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Independence 
Golfest June 7
Honda Hybrid for Hole-in-One

LA HABRA - The 2009 Independence Golf Tournament in the 
California Southland honoring the Philippines ’ 111th Indepen-
dence anniversary unfolds Sunday, June 7, at Westridge Golf 
Club, 1400 S. La Habra Hills Drive , La Habra , California 90631 
[(562) 690-4200].  A hole-in-one brand-new Honda Hybrid is up 
for grabs, with a bonanza of other prizes in the competition last 
held in 2007 at the same venue.

The Honda Hybrid, sponsored by Manny Martinez of Honda of 
Pasadena, comes with other prizes that include a roundtrip air 
ticket (to and from the Philippines , LA-Manila-LA) and raffle-
draw awards.  Tournament fee of $110 per player covers green 
and cart cost, participation in the hole-in-one play, after-game 
buffet dinner, and after-game raffle ticket.

Sponsoring the 2009 Philippine Ind ependence Day Golf Tour-
nament in Los Angeles are the Philippine Independence Day 
Committee (Chairperson, Ms. Darna Umayam), the Philippine 
Consulate General (headed up by Consul General Mary Jo A. 
Bernardo-Aragon), and the Philippine Tourism Office (Director, 
Annie G. Cuevas).

Businessman golfer Rod M. Quemuel will play for the press as 
he has done in the 2007 Ind ependence competition ( La Habra ) 
and in all past nine Golf Challenge editions of Philippine Airlines-
Century Park Hotel.

Gearing up for the June 7 tournament, the organizers Monday 
(May 25) summed up the sport’s sweeping popularity and the 
reasons it is now an integral part of California Southland Philippi 
ne Independence celebrations.

Golf is a phenomenally big-time sport where once it was a 
rudimentary, low-profile activity.

Invention is credited to the Chinese, who in the third or second 
century B.C. came up with “ch’ui wan”.  No more than a “ball-
hitting game”, the sport started off with the most basic—even 
primitive—rudiments, no complex, no multimillion-dollar money 
or international fame for players as yet in that ancient era, no 
global multimedia to chronicle the event.

Organizers add that even with the simplicity of the game when 
it was founded, anyone taking part in it during those bygone years 
needed patience and concentration to make something out of the 
“ball-hitting game”.

The first “signs” of golf in the USA emerged around the mid-
18th century.

The organizers added that Montreal , Canada, shared the 
distinction, with a pioneer North America golf club established 
there in 1873.

Registered players in the 2009 LA Philippine Independence 
Day Golf Tournament on June 7 are ready for the slugfest on 
the greens.

Golf mania has hit the Fil-Am sector, as the game lures enthu-
siasts from all walks of life. There are expected top performers 
on June 7 from a line-up of hard-hitting low handicappers.  But 
there always are astounding surprises yearly, as when a relatively 
unheralded Fil-Am player, Jun Borillo, drove home a top-model, 
hole-in-one Camry during the 2007 LA Philippine Independence 
slugfest on the greens.

Fascination with the game is best summed up by golf legend 
Arnold Palmer:  “What other people may find in poetry or art 
museums I find in the flight of a good drive.” n

by Max Gelera alvarez

SIC TRANSIT gloria mundi. 
Thus passes the glory of the 
world. 

As transients or passengers 
in this vehicle we call “body,” 
our time is marked by the dash 
between the moments of birth 
and death. Many years before 
my beloved mother had her last 
day in this planet, my mind was 
already in a conundrum. There 
was the desire to be with her as 
long as I live. While this was go-
ing on, there is also a deep know-
ing that some day we would have 
to part ways. Whenever she sat 
beside me in the car, while driv-
ing, I could picture that the pas-
senger seat would one day be 
bereft of her physical presence. 
I dreaded that day but I had no 
choice but to accept whatever 
the Divine Plan would present to 
me. Time eludes us like a thief 
in the night. The day of reckon-
ing has come—she finally suc-
cumbed to a lingering illness.

At least her demise was not 
a shock to our family: she had 
open-heart surgery that sent her 
to the hospital eight times in a 
span of nine months. She was a 
tough cookie. Her frail body was 
misleading. She was somehow 
able to weather all the health 
challenges presented to her. Un-
fortunately, complications arose 
one after the other. What was 
good was that she simply had 
this urge to keep herself alive. 
Her will to survive was so strong. 
But in the final weeks, we were 
the ones who were hurting be-
cause of her suffering. Just like 
in the movie Song of Bernadette 
I saw on Easter Sunday (the 
resurrection of Christ), a week 
before her passing, I repeated 
the words uttered by a mother 
desperately longing for a mi-
raculous cure for her child from 
the Lady of Lourdes: “If there 
won’t be any miracle please take 
my son with you.”  The child mi-
raculously healed. This time it 
was the son, yours truly, who ut-
tered these words. There was no 
miracle of healing but there was 
another miracle nonetheless. 
The “miracle?”  The suffering 
mother was finally freed from 
experiencing pain—she joined 
her Creator.

