
The Priest 
(Celeste and Les Aquino – Feb. 5, 2007) 

 

Last night I dreamt I was with my younger cousin Jake.  It was a Saturday and my cousin asked me to take 

him to an amusement park.  To go there we had to take a bus.  The bus driver was driving very fast.  The 

passengers were all frightened.  So I held Jake's hand firmly.   

 

As we approached the intersection, the signal light turned green.  And so the bus driver continued on with 

his speed.  Little did we know, a jeepney from the right side of the intersection tried to beat the red light 

signal.  The jeepney rammed the bus at the side where we were seated.  Jake was hit badly on the head by 

the bus railing.  I wanted to shout "bloody murder!" 

 

I was very angry at the jeepney driver.  I love Jake very dearly.  He's actually my favorite cousin.  My 

family is close to Jake's family.  I was also scared of what my uncle might say or do to me.  My cousin Jake 

has always been a good son. 

 

I didn't know what to do.  Some people in the bus started panicking.  Some started going down the bus.  The 

rest remained seated because of injuries.  I went out of the bus.  And then I realized that we passed by a 

church. 

 

I entered the church and shouted for help.  Nobody seemed to hear me.  So I ran towards the back of the 

church.  There I saw a priest who was preparing his garments for the Holy Mass.  I asked him to help and go 

with me.  The priest went with me to go back in the bus. 

 

Inside the bus, most of the passengers have left.  Those who remained appeared dead.  The priest was 

saddened by what he saw.  Finally, we reached my cousin Jake at the back of the bus.  The priest assured me 

Jake will be fine.  In my sadness, I wanted to fondle Jake's hair and face which were now bloody. 

 

The priest helped me carry my cousin outside.  He moved very fast and told me to take Jake to the hospital.  

The hospital was far from where we were.  And so we rode a taxi to go to the hospital.  Jake laid his head on 

the lap of the priest.  At the corner of one eye, I saw the priest praying for Jake. 

 

The priest told me to tell Jake that everything will be okay.  I was crying as I spoke to Jake.  Jake had tears 

in his eyes because of the pain.  After a long while we reached the hospital.  There was a bunch of people 

in the hospital lobby. 

 

Most of the people were passengers in the bus accident.  They had injuries much worse than Jake's.  A 

doctor attended to Jake.  Jake was confined and needed stitches on his head.  I was very worried because I 

had no money.  I was surprised that the bill reached 7,500 pesos! 

 

The priest told me not to worry.  The following day, Jake was discharged from the hospital.  Jake's parents 

scolded me for not telling them what happened.  I told them about the priest in the church.  They were 

surprised that a priest had paid for the hospital bill.  Jake's parents rushed to the church to meet and thank 

this very generous man. 

 

They were told by the caretaker, however, that the priest had died.  He was crossing the street when he was 

run over by a speeding jeepney.  He died on the spot.  He was scheduled to say Mass the previous day but 

he didn't even reach the church.  It is then that I realized that the priest died BEFORE the speeding jeepney 

hit our bus! 

 


