‘Nanay Ana’ Papasin (July 13, 1923 - March 2, 2007)

‘Our Mother Away From Home’

As tribute to a beloved friend, teacher and “mother away from home,” the Concerned Filipinos of St. Anthony’s Parish (CFSA) shares these excerpts from Seth and Baby Papasin’s eulogies to their mother Anacleta ‘Nanay Ana’ who passed away peacefully March 2, 2007. Nanay Ana was a founding member of the CFSA, a parish-based community organization in Toronto addressing rights and welfare issues of Filipino migrants, and rendering support to our less fortunate compatriots back in the Philippines while participating in church activities in the parish. 

From its education and advocacy for Filipino and other migrant workers’ rights and welfare, to its fundraising efforts for the Aeta survivors of the Mt. Pinatubo eruption, support for children victims of human rights violations in the Philippines, assistance for literacy programs for the children and indigenous peoples of the Cordillera, material and financial support to orphaned children in Metro Manila; through community dances, cake and garage sales, Christmas caroling, and summer picnics - ‘Nanay Ana’ was in the midst of it all. 

******
Titay to her colleagues, Nanay Ana to those younger than her, died of congestive heart failure after a valiant effort of treatment given her by the staff at Mt. Sinai Hospital in Toronto.
Nanay’s mantra was, “Lord, teach me your way”. This was guiding her as she became a consummate teacher - right after graduation and for 35 solid years (she used to boast) she taught at F. Melgar Memorial School in Melgar, Naujan, Oriental Mindoro. Almost every student in this little seaside village was Nanay’s student. After retirement and when she moved to Manila, Nanay taught pre-schoolers at the San Miguel Day Care Centre. She taught until almost the day before she migrated to Canada with her husband and daughters in May 1991.

After being encouraged to give up teaching and enjoy her blessed retirement, Nanay Ana launched into her other passion - her faith. She became involved in church activities at the St. Anthony’s Parish, with the church becoming her second home. 

Those who know her will remember her smiling face, her love of music and laughter and her intense devotion to the Lord, her family and friends. (Seth Papasin)

******
To many of you, she was Nanay Ana, your mother away from home. She met you here in Church when she joined the CFSA. She was with you during the Pasyon Pabasa at Lent, in the processions, in the fundraising activities, multicultural presentations, novenas and the different parties. She in fact led many of the novenas for your deceased loved ones. She actually tried to get her children involved too and managed to successfully get my sister Seth involved full-time. You were her daughters and sons. When she leaves home to go to church by herself, we did not worry because we knew that her other daughters and sons would look after her. She knew your name and your life stories, and always had a smile for you. She felt your loneliness of being away from your mothers, and tried to fill the void in your hearts somehow by simply being there.

To us, she was just our Nanay, our mother, mother-in-law, grandmother. And she was the best at that.

Nanay gave us two gifts: the gift of life and the gift of faith. 

We grew up in Mindoro and ours was a modest life. But she never complained, she never wavered. Even though life was tough, she and my father made sure that we get the education that we need. It was their priority. They equipped us with the tools of life, to be able to deal with the good and bad, rights and wrongs of life. Discipline was important to them, and my brothers and sisters would tell you tons of stories on how they were disciplined when they were young.

She adored her grandchildren. She never forgot their birthdays, and ours, too. She always had gifts for them and would always compliment them for being pogi and maganda. When she was diagnosed with Alzheimers and could no longer get out of the apartment, her grandchildren’s visits would make her day. She had this huge smile on her face every time the kids were around. When my son got sick, it was perhaps a blessing that she already had Alzheimers; she would have been devastated had she known of my son’s illness.

She was very devoted to God. Her faith in God was so deep and that was what she tried to pass on to us, her children. Back home, it did not matter where we were at 6 o’clock at night, when we hear our father’s whistle or her calling, we would run to the house for the Angelus. On Wednesday nights, we sat in our bedroom for the novena to our Lady of Perpetual Help. She taught us the rosary, led us to mass every Sunday, and read the Bible. Her faith in God was so strong that she never wavered even during the most challenging times of our lives. It is the same faith in God that pulled me through, day after day, as we deal with my son’s illness. On those days that I feel so helpless and feel like questioning Him, I think of my mother and what she might tell me – and she would say that God is and will be with my son and us, and that he will get through this.
The day before she died at Mt. Sinai Hospital, while she was still conscious, she was no longer opening her eyes. I was beside her and I saw her make the sign of the cross, one after the other, all through the day. She was praying; I knew she was praying; she must have known that the time was near. There was a snowstorm that day, so the following day on the day of her death, Friday, it was still a cloudy morning. A few breaths before her last, rays of sunlight went through the window of her hospital room and the room lit up; it was very bright. It hovered above her head. A minute or two after, the clouds returned. The angels must have taken her then in their wings. That is how I will remember my mother’s death and that is how I know that she is now with God. ….  (Minerva ‘Baby’ Papasin. March 10, 2007)

