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DEDICATION 
 

The García Osorio family would like to thank God for a beautiful 
son and a great brother. 

 

God gave us the privilege to care, enjoy, and to admire a great 
soul, that even though Rafael only lived barely seven years, he 

achieved the spiritual maturity he needed to go to God. 
 

May God always be blessed! 
 

I will bless the Lord at all times; his praise shall be always in my 
mouth. Psalm 33:2. 

 
This book is dedicated to our family, who has supported us 

throughout. We thank Fr. Anglés, Fr. Griego, Fr. Goetthler, and all 
the priests and sisters from the Society of Saint Pius X (SSPX) for 

their teachings, support, and good example. 
 

For the greater glory of God! 
 

~García Osorio Family 
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O FORTUNATE SOUL 

 

Little Rafael, please pray for me, 
thou, whom the Lord hath called forth to eternity. 

Bless O fortunate soul, Him who was pleased to spare thee life's 
adversity. 

 
Little Rafael, please pray for us, that is our asking, 

who with tears weep for thy passing. 
 

Call down on us peace and good cheer, 
that we may know, O blessed Rafael, are always near. 

 
~Poem composed for Rafael after his death by R.A. 
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FOREWORD 
 

“Amen, amen, I say to you, unless the grain of wheat falling into the 
ground die, itself remaineth alone. But if it die, it bringeth forth much 
fruit.” John 12, 24-25 

 
It is with a deep sentiment of inadequacy that I intrude on these 
pages written by a father who lost his beloved son to cancer. 

 

One of the most common and most difficult questions every priest 
must hear is, “Why does God allow suffering?” Whether it is in a 
hospital room, at a funeral, or in the confessional, the mystery of 
human nature’s passibility reveals itself almost violently in this 
harrowing question: if God is our Father, if God is good, why does 
He permit His children to suffer? 

 
Some will take the argument further and affirm that God cannot 
exist because there is so much pain in the world. It takes different 
forms of reasoning, all sincerely believed and almost always said 
with a touch of sadness and longing: “God is cruel; therefore God 
does not exist;” or “I don’t understand why God allows suffering. 
Clearly, there cannot be a God,” or I dislike the reality of pain, and 
as a result, I reject God’s right to exist.” None of these simplistic 
arguments provide an explanation. They are akin to saying: “I am 
in pain; if my mother truly loved me, she would not have brought 
me into this cruel world… Therefore, my mother does not exist!” 
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Instead of investigating the evidential problem of evil in order to 
determine to what extent the existence of evil constitutes 
evidence against the existence of a Being who is perfect in power, 
knowledge, and goodness, it seems more reasonable to try to 
understand why an infinitely good God and Father of all allows His 
children to suffer. 

 
Evil is not metaphysically necessary but a contingent reality. Evil in 
all its forms is the absence of good, something that should not 
have existed in this world and which did not exist at the beginning 
of creation. The present situation of a world ostensibly marked by 
evil, suffering, and pain is not inherent to the world’s creation but 
the consequence of a fall, of the wound and subsequent corruption 
which were brought by human freedom into God’s harmonious 
creation. The solution to the enigma of evil is the one that God 
himself offers to fallen humanity, and that was announced to our 
first parents after the Fall: the Redemption operated through the 
Passion of His only begotten Son. To this Passion, we unite 
ourselves, “…always bearing about in our body the suffering of 
Jesus, so that his life may be made manifest in our bodies.” 2 
Corinthians, 4:10 

 
The short life of Rafael García Osorio is more than a testimony. It 
is an answer, or better, the only answer to that great question. 
After reading these lines written by his father, I promise you that 
you will understand. 

 
Fr. Ramon Angles, SSPX 
November 2019 
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PROLOGUE 
 

“The just man, if he be prevented with death, shall be in rest. For 
venerable old age is not that of long time, nor counted by the 

number of years; but the understanding of a man is grey hairs, and  
a spotless life is old age. He pleased God and was beloved and living 

among sinners he was translated. He was taken away lest 
wickedness should alter his understanding, or deceit beguile his 

soul. For the bewitching of vanity obscureth good things, and the 
wandering of concupiscence overturneth the innocent mind. Being 
made perfect in a short space, he fulfilled a long time. For his soul 
pleased God: therefore, He hastened to bring him out of the midst 

of iniquities." Wis. 4:7-14 
 

 

After our son, Rafael, was buried, we went back home to be with 
our family and a few friends. As we talked about Rafael and the 
way he lived and how he handled his sickness, we kept hearing, 
“Why don’t you tell his story, why don’t you write about him?” 

 

A few days after his burial, we saw people on the street, outside 
our chapel, at the store, and everywhere; people were making 
comments and encouraging us to write about Rafael’s life. 

 
At first, we were very uncomfortable with the idea of exposing our 
lives and our most intimate moments to the world, as we are a very 
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private family. After some thinking, praying, and talking about it, 
we decided to do it. God gave us the grace to realize that Rafael’s 
life was worth telling, and in doing so, we hope that his story may 
help a soul in need. 

 
There are many parents, brothers, and sisters who are or will be 
going through a similar experience, and for us not to share Rafael’s 
story would be selfish and perhaps morally wrong. 

 
We believe that God used Rafael’s life and illness as a tool to teach 
us valuable lessons, and it also provided the opportunity for others 
to exercise true Christian charity with our family. Looking back, a 
lot of good has come out of this tribulation, and that is why we 
decided to proceed with the book. 

 

The most difficult part for us was to write about his last days, 
particularly those two days he spent at different hospitals and his 
12 hours of agony. The fuel that propelled us to continue writing 
the book was the fact that Rafael, although he was in pain, never 
lost his dignity and composure. He was resigned to God’s will and 
accepted everything, for Rafael knew very clearly that he had to 
die to go to Heaven. God gave him the grace and patience to 
calmly await and endure it all until his time arrived. 

 

Rafael was diagnosed with an inoperable brain tumor on the stem 
of the brain (brain stem glioma); the tumor, as it was growing, was 
putting pressure on the nerves that control the functions of 
breathing, swallowing, and muscle control on his left side. He 
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began losing control of his leg, then his arm, and as the tumor 
grew, Rafael began to lose the ability to speak and to swallow. 

 
When we asked the doctors to help us recognize the warning signs 
that his end was near, they told us that these would be some of 
them; problems swallowing, excessive salivation, speech 
difficulties, and intensive headaches. A byproduct of not 
swallowing properly and salivation could cause him to choke on 
food or suffocate! 

 
The words that stuck in our minds were “choke and suffocate,” for 
we knew that either of these two would result in a violent death. 
As images of Rafael gasping for air went through my head, I 
remembered that a few years ago I saw a person going through an 
asthma attack; she was jumping up and down, totally exasperated 
as if she was in a rage, waving her hands as if with this motion she 
could shove air into her nose and lungs. 

 
She was screaming, “I can’t breathe! I can’t breathe!” That was a 
shocking experience, and so we always imagined that Rafael’s 
death could be somewhat similar, but thank God, he went to 
Heaven very peacefully. 
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LESSONS IN DEATH 
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THE STRENGTH OF OUR LIVES 
 

Our strength throughout Rafael’s illness, the glue that kept us 
together, the logic that prevented us from going crazy, 
categorically speaking, has come from God, our beliefs, our faith, 
and our religion. 

 

To proclaim that we were strong and dignified throughout Rafael’s 
illness without mentioning God’s help, grace, love, protection, and 
guidance would be an empty, vain claim. Such a claim would be the 
greatest lie ever told and would have to be added to the list of the 
crimes that cry out to Heaven for vengeance; it would be an 
ungrateful act, a horrendous injustice, and a grievous insult to God! 

 
We firmly believe that God sent us this beautiful cross, and at the 
same time, He gave us all the necessary graces and tools to endure 
it, and thus, we cry at the top of our lungs; “BLESSED BE GOD!” 

 

We are not trying to “preach down to people,” for we probably 
have worse sins than many others. What we are trying to do is 
share our ordeal and show people how we handled this heavy 
cross. Again I need to emphasize the fact that it was all done with 
the help of God, not our “raw or natural” strength. 

 
This book is written based on our beliefs, for we know that without 
them, Rafael’s illness would have been unbearable and would have 
caused us, perhaps, to plunge into the dark abyss of despair. 
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We know that God in His infinite love was with us throughout the 
entire time, helping us, giving us counsel and resignation, and as 
you will read, this book is a testimony of God’s love for all of us. 

 
God selects the most innocent and humble people to teach us His 
lessons. A fine example of that is our Lord Jesus, born in a stable 
and not a palace; the apostles, who were poor, uneducated 
fishermen and the Indian Juan Diego, to whom our Lady of 
Guadalupe appeared to entrust him with bringing Her message to 
the Bishop. 

 

The children of Fatima, in Portugal, are another example, God and 
the Blessed Mother picked three innocent peasant children in 
Portugal to receive the messages from Heaven. Indeed God 
prefers the most “unusual” people for His work, and He told us that 
in this passage: 

 

"I give praise to you, Father, Lord of Heaven and earth, for 
although you have hidden these things from the wise and the 
learned you have revealed them to the childlike. Yes, Father, such 
has been your gracious will." 
Matthew 11:25-26 
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THE BASICS 
 

Based on the understanding that God is the most loving Father 
there is, we believe everything that happens comes from God and 
that God takes care of us in everything, for God himself, told us this 
in His sermon of the Mount: 

 

 

“Look at the birds of the air, that they do not sow, nor 
reap nor gather into barns, and yet your heavenly 
Father feeds them. Are you not worth much more 
than they?” Matthew 6:26 

 
“Or what man is there among you who, when his son 
asks for a loaf, will give him a stone? Or if he asks for 
a fish, he will not give him a snake, will he?” Matthew 
7:9 

 

“If you then, being evil, know how to give good gifts 
to your children, how much more will your Father 
who is in Heaven give what is good to those who ask 
Him!” Matthew 7:11 

 
To understand Rafael’s story, one has to strip himself of any 
prejudice toward God. Most of us see adversity and sickness as 



19 
 

 
 

punishment, and sometimes it is, but sometimes it is not. Just as 
fire is used to mold and temper a sword, we are tempered by our 
trials. How else can we mature? The wise man becomes wise 
because he has learned from his experiences, trials, and 
tribulations: maturity, wisdom, and knowledge are earned, not 
infused! 

 
It is difficult to write about your own flesh and blood for what 
parent thinks his child has any faults, especially at the tender age 
of six or seven years old? At the same time, we strongly believe 
that Rafael lived a “full life” worth telling. God loves Rafael and us 
so much that he made Rafael the light that warmed our hearts, the 
light that brightened our lives in our darkest moments. Through 
Rafael, God showed us how to live, how to be patient, how to love, 
suffer, and how to offer our pains and sorrows, and yes, how to die. 
Thus, we feel a duty to share it for the greater glory of God, for our 
Lord said: 

 
“You are the light of the world. A city set on a hill cannot be hidden; 
nor does anyone light a lamp and put it under a basket, but on the 
lampstand, it gives light to all who are in the house. 

 
“Let your light shine before men in such a way that they may see 
your good works and glorify your Father, who is in Heaven.” 
Matthew 5:15 

 

The purpose of this book is to share our ordeal in the hope that 
families who are going through what seems to be an unbearable 
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situation may find some benefit or strength. Since we have been 
there, we feel we know what you might be going through. 

 
We had fears, insecurities, felt impotence, and had many sleepless 
nights. We experienced feelings of desolation and the frustration 
of knowing that we were going to lose someone that we love 
beyond imagination. We felt that tight knot in our throats when 
we held back the tears so that our children would not see us break 
down. After all, we are the parents, the pillars that hold our home, 
and if we allow ourselves to crumble under the pressure, what can 
we expect from the people who are depending on us? 

 
At times, we felt lonely, totally abandoned, confused, and 
overwhelmed by all the decisions we had to make, but during 
those dark moments, God gave us the grace to look up to the 
heavens and ask for strength when we thought we had no more. 
And our beautiful heavenly Father didn’t let us down; He was there 
all along, step by step, always faithful to His promises. 

 
Prayer is a key part of our lives as food nourishes and strengthens 
our body, prayer, and total submission to the will of God 
strengthens our souls and intellects. When people tell us, “If the 
doctor told me that my child was going to die, I don’t know what I 
would do, I would probably go insane.” Our answer to that is, 
without the grace of God, we would have gone insane, too. 

 

People think that we were strong, but the truth is that we are as 
weak as anybody else. God gave us the strength we needed, but 
we had to ask for it. 
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I don’t know exactly when it happened, but when we asked God to 
give us the strength to be faithful to Him and to withstand this 
most difficult time God, gave us all the graces we needed at the 
exact time we needed them to understand and endure His test. It 
was done as God told us. We asked for the necessary graces, and 
He gave them to us. 

 
“Ask, and it will be given to you; seek, and you will find; knock, and 
it will be opened to you.” Matthew 7:7 

 

“For everyone who asks receives, and he who seeks finds, and to 
him who knocks, it will be opened.” Luke 11:10 

 

While we were dealing with Rafael’s cancer, people would ask us, 
“Why is it that you are not angry? Why aren’t you upset? This is 
unjust! Rafael is a little boy, barely six-years-old, and he hasn’t 
even begun to live. There are older people who have lived a full 
life—we can understand that—but a little boy doesn’t deserve to 
die so soon!” Our answer to them was, “God’s will is being done. If 
He wants to take Rafael to Heaven, so be it. After all, the whole 
point of living is to earn Heaven and eternal life, isn’t it? And that 
can only be achieved by dying!” 

 

We have in front of us an infallible truth, which is death! All of us, 
no matter who we are or what we are, will die someday and will 
have to render account of our actions to God. If we were good, we 
would earn eternal happiness, and if we were not, we would earn 
everlasting fire. 
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Our Lord said: “What does it profit a man to gain the world if he 
loses his soul?” Matthew 16:26 

 

We are on this earth to earn Heaven, and with the grace of God, 
we are confident that Rafael earned Heaven faster than us. This is 
one of the times when faster is better, for if Rafael had to live a 
longer life, his soul would have been exposed to greater dangers 
and might have lost Heaven. 
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LOVE EQUALS SACRIFICE 
 

What is love, I mean, pure love? If we really dive into the meaning 
of true love, we can define love as generous, unselfish, kind, 
patient, and humble. We have the perfect definition as we see 
what our Lord Jesus did on the cross for us. 

 

True love is also obedient and submissive, as we see our Lord Jesus’ 
obedience to God the Father and to His earthly parents. Love is 
active in actions and truth, not just words; we can say that we love 
someone when we look out for them instead of us when we 
perform an unselfish act that brings a benefit, joy, relief, or 
satisfaction to someone we care for. 

 
An unselfish act (sacrifice) may deprive us of something, but the 
sole fact that this act brings a benefit to a loved one, is in itself, our 
reward. We see the greatest proof of love by our Lord Jesus going 
through His Calvary and hanging on the cross so that we could be 
saved. 

 

“For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have 
everlasting life.” St. John 3:16 

 
“Greater love than this no man hath, that a man lay down his life 
for his friends.” St. John 15:13 
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True love is generous; true love does not demand payback; the sole 
act of loving springs forth its own reward. 

 
On the natural level, we see that anything worth doing requires 
sacrifice. Nothing comes free. In the religious realm, the same 
principle applies; no sacrifice, no reward. 

 
When we make a conscious decision to sacrifice anything to 
achieve a greater good, the actual sacrifice becomes bearable, 
because we know that something good will come of it. A student 
sacrifices his free time to study instead of partying with his friends. 
His reward may be a good grade or a degree that will allow him to 
make a better living and, therefore, live a comfortable life. 

 
An athlete goes through many sacrifices to keep in shape. He 
exercises his muscles to the point where they hurt and are sore; he 
forgoes the foods and many of the things he likes to be in perfect 
shape and win the prize. 

 
A mother carrying her baby for nine months goes through many 
trials and tribulations, but she knows that through all the 
discomforts and pains, she is cooperating with God in the creation 
of a new life with a soul that will live forever. She will have a 
beautiful baby, flesh of her flesh, and will love her child forever. 

 

“A woman, when she is in labour, hath sorrow, because her hour is 
come; but when she hath brought forth the child, she 
remembereth no more the anguish, for joy that a man is born into 
the world. So, also, you now, indeed, have sorrow: but I will see you 
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again, and your heart shall rejoice. And your joy no man shall take 
from you.” John 16:22 

 
“Even in the natural realm, we see that death brings life. A seed 
needs to die to bring forth life. An apple or orange needs to be cut 
off the tree (this is when it dies) to get the seeds so we can plant 
them and get a new tree. As our Lord tells us, ‘Amen, amen, I say 
to you, unless a grain of wheat falls to the ground and dies, it 
remains just a grain of wheat; but if it dies, it produces much fruit.’” 
John 12:24 

 
Rafael’s life was as the grain of wheat that died and produced an 
abundance of fruit. We can say that Rafael suffered abundantly, 
but at the same time, he gained the greatest reward, which is 
Heaven, by offering all his sufferings. 

 
It is important to note that Rafael offered all his sufferings for the 
wellbeing of his family, for souls in purgatory and religious people. 
We can certainly say we now see the many fruits of his life and 
suffering. 
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RAFAEL’S LIFE 
 

When my wife, Dora, was expecting Rafael, we asked Fr. Ramón 
Anglés if he could give Dora the expectant mother’s blessing. On 
that day, we discussed possible names for the baby. If it was a boy, 
the name would be Rafael Antonio, in honor of the Archangel 
Raphael and Saint Antonio Maria de Claret, for Dora’s due date 
was in October and both saints’ feast days are in this month. 

 

Rafael was born on Friday 10/29/1999 and baptized three days 
later on the feast of all Saints, November 1st. That is why his 
Godfather, Fr. Anglés, added the name of “de Todos los Santos” 
(of all the saints) to Rafael Antonio; so Rafael had always, the 
special intercession of all the saints in Heaven. 
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Fr. Anglés pouring the baptismal waters on Rafael 

 
Rafael was the eighth child of 15; he was the fourth of eight boys 
and was Dora’s fourth cesarean birth. 

 

Rafael was born with a condition called “lazy eye,” where both of 
his eyes were crossed, the right a little more than the left. Later, 
when he was four years old, he would undergo corrective surgery. 

 
Rafael was a very nice and calm boy. He had a hearty, jovial, and 
contagious laugh. His eyes were big and beautiful. There is a saying 
that “the eyes are the windows of the soul,” and his big brown eyes 
complemented by big curly eyelashes radiated happiness and 
innocence. 
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In terms of his temperament, he was calm, and we considered him 
a thinker, for he would often stare at a picture or object and would 
seem to get lost analyzing and admiring it. 

 
At the same time, he was very active and determined. If he wanted 
a candy or a cookie, there was no stopping him—Rafael would find 
a way to get it. For instance, he would climb on a barstool to get to 
the top counter, or when he didn’t have a stool, he would open the 
cabinet drawers and make a “ladder,” so he could get to the cookie 
jar. 
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When he wanted sweet treats, he would devise many ways to get 
the bounty; sometimes, we thought he resembled a bear cub, 
going through any obstacle and claiming any tree just to get to the 
honey. 

 
When Rafael was about two years old, he would “raid” his bothers’ 
rooms in search of sweets. All of a sudden, he would disappear, and 
when we realized he was gone, the fun began. All the brothers and 
sisters would run to their respective rooms, calling his name and 
hoping that Rafael wasn’t in them, for if there was any trace of 
sweets, Rafael would find them! 

 
Although Rafael loved sweets, he wasn’t a glutton. He would save 
in his pockets what he could not eat at the moment. It was hilarious 
how methodic he was when he would “raid” a room. He would lock 
the door, and by the time we found the key and opened the door, 
his mouth would be stuffed with candies. Like a good brother, he 
would stash part of the bounty into his little brother Pedro’s 
pockets. 

 
At the age of four, he would eagerly wait for his brothers to come 
home from school so he could “scavenge” their lunch boxes for 
fruit or any remnants of food. It was hilarious to see him go into 
the pantry where his brothers placed their lunch boxes and open 
every single pocket in the lunch boxes and then stick his little hand 
inside and scan every compartment. Because of his voracious 
appetite, he earned the nickname “Chunky.” 
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We used to say that he was born with the “terrible twos,” meaning 
that he was always on top of something. He was a natural climber 
and runner and was just on everything! Rafael required constant 
monitoring! 

