May 8.09
This may be my only opportunity to thank all of you in public, so thank you. But I would like to mention a very special person to Vic and me.  Indulge me please in this token of gratitude to Victor’s caregiver Milette who took care of him with love for over five years, conscientiously preparing and reminding him of his complicated regimen of cancer meds, whether he traveled the world or stayed at home.  
She is here tonight, as she has been all these past nights, keeping vigil at the capilla from morning thru the night, just going home to Kalachuchi to freshen up, then returning, without stopping or complaining in her devoted service to Victor.  May I ask you to give her a special round of thanks.  
And this wake would not be what it is without the equally untiring efforts of our bunso and super manager Ernie, super co-manager and provider of food Sylvia, behind the scenes Erna, Carey, my first cousins, and program creators Irma and Beepsie.  I thank you, as Vic’s only sister.  As a good friend had said, Victor’s legacy to a lot of us is his ability to bind us together in love and friendship, which we must treasure and preserve. 
I really would have preferred to keep silent in this time, but at Beepsie’s request to help complete the program, I have written a letter to Vic:

Dearest Vic, 
It is easier to write I guess, in these times, than to speak spontaneously from the heart.  I spoke to you twice that fateful day of May 4th, when we were told by Dr. Cesario to finally let you go, that the battle Ernie Sylvia and I so determinedly and persistently fought had been lost, that the meds would run out in about an hour, at around noon, even while you lay in coma.  I was there and I cried one more time, just as your other loved ones all over the world did afterwards, wishing you wouldn’t go, but knowing you should. I kept hearing in my soul that it was time for the Lord to take you. You were ready, though we were not.

I ended up alone in the room with you, with those stupid tubes that must have hurt you so, my darling brother, yet you would not say so, as is your usual stance – always using that strong will of yours to ignore your pain, to keep cheerful and optimistic, and to beat the odds.  I spoke to you then deep deep emotions, knowing, or at least hoping, you would hear me.  

I was with you again when I accompanied your beautiful Irma to your bedside for her last goodbye, and the counter by your bed turned to zero.  Thank you for that privilege you gave your sister, who always wondered how special she was to you, knowing you have all those friends that you make your time for. 

But this is my last letter, and like the sun that has come out this A.M. after the torrent last night, surely in honour of you, like the space in the church patio left open so that nature’s flowers could fill the air with your spirit, like the young friends who worked so hard with joy to put tonight’s program as their tribute to you, this must be a letter of light and peace and happiness.  “Don’t worry be happy,” you told me through the T-shirt you gave me. 
I will ever be grateful for the trips you invited me to join you in, from the Cote de’Azure in the Mediterranean, my dream come true, to the last two trips in Bali and finally Hongkong-Macau.  You said, “Gina, you can stay for free in my room, just buy your ticket,” so it was easier for me to say “yes.” 
You told me to stay as long as I liked in your different homes, from Paris to Bangkok to Hawaii.  Your Hawaii home was just so beautiful, so you, with its panoramic view of blue sea and bluer sky, and the now famous outdoor spa right beside your bedroom.  And how can I not thank you for the legacy of a house in Merville that will pass on to my beloved adopted family.

When I wrote Vicky that I wish we hadn’t done the last trip to Hongkong-Macau a few days before you were hospitalized, that perhaps you wouldn’t have gotten as sick as you did, she said no regrets, that was how you were, -- you wanted to be with people you cared for, for that moment, overcoming your delicate health condition.  You wouldn’t have had it any other way. So in true Victor style, we enjoyed our last breakfast at Hongkong’s Peninsula, a huge treat for me, and hunted out the famous steakhouse Chris’ Ruth for lunch, a steak treat for yourself.  
As your only sister, you tested out some of your draft speeches, showed off, without hesitation, your accolades and special notes from impressed colleagues and friends, talked a little about your drawings, model-building, and travel, in the short time we had together.  You managed the household funds with conscientious accuracy, while contributing the bulk to Mommy’s maintenance. What a brother!  

But there was a reserve in the inner you that said “noli me tangere,” your inner sanctum which buffered you from all the conflicts of the day, whether at work, at home, or in relationships.  It impressed me how you never got rattled despite booboos, tight deadlines, and failing equipment.  Is this where your inner strength and calm came from, your streak of independence and privacy I had to respect?.  In fact, as I think of it now, maybe that is why you stayed single, a man not for one woman, but for all women.  

Ah well, Victor, you lived the good life in exceptional ways, truly “joie de vivre.”  Thank you for allowing me, your sister, to have been part of it. May I join Mummy, to whom we cant mention your leaving us, and our departed Daddy waiting for you now in heaven, to wish you God speed with light and joy.