For nine months our mother 
was bedridden. Her situation 
elicited reflections and realiza-
tions while attending to her 

Homage to an Unforgettable Mother
needs. Barely a week after my 
mother had her operation I felt 
the marked contrast with the 
experiences I had with her dur-
ing the time when she was still 
on her feet. This inspired me to 
write an article, Contrast: Ac-
cepting and Learning from Its 
Presence. This is about situa-
tions we dread, or shudder at 
encountering. As we have all 
experienced, life is not always a 
bed of roses. It’s not all the time 
full of sunshine. There comes a 
stage in our lives when we are 
like plants that have no sun. 
This caused me to realize that 
the contrast or the “negative” 
is essential to our evolution-
ary process. It is the sandpa-
per of life—all the roughness is 
smoothed out to bring us back to 
our natural state, that of whole-
ness. If I consider the contrast, 
or something I do not like, as 
“negative” then it will be nega-
tive—as simple as that. But if 
it’s going to make me evolve as 
a better person, then the nega-
tive becomes positive. Besides, 
if I only reflect on this nega-
tive—which is inherently loaded 
with “gems of wisdom”—as be-
ing beneficial, this will undoubt-
edly make me a victor and not 
the victim. The paradigm shift 
definitely makes me less of a 
worrier and less fearful. Surely 
the rug underneath me can no 
longer be pulled out.

In life there are so many 
things to be grateful for. Fore-
most, in my case, is having been 
blessed with a loving, caring, 
generous, joyful and wise moth-
er. [She was also my father (I am 
a posthumous baby), best friend 
and confidante.] Mom was an 
educator. She 
was not only 
an excellent 
teacher to her 
of fspr ing—
no wonder 
her children 
and grand-
children are 
w e l l - d i s c i -
plined and 
have followed 
all the values she taught—but 
she also left this great legacy 
to thousands of students during 
her three decades of teaching. 
Despite her busy teaching pro-
fession she was able to use all 
her remaining time to raise us 
properly. It was not the usual 
nurturing; she blessed us with 
an outpouring of attention and 
care, so much so that she didn’t 
have time to have a personal life 
of her own. Her life was all cen-
tered on us—her children and 
grandchildren.

A mother who showered her 
children with love will definitely 
receive the same kind of love. 

It is the law of cause and ef-
fect. Devoting time to a mother 
or a loved one is like building 
the pillar of our spiritual founda-
tion. I am glad that I have given 
so much time to my mother to 
make her happy, taking her to 
social functions, transpersonal 
seminars and outdoors many 
times that checkered her life 
with joy. She was equally fas-
cinated watching the beauty of 
nature. That even moved her to 
write many poems after watch-
ing the alluring sights of na-
ture, especially the magnificent 
golden yellow leaves of aspen 
trees in Bishop, California, one 
autumn. All the years of making 
her happy have left me with no 
regrets and tearless now that 
she has passed away. (Tears 
are only there if there is regret 
or something we have not done 
when someone “dear” to us is 
still alive.) Even the fact that 
her physical presence will be 

missed does not bother me at all 
because her spirit is very much 
alive inside me, and all the joy 
and fond memories are there to 
remain forever in my heart. 

Most of my life was devoted 
to art. Never did it cross my 
mind that a day would come 
when I would be a caregiver—a 
caregiver to someone so dear to 
me, my mom. Nic, a caregiver 
and a photojournalist, told me 
on one occasion that whenever 

somebody applies to him for a 
care-giving job, he always re-
minds them, “Doing it is a com-
mitment. It is not something 
you need just to earn money.” I 
believe him. Like this dedicated 
person and friend, it was some-
thing I found to be more of a de-
votion—a devotion to give more 
than what I could give myself. 
Just like a nurse and a doctor, a 
caregiver enables one to bring 
much-needed help to others 
who need it most. It is a noble 
profession. It was interesting 
to note that those nine months 
were worth remembering. Tak-
ing care of someone you love is 
not a sacrifice—it is a joy. And 
for some time I even elevated it 
to an art. Just like in my paint-
ing or photography, there was a 
joy in accomplishing a task as 
perfectly as possible. And for 
something you have done really 
well, the fulfillment is immense-
ly rewarding. Time passed so 
quickly that I didn’t even notice 
I had lost 13 pounds during the 
nine months. (This must have 
been brought about by staying 
awake from 11 P.M. to 7 A.M. 
every night.) Actually, I even 
found it to be a good thing. The 
weight loss made me lighter in 
doing my chores…and I could 
don my old pants again with my 
smaller waistline. Since every-
thing is fleeting, I gained back 
six pounds in just a week after 
her burial. I went back to my 
normal routine of sleeping at 
night. My younger sister helped 
so much more than I did. She’s 
a nurse. She gave her all to our 

mother. I am really amazed how 
she was able to have that kind 
of energy all that time. My oth-
er siblings, niece and nephew 
found time, despite their work, 
to take care of mom too.