 

“El Chunky” 

 
Once, we caught him “raiding” the refrigerator, and he came out 
with a jalapeño pepper in his mouth, thinking it was some sort of 
candy. Even then, he got lucky, because to his fortune, the 
jalapeño pepper was not hot at all. 
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Rafael with a Jalapeño pepper in his mouth 

after raiding the refrigerator. 
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A NATURAL CLIMBER 
 

Rafael learned to climb out of his crib and could climb back in if 
necessary. We couldn’t figure out how he was getting out of the 
crib for the rail was all the way up, and the mattress was on the 
very bottom setting. In theory, he shouldn’t have been able to 
climb out. 

 

To solve this puzzle, Dora planted the video camera on top of the 
dresser and aimed it at the crib, and she caught him climbing out 
of his crib! 

 
Again, he was very methodical. Rafael would wait until he was sure 
no one was behind the door spying on him, and then would go to 
the end of the crib and position himself at the corner. He would lift 
his right leg and hook it onto the handrail, grab the headboard, and 
then push himself out of the crib, holding on to the headboard and 
sliding down to the floor. He was indeed a climber. 

 
Rafael was overall a healthy boy and full of energy. He had strong 
legs and strong hands and wasn’t afraid of climbing trees, poles, or 
any vertical structure. He was labeled the “king of the monkey 
bars,” and there wasn’t a pole he could not climb. He would climb 
the basketball pole, the swing poles, the clothesline pole, etc. Not 
only was he was strong, but he was very determined. 
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Rafael on top of the basketball board 
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GREAT SWIMMER 
 

We have an above ground pool that’s about 15’ wide X 30’ long and 
about 4 feet deep. At about three years old, Rafael learned to 
swim. When we were teaching him, he wouldn’t show any fear at 
all. He would be sinking, but he never looked desperate or scared 
and was very calm. 

 

Rafael loved to swim. Once he was underwater, he would swim as 
smoothly as a dolphin. He loved to be thrown up in the air and into 
the water. He loved to jump from the pool ladder and perform all 
sorts of acrobatic stunts. 
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When Rafael wasn’t climbing poles or swimming, he loved to play 
soccer. During the summer, our extended family gets together 
every weekend; that’s when he would join his brothers and cousins 
in playing a game of soccer. Later, when he was sick and could not 
walk or run properly, he would ask if he would be able to play 
soccer again. When we went to Mexico, out of his own money, he 
asked us to buy him soccer shoes, shirts, and shorts for almost all 
of his brothers and sisters, for he hoped that he would play again. 

 

Rafael, posing with his brothers and sisters, all wearing 
their new soccer shirts, a gift from Rafael. 10/26/06 

Rafael always treasured being with the family. Later on, when he 
was very sick, he would specifically ask to do something, like go on 
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a trip, play a game, or watch a movie with “the whole family.” He 
would make sure that everyone stopped what they were doing so 
we could all participate in the activity. 

 
Rafael had a sweet tooth and loved marshmallow cookies and all 
sorts of cakes. Later, when he could not eat sweets, he developed 
a liking for fruit, particularly strawberries and kiwis. 

 
One day, when my daughter Christina was getting ready to go to 
work, Rafael gave her some gummy bears. Since he could not have 
sweets, he told her she should eat them at work so that she 
wouldn’t be hungry. When Christina got home later that night, he 
waited for her and asked if she had eaten them. 
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BIG FAMILY 
 

According to today’s standards, we have a very big family, but with 
the grace of God, we manage our home very well. The children do 
behave like children but not like brats. There is a normal amount 
of noise in the house, but we try to keep things in order. At times, 
when it gets too quiet, Dora and I find ourselves counting to see if 
we are missing any children. 

 
We try to be organized and efficient in everything we do. We try to 
teach the children how to eat using the proper utensils. We do not 
allow plasticware, and the children, except the baby, use 
glassware. Children are supposed to make their beds and clean 
their rooms and bathrooms. The boys take care of the garbage, 
mowing, and weed control. 

 
The girls help with laundry and ironing, and they take turns 
cleaning the kitchen. Everyone is supposed to help prepare, at 
least, breakfast. For instance, on any given day, one or more of the 
older children may prepare breakfast for the younger siblings, or 
one of the older girls may prepare lunch or dinner. I am responsible 
for cooking on the weekends. When the work is properly 
distributed, the workload is not too bad for anyone. 
We try to instill a sense of love and duty toward each other. 
Sometimes, it does not work very well, for there are 
disagreements, differences, and arguments, but Dora and I 
understand that we are all human, and children will behave like 
children. We never allow harsh language or fights. 
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The “Whole Family” from left to right, Christina, Elizabeth, Dora with 

Baby Lucía, Pedro, Ramón (behind Pedro), Rafael, Ana, María, Michael, 
Michelle, Louie and me. October 8, 2006 

 

Our family has always been very close. We live on an 80-acre parcel 
divided amongst the family, with four homes on the property. My 
parents, two married sisters with their families, and our family all 
live here. We are close enough to visit often, but far enough to 
have our own privacy. 
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Needless to say, we are very affectionate. There are many, many 
hugs and kisses and blessings. We try to do as many activities as 
possible as a family. 

 
We attribute God’s blessing upon us to the fact that my wife and I 
are always blessing our children. We make the sign of the Cross on 
their forehead, and we tell them, “God bless you,” and then they 
kiss our hands. We bless them any time we can: when they wake 
up, after praying the family rosary, before they go outside and 
before bed. 

 

I can’t remember where we read that the parents who bless their 
children get blessings for themselves. In addition, a parental 
blessing protects them from many evils. 
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RAFAEL LOVED SCHOOL 
 

To say that Rafael loved going to school is an understatement. He 
used to hear stories about how nice the kindergarten teacher was, 
and he could not wait to turn five years old so he could go to school. 
Many times, he would wake up at the same time as his brothers 
and sisters and pretend to get ready to go to school. He would even 
load up a backpack and grab a lunch box and try to “mix-in” with 
his siblings while they were getting in the car, but the fact that he 
was in his pajamas and slippers gave him away. 
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Rafael, trying to sneak in the car to go to 

school. 3/26/2003 

 
Rafael loved all of us greatly, and he considered his older sisters 
second moms. He would treat them with love and respect. He was 
blessed enough to have our eldest daughter, Michelle, as a 
teacher’s assistant during his kindergarten year. Oh, how much 
Rafael loved to have Michelle there! 

 
During class time, Rafael had to get used to calling Michelle, Miss 
García, but when he got out of school, he would call her Michi or 
Cheli. 



43 
 

 
 
 

Michelle helped Rafael very much with his studies, and Rafael 
always enjoyed and cherished every moment. In many aspects, 
Michelle has been like a second mother to all the children. She 
unselfishly takes upon herself the chores of helping them dress, 
eat, and study. 

 

Michelle with Rafael 9/7/2005 

 
Around the house, the calling of, “Michi or Cheli, can you help me 
with math, English (or any other subject)?” is not uncommon, and 
Rafael was very comfortable and proud to have Michelle help him 
with anything. 

 

During his first few weeks, Rafael struggled to learn the alphabet. 
Part of his struggle was caused by the fact that he spoke 
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“Spanglish” at home. Michelle would tell us stories about Rafael 
having a conversation with Mrs. S. and switching back and forth 
from English to Spanish, which confused the teacher a few times, 
but it was hilarious to hear him say things like, “Mrs. S., I was at 
home and my mom gave me a vaso de leche (a glass of milk),” or 
some other thing and Mrs. S. would pretend she understood every 
word. 

 
After school, Rafael always visited the church with his brothers and 
sisters, and he loved to pray at a side altar dedicated to the saints. 
He would say many Hail Marys for everyone in the family and 
especially for Mom, for he wished that Mom would have a baby girl 
so that his sister Ana would have someone to play with. God 
granted him that wish because, in April of 2006, Lucía Inés was 
born. 
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UNSELFISH ATTITUDE AND A SENSE OF 
DUTY TOWARD THE ENTIRE FAMILY 

 

Rafael didn’t have a problem sharing his toys, food, and everything 
else with his brothers or cousins. He took his role of “big brother” 
seriously, especially when it came to his little brother Pedro. 

 
Rafael would pay special attention to his brother, Louie, for he had 
a special affection toward his big brother. The way we manage our 
big family is to pair an older sibling with a young one. The older 
sibling is responsible for the little one’s needs; for their clothes, 
personal hygiene, and prayers. Sometimes, they help with their 
homework and even share the same room. 

 

This method seems to inspire, in the older children, a sense of love, 
charity, sacrifice, and responsibility; they, in fact, act like 
“parents.” As for the little children, they learn to respect, love, 
trust, and obey their elders. For us, this method works very well. 

 
Louie was Rafael’s roommate for many years, and Rafael was very 
fond of Louie, and he used to look up to him. Later, when Rafael 
made his First Holy Communion and received the Sacrament of 
Confirmation, he picked Louie as his Godfather. In our culture, this 
is a very high honor. 

 

Louie did such a great job with Rafael that when it was Rafael’s 
turn to be the big brother with Pedro, he performed “his duty” in a 
remarkable manner. 
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Rafael acted the big brother’s role to perfection. For example, he 
would make sure that Pedro and Ana learned their prayers and said 
them with devotion, and every night, they would pray together. In 
the mornings, if Rafael would wake up first, as soon as he saw 
Pedro coming down the stairs into the kitchen, he would ask him 
if he had said his morning prayers. If Rafael woke up after Pedro, 
he would come into the kitchen and ask Pedro if he had said his 
morning prayers. If Pedro had forgotten, Rafael would take him 
into the living room, and there, in front of a statue of Our Lady, he 
would say the prayers with Pedro, even though Rafael had already 
said his prayers in his room. 

 

Rafael would make sure that Pedro would not get in trouble; he 
would coach him on how to become a “good boy,” just like a father 
would teach his son. I remember many times seeing Rafael 
correcting Pedro not scolding him, but in a sense, being very 
careful not to yell or discourage him. In grown-up words, Rafael 
was even tactful when correcting. 
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Rafael with his brother and buddy Pedro 

 

When Rafael went to kindergarten, he would come back home, 
and after greeting everyone, would ask Pedro if he had been a 
good boy with Mom. He used to tell Pedro that if he was a good 
boy, he could go to kindergarten with Mrs. S. 

 

Rafael was kind and considerate. He would also tell Dora and me 
that he missed us while he was at school. 

 
A year later, when Pedro was attending kindergarten, Rafael 
would visit his former teacher and ask her if Pedro had been a good 
boy. Rafael loved us all very much and was very concerned about 
everyone’s life. He would tell Pedro that Mama Lupe (a term of 
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endearment toward our Lady of Guadalupe) would be sad and that 
God would be sad, too, if he wasn’t a good boy. 

 
When Pedro “graduated from kindergarten,” he went to Rafael’s 
tomb, for Pedro wanted to present his diploma to Rafael. It was as 
if Pedro was saying, “Rafael, I listened to you. You were right!” 

 

Pedro presenting his kindergarten diploma 
at Rafael’s tomb 

 
Pedro would indeed listen to Rafael and would comply with his 
advice. To this date, Pedro claims that Rafael comes to his room to 
check up on him. In June 2007, six months after Rafael’s death, 
Pedro hurt his leg, climbing a tree. That evening we applied a 
cream on his leg, and he went to sleep. The next day Pedro told us, 
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”Last night, Rafael came to my room to see my bruise. He looked 
at it and told me not to worry, and that I was going to be OK.” 

 
We listened to him and pretended not to give it too much 
importance so as not to encourage Pedro to imagine things, but 
again, who’s to say that it was not true? 

 
Jealous of “Rafael’s visits to Pedro,” I asked Pedro, “The next time 
Rafael comes to your room, please send him to my room. I want to 
talk to him.” 

 
The following morning I asked Pedro, “Did Rafael come and visit 
you last night?” “Yes,” Pedro answered, “Rafael came to my room, 
and I asked him to go to your room, but when we got to your room, 
you were sleeping. Rafael didn’t want to wake you up because you 
had to go to work!” 

 
On January 15th, 2007, Ana Isabel, age three, also told Michelle that 
Rafael had come into the kitchen and held her hand. He brought 
God with him. Ana said that while Rafael was holding her hand, he 
was watching Dora work in the kitchen. 
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Rafael, Pedro and pet Goldie (November 2003) 

 

Rafael and Pedro (December 2006) 
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RAFAEL’S CALVARY BEGINS, 

SEPTEMBER 2006: 

RAFAEL IS DRAGGING HIS LEFT FOOT 
 

In early September of 2006, Rafael was attending first grade and 
was elated about going to school. He loved his teacher and his 
entire class. He was specifically concerned about his “row,” and he 
wanted all his peers to do well on everything. 

 
On the first day of school, he kept tripping over himself, and we 
thought his book bag was heavy, so we carried it for him. But he 
was still falling constantly in school. 

 
Around the 5th of September, we noticed that Rafael was walking 
and dragging his left foot. At first, we thought that he was acting 
up because of all the excitement of going to school and being in 
first grade. 

 

We would ask him to walk straight and as obedient as he always 
was, he would try to walk straight. We were keeping an eye on him 
at all times to see if he would do it when we were not watching him. 
As the days progressed, we noticed that he was struggling to put 
his left arm into his shirt and sweater. 
Rafael’s constant tripping caused a boy in his class to make fun of 
him, and he even tripped Rafael on purpose. Later, when Rafael 
could not go outside for recess, the same boy wasn’t allowed to go 
out to recess because he didn’t have his sweater. So, Rafael took 
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off his sweater and let the boy use it, and he was allowed to go out 
for recess. 

 
We decided to call the doctor for an appointment; we thought that 
he might be having a hip or a knee problem. When we went to the 
clinic, they performed x-rays and did a thorough blood test. Before 
the blood test, we told Rafael it was going to hurt a little and to 
please offer it up. When the time came to insert the needle he was 
calm and didn’t even let out a tiny “ouch.” 

 
After a couple of days, we got the results back. They were 
negative, and according to the tests, there wasn’t anything wrong 
with him. 
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EMERGENCY ROOM: TOPEKA HOSPITAL 
FOR A CAT SCAN: 9/17/06 

 

On Sunday, September 16, 2006, after attending church, we spoke 
to Dr. G. and voiced our concern that Rafael was getting worse. He 
was dragging his foot more, and now he was tripping and falling 
very easily. In addition, he had begun having trouble putting his 
clothes on and could not tie his shoelaces anymore. Dr. G. 
suggested we take him to the emergency room of a Topeka 
hospital so he could get a CAT scan. 

 
I felt a big knot in my throat and the feeling that parents get when 
we sense there is something wrong. Dora and I glanced at each 
other and said nothing but shared a “look” that said everything; we 
were both feeling the same things. We went back home, had 
breakfast, got ready, and took off for the hospital in Topeka— 
about 24 miles west of our home. 

 
We are firm believers in telling our children the truth about 
everything, so while we were driving to the hospital, Rafael asked 
me, “Dad, what’s wrong with me?” I replied, “I don’t know, Rafa, 
but we are trying to find out.” That answer was enough for Rafael. 
He didn’t ask anything else. The rest of the way, he played with his 
Star Wars figurines, placing them on the dashboard of the car, on 
the armrest and on the cup holders. He would play out a battle of 
“the good guys versus the bad guys.” 
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As the good guys were “shooting up” the bad guys, he asked me, 
“Dad, can the bad guys ever win?” I told him, “The bad guys can 
sometimes shoot the good guys, and sometimes it seems like they 
could win, but at the end, the good guys always win, and they go 
to Heaven.” He smiled and looked at me as if I’d given him the 
answer he’d been hoping for. He was happy with the fact that at 
the end, when it counts, good guys always win. 

 
When we arrived at the hospital around 12:30 pm, we went directly 
to the E.R. We filled in the appropriate forms, and waited until they 
called us in. A nurse took his vital signs. Then a doctor performed 
a series of tests, checked his reflexes, had him walk back and forth, 
raise his arms, and asked him to perform some more coordination 
tests. Next, he asked Rafael questions about school, home, and his 
favorite toys. Rafael was jovial and courteous, and that impressed 
the doctor as he told him, “Rafael, you are a fine young man.” 

 

After all of this, the nurse came in, and we took him to get the CAT 
scan. We waited in the room for the results, and the doctor came 
back and told us the CAT scan looked normal, but he 
acknowledged that Rafael’s condition was rare. He suggested we 
talk to our doctor and schedule an MRI (Magnetic Resonance 
Imaging) test as soon as possible, as the MRI could reveal more 
detail. 
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TOPEKA CLINIC FOR MRI: 9/19/06 
 

The following Monday, 9/18/06, we spoke to our doctor, and we 
got the appointment to get the MRI at a clinic in Topeka. By this 
time, Rafael was struggling more with trying to walk, and as he was 
a very active boy, he would constantly trip in school, and it was 
getting dangerous. He was coming home with scrapes and bruises 
caused by falling down. We decided to take him out of school and 
home-school him. This was a crushing blow for little Rafael, for he 
loved school, his teacher, and his classmates, but he took it well. 
We asked him to offer it up to God as a sacrifice. He did, and he 
never complained about wanting to go to school. Now looking 
back in retrospect, we are shocked that he took it so well. 

 
A former teacher and fellow parishioner offered her help to assist 
with the home-schooling program a few days a week. As her 
background was in teaching children with special needs, Mrs. M. 
did a magnificent job. They used the formal living room as the 
classroom, and we could hear Rafael enjoying himself with the 
games they played. He adapted to the new form of learning 
quickly and enjoyed it so much that he would want “his” teacher to 
come every day. 
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MRI TEST 
 

On Tuesday, 9/19/06, I left work early and took Rafael to a private 
clinic in Topeka that performs Magnetic Resonance Imaging (MRI) 
tests. Our trip to Topeka was uneventful. On the way, we prayed 
the rosary and joked around, but when we got off the main 
highway, Rafael asked, “Why are we getting another test?” I said, 
“Rafa, we are trying to find out what’s wrong with your left side. 
These people have a special machine that can look inside your 
head and can find out if there is anything in there that is doing this 
to you.” He looked at me with his big brown eyes and just said, 
“OK, Dad.” I asked him to offer everything up and to trust God. 

 
When we got to the clinic, because of his age, the nurses were 
concerned that he might be restless, but as they asked him 
questions about his condition and Rafael answered them properly, 
they realized he understood what they were saying. 

 

One nurse explained to Rafael that he needed to be very still; 
otherwise, the “pictures” would not come out clear enough to see. 
The nurse asked him if he understood, and Rafael answered yes 
and agreed to stay still during the test. 

 
I sat beside him to provide comfort and support and asked him if 
he wanted me to hold his hand. He said, “No, thank you.” Rafael 
did a magnificent job of staying still and complying with the 
technician’s requests. After the test, the team congratulated him 
and told us that the results would be ready in a couple of days. 
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After the test, I was feeling proud of the way Rafael had behaved 
himself. I’d thought he might be spooked by being inside a tunnel 
and hearing the thumping noises, but he handled himself very 
well. 

 

Afterward, we went to the store to pick up groceries, and as we 
were shopping, I felt compelled to give Rafael a present, so I asked 
him, “Rafael, if we could give you anything you wanted, what 
would that be?” He looked at me with those big brown eyes and 
that innocent grin and quickly replied, “Dad, you remember the 
hotel with the water slides? “I said, “Yes, the one in Kansas City.” 
He replied, “Yes, Dad, that one! I want to go there with the whole 
family!” I said, “OK, we’ll do that,” and he replied, “But I want all 
the family to be there, even Mom and Lucía.” Lucía was barely five 
months old, and Rafael knew that we would not go to certain 
places because she was a restless baby. 

 
I told him, “Well, you need to ask Mom.” Then I pulled out the cell 
phone and dialed the house number. Dora answered, and I said, 
“Rafael wants to ask you something.” I handed the phone to 
Rafael, and he said, “Mom, Daddy said that we can go to the 
waterslide place, but I want all the family to come, and you and 
Lucía have to come. I want the whole family together!” 

 

What can a mother say to such a request? Dora could not refuse 
him, and as for me, I was pleased that Rafael wanted to be with the 
“whole” family. 
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The “whole family” at the Wolf Lodge in Kansas City. 

October 2006 
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Pedro and Rafael at the Wolf Lodge. October 2006 
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THE DIAGNOSIS: THURSDAY, 9/21/06 
 

At about 9:30 am on Thursday, September 21st, the phone rang at 
my office. It was my wife. “Hi,” she said, “how are you?” “I am fine. 
What’s going on?” I replied, sensing something was up, as Dora 
hardly ever calls me at work. 

