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How Far are We Unwilling to go?
Following the plane crash in the Andes in 1972, my life significantly changed ever since. Being one of the 16 who survived the ordeal, I am grateful to God. Sometimes I barely believe how I survived the crash up to the time of rescue. Thirty-five years later and I still remember this incidence like it was yesterday. The fantastic time and laughter we had on the plane. Then the sudden explosion of the plane as it hit the mountain top. The sound of crumpling metal and the spinning descent reoccur every time I close my eyes. The accident haunts me every time. At that moment I was gripped by the realization that I was about to die. All I could do was hold on tight to my seat as the plane rolled down the snowy mountain. Finally, came the violent stop. Fortunately, I was still breathing and alive, strapped in my seat although I could not move one of my feet. My colleagues and friends were mourning and crying. People were terribly injured and in agonizing pain, while others had lost their lives.
Survival was hard and unbearable before we got to be rescued seventy-two days after the crash. It was freezing all over, no shelter as the body of the plane burst open upon the crash. Out of the 45 people on the plane, only 16 of us survived. We nursed our injuries and tried to survive in the hope that someone would find and rescue us. At that time I felt unlucky to be caught up in the horrific incident. After a long period of starvation, due to lack of food in the plane, we resolved to eat the bodies of our fellow colleagues and friends that were frozen. It was difficult but was the only way to survival. I felt like I was going mad like I had become a savage, a cannibal. I prayed to God for guidance and forgiveness. 
However, this incidence changed my life ever since. Although we struggled through hardships until our time of rescue, I got inspired to save lives in whichever way possible. Back then, I was just a first-year medical student in Uruguay. Since the rescue, I resolved to work hard, finished school and became a surgeon in order to impact positively on others. How we ate the bodies of our friends to sustain ourselves and survive before the rescue is what my motivation in life became. For years I have lived condemning my actions. Nonetheless, I realized that I could not undo what was already done.
[bookmark: _GoBack]As a surgeon, I still associate my work with that incidence. Today, I use the dead body to continue living through organ and tissue transplants. I attend to the sick and needy patients by helping them acquire and restore their good health. I take the healthy organs of dead corpses and preserve them in hope to use them in saving another soul. Although the plane crash still haunts me up-to-date, I am able to live with myself and smile knowing that each day I get to save another life through my profession. That ordeal broke me into a thousand pieces but also taught me to remain positive and treasure lives. I believe our survival from the incidence was not just a miracle but also an inspiration and calling to better ourselves thereafter.
