For Raquel, Her Soul Sisters and Friends

By Rigoberto Tiglao

Introductory note:

Raquel Edvalin'Tiglao, a woman who served
for almost two decades countless swomen in defend-
ing their human rights, and inspired many other
Asian women activists, passed away on 28 Febru-
ary 2001. She succumbed to cancer of the breast at

the age of 53.

She is one of the pioneers of the Women’s Crisis
Center (WCC), the first counselling institution for
victims/survivors of violence against women in the
Philippines. She was also a devoted member of the

Board of Trustees of Isis International-Manila.

In recognition of her contribution to advanc-
ing women's human rights, specifically in the area
of violence against women, the WCC Board and
staff renamed the recently setup WCC Resource
and Training Institute to The Raquel EdvalinTiglao
Resource and Training Institute on Family Violence

Prevention.

This article is a reprint from the 14 March
2001 issue of the Philippine Daily Inquirer. The
author, Rigoberto “Bobi” Tiglao, is Raquel’s hus-
band. Bobi is a veteran journalist who had been
with Raquel since their student activist days in the
1970s Martial Law years in the Philippines and is

the current Presidential spokesperson.

[ COULDN'T write in the past two
weeks. And [ wish I never had to write
this piece.

But [ want to tell the whole world about
Raquel. She was my soul mate with whom 1
shared my entire adult lite so far. Her life and
her dying were poetry, and she had a message
for us.
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After a year of battling cancer, she asked
to be brought to the hospital on February 24
Not because of any hope of treatment. She
told me years ago how she pitied a family with
a house where someone had died, as that
seemed to permanently darken a home that
had been full of life and laughter.

She didn't give up right away. The next
day, she summoned all the strength left in her
body, devoured by cancer down to bare skin
and bones. Bedridden for three months, she
stood up from her bed and walked a few steps-
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She wanted to make a final heroic effort to
beat death by the sheer force of her will and
Tex \ove for us.

Butnature is unfeeling. The next day, she
asked me, my daughter Ria and my sons
Xandro and Dart not to leave her bedside even
for a moment. She was bidding us farewell.

Raquel asked us to embrace her, even if
the slightest pressure on her cancerravaged
bones was an agony for her. For the last time,
in tears she said. She said again and again how
much she loved us.

She then dozed off into a peaceful sleep,
and our crying abated. While she, I, my daugh-
ter and my two sons slept through the night

together in the hospital room, she fell into
coma.

Even in her dying, she wanted to make
things not too hard for us. She lay comatose
as if she thought that the sight of her uncon-
scious for a day would slowly ease us into the
acceptance of her death.

The next day, February 28, at half past
noon, Raquel drew her last breath. It was as if
she even picked her day of dying, for our sake.
[t was a sunlit day with a deepblue sky, which
somehow mollified the nightmare of her death.

She even seemed to have calculated that
her close friends and her brother Raul would
likely pay her a visit at lunchtime. Raul, Teret,
Princess, Oyie, Indai, Reena and even a long-
lost friend Wendy did—but to watch over her
body, help us make all the arrangements for
her funeral and tell her many friends imme-
diately that she had passed away.

Tell them not to bring flowers, she told
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me matter-of-factly betore she tell into coma.
Just tell them to give donations to the Womnr
en’s Crisis Center, they need the tunds. Trwas
the organisation she loved and devoted the
last 10 years ot her lite to.

That was so much Raquel. She was no

. -~ Jdetinitely 1¢ be-
card-carrying do-gooder, detinite ly not tl

! o ‘e " per-
charitable-so-you ll-go-to-heaven typd ot }L.‘
son. There were people she just detested,

whom she refused to be triends with.

¢ for her to be so

s and trou-

But it was second natur
much concerned of others’ neec
bles, forgetting her own.

Two weeks before her death, when 5.11.c
could barely talk, she scribbled a note to avisk
tor, her close friend Vangic, whose lmsbzu:d
Bert had been sick: “Thanks for visiting. US’
home now. Take care of Bert. e needs you.
There are two images of Raquel which

people of our world remember of her.

One is of Raquel the fearless student n‘c'
tivist, at the frontlines of demonstrations in
the 1970s against Marcos at the gnteslof
Malacaniang, or in a workers’ strike, shouting
invectives at the riot police, warning thc.m to
keep their distance or else. Becausc of that

“Raq” got to be “Rock,” then “Rocky.

She lived up to that nickname her friends
gave her. Even when we werce arrested in the
middle of the night in 1973, and in the year
and a half we were in Marcos’ prisons, her
steely courage earned the respect even of hard-

ened military men.