 

Dora replied, “Dr. C. has the results of the MRI, and he wants to see 
us in person to talk about them and Rafael’s condition.” Needless 
to say, when you get this type of phone call, and when a very busy 
doctor makes time to see you in person, on the same day, you 
assume that the news is going to be bad. I felt as if I’d gotten kicked 
right in the gut, but I tried to act strong, so I said, “OK, I’ll meet you 
at the doctor’s office.” Then I hung up, and I didn’t know what to 
think. But I had a feeling that it wasn’t going to be good, so I 
started to prepare myself for the worst. 

 
I have a daily commute of about 47 miles, which is a 45–50-minute 
ride, so there is plenty of time for me to think. The thought that 
Rafael could be seriously ill turned my stomach into a huge knot. 
As parents, we never want to hear those dreaded words. 

 

The drive to the clinic seemed eternal, as my mind was bombarded 
with all sorts of thoughts like, what can be wrong with him? Is it 
cancer? Is he going to die? What am I going to do? 

 
As my mind focused on these thoughts, I dissected the entire idea 
of him being sick, and it was overwhelming. So, I decided to put a 
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stop to those perturbing thoughts; I pulled out my rosary and 
began to pray. I figured that it would help me relax and keep my 
mind clear, and at least I would be focusing on something positive. 

 
After the rosary, I asked God to give us the strength and the grace 
to endure whatever He was about to give us. The rest of the way, I 
just kept saying short prayers, mostly invoking the Holy Name of 
Jesus and asking for wisdom and strength. 

 
When I arrived at the doctor’s office, Dora was already there. I 
looked at her, pretending to be strong. She looked at me, and we 
melted in a quiet embrace as if we knew what was going to 
happen. As we hugged, our hearts were pounding very hard. We 
didn’t know what to say to each other, so we just held hands and 
sat down to wait for the doctor to call us in. 

 

My mind was entertaining all sorts of thoughts, as I was trying to 
look composed so I wouldn’t alarm Dora. In silence, I was saying, 
“Dear God, grant us the strength to accept whatever you are about 
to give us…” Then my thoughts were interrupted by the nurse 
calling, “Mr. and Mrs. Garcia, the doctor, will see you now.” As we 
got up to go into his office, we were still holding hands, a sign I 
think, that we knew we were about to embark on the most difficult 
time of our lives, that we would depend on each other like never 
before. 

 

The nurse walked us to the first room, and we waited for the doctor 
to come in, still not saying much to each other, but holding hands 
firmly and lovingly. We both stared at the doorknob, waiting to see 
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it turn, and the doctor walk in. We only waited for a couple of 
minutes, but they seemed eternal. Finally, the doorknob turned, 
and Dr. C came in. He looked at us; we looked at him, and he 
probably saw in us the same thing we saw in him; a long, worried 
face framed by a somber look. 

 

Without too much preamble, he gave us the news that Rafael had 
a brain tumor. “I am not an expert in these matters,” he said, “but 
in my opinion, it may be operable.” He suggested we make an 
appointment with the top child neurosurgeon in Topeka as soon as 
possible to get a second opinion since these types of cases were 
not handled by him. He instructed the nurses to help us make an 
appointment for 9/22/06. As we left the office, Dora, and I looked 
at each other and said, “God’s will be done.” Then we embraced 
again and kissed goodbye. She went home, and I went back to 
work. 

 
As I was driving back to work, I didn’t know what to think. The 
thought of my son having brain cancer was unbearable. Instead of 
entertaining self-defeating and helpless thoughts, I meditated on 
God’s mercy and love. 

 
I kept saying, “Dear Father, you know what is best for us; please let 
us understand what You will of us.” My intellect knows that God, 
as the perfect Father, knows what is best for his children, better 
than my wife and me. So, I pleaded, “Dear Father, give us the 
strength and wisdom to make the correct decisions.” I prayed to 
the Holy Ghost and asked for wisdom and strength. 
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It was around noon, and as I was driving, I decided to call Fr. Anglés 
in Ireland, as he is Rafael’s godfather. He was pleasantly surprised, 
and said, “How are you? Glad you called.” I told him, “I just got out 
of the doctor’s office, and he told me that Rafael, your godson, has 
a brain tumor.” At that moment, Fr. was in the company of Doctor 
Santos, a mutual friend, and I could hear Doctor Santos in the 
background asking, “What is it called? What is the name of the 
condition?” I said, “It is brain stem glaucoma or something like 
that.” Dr. Santos said, “Well, that does not sound good. Why don’t 
you email me the exact name of it when you get back to work?” I 
agreed, then Father said, “Miguel, be strong and magnanimous. 
God is sending you a test, but He wouldn’t send it to you if He knew 
you and your family couldn’t handle it.” 

 
As soon as I got back to work, I looked up Rafael’s condition on the 
internet and emailed it to Fr. and the doctor. 

 
That evening, when I came home, we had a family meeting and 
told everyone about the prognosis. During the meeting, we 
explained to Rafael that he had a tumor and that the tumor was 
the cause of him losing mobility in his arm and leg. 

 
When looking at the MRI prints, the tumor showed up as a clear 
yellowish, almost white stain on his head. Rafael got a chance to 
look at the prints, and from that day on, he began to call it the 
“white thing in my head.” 

 
As we explained Rafael’s condition, we reminded everyone about 
the fact that if God wills something, even though we don’t 
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understand it, we should comply with it, because God, as the 
perfect Father, knows what is best for us. So, we instructed Rafael 
and all the children to repeat constantly, “God’s will be done.” 

 
In human terms, at least for us, when we thought about losing 
Rafael to cancer, and realizing that God might want it that way, it 
was a very consoling thought. Nevertheless, it was a heart- 
crushing experience. If we are truly Catholic and we believe 
everything Holy Mother Church tells us, there is consolation in 
knowing for a fact that God hand-picked Rafael and was using this 
particular sickness to take Rafael to Heaven. 

 
Dora and I always pray that God will help us to be good parents and 
that He will help our children to be good so that one day, we will 
return them to Him, pure and holy. As we understand it, God 
answered our prayers by taking Rafael to Heaven when he was still 
pure and innocent. 

 

People still tell us that they wished Rafael could have lived a full 
life, and our answer is always the same: Rafael did live a full life! He 
accomplished the goal barely in seven years; the only goal that 
matters: Rafael won a place in Heaven! 

 
God is the best parent, and He knows best. We may not 
understand it; we may not like it, but the infallible truth is that no 
one loves us more than Him, and He would not do anything “bad” 
to us. This truth is indeed a huge source of consolation, and we 
should praise Him always. 
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LOSING JAVIER: 5/20/2005 
 

In May of 2005, we lost a baby at eight months of pregnancy due 
to a twisted umbilical cord. In other words, the baby turned and 
turned, and the umbilical cord was coiled, so no nourishment could 
pass. It was a difficult time for us, not only because of the loss of 
the baby, who we named Javier Marcel but due to the fact that 
Dora had to go through a cesarean section. 

 
We brought the baby home from the hospital to bury him, and 
Rafael wanted to look at him and help bury his brother. After the 
burial, every time we went by the cemetery, Rafael wanted to go 
and pray at his tomb. 
Around two weeks after we found out about Rafael’s tumor, Dora 
was driving him from church to the house, and when they passed 
the cemetery, Rafael told Dora, “Mom, I want to die fast like Javier, 
so I can see God!” 
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Rafael and his siblings helping to bury baby Javier. 
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TOPEKA: NEUROSURGEON DIAGNOSIS 
 

On Friday, September 22nd, Dora and I went to Topeka to see the 
neurosurgeon. When we entered the examination room, the 
doctor greeted us and engaged Rafael rather quickly. He started 
asking him all sorts of questions and performed the walking and 
reflex tests. Then he proceeded to explain to us with the help of a 
color poster that he had framed on the wall, that Rafael’s condition 
was very serious. 

 
The doctor asked us if we could talk in private—we told him no. 
Rafael knew what his condition, was and there was no need for 
Rafael to leave. He told us that he thought Rafael’s tumor was in 
the “worst possible” place and that he needed to look at the MRI. 

 

He asked me if I was feeling strong enough to go to the clinic to 
pick it up, and I replied with a firm, yes. In my mind, I had to be 
strong for my wife, my family, and Rafael. This wasn’t the time to 
break down or feel pity for myself. No, it was not about me; it was 
about my son, Rafael. 

 
As I was driving to pick up the MRI, I was praying and asking God 
for the necessary graces to withstand and embrace this cross. This 
was, indeed, the most difficult time of our lives. I picked up the MRI 
and drove back. The doctor looked at the MRI and confirmed his 
earlier prognosis that it was indeed an inoperable brain tumor. He 
suggested we go see another children’s neurosurgeon at the 
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Children’s Memorial Hospital in Kansas City right away; he even 
suggested we go that same evening. 

 
Right away, we made arrangements. Dora was nursing Lucía, and 
there was no way she could go to Kansas City with us and leave our 
infant baby girl without any nourishment, so we called my mother 
and had her pick up Dora in Topeka. Rafael and I would drive to 
Kansas City. By this time, it was past 4:30 pm, and we were all 
hungry—especially Rafael—so, we went to a fast-food restaurant 
and ordered food to go. 

 
As I was driving to KC with Rafael, I was trying to explain to him 
why we had to go see another doctor and why Mom could not 
come. I told him that the white thing in his head was in a bad place 
and that we were going to see a really good doctor to see if he 
could take it out. 

 
I suggested we pray the rosary, and afterward, we talked about 
offering all our inconveniences and sufferings to God and having 
them applied to the Holy Souls in Purgatory and all of our family. 

 
Rafael and I were very calm, talking, joking, and just enjoying each 
other’s company. Looking back, the whole experience seemed 
unreal. That eerie feeling of content and complacency under these 
circumstances wasn’t natural. I should have been going crazy, 
crying, getting upset, and questioning why us, why an innocent six- 
year-old who has not even begun to live! But, God does give you the 
grace to endure anything and everything at the exact time, place, 
and moment when you need it the most—when you feel you are 
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running out of hope, out of energy, out of breath, and not when 
you want it. The fact that He gives you that grace at the precise 
moment is more proof of His love! 

 
When we got to the emergency room at the children’s hospital, 
Rafael was welcomed by a couple of nurses. They were impressed 
as Rafael was very cordial and polite. His blood was drawn out, an 
IV was put in place, and during all of this, I reminded him to offer it 
up for the Holy Souls, and he nodded yes. He didn’t cry or make 
any fuss, and he even thanked the nurses. 

 

We spent Friday night at the hospital. The next morning, the 
neurosurgeon told us there was nothing they could do, that the 
tumor was in the stem of the brain, and there was no way to 
operate. The doctor told us that chemotherapy and radiation 
would probably make things worse because they could not 
“pinpoint” the radiation to the affected area, plus this type of 
treatment would debilitate Rafael’s immune system even more. 
The doctor told us the tumor was pressing on Rafael’s breathing 
and swallowing nerves and that to try to operate would be 
extremely dangerous. 

 
The doctor prescribed steroids (dexamethasone) to reduce the 
swelling of the tumor. We thanked him and went home. On our 
way to the house, Rafael asked me if he was ever going to play 
soccer again. I told him I didn’t know, and that only God knew. We 
talked about God’s will and how offering up sufferings can bring 
graces to the family and relief to the Holy Souls in Purgatory. 
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I was trying to be cheerful, so I started to poke and tickle him. We 
were singing songs and kidding around. The almost two-hour drive 
seemed eternal, and as I was playing with Rafael, the thought of 
losing him took root in my mind. I said a prayer asking God for 
strength and proceeded to act as normal as I could. 

 

As soon as we got home, Dora and the children came outside to 
greet us. When Dora reached for Rafael, he clung to her as if 
someone was trying to rip him out of her arms. With tears in his 
eyes, he tenderly kissed her cheek with a kiss so exceedingly 
loving, so overly sweet and kind. Then he erupted into tears with 
the most sentimental cry, a cry that pierced my entire being, a cry 
of regret, perhaps? Because down deep in his heart, he knew that 
he would have to leave the being that gave him life, the most 
beautiful being that he called Mother. She encompassed all the 
most beautiful emotions, feelings, and assurances. 

 
Rafael was not only crying; he was sobbing and professing true 
love for his mother. Rafael was telling his mom over and over, “I 
love you, Mom. I love you, Mom,” while embracing Dora’s neck and 
resting his head on her shoulder, as he knew that in her bosom, he 
would find refuge for his trouble. Dora, with tears in her eyes, and 
visibly emotional, looked at me, wondering what had happened. I 
told her he was fine. We were laughing just a minute ago… Dora 
held him tight and told him she loved him, too. I guess down deep 
in Rafael’s heart, he felt he was going to go to Heaven and was to 
be separated from his mom. 
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A PERFECT GENTLEMAN 
 

Rafael was a perfect little gentleman with his sisters and mom. He 
always would say, “Ladies first,” when opening the car door for 
Dora. He would “help” her out of the car, and he would also open 
the front door for her. Later, when he was too sick, Dora would 
carry him. Then Rafael would tease Dora by locking her out of the 
car and laugh heartily when Dora pretended to struggle to open 
the car door. 

 
When Rafael was too sick to kneel to pray the rosary, Dora would 
sit him beside her while holding baby Lucía. At the end of a rosary 
Mystery, when we prayed the “Gloria,” Rafael would “bless” Dora; 
such was the care and love Rafael had for his mom. 

 

9/24/2006. Rafael at his cousin’s birthday party 

WE STOPPED SENDING RAFAEL TO SCHOOL 
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A lady parishioner, Mrs. M., asked Dora if she needed any help 
home-schooling Rafael. Dora was pleased to hear that Mrs. M. was 
willing to help. Mrs. M. had been a teacher at Saint Mary’s 
Academy, and she was a very good one. That gave us a lot of 
confidence that Rafael would be in good hands. 

 

Dora and Mrs. M. then met to agree on times she would teach 
Rafael, and a schedule was planned. When Rafael heard that Mrs. 
M. was going to be his teacher, he was happy. 

 

Rafael and Mrs. M. used to play a phonics card game to help Rafael 
with his sounds, and Mrs. M. would always let him win. Rafael once 
told her with concern, and perhaps embarrassment; “You need to 
practice more.” 

 
On the first day they met, Mrs. M. gave Rafael a folder in which to 
keep all his work, and she asked him to draw a picture on his folder. 
Mrs. M. does this with all the children she tutors, and usually, they 
draw homes, flowers, etc. Rafael drew a Crucifix with red slashes 
showing our Lord’s wounds, a bird depicting the Holy Ghost, and 
Our Lady of Guadalupe crying. When Mrs. M. asked him why he 
had drawn that picture, Rafael answered that Our Lady of 
Guadalupe was sad to see Her Son getting hurt. 

 

One time after class, Mr. M. was picking up all her materials when 
Rafael asked if he could help her carry her things to the car. Mrs. 
M. replied, “But you don’t have shoes, and your driveway is all 
gravel. You may hurt your feet.” Rafael answered, “That is OK. I’ll 
just offer it up!” 
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Rafael’s drawing on his folder 
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PREPARING FOR HOLY COMMUNION 
 

As we told Fr. Griego and the nuns the news of Rafael’s condition, 
Sister MC wanted to begin preparing Rafael for his First Holy 
Communion. When Rafael found out that he was going to receive 
Holy Communion, he became very, very happy. 

 
Rafael was totally full of joy; it was as if this was the greatest event 
that had ever happened to him. At the tender age of six, one of the 
biggest events for him was his birthday, because we would have a 
nice party with the entire family. There would be games, presents, 
and a piñata to break. Rafael would wait anxiously for the day of 
his birthday, but the notion of making his First Holy Communion 
was even a bigger event than his birthday! 

 
As soon as Rafael found out about his Holy Communion, he could 
not stop talking about it. He told his uncles, aunts, grandparents, 
brothers and sisters, friends from his class, his teacher, and 
everyone he could talk to about it. 

 

Rafael was indeed full of happiness, excitement, and expectation; 
the happiness that wrapped Rafael was contagious. We could tell 
what feelings were in his heart. It was something so big that he 
could not hold back; Rafael was telling everyone that he was going 
to receive God in his heart. 
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The relationship between Rafael and the instructing nun or 
“Sister,” as he called her, was that of a son and a mother. The 
sisters were teaching Rafael about God and how much God loved 
him; Rafael seemed to have a great understanding of how much 
God loved him and all of us. He was so excited about going to the 
convent to learn about God that he could not wait for the day to 
receive religious instructions. 

 
When Rafael came home from the convent, he would rush to tell 
us all the things he learned, and what impressed me the most was 
that Rafael believed with all his understanding that God loved him 
so much that there was a chance that God would call him to be with 
Him. 

 

Rafael also understood that God had the power to heal him and to 
make the “white thing in his head” go away if it was God’s will. But 
at the same time, Rafael knew that God could take him to Heaven, 
and that was OK as well. 

 
We developed a deep appreciation of our time with Rafael, and 
when we looked at him, a sincere feeling of love would take us 
over. We would tell Rafael, “We love you very much, Rafa,” and he 
would answer, “I know, but God loves me more!” This answer filled 
our hearts with joy! 

 

Rafael knew and felt that God loved him. What a beautiful and 
consoling truth! Most of us who are older and perhaps married, 
have experienced that feeling of love, either from our parents, 
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siblings, or spouse, and we know how great that feels, but being 
loved by almighty God, beats any love! 

 
By this time, the external side effects of the steroids were obvious. 
Rafael’s face and stomach were swelling up, and he was constantly 
hungry and becoming very sentimental. 

 

October 2006: Rafael and Lucía. 
The effects of the steroids were showing on his face. 
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TRYING EVERYTHING… 
 

The oncologist at the children’s hospital called us for a meeting. He 
wanted us to meet with the person in charge of the radiation 
program and with him. As we drove to the hospital, we got a phone 
call from a nurse telling us what to do for “tomorrow’s surgery.” I 
told her, “I think you have the wrong patient. My son is not having 
surgery.” She insisted that Rafael was indeed the correct patient 
and that he was scheduled for an outpatient procedure that was 
going to facilitate the dispensing of the chemotherapy. I told the 
nurse to give me the doctor’s name, and she paused and said, “Let 
me call you back.” After a few minutes, she called back and told 
me, “Never mind. When you get to the hospital, the oncologist will 
talk to you about it.” 

 

We arrived at the hospital, parked, and embarked on a long walk 
through a labyrinth of hallways to find the office. When we finally 
arrived, the nurse escorted us to a small room, about 10’ by 6’, then 
the oncologist, a social worker, and the radiologist arrived. After 
everyone introduced themselves, we sat down, and all of a sudden, 
it felt crowded. 

 

The oncologist asked if we could speak privately, and we said, “We 
are in private, aren’t we?” Then he asked if they could take Rafael 
out of the room. We said, “No, he knows about the tumor and the 
consequences.” They seemed shocked that this six-year-old boy 
knew that he might die. I guess they were not expecting a child to 
be so aware of his own mortality. 
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The doctor displayed the MRI on the computer screen and 
magnified it so that we could see the tumor very clearly. It looked 
like a yellowish blotch or stain, and it was indeed in a bad place. He 
explained to us how serious the tumor was, and suggested we start 
chemotherapy and radiation as soon as possible. 

 

We asked a lot of questions, and everyone was trying to be “nice” 
and “professional.” The way they communicated was a little 
unclear to us, and this was a situation that we had to understand 
completely. Rafael’s life depended on this. The language was 
ambiguous, so we asked everyone to stop sugarcoating and to 
speak frankly. The oncologist cleared his throat and looked at us 
with an expression that reflected his words: “You want the crude 
truth? Well, here it comes. Rafael is in grave danger of dying. The 
tumor is situated in the worst possible place, the stem of the 
brain.” Dora and I looked at each other with a little disgust. We 
drove two hours to hear something we already knew? 

 
We told the oncologist, “We’re aware of that. What do you have to 
offer?” He again gave us a look of impatience or perhaps shock and 
told us his recommendation was that we start a six-week program 
with chemotherapy and radiation as soon as possible—that meant 
in the next three days. 

 

The radiologist jumped in and said, “The combination of both 
chemo and radiation will increase his chances of survival.” As Dora 
and I were trying to digest this statement, the social worker looked 
at us and prompted, “May I ask a question?” We told her, “Yes.” 
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She said, “How do you feel about all this? How are you handling it? 
You seem so calm. I want you to know that we understand what 
you are going through, and if you need any help, we are here for 
you.” 

 
Our reply was a little blunt but practical. “Would it help our 
situation if we started to cry, scream, or have a breakdown? We 
don’t know what to think or feel, but this we know: Rafael and our 
family need us to be clear-minded and pragmatic. We know that 
God loves us, and He’s doing what is best for us. In His wisdom, 
God will provide us with all the help we need.” 

