I am Fernando’s mother … and this is my side of the story. He had almost everything right, except for minor details.

I have to say, Fernando was a beautiful baby. His blond curly hair, big innocent blue eyes and a permanent smile. He called attention to himself. I know all mothers think their babies are pretty but I was stopped in the street by people I have never met. Even when I took him to a play, an actor approached me to say how beautiful he was… the perfect image of a healthy baby.

However, I was concerned that being quite thin, he had a belly that seemed to me too prominent. The doctors dismissed my concern and gave me vitamin B12 …”so you feel you are doing something, but all babies have a belly” he said… Well, I gave him the vitamins but it seemed to me that the belly was growing bigger and asymmetric. So I went back to the doctor and they confirmed a growth on the right side.

In 15 days, the growth was 14cmX15 cm and weighted 600 gr, which in a baby is really big. The vitamins had stimulated the growth of the bad cells. I took him to Buenos Aires Children Hospital and he had urgent surgery. They removed the right kidney with the tumor in it. The scar was across the entire front and half way to the back. Only 4cm in her waist could be spared of cutting. The diagnosis was Rhabdomyosarcoma, a very malignant cancer with very low survival rate. By 1976, only 7 cases survived the second year in all the hospital history.

After the surgery, he was given the first chemotherapy treatment and it was too hard on him. He lost his hair, he bleed continuously by the mouth, and the mucous membranes of the mouth and stomach were destroyed so he could not eat and he lost a lot of weight. In a month, from playing, running around and happily laughing at anything, he could not lift his hands or hold his head… I would talk to him, hold him with all the tubes by the window, showed him the pigeons, the church tower, grab his hands around the toys, anything that will give him strength to keep living. I had to be fully dressed in disinfected clothes to be near him and with my mouth covered. I could not kiss him. 

After a couple of weeks, he asked me why I was so far away, and asked me not to go away, but I was hugging him as strong as I could and kept saying “I am here, do not go away!”… But he drifted away and was absolutely irresponsive. When he seemed to come back to consciousness, he told me not to worry, he talked that he was playing with angels, and drifted back away in a sleep. 

He was weighed two times in the day. Even his diaper was weighed. His veins were destroyed so they could not give him hyper alimentation. He got a serious infection on the other kidney, which could not be treated since his bone marrow stopped producing blood cells. I kept his fever down rubbing his body with alcohol and water, day and night, non stop. After a week, the doctors said I should stop. They called me to a room and five specialists explained to me that there was nothing that I can do or they can do. That was the end. And that he would not last that night. I called my husband and he called my mother, both in Santa Fe, telling her to come to Buenos Aires and see him for the last time. My sister also came and visited with him and talked to him.

The prognosis was a death sentence for me too. Fernando was called in the hospital “little Jesus”. Coming back to his room from that awful news, the lady in the room next to him gave my mom a rosary that belonged to Padre Pio, and encouraged me to pray with it. I thanked the lady and placed the rosary on the night table, without giving it much thought at the time. My mother arrived later that day by bus from Santa Fe., and left her things in a hotel. When the lady at the front desk of the hotel learned why she was there, she gave my mother a book on the life of Padre Pio, which she gave to me… I put the book on the night table, surprised by the coincidence but more worried at what will be next with my baby. Later that day, my husband arrived from Santa Fe. He told me of a strong coincidence: he had sat next to a cappuchin brother in the bus who had lived with Padre Pio in Pietrelcina, and who told him about the miracles that Padre Pio performed. The coincidence was that a friend of mine that showed him to the bus station had given him a prayer card of Padre Pio, which he gave to me... I put it on the night table along with the rosary and the book. I thought that is too much of a coincidence, this is a Message and I have to have all my Faith in it. I had never heard before of Padre Pio. 

Then the feared night came… and everybody left. They told us we did not need anymore the disinfected clothes and that I could hug him and kiss him. That night, I knew that I had no wordily help anymore. And I was counting the hours; I could not think that was the end. And I prayed the rosary all night, many times, until morning asking for God’s help. In the morning, Fernando, that has not moved on his own for a month, woke up and sat up in bed without help, and asked for crackers. I was shocked. I called the doctors who were surprised that he was seating, and called other doctors and ran blood tests to document what had happened. Every single test that day indicated normal functions, the values came back normal low, but normal!

Now I should say I had my personal miracle. That changed my life and my values in life. Fernando has been the greatest gift God could have given me. And Padre Pio called me in different ways to believe in prayer: the rosary, the book, the prayer card, the monk in the bus… all in the same day. .. 

Fernando completed successfully a year and a half of chemotherapy and radiation. He has had many surgeries after that: spinal fusion with Harrington rod instrumentation to correct the bones affected by radiation, five intestinal surgeries also consequence of the treatment… but Padre Pio was with us all the way. And today, he is a young man that is happily married, speaks four languages, has an MBA and likes to bicycle and do Taekwondo. That is my joy.

As he said also…”Ever since then, there has been an amazing connection with Padre Pio. Many 'coincidences' have occurred, like stepping out of a train in Rome, Italy late at night, with almost nobody at the train station, to be greeted by about a dozen Padre Pio prayer cards carried by the wind across the platform that landed at my feet” … 

I have to thank Padre Pio and god for his recovery and for how much it changed my life.

So, that is my inspiring story about cancer. And I would love to help you in any way I can. 

Thanks for the work you do, and have a great weekend,
Olga 
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