Our mother is now liberated 
from her physical body. We are 
all happy that she had a won-
derful journey using the physi-
cal body as her vehicle on this 
planet. She touched so many 
just by her mere presence, es-

pecially us children 
and grandchildren, 
and forever her spirit 
will live in each and 
every one of us. This 
is the reason why 
there is no sadness, 
no regrets in our 
hearts—she is in us 
now…all the fond 
memories tucked in.

Mom has been 
the light at the end of the tunnel 
for us. She was the very heart 
of the family, holding us as one, 
and always being there for ev-
eryone. The years she gave all 
of her children became a part of 
each of us. She made us embrace 
right over wrong. Her joy was 
so infectious that it resonated 
continuously to the whole fam-
ily. Her passing taught me how 
not to be attached to material 
things. I could see her clothes 
and other material possessions 
left behind in the house—she 
was not able to take them with 
her. (While alive, she was also 
not attached to material things. 
She loved giving what she val-
ued most to us.) She showed 
me how to live in the moment 
and how to appreciate the 
beauty of nature. Mom was an 
educator. This made me more 
conscious of organizing things 
by the mere act of seeing her 
do anything before her. I won’t 
be this kind of person I am now 
if I hadn’t had have this amaz-
ing woman in my life. I consid-
er myself very, very fortunate to 
have a remarkable mother like 
her. I am so thankful for every 
moment being with mom. She 
is truly an unforgettable moth-
er…and forever she will remain 
in my heart.

Enjoy the peace with your 
Creator, Mom Doris; we LOVE 
and THANK you!

***
The author, Vics Magsaysay, Ph.D., is 

a fine-art nature photographer, artist, 
columnist, alternative healer and   holds a 
doctorate degree in clinical hypnotherapy.

Vics Magsaysay (left) with his mother, Doris, in Grand Canyon

Flores de Mayo at the 
San Gabriel Mission

THE FILIPINO Community of 
San Gabriel Mission (FCSGM) 
celebrated Flores de Mayo on 
May 16, 2009 with a mass at 
the Mission’s Chapel of the 
Annunciation and a traditional 
procession of the Blessed Virgin 
and “sagalas” in full character 
costumes.  Fathers Paulson 
Veliyannoor and Theo Fuentes 
concelebrated the evening mass.  
Free dinner and entertainment 
followed at the parish hall fea-
turing cultural dancers trained 
by veteran dance teacher Nessie 
Ramos.  The celebration is an 
annual tradition at the Mission 
and draws participation not only 
from the Filipino community but 
also from other ethnic groups 
including Latinos and Asians who 
make up about 70% of the parish 
population.  

This year’s Reyna Elena is 
Shari Almario, a sixteen-year 
old junior at the Gabrielino High 
School in San Gabriel.  Her par-
ents are Monette Almario, this 
year’s hermana mayor, and the 
late Vergel Almario.  Shari is an 
A student active in her school’s 

sports activities.  She also served 
as the ASB’s events coordinator.  
She represented her school at 
the National Youth Leadership 
Conference in Washington DC.  
Blessed with an uncommon 
versatility, Shari is equally adept 
playing in the school’s volleyball 
and varsity soccer teams as she 
is performing the dance “singkil” 
on Flores de Mayo.  

The Reyna Elena’s entourage 
consists of biblical characters 
with names like Reyna Judith, 
Reyna Sheba, Reyna Esther, 
and a host of other historical 
characters.  The task of putting 
together a complete line of sixty 
characters to participate in the 
annual procession falls to FC-
SGM president Connie Genato.  
Assisting her are Marissa Colcol 
and Josie de Guzman who are 
both committed to keeping the 
Flores de Mayo tradition alive.  
The event is an effective vehicle 
in bringing to the mostly school-
age participants’ attention a 
Catholic festival unique to the 
Philippines.  The impact the an-
nual event has on the children is 

evident in their enthusiastic par-
ticipation year after year.  They 
expressed disappointment when 
it was suggested to discontinue 
the annual celebration for eco-
nomic reasons.  FCSGM felt the 
need to keep the tradition.

FCSGM is one of several active 
cultural ministries at the San Ga-
briel Mission.  It had an informal 
start in the late 1980’s when a 
group of Filipino parishioners 
gathered every Wednesday to 
pray the novena to Our Lady of 
Perpetual Help.  The need to 
formally organize came when the 
group decided to start the annual 
Flores de Mayo tradition.  Since 
then, it has been a much antici-
pated cultural event at the Mis-
sion and surrounding parishes.  It 
enables FCSGM to contribute to 
the parish mission of celebrating 
its cultural diversity.   The group 
continues to hold Wednesday 
novenas to Our Lady of Perpetual 
Help at the Mission’s Chapel of 
the Anunciation at 7:00 p.m.   For 
more information on San Gabriel 
Mission, please call the rectory at 
(626) 457-3035. n 

A mother who showered 
her children with love will 
definitely receive the same 
kind of love. 
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