 
The social worker said, “Good for you. I am glad you think this 
way.” We turned quickly to the oncologist and asked him what the 
treatment consisted of since we had no previous knowledge of 
chemotherapy, radiation, how they worked, or their side effects. 

 

The oncologist told us that Rafael would have to have outpatient 
surgery, so they could install a tube under his skin so they could 
administer the chemotherapy. Then the radiologist told us how 
they would administer the radiation treatment and “try” to 
pinpoint the ray of radiation away from the sensitive parts of the 
brain. 

 
The oncologist informed us that the radiologist was an expert in 
her field and how everyone was qualified to help Rafael. He even 
told us to keep track of our mileage and toll tickets because some 
cancer societies would refund those expenses. 
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Going from, “Rafael is going to die; these are your options, now, 
how do you feel?” To “Keep track of your mileage and tolls, etc.,” 
was confusing us. There were too many things coming too fast to 
process at the same time, so we said, “Stop! Let’s focus on the 
benefits and disadvantages of the therapy.” 

 

First, we asked the oncologist what Rafael’s chances of survival 
were. He mumbled something like, “Around 20%.” We replied, 
“What do you mean ‘around’ 20%? We want a straight answer. 
Don’t sugarcoat anything.” Once again, our words were met with 
a look of impatience from the oncologist, who then said, 
“Well...actually we are talking about a 10% chance of survival.” 

 

Once we got a more accurate answer, we asked, “How much time 
does Rafael have?” The oncologist told us, “This is not like what 
happens in the soap operas, where there is a lot of drama when the 
doctors tell their patients, you have six months to live,” He said, “I 
really don’t know. It could be three months, a year, two years. It all 
depends on how he reacts to the treatment.” 

 
We asked about the six-week program and what side effects we 
should expect. For most of the treatment, Rafael would be 
nauseated and would lose all his hair. He would become very weak, 
lose his appetite, and we would have to be away from the family at 
least five days a week since the program was supposed to be five 
days a week with weekends off. 

 
We told him that we were going to think about it and that with a 
prognosis of 10%, we might try some alternative medicine. The 



83 
 

 
 

oncologist went on to tell us how we should be aware of 
“scammers who prey on people like us,” telling us about 
miraculous cures, etc. We acknowledged his comments and then 
thanked everyone in the room. As we were leaving, the oncologist 
encouraged us to keep him abreast of our plans, even if we decided 
not to go ahead with chemo and radiation. 

 
He gave us some literature to take home to read and asked us to 
try and make a quick decision because they wanted to start the 
therapy as soon as possible. 

 
Rafael, as polite as he was, said goodbye to everyone, and then we 
left the office. As we were trying to find our way back to the 
parking lot through the labyrinth of hallways, in my head, the 
words “He has a 10% chance” and the consequences of that 
disturbed me. I am sure Dora was going through the same 
thoughts and emotions, but neither of us said a thing. 

 
We finally got out of the hospital and into the car and drove off. On 
our way back home, we talked about our options, and it was 
difficult to be coherent since we had been bombarded with so 
many questions. We decided to pray the Holy Rosary with the 
intention that our Lady would intercede for us so we could make 
the correct decisions. As we were praying the Our Father, the 
words of “Thy will be done on earth as it is in Heaven” gave us the 
assurance that God is always in control. 

 
After praying, we were more relaxed and agreed that the best 
thing to do when we got home was to be truthful with the children. 
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We would have a family meeting so that we could talk and make a 
decision as a family. 

 
We decided to look at the literature that we got from the hospital, 
and the title of the front page made an instant impression on us. It 
read: “Parental Permission and Child Assent to Participate in a 
Research Study.” 

 
What’s amazing is that when we were at the meeting at the 
hospital, none of the doctors or specialists ever mentioned 
anything about using Rafael as a subject in a research study! 
Throughout our meeting, the doctors talked about the treatment 
as if the program was already developed. They never told us about 
experimental treatments and drugs. 

 
Another statement that made us question this whole thing read 
like this: “WHAT ARE THE BENEFITS OF BEING IN THIS STUDY?” 
The answer stated: “There may or may not be a direct benefit to 
your child from being in this study.” 

 
The last sentence showed us even more “how much they cared.” It 
read: “WHAT ABOUT EXTRA COSTS?” And the answer provided 
said: “Taking part in this study may lead to added costs for you or 
your insurance company; you will have to pay for all procedures 
and treatments in this study.” 

 

At this point in our reading of the document, we felt manipulated 
and totally disgusted by these people. We share this with you 
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because this document played a huge part in our decision NOT to 
go through their “program.” 

 

 

As people found out about Rafael’s condition, we were told about 
the Barrow Neurosurgical Center in Arizona, and their team of 
doctors that deal with impossible cases, like Rafael’s. 

 
I called them and explained the situation; they asked me to express 
mail Rafael’s medical records, including the MRI. One week later, I 
got a phone call. They told us that there was nothing they could 
do. This was indeed an impossible case. The doctor told me that 
he thought Rafael might have from three months to a year. How 
about that for honesty? In our opinion, these doctors honored their 
profession. 

 
Another interesting anecdote is that while Dora and I were 
reviewing the transcripts from one particular doctor, we noted that 
he cataloged Rafael as “average to low-average intellectual ability 
for age.” The interesting thing about the “assessment” by this 
doctor is that he ignored the fact that Rafael was bilingual, with a 
great understanding of what relates to God. Rafael was 
memorizing the questions of the Catechism so he could receive 
Holy Communion. 
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Another “minor” issue is that, when the doctor was asking Rafael 
questions, he was showing Rafael “children’s” TV characters, 
something with which Rafael was not familiar. 

 
The doctor would show Rafael a Teletubby, Sesame Street 
character, or something he had never seen in his life! So, of course, 
Rafael was puzzled, but I bet if he had shown him a statue of St. 
Michael, St. Tarcisius, or any other religious statue, Rafael would 
have been categorized as “above average for his age.” 

 

I am not saying that Rafael never watched TV, but he only watched 
“old cartoons.” His most favorite cartoons were the “old” Bugs 
Bunny and Tom and Jerry. We loved to watch Rafael burst out with 
his wholesome laugh when he watched these cartoons, even 
though he had seen them before. He would still laugh as hard as 
the first time he saw them. 

FAMILY MEETING: NO REGRETS: 
SUNDAY, 9/24/06 

 

Sunday, after church, as we were preparing breakfast, my mind 
was racing. Thoughts of desperation wanted to take me over, but 
knowing that if I broke down, the rest of the family might do the 
same, it would be a selfish act of self-pity. I looked over, and Rafael 
was seated on the barstool, as calm as ever. Rafael knew he might 
die, but there he was, serene and joyful. I collected myself and 
went on to prepare breakfast. 
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The children were setting the table and making orange juice. The 
older girls were putting the finishing touches on pastries, and 
everyone was busy. As soon as I was finished preparing my dish, I 
called a man from our parish. He had a very young child who had 
gone through chemotherapy, and I asked him what the prognosis 
of his child was. He told me they had given him an 80-90% chance 
of living. I could see why he opted to try chemo; his son’s tumors 
were not as malignant as Rafael’s. I thanked him for his time and 
hung up. 

 
We said our prayer before the meal and sat down to eat. We had 
our “typical table conversation” about Father’s sermon, school, 
and any other relevant topic. When we finished eating and 
removed most of the dishes from the table, we told the children 
the news that the doctors had given Rafael only a 10% chance of 
living—even with chemotherapy and radiation. 

 
We explained to the children the effects that chemo and radiation 
would have on Rafael and that he would be sick for the next 6-10 
weeks. He would also probably not see the family for weeks, for I 
could not see us transporting him back and forth if he was very 
sick. 

 
We asked everyone for their opinion, and the children asked 
questions and gave us their feedback. We agreed that we were not 
going to put Rafael through pure misery for a 10% chance of 
survival; we concluded that we would try alternative medicine. 
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Now that we look back at that time, God gave us the wisdom to 
make a good decision. Even a couple of doctors told us that if 
Rafael was their child, they would have made the same decision. 
Instead of Rafael being sick and surely bed-ridden, he was healthy 
enough to be a normal child and do the things he enjoyed, like 
playing with his brothers and enjoying his family to the fullest. 

 
In addition, he was able to have a lucid mind and prepare to receive 
the Sacraments of Holy Communion and Confirmation. He was 
also able to go to the water park, take a trip to Mexico, enjoy his 
birthday party, attend the All Saints’ Day party, participate in the 
annual Posada, and have a great Christmas day. These things 
would have been impossible if he were too weak and sick. 

 
The resolution of the meeting was that we were going to try a new 
diet composed of organic foods and organic supplements. Most of 
the foods we eat are altered genetically, and processed foods have 
too many harmful preservatives like sulfur dioxide—which “helps 
keep food fresh.” To make our point, this is the definition of sulfur 
dioxide in the Encyclopedia Britannica: “The familiar odor of a just- 
struck match is caused by sulfur dioxide (SO2), a heavy, colorless, 
poisonous gas.” 

 
It was a great family meeting that morning; everyone was very 
attentive and treated the entire conversation with the utmost 
respect and seriousness. After the meeting, we gave thanks to God 
and proceeded to clear the table and clean up. 



89 
 

 
 

One thing was made very clear to everyone in our meeting, once 
we checked all the options and made any decision, we would never 
second guess it. We were making the best decisions for Rafael as a 
family. 
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AN ALL-NATURAL DIET FOR EVERYONE 
 

After the family meeting, we concentrated our collective efforts 
toward finding recipes for foods that would boost the immune 
system and could help “shrink” the tumor. We asked friends and 
family for help, did a lot of research on the internet, bought books, 
and dove into everything natural—that included organic herbs and 
foods. 

 
As soon as our family and the people in our parish found out that 
Rafael had incurable cancer, we were bombarded by suggestions 
from every good soul. It was overwhelming, to say the least. 

 
We began by discarding the microwave oven, as we found through 
our research studies that heating or cooking using a microwave 
may kill at least 60 percent of the nutrients on our foods.1 

 

Getting rid of the convenience of the microwave was not a popular 
decision, particularly with our older children. We took it out of the 
kitchen and placed it on the office floor. We had to re-heat 
everything using pots and pans (the old-fashioned way), and it 
didn’t go as smoothly as we thought, but we had to remind 
everyone that we were doing it for the good of the entire family. 

 
After a few days, re-heating food in pots and pans became a 
“natural” occurrence, but since we hadn’t thrown away the 
microwave, we caught a few “violators” sneaking into the office 
and “nuking” their food. All of a sudden, someone would reappear 
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in the kitchen with a hot plate of food, but there were no dirty pots 
or pans in the sink. This tendency lasted a few weeks until a 
mysterious “illness” killed the microwave. 

 
We are not a big meat-eating family; our diet is composed of pasta, 
chicken, vegetables, beans, rice, etc. We began to eat more 
vegetables and replaced artificial sweeteners and candy with fruit. 
We got rid of all the canned foods, stopped drinking soda, and 
began to drink carrot juice combined with spinach leaves and other 
juices. We also stopped drinking “regular milk” and switched to soy 
milk. 

 
The goal was to get Rafael’s body as healthy as possible and to get 
his immune system strong enough to fight the cancerous cells. 
This was a family effort. We were all involved! 

 
As we were making changes in our way of life, we would tell Rafael, 
“This is good because it could help reduce the tumor,” and he 
would say, “Ah, the white thing in my head?” “Yes, Rafael,” we 
would answer, “good food can make you stronger and may help 
beat the white thing in your head.” 

 
These simple conversations made a huge, positive impact on 
Rafael, for he understood the cause and effect of whatever we 
were doing, and we never tried to hide anything from him. All 
along, he knew the truth, and in knowing the truth, we could 
approach him with any type of treatment. He would understand it 
and refer back to the goal, which was to beat the tumor. 
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Whenever he had to take a bitter or “disgusting” medicine, he 
would ask, “Is this going to help beat the white thing in my head?” 
To which we would answer, “With God’s help, we hope so.” Then 
he would offer up the sacrifice of such a bad-tasting medicine and 
would take it all. 
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THE “YUCKY STUFF” 
 

Someone told us about the healing and antibiotic properties of 
garlic, so we read about it and agreed that garlic was safe to take. 
We began to give Rafael a small chopped clove of garlic three to 
four times a day. Talk about “nasty taste” and what about that 
smell? We explained to Rafael that garlic could help beat the white 
thing in his head, and not only would he take it; he would often 
remind us that it was time to take it! 

 
At this stage, Rafael was tripping quite often, and the effects of the 
steroids were causing him to urinate more often than normal. So, 
in the middle of the night, we had him call on us to help him. When 
we helped him pull his pajamas down, and our nose would rest on 
his head, the smell of the garlic would hit us like a ton of bricks. It 
was so overwhelming at times; it almost made us sick to our 
stomachs. But the fact that this wonderful healing bulb could help 
Rafael beat the “white thing in his head,” gave us hope and made 
it tolerable to our senses. 

 

Dora was preparing healthy foods that included lots of green herbs 
like spinach, broccoli, okra, and green beans. In addition to these, 
she would incorporate shiitake and maitake mushrooms, which 
have great healing properties. 

 
Other supplements Rafael took were flaxseed oil, Max3, Manapol 
Powder (Gold with maitake mushroom) BioMix, Bio Shark, and a 
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colon cleanser called Paraway Pak that has an array of fiber, plant 
compounds, and herbs. 

 
Out of all of the natural supplements Rafael was taking, spirulina 
was probably the worst. This dark blue-green algae powder is 
known for its high content of protein (which is about 65-70% versus 
beef, which is about 22% protein), and Rafael could not stand it. 

 
The taste and odor of the spirulina were repugnant to Rafael, and 
he would struggle every time he had to take it once a day. We tried 
to make it more appealing by mixing it with juices, but the taste 
and odor were overwhelming. Rafael would just offer it up and 
take it. 

 

Rafael was so “in tune” with his treatment, that when we were 
preparing to eat a meal, Dora or one of the girls would ask him, 
“Rafa, what do you want to eat?” He would reply, “You have to give 
me my medicine first!” 

 
Rafael displayed a great sense of humor, even while eating or 
taking his “medicine.” Sometimes, we would make a juice for us 
and would add spirulina and take it alongside Rafael to show 
solidarity and encourage him. He would laugh when he saw our 
faces as we drank that “yucky stuff” as he called it. 
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FIRST HOLY COMMUNION: 10/8/06 
 

The priest, with the help of the sisters, was supervising Rafael’s 
preparation for his First Holy Communion. Rafael was very excited 
and happy; his face would radiate joy every time we talked about 
it. Finally, the awaited day came, and Rafael was ecstatic. A few 
days earlier, he had picked his brother, Louie, as his godfather. 

 

Dora helped Rafael get dressed in his white suit. He looked very 
handsome and was “all smiles.” Saying that Rafael was happy is an 
understatement! 

 
After he got dressed and everyone was ready, we all went outside 
to take a family picture in front of the statue of the Sacred Heart. 
Rafael was so happy that when we had finished taking the picture, 
he jumped off the stone wall that surrounds the Sacred Heart and 
fell and got a grass stain on his white pants. 

 

At church, we sat down in the first of the two pews reserved for the 
family. Rafael sat on the first seat on the Epistle Side of the altar; I 
sat next to Rafael and Louie. 

 
I whispered in Rafael’s ear several prayers and spoke to him about 
how much God loves him. I told him that God wanted to come to 
his heart. When I told him that, he turned to me with a beautiful 
glowing smile and gave me an expression of excitement and 
assurance that he knew what was going to happen. 
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As I kept talking to Rafael, he became serious for a while, then 
began to giggle. I promptly asked him to be more serious, and as 
he looked at me with a glowing face, he replied, “Dad, I can’t stop. 
I am happy!” I was stunned and felt he had put me in my place. How 
can I argue with that answer? He was overflowing with joy and 
expectation! 

 
During the Holy Mass, I would whisper in his ear, “Rafa, God loves 
you so much. God is coming.” When I said this, I could see him 
shiver with excitement. At the moment of the consecration, I told 
him, “God is here, and He’s coming to you very soon.” Rafael was 
looking at the Altar very attentively with a happy grin on his face. 

 

Finally, the moment came in which God, our Lord, was to come 
into Rafael completely. His Body and Soul totally submerged into 
Rafael’s heart. Louie took him to the Communion Rail, where they 
knelt, and Rafael tilted his head, closed his eyes, and opened his 
mouth. The priest laid the host on his tongue. As Rafael closed his 
mouth, he made the sign of the Cross and walked back to the pew 
with Louie. 
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October 8th, 2006 

Rafael Receiving Holy Communion 
 

 
Rafael could almost not bear it. His face was about to burst with 
total happiness and contentment. The thought of oh God, take him 
now, take him in the midst of this rapture of intimacy, love, and 
immense joy did cross my mind. This was an unselfish thought 
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when I looked at Rafael’s face. I knew his love for God was greater 
than the love he had for his earthly family, and that was OK with 
me, for I knew we would see him in Heaven again. 

 
Back in the pew, we knelt and gave thanks to God for this most 
beautiful grace. Rafael was full of joy; his eyes sparkled, and his 
cheeks swelled up, showing his big bright smile. Finally, Jesus had 
come into his heart. Jesus was all his, and he was all Jesus’s! 

 
As the joyful occasion called for, after Holy Mass. we had a nice 
party to celebrate. We invited all of our family, Rafael’s first-grade 
teacher, and a few close friends. Since Rafael could not have any 
artificial sweets, like candy, we brought all the fruits he enjoyed; in 
addition, he was allowed to have one piece of cake, just for this 
occasion. Rafael was very happy. In terms of his health, he had a 
great day, and God provided us with beautiful sunny weather. 
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Rafael with the cake that the girls made for him on the day of his Holy 
First Communion 
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Rafael’s Holy Communion Card 
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After his First Holy Communion, Rafael attended Holy Mass and 
received our Lord almost every day. Right after the “Our Father,” 
he would ask for help to begin his preparation for Holy 
Communion. We would read some prayers, and he would start 
giggling. After receiving our Lord, he would begin to giggle again. 
We would say the thanksgiving prayers, and he would still giggle. 
When we told him to stop giggling and to take Holy Communion 
more seriously, he said, “But Dad, I am just too happy. I don’t do 
this on purpose. I feel God tickling me.” 

 
Due to the progression of cancer, there were times when Rafael 
would have a bad day. On these days, Dora would not wake him up 
for 7:30 am Holy Mass but would let him sleep. Then Rafael would 
get upset and complain, saying, “Mom, why didn’t you wake me 
up? I wanted to go to early Mass!” To which Dora would reply, “But 
you tell us that sometimes you can’t sleep, so I let you rest.” From 
that day forth, Dora made a deal with Rafael to take him to the 
11:00 am Mass instead. 
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October 8th, 2006, Rafael with his brother and godfather, Louie, 

on the day of Rafael’s Holy Communion 
 

October 8th, 2006, Rafael with Fr. Griego 

on the day of Rafael’s Holy Communion 
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WE ARE GOING TO MEXICO: 10/11/06 
 

As word about Rafael’s condition spread, we were overwhelmed 
by the advice of good-natured people who made suggestions like: 
“Don’t let him eat meat or eggs,” “Try this supplement,” “This or 
that thing cured so and so of their cancer,” and “Feed him organic 
this or that.” All that “advice” became almost a burden, and we 
were confused! Were we overloading Rafael with too many 
supplements? Was he taking the correct ones? Were we following 
the best diet or program for him? 

 

In addition to Rafael’s supplements and diet, his medicine (the 
steroids) was about to run out. We were concerned that the 
swelling of the tumor was going to take over, and his condition was 
going to deteriorate very quickly. 

 
We had to find an alternative way to bring the swelling down, as 
the steroids were only a “temporary fix” and had serious side 
effects. We had to find out if we were following the correct steps. 

 
We began to research “Alternative Cure Centers,” and found 
many, especially in Canada, Europe, and just across the southern 
border. We thought that clinics across the southern border would 
be more reasonable in terms of cost, but we were wrong! These 
clinics charged upwards of $10,000 for a monthly treatment! And 
they had very little to offer, or, at least, we thought so. 
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I sent an email to a group of friends in Mexico telling them about 
Rafael’s condition and asking them if they knew of any “natural” 
doctors that might work with alternative medicine. 

 
On the same day, as I was driving back from work around 7:00 pm, 
my friend from Mexico called and told me about a doctor in 
Guadalajara, Mexico, who had a young son who’d died of cancer. 
After that traumatic experience, he dedicated his life to find a cure 
for cancer. He gave me his phone number and encouraged me to 
call him. I pulled the car over on a side street, parked, and called 
the doctor. 