The second image of Raquel is a front-
page newspaper photo in 1970: she, tightly

embracing a crying, fellow activist in a violent
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SPECIAL FEATURE

rally, as if to shield her from the truncheons
of the riot police all around them.

Both images truly represent Raquel.
When she devoted her last decade to wom-
en’s rights, she was still the audacious activ-
ist, this time threatening to cut the balls off
of wife-batterers and rapists.

But what many would remember of
Raquel was her warm smile, which she kept
on even after the left side of her face was
marred by her brain tumor excised in 1981.
They'd remember the way she wrapped her
arm around the shoulder of a person in sad-
ness or in pain. The hours she spent sympa-
thetically listening to people, who told her of
their problems.

Words weren't necessary. Raquel’s mes-
sage was there: “I'm here, your soul sister. |
feel for you. I know your pain.”

For the person she comforted, everything
else then flowed like a refreshing stream in a
desert. The realisation that there’s another
soul who's holding your hands in your dark-
est hours. And with that, the rediscovery of
courage and hope.

Raquel defied the brain tumor and can-
cer that tortured her body for most of her
years, to live a full and meaningful life,

She touched many people’s lives with her
kindness and compassion. As intense though
was her anger toward cruel people and oppres-
sors, and her passion for a just society, which
inspired many to struggle on.

Raquel’s life is a message to us who knew
her, expressed in lines in a poem she wrote in

1977:

“Without that total, sensitive awdreness

ing?
Would knowing bring about true understanding?
Oh, but for a drop of kindness

”
To soften and solve this sadness.

R 1 S T "\‘ re nuch
7 qUCl (allght us [hilt [hL ¢ § 1nore, 1

T j ’ ains ur own
more to llfc th}]n JllSt ourownp ains, O

S : ings.
wishes, our own dogmas, our own thing

- .« we pive others
It is the drops ot kindness we give O

which, by some mystical alchemy, expa“dat:
create the ocean of our lives. Itis the C?.mph
sion for our fellow travelers through l:fe’ t:
sensitive understanding of cach others rrold
bles and lonecliness that make this crazy, co

- s place.
cosmos still a joyous, miraculous pl

. d
With my daughter Ria, sons Xandro an

.. s . S COI‘
Dart, I thank our friends, LO‘“radc-’h us
o mourned wit

leagues and relatives wh '
Raiuel’s death. We're grateful to herddgcclzf:il‘:
Suillan Sy-Naval, Conrad Cajucoman o
Cruz, who showed a kind of sympathyd e
thought people who see death every day
their work lose.

We would like to especially thafﬂ;
Raquel’s soulsisters, friends and colleagues 2;
the WCC and KALAYAAN, for the care an
love they showered on her in her last year on
this earth. Two of the happiest moments 2:
her entire life were last year when the WC
with her feminist comrades, and then the First
Quarter Storm Foundation with our kasamas
(comrades) in the 1970s each gave l\c?r a party
to wish her recovery, and to raise funds for

her treatment.

Never will I ever see the intensity of love
and friendship they had for Raquel.

And we may never know in our lifetimes
such a kind, beautiful soul such as Raquel.
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Grow Old, Be Poor
Productive Ageing \

Women In Action covers a broad range of
issues affecting women globally, but
focusing on the particular needs and
concerns of women in the Global South, and
forwarding a progressive perspective
tempered by the experiences of the thirld
world women's movements. As a triannual,
the magazine comes out in print form every
four months of the yeer, and circulated
worldwide.

Major articles are also posted onto the Isis
Website.

The annual subscription rate is US$30 (for
Asia, Pacific, Middle East), US$35 (for Africa,
Europe, North America, Latin America,
Caribbean), or PhP300 (for the Philippines)
inclusive of postage. Back issues are
available at discounted rates.

g\/)i! is @ monthly publication providing
you with the latest on women’s issues and
campaigns, conferences, training and
other women’s events worldwide with
focus on the Asia and the Pacific region.
ﬂi-’ is published in print with annual
subscription rates of US$22 (PhP200 for
the Philippines) inclusive of postage.
Electronic edition may be accessed free of
charge. Write to <communications@
isiswomen.org>.

We only accept payment in check or bank
draft. To subscribe to Women in Action
and/or pJe! please write to the

Finance and Administration Programme
Isis International-Manila

3 Marunong St., Bgy. Central,

Quezon City 1100, Philippines

Fax: (63-2) 924-1065

E-mail: admin@isiswomen.org
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