Project Story for Global Giving
As relayed by one Sagip Metro volunteer coordinator

It was so difficult for our driver to maneuver our car. People were coming from all directions and blocking our way--as if they knew from the very beginning that we were there to give out relief goods. 
As soon as we were able to park the vehicle, Richard, the social worker in our group, went out to look for the identified beneficiaries ( Kuya Center Street Children ). The children were all asked to line up, but then all hell broke loose.

The moment we opened our windows, people were suddenly pushing each other, and even pinning small children who were asked to line up. Our driver locked the windows and doors of our car, but people kept banging on all sides of the vehicle, screaming and yelling for help. It was a very scary scene.

I closed my eyes and covered my ears. As soon as I thought I had calmed myself down, we again attempted to distribute the goods we brought, but to no avail: People, in their desperation, weariness, and hunger, were again starting to hurt each other.

Suddenly, I heard someone say that there was a dead woman right beside our car.

Bloated, already decomposing, and covered with nothing but a used tarpaulin, no one apparently knew this person—who, as we learned later, was pregnant and already dead for almost two days. Someone was pouring rum to cover up the smell of her rotting body. 

The woman was just there lying, waiting for a good soul to bury her.

I was so mad. I just wanted to get away, but my conscience wouldn’t let me.

Wanting to give the woman a proper burial, our team sought and was referred to one government bureaucrat after another. When we finally were face to face with the one in charge of retrieving the woman’s corpse, we were told that yes, the body would be properly laid to rest—but only after the body of another dead pregnant woman was secured.

With a heavy heart I had to leave the place. I was overwhelmed with fear, sympathy, and confusion; I couldn’t bear more of what I had just seen. 

Was all that real?