 
As I was dialing, all sorts of thoughts were flying around my head. 
Could it be possible that we can beat his cancer? Could it be possible 
that Rafael would walk and run again? The phone rang with a 
distinctive tone that differentiated it from the ring tone of the 
States. 

 

I introduced myself to the doctor who answered, and we talked for 
about 30 minutes. He explained to me the treatments to bring 
some of Rafael’s swelling down and that we had to change Rafael’s 
diet. His immediate suggestions were to get him off cow’s milk and 
any other lactose products, not to give him any sweets, and have 
him eat green foods and no more soda—everything that Rafael 
enjoyed was to be taken away! 

 
The doctor asked if it would be possible to bring Rafael to his clinic. 
What was I supposed to say? In all this darkness, I could see a ray of 



105 
 

 
 

hope. “Of course,” I replied, “Let me get tickets, and I’ll call you 
tomorrow.” 

 
As I started the car and drove off, my mind raced. All sorts of 
thoughts flew around in my mind…tickets, I have to get airplane 
tickets. Oh no, I can’t leave, what about work? I can’t leave. There is 
too much to do. How can I train somebody so quickly? Then 
something inside my head screamed: prioritize! Rafael’s life 
depends on this decision…but then again, what about the cost? I 
don’t have money! To halt the confusion, I said a prayer invoking 
the Holy Ghost, and that set me at ease. 

 
I could see a glimmer of hope. Then, all of a sudden, I could see 
Rafael healed, running after the soccer ball, climbing on trees, 
swing sets, and monkey bars, playing and running normally at the 
playground. My heart was pounding, and I could feel it beating in 
my neck. I called Dora to tell her about the conversation and that 
we were going to Mexico to try this treatment. 

 
When I got home, I greeted and kissed all my children, and Dora 
hastily, and then instead of eating dinner, raced to the computer. I 
logged onto the internet, and I searched for tickets, hoping to find a 
deal—a bargain. My heart was still racing, and I was thinking, what 
are the odds of finding a deal? 

 

As we all know, getting economical tickets—let alone international 
tickets—with less than 14 days’ advance is almost impossible! I was 
sure that I was going to pay around $600-800 per ticket. Then I said 
a prayer, and to my delight, found tickets for less than $400! 
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I sprung from my chair in front of the computer and ran into the 
kitchen, and as I told Dora about the inexpensive tickets, she said, 
“I am going, too. I need to learn about the treatments and the 
specifics of the diet, as I am the one who’s going to work closely 
with Rafael, especially when you are at work.” It made perfect 
sense to me, so I booked tickets for Rafael, Dora, baby Lucía, and 
me. Baby Lucía was an infant, so we only paid taxes for her. 
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SACRAMENT OF CONFIRMATION: 

10/14/06 
 

Since Rafael’s condition was not improving, our priest and the 
sisters decided that Rafael was ready for the sacrament of 
Confirmation. 

 
Typically, the Sacrament Confirmation is administered by a 
Bishop, but since none were available and this was an 
“extraordinary” case, with special permission, Fr. Goettler 
scheduled the ceremony for Saturday, October 14th. 
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Rafael receiving the Sacrament of Confirmation 

 
When Rafael found out he was going to receive the Sacrament of 
Confirmation, he was very happy, for he understood that the Holy 
Ghost was to strengthen him and that he was going to become a 
soldier of God. 

 

Rafael, again, picked his older brother, Louie, as his godfather. 
Rafael chose the name of Michael as his confirmation name 
because, according to Rafael, St. Raphael and St. Michael are good 
friends! After his confirmation, we had a party; again, Rafael had a 
great time. 
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TRIP TO MEXICO AND LOOKING FOR 
ALTERNATIVE CURES: 10/18-10/25/06 

 

When we told Rafael we were going to Mexico; he was very happy, 
the first thing he said was, “Can we go see a Mariachi band? And 
can we go see a soccer game?” In that moment, he had forgotten 
we were going to spend a lot of time at the doctor’s office, but we 
promised him we would make our best effort to make his wishes 
come true. After all, what could we say? 

 
We arrived at the international airport in Guadalajara, Mexico, 
then drove straight to the doctor’s office. We met with the doctor, 
and in explaining Rafael’s condition as before, we tried to be 
expedient and efficient, as we showed him the MRI prints. 

 
When we finished updating the doctor, he immediately began the 
treatment. 

 
First, Rafael was put on a magnetic bed for about 40 minutes, and 
then he went into another room for a reflexology session. 
According to the doctor, our bodies have energy, and reflexology 
helps unblock these channels of energy. 
Every cell in the body is like a little battery. To successfully bring 
nourishment in and take poisons out, the cell has to be fully 
charged. In a cancerous cell, the charge (called cell voltage) drops 
from 90 millivolts to less than 40 millivolts. If Rafael used 
reflexology, good nutrition, and the rest of the program, there was 
a good chance of reversing the cancer. 
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Rafael went through a thorough cleaning of his intestines, and this 
was not a pleasant thing, but he behaved so well that the nurse 
told us he was the first child she had ever seen who didn’t complain 
or cry. 

 

The last treatment of the day was to seat Rafael in a basin of cold 
water that was about eight inches from his waist. Again, no 
complaints or cries; instead, Rafael laughed at how cold the water 
felt! All along, we were reminding him to offer it up, and he did. 

 
The next day, Rafael woke up with a “big headache.” He was 
congested and could not breathe well, but after his reflexology 
treatment, the headache went away, and his nose drained. That 
made Rafael feel much better, and he slept very well. 

 
The treatment went on for five days with much the same routine: 
a magnetic bed for one hour, reflexology massage, and the cold 
baths that were to be given to him at home as well. 

 
The doctor also added hot and cold towel treatments 

(hydrotherapy) to Rafael’s healing regimen. These consisted of 

placing Rafael on his stomach and applying a hot/warm towel for 
60 seconds, then applying a cold one for another 60 seconds. This 
was to be done seven times. When it was getting close to bedtime, 
Rafael would remind Dora to do the treatment as this would relax 
him, and he could sleep well. 

 

Of course, Rafael wanted all of us to sleep in the same room. 
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But we were preparing two separate sleeping rooms the first night 
we were there, one for Dora and baby Lucía, and the other for 
Rafael and me. We slept in that arrangement our first night, but 
the next evening as we were preparing to go to sleep after our 
evening prayers, Rafael told me he wanted all of us to sleep in the 
same room as a family. 

 
I told Rafael that the beds were too small, and he would be more 
comfortable in his own bed. But he insisted that he wanted us to 
be together, so we dropped a small mattress on the floor, where I 
slept. Dora, baby Lucía, and Rafael slept sideways on a twin bed. It 
sure was uncomfortable, but we could not deny Rafael’s request. 
His persistence that we be together as a family won us over. 
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RAFAEL OFFERS HIMSELF AS VICTIM: 
10/20/06 

 

We had just come back from the clinic, and Dora had finished 
Rafael’s treatment, which consisted of filling up a small tub with 
about eight inches of cold water, so Rafael could sit there for 10-15 
minutes. The treatment was supposed to help bring down the 
swelling of his spinal nerves, and after this, we applied the hot/cold 
towel treatment. 

 
Needless to say, the treatment in which he had to sit in cold water 
was very uncomfortable, at least until his body got used to it. As 
we all know, when cold water touches warm skin, it stings as if pins 
are penetrating the skin, and shivers run throughout the body. But 
Rafael never complained, he just offered up. 

 
As Dora was cleaning up the shower after the treatment that day, 
I was drying him in the room with a towel. As he lay on the 
mattress, I asked him, “Rafa, are you offering this up?” He 
answered, “Yes, Papi.” Then I said, “I know you are suffering, but I 
am glad you are offering it up.” Rafael looked at me with his big 
brown eyes full of innocence and told me, “And I want to suffer 
more for priests, the Religious, and the Holy Souls in Purgatory and 
for my family.” 

 

I was stunned and a little confused by his answer! So, I asked him, 
“Do you know what you are saying?” He replied, “Yes, Papi, I know 
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what I am saying. I want to suffer more, so I can offer it for priests, 
the Religious, the Holy Souls, and my family.” 

 
I was moved to the point where my throat felt like it was closing, 
and I was going to choke. I immediately called Dora, and when she 
came in, I asked Rafael, “Can you tell Mom what you just told me?” 
He calmly repeated, “I want to suffer more, and I want to offer it 
up for priests, the Religious, the Holy Souls, and my family.” 

 
Dora and I looked at Rafael with the tenderest love, but we were a 
little puzzled. Then Dora locked eyes with me, and all of a sudden, 
it seemed that I could read her soul. We both felt the same thing: 
we were proud of Rafael for his valiant and generous attitude, but 
we felt the sorrow people feel when a loved one departs on a long 
journey. 

 

“I want to suffer more.” What terrorizing words for a parent to 
hear, since we, as parents, suffer when our children suffer… I 
couldn’t help but think what Calvary awaited us. These were our 
thoughts, but in the midst of the astonishment, we understood 
that God would take care of Rafael, for when God accepts you as a 
victim, you are immediately under His care. 

 

As we remembered the following passage, we were resigned to 
support him on his decision: 

 

“Greater love than this no man hath, that a man lay down his life 
for his friends.” St. John 15:13 
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We kissed, hugged, and gave Rafael our blessing as if it was our 
approval for his valiant commitment. 
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NO PAIN MEDICINE 
 

The doctor had explained to us that Rafael was going to experience 
excruciating headaches and that they may become intolerable. 
We talked about a procedure that would allow fluid from his skull 
to drain out as a possibility to relieve the pain, but for the moment, 
she prescribed Tylenol with Codeine. 

 

The inflammation of the affected tumor area began causing a lot 
of pressure, thus triggering migraine-like headaches. There were 
times when all of a sudden, Rafael would scream, “My head hurts 
really bad!” and tears would flow as if they’d squirted out of his big 
brown eyes. Instantly, Rafael would wrap his hands around the 
sides and back of his head. 

 

The words “My head hurts really bad” were like lances penetrating 
our hearts. Our throats would tighten up, and we wanted to 
scream in frustration. Our first reaction was to reach out and hug 
him as if our parental love would ease his pain. 

 
Immediately, we would say, “We will get you pain medicine right 
away, but please offer it up. Don’t let your suffering go to waste.” 
One of the children would run downstairs to the refrigerator to get 
the medicine, and as soon as he saw it, he would calmly say, “No, 
that is OK. I don’t want it. I’ll just offer it up!” Then just as fast as 
the pain showed up, it would subside as if the Hand of God had 
wiped the pain off his head as a reward for Rafael having been 
brave enough to accept it. 
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We know that God loved Rafael so much that He was with him at 
all times watching Rafael, and we know God was pleased by 
Rafael’s offering of his pain. How else can we explain the fact that 
Rafael would refuse the pain medicine—that he was a six-year-old 
child, not wanting relief from the head-pounding, screeching pain? 

 

Some of us can’t even tolerate a mild headache or pain without 
reaching for a couple of pills to make it go away. The more I think 
about those moments, the more I am amazed by the grace God 
gave Rafael. He would make it look so easy and dismiss his pain as 
we dismiss a plate of food when we are too full. Rafael even 
dismissed the pain medicine with some disgust saying, “No, that is 
OK. I don’t want it.” 

 
As people use the cliché “no pain, no gain” to explain that it takes 
effort and pain to obtain anything worthwhile in this world, this is 
the same in the spiritual realm. For all worthy things require 
sacrifice and pain, but the reward in the spiritual realm is eternal, 
and Rafael somehow knew that! 

 

Rafael went without pain medicine while he was at home until the 
day he went to Heaven. 



118 
 

 
 

RAFAEL’S 7th BIRTHDAY: 

10/29/06 
 

Rafael’s birthday was approaching fast, and several family 
members from Dora’s family hired a couple of clowns, and we 
planned a big party. Family came from Chicago, Indiana, and New 
Mexico. It was a big event, and everyone wanted to be with Rafael 
on his special day. 

 

Dora and the girls baked a nice cake and decorated the office room 
in the old garage. We also bought a piñata filled with candy for this 
special occasion. Rafael was very excited to have all his aunts and 
cousins with him; he wanted “time with the whole family.” 

 
When the time came to break the piñata, Rafael took a turn, and 
he did well, and when someone broke it, he still “dove” for candy, 
even though he knew he could not have any sweets. Instead, he 
gave it to his sister, Ana, and brother, Pedro. 

 
The clowns were a little boring, but they kept the children engaged 
with games and balloons. They painted the children’s faces and 
gave them prizes. Later in the evening, we cut the cake, and Uncle 
Juan brought out his guitar and played songs for Rafael. 

 

One of Rafael’s favorite songs is “Cielito Lindo,” and, of course, his 
uncle played it for him accompanied by his three little boys. It was 
a memorable day for all of us and a very happy and special day for 



119 
 

 
 

Rafael. We will always be grateful to our family for bringing Rafael 
such joy on his last birthday. 

 

Uncle Juan, playing for Rafael 
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Rafael with his Superman piñata 
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ALL SAINTS DAY PARTY 
 

We celebrate the feast of “All Saints Day” on the first day of 
November, instead of Halloween. When we were going through 
his “all-natural” treatment, Rafael would ask Dora to read him a 
story while he sat for his cold-water treatment in the tub. 

 

Rafael’s favorite stories, especially before he received Holy 
Communion, came from a booklet by Father Francis called “Saints 
of the Eucharist.” One particular story was titled, “A Boy Who 
Carried Jesus.” 

 
In this true story, there was a boy, who during the persecution of 
Christians in the early centuries, volunteered to carry the Eucharist 
to prisoners. For if the pagans would see a priest carrying the 
Eucharist, they would kill him. 

 
The little boy’s name was Tarcisius, and he was a brave boy who 
died as a martyr performing his duty of taking the Eucharist to the 
Christian prisoners. Tarcisius would carry the Eucharist on his chest 
and would protect it by wrapping his hands around it. 

 

Rafael was so impressed by this story that he elected to dress up 
as St. Tarcisius for the All Saints Day party given by the school. 
Before he’d heard the story, he wanted to be St. Michael, for 
Rafael had a great devotion to him. But Rafael also had a great 
devotion to the Holy Eucharist, so this was a logical decision for 
him. 
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His sisters and Dora made up the costume, and Rafael was pleased 
with it. The drawback was that Tarcisius held the Eucharist on his 
chest with both hands, but because of his condition, Rafael could 
not place his left hand on his chest, so Dora tucked it inside the 
cloak. 
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Rafael at the “All Saints Day Party” dressed as St. Tarcisius. Notice his 
left hand inside his chest. 11/1/2006 

 
Rafael had a great time at the party even though he could not have 
any sweets, and promptly told the people in charge of the games 
that very fact. Somehow, he managed to get a bag of candy, but 
he didn’t take any. He said he was saving it just in case he got 
better, but he ended up giving it to his brothers and sisters. 
During the party, there were many games, and Rafael managed to 
win one. He received a small statue of the Sacred Heart of Jesus as 
a prize. This statue is now placed by the “orders” of his little 
brother Pedro on the sill of the staircase window. Pedro said that 
he was going to place it there and that we must say, “Jesus, I love 
you,” on our way up or down the stairs. 

 
During the party, children from Rafael’s classroom came up to him 
and told him that they were glad he was there. After the party 
ended, Rafael told us that for the next year, he wanted to be St. 
Michael. In 2007, to honor his brother Rafael, Pedro went to the 
party dressed as St. Raphael. 
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Pedro dressed as St. Raphael in honor of Rafael with his little sister, Ana. 
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RAFAEL, PRAYING FOR EVERYONE 
 

Rafael developed a liking for prayer very quickly, and his prayers 
before going to bed went from about five minutes to over 30 
minutes! Rafael simply kept adding prayers to his nightly prayers. 
Every time we told him someone asked us to pray for them or if he 
received a card or money, he would add them to his prayers. 

 

Even our rosary prayers got longer when Rafael decided to add a 
prayer of thanksgiving to St. Raphael for all the people who were 
showing us kindness. He also added that prayer to his nightly 
prayers. 

 
When one of the nuns asked Rafael to pray for a sick bed-ridden 
girl and a fellow classmate, Rafael diligently added their names to 
his list. 

 
Rafael had a generous heart, and if he couldn’t return a material 
favor, he added that person’s name to his daily prayers. 

 

 

FAST DETERIORATION: 
THE TUMOR HAS GROWN 
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In December, we noticed Rafael was experiencing a quick 
deterioration, so we asked the doctor to order a new MRI. 

 
On December 15th, we received the results of the new MRI. It 
showed that the tumor had grown one inch in circumference. 

 

My first reaction was of great disappointment. I wanted to hear 
that my son was getting better and that we were going to beat this 
monster, but on the contrary, the situation was worse. 

 
I wanted to cry, scream, and kick something. I wanted just to go 
crazy, but God in His infinite mercy didn’t allow it. Instead, I called 
my wife and told her the news. Dora, as tactful as ever, told me, “It 
is God’s will. Let’s just leave it alone for now. We can talk when you 
come home.” 

 
At this time, we knew the inevitable consequences of the tumor. 
We prayed and asked for strength. When we told the children and 
Rafael the news, there was silence, but we grabbed hold of our 
faith and hoped for the best. 
As always, Rafael was calm. He acted as if it was no big deal. There 
were no tears, no drama, and no anger. Because of his attitude, we 
all avoided self-pity. Because if he was strong, what right did we 
have to break down? 
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COMPLETE DETACHMENT OF EARTHLY 
THINGS AND A GREAT SENSE OF 

GENEROSITY 
 

After taking Rafael to get the second MRI, I felt an urge to make 
him happy. I told him, “Rafa, I want to take you to a toy store so 
you can get whatever you want.” He looked at me and said, “Dad, 
I didn’t bring my money.” I replied, “Don’t worry, Mommy and 
Daddy will buy anything you want.” He replied, “But I don’t want 
you to waste your money.” This comment was a shock to me, for 
what seven-year-old answers in that manner? After quickly 
recovering from the shock, my only incoherent reply was, “Don’t 
worry about that, OK?” 

 

We arrived at the toy store, and I placed Rafael inside a shopping 
cart and told him, “Rafa, pick whatever you want. Anything you 
want, you understand?” I really wanted to make him happy, and I 
was thinking he was going to pick an electric car, the kind you 
climb on and ride—for he’d always wanted one. 

 
We went through every aisle, and when we got to the toy swords, 

he said, “I want that,” and pointed to a knight set with a 
sword, shield, and mask ”For Pedro,” he clarified. I said, “No, Rafa, 
pick something for you. We want you to get a toy for you.” He 
replied, “But I want something for Pedro.” As we browsed aisle by 
aisle, he told me, “I really don’t want anything.” I insisted,  “Come 
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on, there must be something you like here. This is a big toy store!” 
Rafael replied, “Nah, I don’t want anything.” 

 
We walked out of the toy store empty-handed, and I was 
impressed by the way Rafael looked at the whole experience. He 
wasn’t interested in getting anything for himself but only wanted 
something for his brother. 

 
Rafael seemed to be completely detached from earthly things. 
Once, when his reflexology therapist gave Rafael a stuffed dog, as 
soon as she handed it to him, he said, “Mrs. J., wait a minute. I will 
be back.” Then he went up to his room and came back with another 
small stuffed dog and gave it to her. 

 

Another time, an older lady in church, gave him a beautiful rosary, 
and Rafael told Dora, “Mommy, I need to give her something.” 
When he came home, Rafael went to his room and found a holy 
card of St. Raphael. Every time he went to church, he would look 
for the lady. Unfortunately, he never got the chance to give her the 
card as she fell ill and died. 
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WHEELCHAIR 
 

Rafael kept struggling to stay on his feet, so we took him to a 
physical therapist to get a special brace for his leg and arm, but 
these helped very little. Our doctor then recommended that we 
get him a wheelchair. This was a tremendous blow to my ego and 
pride. I didn’t want to see my son in a wheelchair. What parent 
would want that? 

 
I certainly understand that wheelchairs help people get around, 
but to me, the wheelchair meant that we were losing our son, and 
we were losing the war to the tumor. The wheelchair was a loud 
and clear reminder that Rafael was deteriorating, and that was 
devastating. 

 

I remember going to the motor vehicle department to get a 
“handicap” tag that would allow us to park in handicap parking 
spaces when Rafael was with us. When the lady was issuing me the 
tag, she asked what was wrong with my son. When I told her he 
had cancer, she looked at me with pity, and pity was the last thing 
I wanted. 

 

Dora and I went to Topeka to pick up a wheelchair from a center 
that rents them out at very low prices. This place supplies various 
aids for the handicapped, and if you can’t afford what you need, 
they will lend it to you for free. 
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We met with one of the directors and explained our situation, and 
she took us down to the basement where they had many 
wheelchairs and asked us to look for one for Rafa. As we went 
through a few wheelchairs, we found one that we thought Rafa 
would like. 

