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