 

It was a Harley Davison wheelchair and was “cool.” The front 
wheels had lights, and when we turned off the lights at home, and 
Rafael moved from one place to another, the lights on the chair lit 
up colorfully. Rafael loved it! 

 
I was all uptight about the whole wheelchair ordeal because, as an 
adult, I have too much pride. Yet, Rafael, the actual user of the 
wheelchair, thought nothing of it at all. He was entertained and 
amazed by it. He thought of it as a nice toy to get around—such a 
simple and innocent mind! 
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Rafael in his Harley Davidson wheelchair. 2006. 
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SPEECH AND THROAT SPECIALIST 
 

By the middle of December 2006, Rafael had a really difficult time 
swallowing his food and drinks. It looked like he was choking every 
time he ate or drank, and he had to clear his throat regularly. We 
talked to Dr. G and decided to bring him to the specialist. 

 

The specialist was impressed with Rafael’s disposition to comply 
with her requests. Rafael was happy and calm and performed all 
her requests with prompt attention. 

 
The recommendations of the specialist were that we feed Rafael 
thin liquids in small doses and for Rafael to tuck his chin, which 
would block the airway, so that food would not go through there. 
From that day on, Rafael had to tuck his chin every time he ate or 
drank. The danger of choking was always present, as his tongue 
was not retracting properly. 

 
Since Rafael wasn’t eating as well as he should, he began to lose 
weight. So, we met with Dr. G, and she suggested we have a 
feeding tube installed for two reasons: one, the danger of choking 
would be eliminated, and two, proper nutrition would help him 
stay strong. 
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“I THINK GOD WANTS ME TO GO TO 
HEAVEN.” 12/17/06 

 

Rafael was getting headaches and was nauseated more often. Yet 
he refused any medicine. He was also salivating, and his speech 
was slurred. At times, it was very difficult to understand him, but 
he was happy, still joking around and playing cards. Not as much 
as before, but he was somewhat active. 

 
On 12/17/07, after his bedtime prayers, he was on his bed, and I was 
caressing his head and face, when I asked him, “Rafa, God loves 
you very much, do you remember when you told me that you 
wanted to suffer more for the Religious, priests, nuns and your 
family?” He replied, “Yes, Dad, I remember.” Then I asked him, “Do 
you still want to suffer?” He looked at me and said, “Yes, Dad.” I 
said, “Rafa, do you think God will allow you to stay with us, or does 
He want you to go to Heaven?” He quickly replied, “Dad, I think 
God wants me to go to Heaven.” 

 

As I was caressing him, he asked me, “Dad, how do people go to 
Heaven?” I answered, “We have to die in order to go to Heaven. I 
am going to die. Mom is going to die. Everyone is going to die.” 
Then he asked, “But how do people die?” 
He was calm, and his eyes were fixed on my face as if he wanted to 
study my facial expression while I answered his questions. I knew, 
at that moment, that I had to be very honest, and yet simple in my 
answers. 
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I told him, “God sends people a sickness or an accident, then they 
die. It is like when you close your eyes and go to sleep. But when 
you wake up, you see God.” His big brown eyes lit up, and with a 
wide, innocent smile, he told me, “I want to see God!” 

 
This, by far, was one of the sweetest moments of our lives. There 
is no doubt that the thought of losing Rafael was unbearable and 
that every time we thought about it, we felt that knot in our throat 
tightening up and choking us, but a great feeling of comfort and 
peace was over us, too. Conforming and uniting our will to the will 
of God brought us immense consolation. 

 
We could feel God’s paternal hand caressing us just like we were 
caressing Rafael, and we felt an internal peace and a willingness to 
let go, with that assurance that Rafael would be in better hands 
and taken care of for eternity! 

 

Things seemed clear now; we experienced a complete 
understanding that God was asking us for Rafael because Rafael 
belonged to Him. And just as we complied with His request, God 
was blessing us at the same time by giving us a saint that would 
help and intercede for us. What a loving Father! 
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SACRAMENT OF EXTREME UNCTION: 
12/21/06 

 

On Thursday, December 21st, I came home from work and found 
Rafael resting on Dora’s lap, his eyes looked drowsy, and his 
breathing was heavy. I kissed them both, and gave Rafael a 
blessing, making the sign of the Cross on his forehead and saying, 
“God bless you.” Then I asked him, “How are you doing? Are you 
OK?” He nodded, yes! 

 

I could see he was having a bad day, and I could also see in Dora’s 
face multiple overlapping expressions of love, anguish, impotence, 
and resignation. I quietly asked her, “How are you doing?” She 
answered, “Rafael has been really sick all day, and I am afraid.” 
Dora is a very strong woman, and for her to tell me, she was afraid, 
caused me to be alarmed. As I tried to look composed, I asked her, 
“Do you want me to do anything?” She said, “No, go ahead and 
eat.” 

 
After I had a quick dinner, Dora called me and pointed to Rafael. 
His face looked as if life was slowly fading. His mouth was half- 
open, and he was breathing very heavily. That reflected in the way 
his chest was expanding and contracting as he was trying to 
breathe. His eyes languished, and his hands rested on his 
abdomen, but he looked peaceful in the arms of Dora. 

 
Dora then requested that I call the priest so Rafael could get the 
last Sacraments. She was afraid he would not make it through the 
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night. After talking to our priest, I left the house to drive to the 
chapel and pick him up. 

 
As I was driving, my heart was pounding, and my mind was 
entertaining all sorts of thoughts, could this be real? I asked myself 
as I looked at the scenery. It looked like everything was in slow 
motion; it seemed like a dream. I kept asking myself, is this real? 
Could this be Rafael’s last day? As I normally do when I am 
bombarded by defeating thoughts, I said a prayer asking God to 
give us the strength we needed to endure this test. 

 
When I arrived at the chapel, I quickly went in to say a prayer, and 
Father Griego appeared. We hastily went out and got in the car. As 
we were driving to the house, I was thanking God for letting us be 
in a place that allowed us in a matter of minutes to get the help of 
a priest. 

 
When we arrived at home, Fr. Griego asked Rafael, “How are you 
doing?” Rafael was perking up and said, “OK, gracias a Dios (OK, 
thanks be to God).” Suddenly, Rafael looked a little better. Father 
Griego went on to set up the necessary things for the ritual and 
asked us to leave the room, so he could hear Rafael’s confession. 

 
After a few minutes, Fr. called us into the room and proceeded 
with the ritual of Extreme Unction. As Fr. was praying, we could 
see Rafael’s eyes coming to life. Rafael was very attentive and 
responsive. We were amazed to see Rafael perfectly focused on 
Father as if he did not want to miss a thing. 
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After the ceremony, Fr. asked Rafael if he wanted anything, and 
Rafael answered, “Yes, I am hungry!” 
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MEETING WITH FR. GOETTLER 
AND DR. G 

 

As Rafael’s condition deteriorated, we had many questions as to 
what we were allowed to do and not do. For example, were we 
allowed to use every means possible to keep him alive, such as 
resuscitation if he stopped breathing? 

 
Or could we keep him alive on a respirator when his lungs 
collapsed? These were indeed tough questions, and we wanted to 
make sure we were complying with Holy Mother Church’s 
commandments. 

 

We arranged a meeting between Fr. Goettler, Dr. G, and Dora and 
me, and at that meeting, we discussed what was “ordinary and 
extraordinary.” As we were talking, Fr. asked us if we thought 
Rafael was having problems consuming the sacred host. If so, 
should Rafael stop receiving Holy Communion? 

 
I had Rafael in my arms, his head resting on my left upper arm, so 
I asked him, “Rafael, do you want to stop receiving Holy 
Communion?” Rafael tried to sit up and quickly shook his head no, 
so Fr. asked him, “Would you like us to give you a smaller piece?” 
Rafael nodded yes, and so it was settled. Fr. was to talk to the other 
priests and instruct them to break up the host in quarters and give 
Rafael only a portion. 
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When we left Father’s office, Rafael was cheerful and continued on 
without any worries. I thought he would ask questions about the 
meeting, but he was calm and content. I can only think that he felt 
confident that we were acting in his best interest; he trusted us! 
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THE POSADA 
 

It is a tradition for us to have Posadas—which consists of nine days 
of special prayers from the 16th-24th of December. During these 
nine days, our family and close friends get together at different 
homes every night and pray the rosary and sing hymns. 

 

Immediately after prayers, we eat and socialize. The ladies prepare 
games to entertain the children, and that includes loteria (bingo) 
and breaking a piñata. The Posadas are a lot of fun for the children, 
and at the same time, we pay homage to the Holy Family at 
Christmas time. 

 
Even though Rafael was so very ill, he kept asking Dora when it 
would be our turn to host the Posada. We wanted to have the 
Posada in our home for his sake, and we decided to do it on 
Christmas Eve. Rafael received the news with utmost joy. 

 

Preparations began around the 20th. We went to the store and 
bought all the necessary things, for we wanted Rafael to enjoy the 
Posada as much as possible. We made about 190 tamales, Dora 
prepared her delicious fruit punch, and Michelle, Christina, and 
Elizabeth prepared desserts that included pies, cake, and cookies. 

 
The climax of the Posada preparations for Rafael was the stuffing 
of the piñata. Even though Rafael couldn’t eat sweets, he wanted 
to fill the piñata with candy so the other children could have some 
sweet treats. 
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Finally, everything was ready, and people began arriving. Rafael 
was very excited, and he waited patiently and eagerly in the living 
room for everyone to arrive. He wanted to greet everyone as they 
came in. He was proud to have family and friends join us for the 
Posada, and Rafael was a good host indeed. As everyone was 
ready, we knelt and prayed the rosary, sang some hymns, and sang 
the Litany of Our Lady. Toward the end, we made the consecration 
of our family to the Child Jesus and finished the praying part of the 
Posada. 

 

Immediately after prayers, we went to the kitchen to enjoy all the 
good food. Christmas Eve fell on Sunday; thus, allowing us to eat 
meat and sweets. Guests brought more food, drinks, and desserts; 
the kitchen was overflowing with goodies. 

 
God also blessed us with a warm day, and we were able to go 
outside and break the piñata. The children had a great time, and 
Rafael enjoyed every bit of it, as well. When the piñata was broken, 
and the candy flew out, all the children dove to grab as many as 
they could. Since Rafael couldn’t have any candy, he asked his 
brothers Michael and Ramón to get some candy for him and save 
it—just in case he got better. 

 

Another fun activity during Posadas is to play a game of loteria 
(which is kind of like Bingo for kids). Rafa won the first game and 
got a prize. He was very excited. 
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Later, he wanted to play with Pedro and his cousin Greg, but at 
that time, Rafa was in his wheelchair. Pedro and Greg were playing 
a game of good guys vs. bad guys, and Rafael asked his sister, 
Christina, if she could take him out of the wheelchair so he could 
play with his brother and cousin. Rafael had to drag himself on the 
floor to play, but he didn’t mind it at all. He was just glad he could 
play with his brother and cousin. 
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QUICK DETERIORATION 
 

I can recall many details because I was keeping family and friends 
abreast of Rafael’s condition through email. One email I remember 
vividly is the one I wrote to Fr. Anglés on December 27th during an 
attack of desperation, frustration, and impotence. I’d like to share 
it with you because it illustrates my state of mind. I also share this 
hoping that fathers going through a similar experience may find 
some benefit. 

 
After coming home from work, I sat down to eat dinner, and Rafael 
was sitting next to me eating. At this time, Rafael could not stop 
salivating. We had to wipe his mouth most of the time with a 
handkerchief, and this became a routine, as we had to do it very 
often and everywhere that we went. But Rafael, innocent and 
simple-minded, never got embarrassed. 

 
His voice was raspy now, and we all had difficulty understanding 
him. As we were eating, he was trying to tell me something, and I 
could not understand him, so I kept saying, “Rafa, I don’t 
understand you. Can you speak slowly?” And he would try again, 
and again. I was becoming frustrated, for I could not make sense 
of anything he was saying. I asked Dora to come and help me figure 
out what Rafael meant. 

 
Rafael tried a few more times to communicate with me, and since 
I couldn’t understand him, he waved his hand as if to say, never 
mind, forget it. At that moment, I felt such impotence. I felt like 
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yelling at the top of my lungs. I felt like I was a failure. A failure as 
a father, a failure as a provider, and as a protector of my family. I 
kissed him tenderly and said I was sorry. He looked at me calmly 
with his beautiful brown eyes as if to say, “I know Dad. Don’t 
worry.” That tender look made me feel embarrassed, for I didn’t 
have his patience and understanding. 

 
I left my food on the table and went to the office. I felt like crying, 
screaming, kicking, or punching something. I wanted to tear apart 
everything in my way, but I didn’t want the frustration to turn into 
rage and sin, so I stayed composed. Still, I needed an outlet for all 
my frustrations, so I went to the computer and wrote Fr. Anglés 
the following email: 

 

 

“Dear Father, I know you are very busy and that you have been 
sick, but I want to ask you for a big favor… Please pray for me, I feel 
like Judas is taking me down to hell with him! 

 
“It is extremely difficult for me to deal with this whole thing, I can’t 
stand to see my son’s life vanishing in my hands. I know that God 
wants it this way. I know that I have to comply with His will and 
from the bottom of my heart I adhere myself to it and I comply— 
even though I feel great pain as my heart rips to pieces for I can’t 
do anything for my beautiful son. This son of mine that I am 
supposed to protect from all evil, this son of mine who looks at me 
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with the most tender eyes and gives me a look of anguish when 
he’s choking on his saliva, as if hoping or expecting that I will do 
something to alleviate him. 

 
“Rafael can no longer speak clearly, and it is very difficult for me to 
understand him. He gets frustrated because he can’t 
communicate, and I get frustrated because I can’t understand him. 
And that is when desperation and frustration takes ahold of me 
and I get angry at everything and with everyone. 

 

“I know that I need to be calm, but this works great in theory and 
not in practice…the least I want to do right now is to sin against my 
faith or against God’s will, but I am frustrated and I wish this damn 
cancer could be human so we could fight to the death to defend 
my son. I wish this cancer was human so I could rip it to shreds 
including his own very soul, so I could rescue my son from his evil 
grip. Father, it is not the same to see my son die a quick death than 
to see him vanishing in my own hands, dying a slow death in my 
arms 

 
“That is why in this moment of weakness in which the dagger of 
impotence pierces my heart I ask you to pray for me, so that God 
may give me the wisdom and strength to be faithful to His will, for 
Rafael and for my family’s sake. 

 

“In total submission to the will of God our Father, 

“Miguel” 
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CHRISTMAS DAY: 12/25/06 
 

We all went to the 7:30 am Mass as a family. After we came back, 
we had breakfast and prayed the rosary. Then we all gathered 
around the Christmas tree. Louie handed out the presents. He 
gave the first one to Rafa, who was so excited. He would smile and 
laugh, for he was so happy. As he opened each present, his eyes 
showed such great excitement. 
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SURGERY DAY: 

INSTALLING THE FEEDING TUBE 
 

The surgery was planned for the first thing Friday morning, 
December 29th, and it was supposed to take 20-30 minutes. We 
were asked to arrive at the hospital at 6:00 am. 

 
We woke Rafael up around 5:00 am, dressed him, brushed his 
teeth, got him in the car, and drove him to the hospital. After filling 
out all the proper forms, they sent us to the prep room. Rafael was 
very calm and alert. 

 

Rafael never asked anything about the procedure; we told him 
what was going to happen, and in total submission, he accepted it 
without any questions or issues. 

 
We asked the nurse if we could be at his side during the surgery, 
and she explained that he was going to be under general 
anesthesia; therefore, we could not be with him. But they put us in 
a room about 20 feet from the operating room. 

 
After 30 or 40 minutes, the doctor came in and told us that the 
surgery was a success and that the nurses were waking up Rafael. 
He asked us to go into Rafael’s room because when he came to, it 
would be a relief if he saw his parents. 

 
As we walked into Rafael’s room, we noticed that the nurses were 
a little frantic. They were pumping oxygen and paging a doctor. 
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They told us that Rafael was having problems breathing and that 
they were going to take him to the recovery room. They would 
only allow one parent at a time to be with him, so Dora stayed out, 
and I went in. 

 
Rafael’s lungs were not responding well, and they had to put an 
oxygen mask on him. As he continued to struggle, they forced 
oxygen by putting a sealed mask over his nose and mouth. The 
nurses and doctor looked frightened. They asked me to leave the 
room while they were trying to regulate Rafael’s breathing. I asked 
them if I could stay, and they insisted that I go out of the room. 

 
Needless to say, my heart was pounding, and I was trying to stay 
calm. I grabbed Rafael’s hand and told him, “We are just outside. I 
love you.” They sent Dora and me to a waiting room for about 30 
minutes, then came to get us. When we saw Rafael, he looked like 
he was still struggling to catch his breath, but he seemed more 
stable. Dora stayed with him this time, and I stood right outside 
the room. Every time someone went in or came out, I got to peek 
in and see Dora and Rafael. 

 

After a few minutes, Rafael began to struggle again. By this time, 
the doctor and nurses looked more frantic. They asked Dora to 
leave, and we both stood right outside, holding hands, hoping that 
they would stabilize Rafael. But at the same time, we both felt a 
void in the pit of our stomachs. 

 
The head nurse walked out and told us that they were having 
problems stabilizing Rafael and that they were not equipped to 
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handle pediatric patients, so they were contacting another 
hospital to see if they could take him. After a few minutes, the 
doctor came in and told me that the other hospital could not take 
Rafael, so they had contacted the Children’s Mercy Hospital in 
Kansas City, and an ambulance was on its way. 

 

I asked them if I could ride with Rafael, and they told me that since 
I was calm enough, they would allow it. Dora and I decided that I 
would ride in the ambulance, and she would drive back home to 
nurse Lucía and then drive to KC. 

 
Dora gave Rafael a kiss and a hug, and she went home. I could see 
her face full of anguish and pain, but at the same time, she was very 
dignified and resigned to God’s will. 
I held Rafael’s hand and kept talking to him and giving him words 
of encouragement. I asked him to squeeze my hand if he was 
offering all his sufferings to God, and he did! My beautiful son 
squeezed my hand as a sign that he was conscious and listening. 
At that moment, I felt huge relief. 

 
I prayed in silence, asking God and the Blessed Virgin to take care 
of Rafael. I asked them to watch over him and not to let him 
despair, to make him strong, to embrace him and protect him. I 
wanted to cry so much that at one point, I thought my throat was 
going to burst into pieces, and my heart hurt so much that I could 
have died right there, but I knew that God was watching over us, 
and that was a great consolation. 
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Then the paramedics showed up and prepared Rafael for the 
transfer. Rafael looked very tired—actually exhausted would be 
the correct term—and it was about 11:30 am. He had been up over 
five hours and had not eaten or drunk anything since the night 
before. 

 

I told Rafael that we were going to Kansas City and to please offer 
his sufferings to God, I told him that I was going to ride with him 
and not to worry. I kissed him, and they loaded him up into the 
ambulance. The paramedics left the door between the back and 
the cabin open, so I had a view of everything they were doing to 
Rafael. 

 

Throughout the trip, two paramedics were working on Rafael, 
pumping oxygen, checking vital signs, and God-knows-what-else. 
As I looked back from my seat, I could see Rafael’s chest pumping 
up and then deflating. They were working very hard on him. 

 
The ambulance driver turned on the radio to some country station, 
and I quickly and politely asked her if she’d mind turning it off. She 
looked at me a little puzzled, and then she turned it off. I guess 
people in this profession have seen it all, and they start to lose 
touch with reality, but what puts you in the mood to listen to the 
radio when you have a distressed parent and a little boy struggling 
for his life? 

 
Rafael looked tired, but he never cried or complained. The incision 
on his stomach was completely forgotten by the paramedics as 
they focused on his breathing. As Rafael’s thorax contracted and 
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expanded with the air that was being pushed into his lungs, I am 
sure the new incision was causing him a great amount of pain and 
discomfort. 

 
A little over an hour passed, and we arrived at the hospital; Still, 
Rafael never complained. The driver parked the ambulance in front 
of the emergency entrance, and the paramedics brought the 
rolling bed out of the ambulance. They told me that I couldn’t go 
with them, so I gave Rafael a kiss and a blessing; then they 
proceeded to transport him to the ICU. 

 

My heart felt heavy with sorrow. I felt as if I wasn’t going to see him 
again. What were they going to do with my son? Would he miss me? 
Would he think I deserted him? 

 
A feeling of guilt took hold of me; I was his dad. I was supposed to 
be there with him, and I couldn’t be. This was the only time I was 
not at his side… 

 
I walked into the hospital and went through the admission 
paperwork. The clerk told me that it would be at least 45 minutes 
before I could see Rafael. 

 
Then the clerk said, “Mr. Garcia, you can see your son now.” She 
gave me his room number, and I rushed to his room. Rafael was 
hooked up to an oxygen machine that pushed air into his lungs 
through his mouth. It made his lips and cheeks flap in a grotesque 
manner, because of the force of the air. It was about 1:45pm, and 
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all I could think was, God gave Rafael and us the strength to go 
through this cross. 

 
Dora had arrived by the time all the doctors, nurses, chaplains, 
social workers, etc., wanted a word with us, but all we wanted was 
to be left alone with our son. We wanted to hug and kiss him. We 
wanted to comfort him, to reassure him that everything was going 
to be OK, that his suffering was worth it. In our minds, we were 
crying, leave us alone, leave him alone, stop all the needle pricking, 
stop squeezing his arm with that darn machine, leave him alone, just 
stop! Everything was happening very fast for us, and yet, Rafael 
was calm. God was with him; the God that Rafael longed to have 
in his heart was filling him with peace. 

 
As things settled down a bit, we focused on making Rafael feel 
comfortable, and we reminded him that he was wearing his 
scapular and that he was in God’s hands. 

 
We were constantly reminding him to offer up his pain and 
sufferings to God. We knew he was conscious because he turned 
his head toward us and looked at us with the most tender look, the 
kind of look that told us he’s suffering. But at the same time says, 
“I am OK. I am working through this. God is on my side…” Then he 
squeezed our hand as a sign that he was offering it up. We caressed 
him, talked to him, and kissed him with the tenderest love, trying 
to comfort him. 
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As the afternoon progressed, a social worker and the doctor came 
in and asked us to step out of the room to talk. We graciously 
declined, and told them, “If you want to talk, let’s talk here.” 

 
The social worker told us the situation was very serious and that 
she had spoken to the doctor. They thought Rafael might need to 
stay a few days in the hospital, in the ICU. I told them that we 
wanted to take Rafael home. Then the doctor spoke up, and he 
was trying to use very carefully worded sentences like “We are in a 
precarious situation here,” and “Rafael is not in a stable condition,” 
etc. We asked him, “What does that mean? Can you please be 
more straightforward?” “Precarious” can mean a lot of things, “like 
we are in a difficult situation, but everything will be all right.” We 
were getting impatient with this type of “polite ambiguous” 
language, so the social worker interrupted and said, “We fear for 
Rafael’s life, and we think he is on his last days.” 

 

We said, “OK, now that is clear! So you think he’s going to last a 
day, a week, two weeks?” She said, “We don’t know, but the end is 
near.” We thanked them and told them we wanted to take him 
home. 

 
The doctor was shocked, but he turned to me and said: “You are 
telling me that you would rather have him pass at home than 
here?” I said, “Yes, that is exactly what we want.” He quickly turned 
to see what Dora’s answer was as if he needed reassurance. Dora 
replied, “That is what we want, and we are sure that Rafael wants 
to be home.” 
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The doctor, still in disbelief, tried to change or minds by saying, 
“But we can take care of him. We have trained personnel and the 
proper equipment.” We said, “We understand, but you are telling 
us that he is going to die anyway, right? So, what is the point? We 
want him to be in a familiar environment surrounded by all his 
family. He is not comfortable here. He can’t rest. Every time he 
starts to fall asleep, someone comes in to check his vitals, or to 
draw blood. He’s constantly being disturbed. At home, he will rest 
and be with his family.” 

 
After a quick pause, the doctor replied, “So what you are saying is 
that you want him to pass at home?” We replied, “That is exactly 
what we are saying, and if you care as much as you say you do, you 
will facilitate this for us.” 

 
The doctor looked at the social worker, and then he turned to us 
and said, “I promise you; I will do everything in my power to make 
this possible. It may be that we have to fly him to the nearest 
airport then transport him via ambulance to your home. Are you 
OK with that?” We could see that he was sincere and eager to help, 
so as a vote of confidence to him, we said, “We are sure that you 
will find a way to make it happen.” He shook our hands and said, 
“I’d better get going. I have a lot of things to take care of.” 

 

After the doctor left us, the social worker told us, “You’ve made a 
courageous decision. It’s not going to be easy taking care of your 
son, but I feel that you have made the correct decision.” 
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Part of the “deal” we had made with the doctor was that if Rafael 
was able to stabilize his breathing and would have a “good night,” 
we could take him the next morning. So, we began to pray, “Dear 
God, please let Rafael, your little one, have a good night. Let him 
be stable so we can take him home, so he can be with his family.” 

 

Rafael was exhausted, but then all of a sudden, he began trying to 
sit up. He was trying to turn from side to side, so we held him and 
asked what was wrong. He was trying to speak, but it was 
impossible because of the oxygen mask, so we asked if something 
hurt. He shook his head, so again we asked, “What’s wrong?” 
Rafael pointed to the diaper he was wearing. We asked him if he 
needed to use the bathroom. He nodded yes, and then we said, 
“Go ahead, don’t worry. You have a diaper.” 

 
He shook his head and kept pointing down at the diaper; Dora 
whispered in his ear, “Rafa, it’s OK. Don’t worry. We’ll change the 
diaper.” Rafael turned his head to his left side in disapproval, and a 
tear came out. Dora kept saying, “Rafa, we can’t take you to the 
bathroom because you are hooked up to all of these machines, but 
don’t worry, everything is going to be OK. We are here with you, 
and we will go home tomorrow.” 

 
Rafa relieved himself, but he was not comfortable at all. The fact 
that he was reduced to using a diaper bothered him more than the 
mask he’d had shoved in his face. It bothered him more than all the 
IVs in his arms and all the tubes and straps they had on him. It 
bothered him more than the incision on his stomach and that 
feeding tube sticking out of it. 
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What we saw at that moment was a very dignified soul! How can 
such a small boy who is going through such traumatic pain and 
ordeal, show tears when told to relieve himself in the diaper? 
Something didn’t make sense at the moment. How could Rafael 
be so conscious about his diaper and not the pain and discomfort? 
Looking back, this particular incident brought us memories of the 
early Christian Martyrs, those beautiful souls who were thrown 
into the Coliseum to serve as a spectacle to the barbarian crowd 
and the perverted Caesar. 

 

When these pure souls were being shredded to pieces by bulls, 
tigers, or lions, they would realize their clothes were being torn 
and forgetting they were in a lot of pain; they would cover 
themselves for they realized their bodies were exposed; this act 
was of pure dignity. We think that Rafael felt the same way about 
wearing a gown and the diaper. 



157 
 

 
 

LONG NIGHT AT THE HOSPITAL: 

12/29/06 
 

The staff at the hospital offered us a small room on the same wing 
as the ICU, so we could rest. Dora and I took turns sleeping or, at 
least, trying to rest; we were to take two-hour shifts. Dora took the 
first shift around 11:30 pm. The agreement was that if there was 
any news, I would call her. 

 

My “shift” was relatively uneventful. Rafael seemed to be more 
stable, and apparently, the doctor had given him some sort of 
medicine so he could rest. My time was mostly spent praying for 
strength and wisdom for me, Dora, and our children. I prayed that 
God would let Rafael have a good death and for God to give us the 
resignation to accept it. 

 
Dora came back to relieve me around 2:00 am, and I went to the 
room to clean up a little and try to rest. My mind was alert, but my 
body was tired and hungry. 
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Rafael at the children’s hospital, hours before we took him home. 

12/30/06 

 
I laid down on the small bed but could not go to sleep. So, I began 
to pray, and I went to sleep but, around 4:00 am, I got up to see 
Dora, I found her on a chair praying the rosary. Oh, what a 
comforting sight that was for me; I could see in Dora, the 
determination of a mother who loves her child and sacrifices 
everything for him. I could also see the love and resignation to the 
will of God. 

 

Although Dora didn’t want to go to the room and rest, I insisted, 
and she complied. She looked very tired. A few minutes passed, 
and the nurse came in and told me that she was going to remove 
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Rafael’s oxygen mask. Rafael responded well, breathing on his 
own with no problems. I was excited, for this meant we might be 
able to take him home. Around 6:00 am, Dora, came back, and she 
was pleased to see that Rafael had the mask off. 

 
At about 8:00 am, the doctor came in and told us the team that 
was going to transport Rafael by airplane and ambulance was 
standing by. He assessed Rafael’s condition and found it 
acceptable to be transported. We asked if we could drive him back 
instead of flying him, and the doctor told us his concern was that if 
something happened to Rafael during the ride back, we might not 
be close to a hospital. He asked us for a couple more hours to 
assess his condition again. 

 

Around 10:00 am, he told us that Rafael was stable, and he asked 
us to make a decision: fly him or drive him home. Dora and I 
decided to drive him back. We choose to drive back because the 
airport in which the medical team would fly him was about 45 
minutes away from the house, and then we would need an 
ambulance to drive him home. The total time it would take to 
transport him via plane and ambulance would be 3-4 hours versus 
a 2-hour drive. 

 
My mother, and our daughter, Christina, drove to pick us up. 
Rafael was feeling better and smiling. He wanted to go home! 

 

A nurse came in and gave us two machines to take home; one was 
a machine to pump oxygen, and the other was a suction machine 
that would help clear Rafael’s throat. 
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We checked out of the hospital and got in the car. Then, in the back 
seat, we placed Rafael on Dora’s bosom, supported by pillows, so 
Rafael was very comfortable. About 30 minutes into the drive, 
Rafael began to choke on his saliva, and things got very tense as 
we tried to control him. Finally, I pulled the suction machine out of 
the case and stuck the thin hose into his mouth and drained his 
throat. Rafael had a few more attacks during the trip back, and as 
we were working on him, I second-guessed my decision. Thoughts 
of Rafael dying in the car clouded my mind. I felt horrible, but we 
began to pray a rosary, and thank God, Rafael became stable. 

 
When we arrived home, Rafael was happy to see his brothers and 
sisters and his grandparents. We could see that he was very tired 
but relieved to be home. 

 
We settled him in Louie’s room, and all his brothers and sisters 
surrounded him. Some of them climbed on the bed with him and 
kissed and hugged him. Rafael was extremely exhausted and 
would let us know of his approval with a smile. He was home with 
his family, and that made him happy! 



161 
 

 

 

 



162 
 

 

 

 
Brothers and sisters around Rafael, just the way he liked! 
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AFTERNOON AND NIGHT OF 12/30/06 
 

In the afternoon, Mrs. H., a nurse, was kind enough to come to the 
house and teach us how to feed Rafael through his tube. This was 
scary because the stomach gets irritated by the tube, and the food 
solution could cause him heartburn and other discomforts, so we 
were hesitant. But Mrs. H. helped us get over our hesitation by 
explaining and writing down the procedure. 

 
We were to feed Rafael every two hours for 20 consecutive hours, 
which meant getting up in the middle of the night. We decided to 
have Rafael sleep in our room and settled him in our bed. I slept 
beside him, and we brought in a bed for Dora. We fed him every 
two hours as instructed. 

 

Needless to say, it was a rough night, but we made it count by 
offering our discomfort for Rafael. We could not sleep because we 
were worried that he might have a problem or discomfort with the 
tube or the food or that he might choke on his saliva. 
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RAFAEL’S AGONY BEGINS: 

12/31/06 
 

 
As Sunday morning arrived, we decided to split into groups to 
attend Holy Mass. I went with some of the children first, then Dora 
took the others later. I make a note of this because we always go 
together to Holy Mass, and we only go in groups when someone is 
sick. It is important for us to be together because as the saying 
goes, “The family that prays together, stays together.” 

 
Around 12:30 pm, Mrs. H. showed up to see how the feedings were 
coming along; I told her that the last time I’d fed him was around 
noon. 

 
Mrs. H. noticed that Rafael was breathing very hard. And when she 
lifted up his shirt, she saw he was using his accessory muscles to 
breathe. This was causing a lot of retractions and meant that his 
diaphragm and muscles in his ribs were not sufficient. He was using 
his shoulders and neck muscles to try and open his lungs. His 
muscles would contract so much that his ribs would show. 

 

We brought the oxygen tanks out and put the mask on him using 
about eight liters per minute. The oxygen tanks were small, and 
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Mrs. H. thought that the oxygen might not last us very long since 
we only had two small tanks. 

 
We called the hospice nurse, and Mrs. H. explained the situation to 
him. He ordered more oxygen to be delivered and suggested we 
get a morphine prescription for Rafael in case he was experiencing 
a lot of pain or needed to relax. Dora took Louie to fill the 
prescription. 

 
On this day, we had planned to go to my sister Blanca’s house to 
celebrate a birthday for my nephew Gabriel. After that, we had 
planned to go to church at 11:30 pm to receive the New Year, but 
God had other plans for us. 

 

Mrs. H. took another look at Rafael and said to me, “I think his left 
lung has collapsed. He is in his last hours!” I told my daughter, 
Michelle, to call Dora and tell her that Rafael was in agony and to 
come home as soon as possible. 

 
Rafael began to get feisty, and I asked him, “What’s wrong? What 
is the problem?” As he tried to pry away the oxygen mask, I asked 
him again, “What’s wrong?” He pointed at the mask, and I said, 
“You want it off?” He nodded, yes. I said, “Rafa, this is helping you 
breathe,” and he shook his head no. I asked him: “Do you want me 
to remove it?” and he nodded yes again, so I took it off. As soon as 
I did that, he relaxed. 
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At this time, we were in the family room, and I asked Michelle to 
give me some pillows. Then I placed them under my arm. I picked 
up Rafael from the couch and placed him in my arms. 

 
I wanted to hold my son. I knew he was about to die, and I wanted 
him to be comfortable and relaxed in my arms. I instructed 
Michelle to call the family and tell them that we were not going to 
attend the festivities as Rafael was in agony. 

 
After about 20 minutes, my parents, sisters, and their families 
arrived, and suddenly, we had over 30 people in the house. My 
mom summoned everyone to pray, and as I prayed, I was caressing 
and kissing Rafael. 

 

At one point, I asked him, “Remember the time you told me you 
wanted to suffer more?” He nodded yes, and then I said, “Squeeze 
my hand if you still want to do that,” and he did! My most beautiful 
son had not given up; he was still offering himself as a victim! 

 
The thought of pain for most of us is an aberration. We don’t want 
it, but a soul like Rafael that is in perfect alignment with the will of 
God profits very much. Rafael seemed to know that perfectly. It 
was truly amazing to see him deal with the lack of oxygen, his 
headache, and the pain of the surgery in the calmest manner. 

 

Later I asked him again, “Rafa, squeeze my hand if you are offering 
this up.” Again, he squeezed my hand. At that moment, while 
everyone was praying, I gave Rafael my Crucifix to hold, and I 
placed it in his right hand. Then I placed my rosary around his neck. 
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I wanted Rafael to feel protected. I wanted him to draw strength 
and valor from the Crucifix. From time to time, he would gaze at 
the Crucifix in his hand. I am sure he was consoled, for Rafael 
understood the agony of our Lord and the reward that His agony 
brought to the world. 

 

Around 3:30 pm, Dora arrived and quickly asked to sit down and 
hold Rafael in her arms. She pressed Rafael into her bosom and 
caressed his face, and then she kissed him ever so tenderly. As this 
was taking place, I rushed to call a priest and ask him if he could 
come to the house and assist Rafael in his last hours. 
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Rafael holding the Crucifix in his right hand. 

 

Father arrived, and almost at the same time, the male hospice 
nurse arrived. He was there to help us “cope” with the situation, 
but since he saw that no one was “out of control,” he graciously 
and tactfully faded into the background. Since no one had eaten 
anything, Mrs. H. and her husband went out and got a tray of 
sandwich meats and cheeses. 

 
Father brought a reliquary and gave it to Rafael to kiss, and we 
placed it closed by. Father began the prayers of the Church for the 
dying and gave Rafael the apostolic blessing, which contains 
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plenary indulgence (a plenary indulgence is the remission of the 
entire temporal punishment due to sin so that no further expiation 
is required in Purgatory). 

 
By this time, my mother and mother-in-law were completely in 
charge of prayers giving us time to hold Rafael. We tried to make 
him as comfortable as possible. During his 12 hours of agony, we 
took turns holding him. Everyone would reach over to caress and 
kiss him and give him words of encouragement. I am sure Rafael 
was pleased to see himself surrounded by the whole family. 

 

Around 5:30 pm, Father told us that Rafael’s soul was in good 
disposition to go; Rafael had received all the Sacraments, 
blessings, and prayers of the Church. He was ready to go to 
Heaven! 

 
The hospice nurse checked Rafael’s vital signs and told us that 
although Rafael was apparently calm, he was struggling very much 
to breathe. He suggested we give him morphine to relax him. I 
looked over to Father and asked him, “Is it OK to do this?” Father 
quickly replied, “As far as I am concerned, Rafael is well-prepared 
to meet God. Rafael had plenty of opportunity to be upset and to 
cry or despair, and he didn’t. Giving him medicine to relax is 
perfectly fine.” 

 

The nurse administered the morphine and told us he was leaving. 
A big part of his job was to help people deal with these difficult 
moments, but he stated he felt useless after seeing that everyone 
was very composed and handling things very well. 



170 
 

 
 
 

As the hours passed, the prayers continued, and Rafael was as 
calm as ever, again, giving no complaints or cries at all. Dora and I 
were taking turns holding him. Around 9:00 pm, I was holding 
Rafael, and he seemed to be chocking. He tried to sit up, let out a 
gasp, and laid back again. I noticed his tongue had turned purple 
for a few seconds, but he continued to breathe. His heart was 
palpitating rather fast, but he seemed to be calm. 

 

Dora with Rafael in her arms, our own Pieta. 
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We decided to send the little ones to bed, and everyone was tired. 
They kissed Rafael goodnight. It was about midnight when we 
noticed Rafael’s breathing was getting weak. My daughter, 
Christina, asked to hold Rafael. We knew that his time was at hand, 
and everyone wanted to be around him. 

 

Christina holding Rafael 

 
We continued to say prayers. At 2:00 am, Rafael’s breathing 
became erratic. He would stop breathing and then would breathe 
again. This pattern went on for a while, so Dora began to time the 
breathing lapses. 
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At this time, Rafael seemed to be sleeping; we could feel his heart 
palpitating, and his breathing becoming more irregular. We also 
noticed he was losing the color on his lips, and his feet were getting 
cold. We knew his hour was very close. His breathing lapses were 
getting longer and longer, and at 2:28 am on New Year’s Day, 
Rafael breathed his last breath and went to Heaven! 

 

 

Immediately after Rafael died, we began to recite prayers of praise 
and thanksgiving to God. 

 
We said these prayers, in particular, to thank and praise God for 
His love toward us. God gave us the opportunity, in our opinion, to 
watch Rafael become a saint. We thank God and praise Him for 
giving us such a wonderful son; Rafael taught us many lessons of 
sacrifice and of pure love. 

 

My mother began to read other prayers from her missal as 
everyone was placing their Rosaries and medals on Rafael because 
we wanted to have a relic. 
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Rafael died peacefully amongst his family. 
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After I hugged and kissed him one more time, I called the hospice 
nurse and told him of Rafael’s death. He gave me his condolences 
and told me he would be right over. 

 
At this time, we thought it would be nice to have a physical 
memento of Rafael, so we decided to trim some hair from the front 
of his head. 

 
Around 3:30 am, the hospice nurse arrived, and performed the 
required checks on Rafael. Then he declared him deceased. He 
asked me to call the funeral director, for he needed to speak to 
him. 

 

The hospice nurse spoke to the funeral director and then handed 
the phone over to me. The funeral director gave me his 
condolences and said he would be over to pick up Rafael’s body. 

 
When the funeral director came, he brought a stretcher into the 
formal living room and asked me how we wanted to handle the 
body. I told him that my son Louie would take care of it. 

 
Louie placed Rafael’s body on the stretcher. The-ever-so-tactful, 
funeral director, asked us if we wanted him to leave Rafael’s face 
exposed or covered while he transported the body to the car. We 
opted for him to cover his face. In our minds and hearts, we knew 
that Rafael was truly in heaven, so it didn’t really make a difference 
to us. 
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It was almost 5:00 am on January the 1st, and it was a Holy Day of 
obligation (Catholics must attend Mass). We decided to go to 6:00 
am Mass instead of resting. During Mass, we thanked God 
profusely for all the graces he bestowed upon Rafael and us. We 
thanked our Lord and Father for helping Rafael have a holy and 
peaceful death. 

 
We had a private viewing at the funeral home where family and our 
most intimate friends were invited. Rafael’s body, dressed in his 
First Holy Communion and Confirmation white suit, and the white 
casket, gave him an air of innocence. 

 
Even though we knew down deep in our hearts that he was in 
Heaven, we caressed his face and kissed him. Dora, our children, 
and I kept composed without gratuitous tears, and this is only 
because the joy of knowing that Rafael was in Heaven surpassed 
the temporary sadness of not having him here on earth. We knew 
that Rafael was better off! 
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Pedro caressing his “big” brother Rafael. 

 

Christina caressing her little brother Rafael. 
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Rafael’s body exposed at the funeral home in his white suit. 
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Dora kissing Rafael. 

Even after her son is gone, the loving mother is loyal to her child. 



179 
 

 

 

 
Dora and baby Lucía about to kiss Rafael. 
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Maria placing a flower on her “Little Rafael.” 
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ROSARY AND FUNERAL MASS 
 

After the private viewing at the funeral home, we took Rafael’s 
body to church and prayed the Holy Rosary for the repose of his 
soul. His corpse stayed at the church all night till the next morning 
when the funeral mass took place at 7:15 am. 

 

The church was packed on both days, with people praying for 
Rafael and for us. It was such a beautiful sight that we will forever 
keep in our hearts. 
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FATHER GRIEGO’S SERMON AT THE 
FUNERAL MASS 

 

 
“…to live as Christ and to die is gain. In the Name of the Father, and 
of the Son and of the Holy Ghost, Amen. 

 
“My dear friends on this day, we come to bury the remains of 
Rafael Garcia; outwardly, a small boy. I think on this day, again, we 
should draw understanding on what has taken place—how God’s 
providence has pre-ordained for us this example, this reminder of 
our life; the limit of the life in this world. 

 

“Although Rafael might be very small, a little boy, it is the desire, 
we might say, of every father of every man that this boy should 
grow into a man, a courageous man, a man of strength. I think that 
in the last few months this has been achieved in the life of Rafael. 

 
“Many of us, we need many, many years maybe to understand 
what it is to become a man; a man in the understanding of our 
faith, that is. Our Lord has just said, ‘If you believe in me, you will 
have life.’ St. Paul speaks in the Epistle that ‘those who sleep in the 
Lord, God will lead him to Him; He will lead those who sleep in Our 
Lord to life.’ This is certainly done or offered to each and every one 
of us to be drawn to God, to become one of God’s children. But, at 
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the same time, we have to be small; we have to be a child, the 
spiritual childhood; the simplicity of life; the ease, if you will, of 
faith; the longing of hope to be united with God, our Father. 

 
“At the same time, we have to have an understanding to know 
what it is that we love; who is this God? We have to have an 
understanding of goodness and, again, in this example of Rafael, I, 
as well as those who have been privileged, let’s say, to work with 
him or to be with him, to live with him in the last few months, 
certainly have that lesson accentuated, made very clear. 

 

“He didn’t care for the things of the world; he was able to look 
death straight in the face with a pure simplicity that he was told by 
his parents, he was told by the sisters, he was told by the priests, 
he was told by his teachers, he was told by his brothers and sisters, 
‘God is good; Heaven is beautiful, and that’s where we all want to 
be.’ And, with pure logic, he said, ‘I want to be there.’ ‘Jesus is 
good. Jesus is God. Jesus is beautiful. He’s our friend.’ And, again, 
with simplicity, ‘I want to see Jesus’—with a smile, with a smile that 
spoke to us of his understanding of a love that we often merely 
dream about; a love that called him to come closer to his God. 

 
“This seemed very beautiful in this little boy who, as I said, has 
quickly become a man because he understood these words of St. 
Paul which I spoke or which I mentioned at the start; he 
understood that for him to live was to be Christ and to die would 
be the gain of all things—would be the riches of life. 

 

“That’s a complicated lesson, and we often, when we face this 
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question of death, well, we struggle with it because we see it as a 
loss; we see it as a very sad thing and indeed, for us, it is that we 
lose one whom we love, but with faith, we understand that there 
was only one reason why we are alive, and that was to work out 
this understanding of who God is; that was to develop to foster the 
love that we were called to share with our God. And so, by this love, 
that we could take our rest, St. Paul says in the Epistle to this mass, 
‘[that] we could sleep in the Lord, we could take our rest in Our 
Lord in this life so that we will be drawn to Our Lord, so that we will 
be welcomed eternally in this home above, this home with God.’ 
“Again, were we as logical as Rafael, let’s say, in these last months, 
then we would follow the example that we saw in him. If we were 
logical, we would know that this life comes to an end someday and 
that we were made for Heaven, that would be very clear for us, and 
so we would labor in this life to secure Heaven. But the labor that 
we’re called to is one of sacrifice, not a dreary, sad sacrifice— 
sometimes, yes, it hurts; maybe often it hurts, but the sacrifice of 
giving up on the things of this world so that we can live with Christ, 
it brings great joy. 

 
“As we celebrate, now, this time of Christmas, we celebrate 
indeed, the coming of Christ who makes onto Himself a people 
acceptable to God. If we were logical, we would let Christ make us 
acceptable; we would forsake the things of the world, and we 
would long for, we would dream of, we would labor for the things 
of Heaven. This is the Christian life, not one of sorrow and sadness, 
but one of joy because we look forward to the coming of Christ. 
And in the coming of Christ, we look to live with Christ, who we 
believe is all-good in whom we hope for our happiness. 
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“Why? Because we love. If we have loved our God, then we would 
long to be with Him. This was seen very clearly in Rafael. As I said 
a few days ago, I dare not to canonize him, I haven’t that authority, 
but I do see here in this little man, I see the model, I see the 
example of what we should all strive for; that we should forsake 
this life. Yes, do penance, deny ourselves at times the joys of this 
life in order to ensure that we can have those joys of eternal life, 
and yet while suffering as he did with his illness, he was able to 
offer it to Our Lord as a gift in union with the sufferings of Our Lord 
and Our Savior, and thereby, he helped himself, let’s say, by 
cooperating with the grace of God. 

 

“He understood more who his God was, and he wanted to be with 
his God. And, at the same time, like a true Christian, he prayed for 
others. His family has told me very clearly that frequently in his 
pains he would remember YOU—the parishioners here, those of 
you who actually spoke to him, who saw in this little boy an 
opportunity for prayer, who asked him to pray for them, he 
remembered. And, when his parents and siblings and his priests 
and, maybe the sisters—I don’t know about the sisters—when they 
forgot to pray for other people, Rafael didn’t; let‘s remember to 
pray for all the people who asked us to pray for them; let’s 
remember to pray for all the people who have helped us; let’s 
remember to pray for all the people who need to be prayed for. 

 
“Such generosity and yet, in a little boy, who we, being childish, we 
want to run away from the sufferings; we want to flee the 
difficulties; we want to think of ourselves; we want to be taken care 
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of, and yet we find in this little boy, one who wanted to take care 
of others. 

 
“I say, again, that is Christ, and this is the objective for each and 
every one of us, to be a true man of Christ as I told him when I 
anointed him, to be a real Cristero; to fight for his own salvation 
and to fight for the salvation of others; a man of Christ, but yet a 
little boy. 

 
“I pray, my dear friends, that as we, yes, we mourn the loss of this 
child whom we loved, we at the same time, thank God for giving 
us this example. We thank Rafael for cooperating with the graces 
that were given him to bear the sufferings of this illness like a man. 
And as we, for most of us who have become hardened, grouchy old 
men, we should hope that as we all have the obligation to be the 
children of God, that we can return by the mercy of God who 
comes to make a people acceptable to Him, that we shall return to 
the simplicity of a child who merely looks at his God and smiles 
with love. And this is the pure love that we have to foster in our 
lives by letting go of the soiled love of this world. 

 

“My dear friends, we certainly pray for Rafael, as I said, we can’t 
canonize him; he had the use of reason. By all appearances, he 
used his reason well, but yet, he, too, was susceptible to the 
temptations of the world, the flesh, and the devil, and we pray for 
him. 

 
“We also try to draw understanding from this lesson that we, too, 
must work out our salvation daily. Do I have yet many years or 
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maybe just a few days? We must seize the day; take the 
opportunity for us to pray for our growth in the spiritual life as we 
grow more mature to become more of a child in the hands of God 
so that we can share eternally in the life of Our Lord. Blessed are 
they who die in the Lord, for theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven. 

 

“In the name of the Father, and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost, 
Amen.” 
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BURIAL 
 

We selected as pallbearers my sons, Louie, Michael, Ramón, and 
me. I wanted to have Pedro there, but he was just too small. My 
sons did their job in the most perfect solemn and edifying way. 

 

We took the coffin to the gravesite, and Father performed the 
burial ceremony, gave a short sermon, and prayed a decade of the 
Holy Rosary. After his condolences to the family, the casket was 
lowered, and the grave filled up. 

 
Dora and the rest of the family were calm, for we all knew that 
Rafael’s body being buried didn’t mean a whole lot in the spiritual 
realm. Down deep in our hearts, we knew Rafael was in Heaven, 
and he was no longer suffering. He was in Heaven enjoying perfect 
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happiness for all eternity, and for us to cry would somehow be an 
outer sign of denial of what we felt in our hearts and souls, which 
was joy. 

 
The only thought in our minds was to thank and bless God, for He 
had been kind and generous with Rafael and us; God gave us such 
a beautiful brother and son that there wasn’t any bitterness or 
sadness in our hearts. God allowed us to live with Rafael for barely 
seven years, but in this short time, we got to see and know Rafael’s 
beautiful soul, and that alone, in itself, is the greatest gift a brother 
or a parent can hope for. 
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POSTMORTEM 
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MEMORIES OF HIS BROTHERS AND SISTERS 
 

The following are compilations and recollections of Rafael’s 
brothers and sisters. They are not in any particular order, and I am 
typing them just as my children handed them to me, so by their 
writing skills, you may guess their age. 

 

 

“My comments of Rafael: Kind, unselfish, generous, very strong, 
full of life (energetic), always thinking of others instead of himself, 
loved to help others and probably has one of the highest places in 
heaven. 

 
“The innocence of children is wonderful to see. That is why God 
said ‘you must be as a child to enter the kingdom of heaven’ Rafael 
clearly showed it on these occasions: when I was helping Rafael 
with religion, teaching him about creation and the angels, he could 
not understand why Lucifer refused to serve God. I tried to explain 
as best as I could, but Rafael only said, ‘The devil is not very smart.’ 

 
“He was overjoyed to learn that St. Michael, St. Rafael and all the 
good angels, as he said, ‘Kicked the devils out of heaven and they 
fell down to hell.’ 
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“After Rafael received Extreme Unction, he told Father Griego that 
he didn’t know why people celebrated Halloween with all the 
devils, witches and ‘yucky’ things and he wanted to go and tell the 
people to stop. I am sure that if God let him live longer Rafael 
would have made an excellent priest.” 

 

 

Another sibling listed Rafael’s characteristics: 
 

1. Helpful 
2. He was kind 
3. generous 

4. holy 
5. playful 
6. charitable 
7. cheerful 
8. When Rafael was born God probably wanted Rafael to 

go to heaven. 
“Things I did with Rafael – Stories 

 
“Rafael was fun to play with. Like one time Rafael and my brothers 
were going to the Unzueta’s (cousins) house to play soccer. When 
Louie got the ball and he passed to me I shot but the goalie blocked 
so Rafael shot and almost made it, that was so fun. 
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“When Rafael got cancer he could not play because he couldn’t run 
so I made him referee.” 

 
 

After Rafael’s death, a nun gave us the following letter, which filled 
us with joy: 
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“January 1, 2007 
 
 

“Dear Mr. and Mrs. Garcia and Family, 
 

“Please accept my condolences on this sad yet happy occasion. I 
am very much united with you in your sufferings and in your joy, 
for Rafael was truly an exceptional child. 

 
“In my entire life I have never met a child who was so forgetful of 
self and so concerned about others. He never complained about 
his sufferings and if we talked about them he always said he was 
offering them up for the Holy Souls, for priests and for the nuns. 
He could never remember Sara Crane’s name (although I told him 
how it was connected with St. Raphael) but he would say each time 
that he had prayed for the girl who is always in bed. 

 

“His love for his family was great. He would always speak about his 
dear mother and father. I asked him if he ever offered up his Mass 
for his parents as well as his Communion. He looked very puzzled. 
So I explained that it is not as easy for adults to get to heaven as 
the devil could tempt them more. He still looked very puzzled even 
when I told him just pray that one day they would be in heaven. 

 
“Mr. and Mrs. Garcia, your son could not see any need to pray for 
you. You had been so loving and so good to him that in his 
innocence there could never be a question of you ever doing 
anything wrong. That is certainly understandable when we see 
how much you took care of him. Who could not be touched by the 
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tender help Rafael received from his father for his prayers before 
and after Holy Communion or in those last weeks when Rafael was 
carried to the altar. All your loving care Mrs. Garcia was so much 
appreciated by Rafael who would speak so tenderly of all you did 
during the day to try to alleviate the pain. Your religious instruction 
and your goodness towards him made him realize your great love 
for God. 

 
“’Rafael, I am praying for you.’ ‘Oh Sister, you must pray for .’ Here 
he would name a member of the family (often Pedro) and tell me 
why he was so worried about them. At the same time he would also 
excuse them as his heart was loyal as well as loving. He would also 
say how he would try to get his little brother or sister to say some 
short extra prayers with him or how he would try to exhort them 
to practice virtue. Then his eyes would fill with tears when they had 
not heeded to his requests and I would have to do my best to 
console him and tell him they were too young to know better and 
too young to offend God. Joy would come back into his eyes for he 
understood that Jesus was not hurt by them. 

 
“What respect he had for his mother and for his older sisters! ‘Girls 
are always first. That is why God gave us our big sisters first. That 
is why we should let them out the door first and be very kind to 
them.’ That is why it was always a delight for him to open the car 
door and help his mother out; ‘Oh, Sister, she really needs my 
help!’ 

 
“Once Rafael thought that Pedro had not told his mother the truth, 
so he told me how he took Pedro aside and told him ‘You must tell 
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mama you are sorry and always tell her the truth.’ He was sad 
because he did not believe that Pedro understood. 

 
“Rafael seemed to grow in an understanding of what was right and 
what was wrong. Yet in speaking of certain faults of others he was 
not pointing the finger for he realized that their intentions may not 
be bad. He just wanted everyone to be perfect and to go to heaven. 

 
“This was also seen in how he was anxious about the boys in his 
class and especially the boys in his row. His row must win even if 
he was no longer at school. When he heard that his desk was 
moved into another row he wanted to know the names of the boys. 
‘Sister, you must pray for N_., and you must tell the boys to be 
good.’ 

 
“The next class I had with Rafael he asked me if I had prayed for 
the particular boy and told the row to be good. Fortunately I had. 
His joy was great when one day I told him that his row had won. 
‘You must tell them, Sister, how happy they have made me! You 
know I really like St. Michael, Sister, because he is so strong! 
Sometimes I have seen the devil at night when I am in bed and 
once St. Michael came to help me;’ childish imagination? 

 
“I do not know but on a few occasions Rafael said he had seen St. 
Michael. I would pass over it as if it was normal, after all, if God 
permitted St. Michael to help a dying boy who was I to judge. 

 
“A few times Rafael would speak of how he would wake up in the 
middle of the night and be very afraid and ‘feel’ the devil was 
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around (this was in October) ‘but, Sister, don’t be worried. I just 
think of Jesus, then I am happy and fall straight back to sleep. Jesus 
is so good to me.’ 

 
“For me it has been a great privilege and a joy to have known 
Rafael. His great love of God, his desire for heaven, his practice of 
virtue and his gratitude made me love him dearly. How many 
graces have we received from Rafael and his illness? God’s ways 
are mysterious and although his sufferings and death greatly 
sadden us, they have been a source of great blessings. 

 

“While beginning this year in great sorrow let us also rejoice. Rafael 
died the most beautiful and consoling of deaths benefiting from all 
that Holy Mother Church has to offer her children for the salvation 
of their souls. May we too have this great grace. 

 
“All the Sisters are praying for you, but especially me. Rafael has 
brought us closer and has brought us so many graces. You will 
always be remembered in my prayers and I will always be grateful 
for your good example. 

 

“May the Holy Family console you in your sorrow and may they 
protect and guide you through the New Year. 

 
“In Our Lady of Compassion, 
Sister Mary Cecilia” 
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ABOUT US 
 

My wife, Dora, and I have been married for 35 years, and we had 15 
children—nine boys and six girls. Currently, 13 are alive. 

 

I was born in Mexico, and my wife was born in Guatemala. We grew 
up drinking herbal teas and using natural ointments to alleviate 
almost any illness. If you had a stomachache, you drank Mint tea, 
or to relax, you drank Chamomile tea. If you had inflammation, you 
drank Lemongrass tea. For insect bites, we got lime juice. If you 
had a bruise, we used Arnica. To put gel in our hair, we used lime 
juice and water, and so on. 
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When we migrated to the US back in 1977, a lot of that remedy 
culture came with us, but as time went by, we adjusted to the 
“modern” medicine culture and noticed a change. 

 
In 2004, we launched a natural product business, manufacturing 
natural lip balms, hand scrubs, and essential oil roll-ons, serums, 
and creams. At the same time, we were running another business 
that took off, and the natural product company became a hobby, 
but my wife and children continued making personal care 
products. 

 
In 2006, our six-year-old son, Rafael, was diagnosed with a 
cancerous brain tumor. That event changed our lives forever; the 
first thing we did was change our entire diet. We threw away the 
microwave and replaced the nonstick Teflon pots and pans with 
cast iron. We also gave up soda, sweets, canned goods, and 
processed foods. Rafael’s tumor was inoperable, so we didn’t even 
try chemo or radiation; instead, we dove into what we knew: 
natural medicine. 

 

We believe that by switching to a natural diet and products, we 
were able to give him a better quality of life, and he lived his last 
days with dignity. Needless to say, our lives were forever changed. 

 
As a coping mechanism, I started documenting Rafael’s last days, 
and what began as a journal became a 200-page book. I would like 
you to share it with whomever you think will benefit from reading 
it. 
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In 2008 our twins, Javier and Santiago, were born prematurely 
weighing 3 and 4 lbs. each and they both have Down syndrome, 
yes twins with Down syndrome. This was a new adventure for us; 
the twins required a lot of medical attention, and we spent about 
35 days in the NICU and after that, had long stays at the hospital. 
The first few years were extremely difficult. The boys were sickly 
for a long time, so we dove deeper into natural remedies and 
products. 

 

We began using essential oils to help them build their immune 
systems, and we saw real improvements. We also got them on a 
vitamin C regimen, and started diffusing oils in their room every 
night, and when they are getting a cold, we diffuse oil in a steam 
shower. Now, thank God, they are living a much healthier life, and 
we continue to use the oils and vitamin C and will never stop. 
Another issue with our Down Syndrome twins and two of our 
daughters is dry skin, which looks like eczema. We only use our 
handmade essential oil soaps to bathe them and have success with 
a cream that contains jojoba butter and essential oils that my wife 
developed. 

 

We treat colds and respiratory illnesses with essential oils, 
homeopathic medicine, and teas. Since we use and believe in the 
fact that natural products are better than chemical-based 
products, we decided to launch our family business, Natural 
Choice Company. 
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Our goal is to bring you products that work for you. We believe that 
we can close that personal health loop for you. 

 
Let me explain. People try to eat right, they exercise, but then they 
put chemically loaded products on their skin! So, in a way, they are 
hindering all the good they are doing by eating right and 
exercising. The skin is the largest organ in our body, and at times, 
the absorption rate is greater than what we ingest. All the 
chemicals in the bath soaps, shampoos, conditioners, deodorants, 
body lotions, hand soaps, cosmetics, etc., are absorbed into your 
body through your skin. 

 
We know we are fighting the good fight by bringing awareness and 
helping people live healthier and happier lives. 

 
We hope you come along with us on this journey and promise to 
bring you the best products at a very affordable price. We also 
believe that MLM companies are charging exorbitant prices for 
their products and making them almost inaccessible. We are not 
going to increase our prices by giving you fancy boxes or packaging 
that you throw away as soon as you open them; we are going to 
give you “high dollar quality products at a fair price.” 

We hope you support us and become part of our extended family. 

Thank you very much. 

Miguel, Dora, and the Garcia Family 
www.NaturalChoiceCompany.com 

 

http://www.naturalchoicecompany.com/
http://www.naturalchoicecompany.com/

